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Chapter One
 
    
 
   I had just turned eighteen when my father married Susan Wells. She was nice enough, but she had a son named Chris who would go on to change my life irrevocably.
 
   Chris was nineteen years old. He had long hair, wore a leather jacket everywhere, even in the summer, and rode a motorcycle. I’d never met anyone like him. Our sleepy little town was full of good ole boys and geeks, but no one like him. He and his mother moved in after the wedding, and my life was never the same.
 
   At first, Chris was distant. He spent most of his time in his room, the skunk-like scent of marijuana wafting underneath the door. He was belligerent to my father, and he mostly ignored me.
 
   One evening, our parents had gone out to dinner. I heard a terrible racket in Chris’s room, so I knocked softly on the door.
 
   “Chris?” I called gently.
 
   I heard the rustling and crunching of objects under his boots as he crossed the floor, and he flung the door open. His dark hair fell into his eyes, and he looked down as though the carpet was the most interesting thing on Earth.
 
   “What do you want?” he snarled.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked him. “I heard…”
 
   I peered past him and into his room. The lamp on his nightstand was overturned, the bulb shattered into shards of glass that scattered across the table top and the floor. Clothing, papers, books, and other items littered the floor, the bed, basically every surface in the room. It looked pretty much like his room normally looked, except there was usually some order amongst the chaos.
 
   “What happened?” I breathed, my eyes wide with curiosity.
 
   “None of your God damned business,” he snapped, attempting to slam the door in my face.
 
   I stuck my hand out and grabbed the edge of the door just as he was pushing it shut. I thought I could manage to keep him from shutting me out, but I only succeeded in getting my hand smashed savagely in the door. I yelped in pain. 
 
   Immediately, the door flew open wide. I recoiled, cradling my throbbing hand against me. A look of shock and concern softened Chris’s face – perhaps even contrition.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said quickly, reaching for my hand. “Are you okay?”
 
   My eyes were stinging, tears threatening to squeeze out from behind my eyelids. I bit my lip and looked away, determined not to let him see me cry.
 
   “I’m fine,” I lied, though my quavering voice certainly gave away the attempted deceit.
 
   I shivered as his warm hands took mine. He examined it carefully, noting the redness and swelling. He poked at it gingerly, and I winced, gasping in pain.
 
   “This doesn’t look fine,” he said.
 
   “Well, it is,” I said, withdrawing my hand.
 
   “Come on, I’m taking you to the hospital,” he demanded.
 
   “No, it’s fine!” I snapped.
 
   “Don’t argue with me,” he growled. “Go get some clothes on or I’ll throw you over my shoulder and carry you!”
 
   Not that I would have minded being thrown over his shoulder, but I figured it might be best not to argue with him. I went to my room and changed out of my pajamas and into a t-shirt and jeans. That was difficult, but pulling on my socks proved to be impossible. I was still sitting on my bed struggling with them when Chris walked in.
 
   “You ready?” he asked.
 
   Then he spotted me struggling.
 
   “Here, let me,” Chris said, sitting down on my bed and taking one of my socks.
 
   Chris lifted my foot and slid the sock gently over it. Then he did the same with the other. His eyes scanned the room and located my shoes, which he brought over, slipped on my feet, and tied neatly.
 
   “Thank you,” I said meekly.
 
   I wasn’t used to being treated so delicately. My father lacked such grace under pressure, and my mother hadn’t been around in years. Chris’s mother was friendly, but she never paid much attention to me.
 
   “Let’s go, kid,” he said.
 
   I winced at his back when he called me ‘kid.’ I didn’t like to think that’s all I would ever be to him – his kid sister. I was only a year younger than him. Not even that, just a few months, really.
 
   “Are we taking your bike?” I asked hopefully.
 
   “Don’t be stupid,” he said. “How are you going to hang on to me with that bad hand? We’ll take my mom’s car.”
 
   Chris snatched Susan’s keys off the hook in the foyer.
 
   “Don’t she be mad if you take her car without asking?” I asked him.
 
   “Nah, this is an emergency,” he said confidently. “Besides, I’ll call her from the hospital.”
 
   He opened my door for me, and I slid into the front seat. He rolled smoothly over the hood like he was a stuntman in a movie and plopped casually into the driver’s seat.
 
   When we arrived at the hospital, he pulled up to the sliding doors. I insisted I could walk from the parking lot, but he wouldn’t hear of it. He opened my door and escorted me into the waiting room, and then he left to park the car. I waited patiently for him as he’d requested. When he got back, he ushered me up to the reception desk.
 
   “May I help you?” asked a smiling nurse.
 
   “My stepsister hurt her hand,” he explained. “I think it might be broken.”
 
   “Alright, fill out these forms, please,” the nurse said pleasantly, handing him a clipboard with a pen attached to a chain.
 
   He took the clipboard and we took a seat in the waiting room. He asked me questions while he filled it out for me, because I couldn’t write in my current condition.
 
   He handed the form back to her, and she typed for a couple of moments. Then she smiled at him again.
 
   “Take a seat. They’ll call her when they’re ready for her,” she told him.
 
   He strolled over and slid into the seat beside me.
 
   “You holding up okay?” he asked me, and I nodded. “You want anything? Coke? Snack?”
 
   “No, I’m fine,” I said.
 
   He sighed heavily and slouched in his seat. He lifted one foot up and onto his knee. He fiddled with the buckle on his boot for a while, and then slouched backward and started bouncing his foot nervously.
 
   “Look, I’m sorry, okay,” he said suddenly.
 
   “It’s alright,” I assured him.
 
   “No, seriously, what I did wasn’t cool,” he said, picking lint off his shirt.
 
   “It was an accident, Chris,” I told him.
 
   “Maybe so, but I should have been more careful. It was reckless and stupid, and I’m sorry,” he mumbled.
 
   “Chris,” I said, putting my good hand on his knee and trying to catch his eye. When he finally looked at me I said, “It’s fine. Really.”
 
   He gazed into my eyes for a moment, and I noticed how deep and gentle his eyes really were. They were a soft gray-blue with flecks of brown, and I could see a kindness behind them I’d never noticed before.
 
   He finally nodded, apparently accepting the fact that the whole incident was an accident. Still, he looked troubled. He kept glancing at my hand and gnawing on his thumbnail occasionally.
 
   After an hour had passed, he jumped to his feet.
 
   “I’m going to see what’s taking so long,” he said.
 
   Chris strolled over to the reception desk and leaned forward, putting his weight on the counter.
 
   “Hey!” he called to the nurse behind the counter. “What’s taking so long? My sister’s in pain out here! We’ve been waiting over an hour!”
 
   “Patients are seen in order of the severity of their conditions,” the nurse explained. “It’s not first come, first served.”
 
   “Well, how long will it be?” he asked.
 
   “It shouldn’t be long now, unless someone comes in with a serious condition. They were backed up, but they’re almost caught up,” she told him.
 
   Chris stormed back over to me with his fists balled up beside him. He slumped back into his seat and sulked, muttering obscenities under his breath.
 
   “If you want to go home, it’s…” I started to say.
 
   “No way,” Chris said flatly. “I’ll stay as long as it takes. I just don’t want you sitting here in pain so long.”
 
   “It’s not so bad,” I lied.
 
   In truth, my hand was throbbing angrily. I could feel the skin stretching over the back of my hand as it swelled larger and larger, and a huge bruise was spreading out over it, ugly and vicious.
 
   “It looks bad,” Chris commented.
 
   “It doesn’t hurt that much,” I told him.
 
   Chris spotted a vending machine across the room and he made his way over to it. He dropped some coins into it and punched a button. He brought the can over to me.
 
   “For your hand,” he said, holding it out toward me.
 
   I took it gratefully and placed it on the back of my hand. A white-hot searing pain shot through my hand and up my arm.
 
   “Ow!” I shrieked, and he jumped.
 
   He took the can from me and placed it gently inside my swollen hand. I couldn’t grip it, but it hurt less to have the cold can inside my hand rather than outside it.
 
   “God, I’m so sorry,” he groaned.
 
   “I said it’s fine, Chris,” I told him.
 
   “I’ll never forgive myself for this. Never.”
 
   “Don’t blame yourself. I told you, it was an accident.”
 
   “Yeah, but it’s my fault you even came in there. It’s my fault for slamming the door on your hand. Everything’s always my fault,” he muttered.
 
   “Don’t say that,” I said gently. “Please don’t.”
 
   “You don’t get it. My whole life, everything’s always been my fault. It was my fault my parents split up. If I hadn’t been such a prick…”
 
   “Stop it,” I demanded. “You had nothing to do with any of that.”
 
   He shook his head sadly and rolled his eyes.
 
   “You just don’t understand, kid,” he told me.
 
   “Stop calling me kid,” I snapped.
 
   “Alright, alright, sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”
 
   He leaned his head back against the wall and stared up at the ceiling. His foot was on his knee again, jiggling wildly.
 
   “Parker,” a voice called. “Mika Parker!”
 
   I stood up and followed the voice to a door behind the reception desk. A nurse stood there smiling and waiting patiently.
 
   “Mika Parker?” she asked pleasantly.
 
   “That’s me,” I said.
 
   “You can wait out here,” the nurse said to Chris.
 
   “No!” I practically shouted.
 
   “Is he family?” she asked, assuming, I suppose, that he was my boyfriend.
 
   “He’s my brother,” I told her.
 
   She raised one eyebrow skeptically.
 
   “You don’t look alike,” she commented.
 
   “He’s my stepbrother,” I clarified.
 
   “Hmm,” she said, thinking for a moment. “Alright, come on back.”
 
   I had my hand x-rayed, and then I had to wait for the doctor to come analyze the results. It was nearly thirty minutes before she showed up. She told me my hand was broken, and I had to have it set in a cast. When we got home, my father and Susan were waiting.
 
   “Are you alright?” Dad asked as soon as I walked through the door.
 
   Dad wrapped me in a tough bear hug, and then he glared accusatorily at Chris.
 
   “What happened?” Susan asked.
 
   “I slammed my hand in a door,” I said.
 
   “What? How?” Susan wanted to know.
 
   “I was just being clumsy,” I said. “I was lucky Chris was home. The doctor at the hospital said my hand could have been permanently damaged if I hadn’t gone to the hospital. It was Chris who convinced me to go.”
 
   My dad softened a little.
 
   “I’m just glad you’re okay,” he said, squeezing my shoulders.
 
   “I’m going to head to bed,” I told him, and he nodded, kissing me on the forehead.
 
   I brushed my teeth, and then I went to my room, changed into a pair of shorts and a tank top, and crawled into bed. A little while later, just before I drifted off to sleep, I heard my bedroom door open.
 
   Chris sat down on the bed beside me. I pretended to be asleep. He brushed a strand of hair away from my face.
 
   “Mika?” he asked quietly. “You awake?”
 
   I pretended to stir, turning over and looking at him with a fake yawn.
 
   “Chris?” I asked, feigning ignorance.
 
   “Yeah, it’s me,” he acknowledged. “I just wanted to apologize again and see how you’re doing.”
 
   “I’m fine,” I told him. “It doesn’t hurt that much anymore.”
 
   “Thanks for not telling them I did it,” he said, staring at my wall. “Your dad already has enough reasons to hate me without thinking I broke your hand.”
 
   “Why would he hate you?” I asked curiously.
 
   He shrugged.
 
   “Everyone does,” he said. “Everyone always has.”
 
   “I don’t,” I whispered, stroking his cheek with my good hand.
 
   His eyes looked deeply into mine. I sat up and pressed my lips against his. For a moment, he responded by kissing back. Then he jumped up and backed away.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked him.
 
   “This isn’t right,” he said. “I can’t.”
 
   And then he was gone.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   The next day, Chris asked me if I wanted to go shopping. He said he was heading into town, and he thought I might like a fun day out. Truthfully, I just wanted to spend time with him. If he’d asked me to tour the sewage treatment with him, I would have gratefully accepted. The first thing he suggested doing was having my hair done.
 
   “What’s wrong with my hair?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing, it’s beautiful,” he said, stroking my waist-length blonde hair. “But I thought you might like something a little wilder. You know, just for fun.”
 
   “Like what?” I asked him.
 
   “I don’t know, I was thinking dreads,” he said.
 
   I burst into laughter. “Dreadlocks? Me?” I cackled.
 
   “Why not?” he asked with a shrug.
 
   “How about braids? Seems a little less permanent,” I told him.
 
   “Alright, we’ll give it a try,” he said.
 
   “Can we take your bike?” I asked.
 
   “I really don’t think that’s a good idea with your hand and all,” he said. “But I promise I’ll take you for a ride as soon as your hand is better.”
 
   I sighed. “Fine,” I relented.
 
   First, we stopped for lunch. We had burgers and fries at my favorite diner, and then we headed to the hair salon. The stylist tried to talk me into getting my hair colored, but I loved my blonde hair. I just had it braided into dozens of tiny braids. 
 
   “Wow, you look a little less dainty,” Chris said when he saw the final result.
 
   “Dainty?” I chuckled. “Where’d you learn that word?”
 
   He laughed.
 
   “Now we should get you some proper clothes,” he told me.
 
   “What’s wrong with these?” I asked, looking down at my t-shirt and jeans.
 
   “Nothing,” he countered. “You just look a little… innocent.”
 
   “I am innocent,” I told him.
 
   “Maybe so, but you don’t have to look it,” he told me, pinching my cheek.
 
   He took me to a store in town that sold all kinds of slutty clothes. Nothing really seemed my style, and I was just about to suggest we leave when Chris held up a sheer shirt.
 
   “This,” he said, smiling wickedly. “With a sexy black bra underneath.”
 
   “This looks positively scandalous,” I told him, leaning over and speaking near him in hushed tones. Then I turned to the sales girl and said, “I’ll take it!”
 
   I bought a black bra and matching black panties. That, along with a wicked pair of black suede boots went just fine with the jeans I was already wearing. I changed into my new outfit at a gas station.
 
   “Holy crap,” Chris said as soon as I walked out.
 
   “Tell me about it, stud,” I said in my best impression of Sandy from Grease.
 
   Chris laughed.
 
   “Sandy you are not,” he chuckled. “But I’ll take you over Olivia Newton-John any day!”
 
   “I’ll take that as a compliment,” I joked. “Although the look isn’t quite so sexy with this huge cast in the way.”
 
   “I think you look hot,” he said with a shrug.
 
   I felt my face flush hot.
 
   The rest of the day, we spent wandering around town. We played games at the arcade, watched a movie, and stopped for pizza on the way home. He did a good job keeping my mind off how much my hand was hurting.
 
   When we got home, our parents had gone out again. He told me to meet him in the living room if I wanted to watch a DVD, and I went to take a shower. When I got out, I put on my new black panties and I started to put on my bra, but I thought better of it. Instead, I put on the sheer black shirt without it, and headed into the living room.
 
   Chris had already put a DVD into the player, and he was sitting shirtless in a pair of sweatpants. His eyes glanced up at me, and his mouth fell open.
 
   “What?” I teased.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked.
 
   “You don’t like it?” I asked him, pouting playfully.
 
   “I…” he started to say something, but his eyes were transfixed on my breasts.
 
   I sat down beside him and leaned on his shoulder. I looked up at him, getting lost in his beautiful gray-blue eyes.
 
   “Kiss me,” I whispered.
 
   He shook his head. “I can’t, Mika. You’re my sister.”
 
   “We only met a few months ago, and your mom and my dad haven’t even been married for six months,” I said. “We’re not even remotely related.”
 
   “Yeah, but… it just seems…”
 
   I suddenly straddled him and planted a kiss on his lips, resting my good hand on his cheek. His arms went around my waist, drawing me closer to him. He sucked air in sharply, and I felt his tongue slip between my lips. I could feel the warmth of his bare chest through the sheer fabric of my shirt.
 
   I could feel him grasping desperately at my shirt, eager to tear it away from my body. I lifted my arms, allowing him to pull it off and discard it. I leaned forward, pressing my breasts against his chest. Once again, I felt his strong arms wrap around me, holding my body captive against his.
 
   His kiss became more passionate. I felt his long hair brush against my face and down my shoulder as his soft tongue swirled inside my mouth. His hands clasped over my ass, squeezing it. I could feel his hardness swelling inside his sweatpants, pushing between my legs. My wetness was already soaking through my panties and moistening the front of his pants.
 
   A car door slammed, and then another.
 
   “Oh no,” I gasped, grabbing my shirt and rushing to my room.
 
   I flung myself onto my bed and growled in exasperation, and I managed to land partially on my injured hand. I yowled in pain and frustration. I’d finally managed to make  him notice me, and our parents came home! What a wretched end to a perfectly wonderful day.
 
   I rummaged around in a drawer and threw on a comfortable old t-shirt, then climbed into bed and fell asleep.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   “Mika,” I heard him whisper. “Hey, wake up.”
 
   “Mm?” I groaned, rubbing my eyes.
 
   I felt his hand on my inner thigh, and I froze. It was dark, but I knew it was Chris. I could smell him. His hair brushed against my arm, and I shivered. His hand moved up my thigh and stopped just shy of my panties.
 
   “Do you want me to stop?” he whispered.
 
   “No!” I gasped.
 
   His fingers slipped inside the leg band of my panties, and I could feel them wiggling their way inside my slit. The wetness of our earlier encounter was still there, and he used the slipperiness to lubricate my clit. He began rubbing it in small circles, gently at first, and then with increasing pressure.
 
   With his other hand, he lifted my shirt, exposing my breasts. They were fairly small, but perky. His mouth closed over one of my nipples, and I felt a jolt of excitement shoot through me. My heart began to flutter wildly in my chest, and I could hardly breathe.
 
   His tongue swirled around my nipple, and it stiffened against the warmth and moisture. I gasped, and he moaned happily. I felt his hair fall down over my chest, and it tickled delightfully. I struggled to pull my shirt off with one hand, and he used his free hand to help me.
 
   His finger dipped lightly inside my pussy, just barely penetrating me. I wanted more than anything to feel him inside me. I wanted him to be my first. I wanted to give him my most precious gift – my virginity.
 
   “Chris?” I whispered into his ear, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing his shoulder.
 
   “Yeah?” he whispered back.
 
   “I want you to be my first,” I told him.
 
   “Your first what?” he asked.
 
   “My first,” I emphasized.
 
   “Your first… oh. Oh!” he replied, suddenly understanding. “You mean you’re a…”
 
   “Yes, Chris. I’m a virgin,” I told him.
 
   He froze. His fingers stopped touching me, and his body backed away from me very slightly.
 
   I grabbed him and pulled him to me, pressing my bare breasts against his chest. I pushed my lips against his, squeezing his body close to me and wrapping his hair around my fingers.
 
   “Please, Chris,” I begged him. “I want you to be my first.”
 
   “Look, Mika,” he said, his voice low, but firm, “I just don’t know if I can do this. I care about you, and I don’t want to end up hurting you.”
 
   “Chris, I’m not looking to marry you or anything. I just want to lose my virginity, and I really, really want it to be you,” I told him, nuzzling his neck and exhaling softly.
 
   He made a low, whining groan, and I knew his resolve was melting. That lone noise was enough to tell me it wouldn’t be long until he gave in.
 
   “Please, Chris,” I whispered into his ear. “Let me give you my virginity. Don’t make me beg.”
 
   I touched my lips softly against his neck and exhaled again, pulling my lips gently across the skin of his neck and up to his ear, where I nibbled delicately on his earlobe.
 
   “My God…” he groaned, and he dropped his head, resting his forehead on my chest. “You don’t know what you’re doing to me, girl.”
 
   “Oh, I know exactly what I’m doing,” I told him. “I may look young, but there’s a woman inside me aching to get out, Chris. Help me!”
 
   He lifted his head and looked straight into my eyes. I could barely see the outline of his face in the light from the street lamp outside my window. He looked troubled, but there was a hunger in his eyes that drove me wild. I placed my good hand on his cheek and pulled his face close to me, kissing him lightly on the lips.
 
   “Please,” I whispered long and slow.
 
   This seemed to be all he needed. His eyes shifted briefly, and he pushed his lips firmly against mine, shoving my head back into my pillow. I could hear the rustle of fabric as he quickly wiggled out of his sweatpants, and then he mounted me. His hands struggled to yank off my panties, and I lifted my hips to assist him.
 
   He shoved my legs forcefully apart with his knees, his tongue probing wildly inside my mouth. I felt his hard cock pushing against my outer labia, searching for my opening as his hands explored my body.
 
   There was something wild and visceral about the way he was behaving with me, as if he’d lost control of his common sense and was now being guided by something primal and savage. I don’t believe I could have stopped him at that point, even if I’d wanted to.
 
   He grabbed his cock with his right hand and guided it toward me, using his fingers to spread my lips apart. He rubbed he head up and down over my slit, lubricating it. As it rubbed over my clit, I shivered. I could literally feel my blood rushing to my pussy.
 
   He positioned the head at the entrance, pushing gently against it. He was now nibbling – no, practically gnawing at my neck. I could feel his breath, hot and ragged against my skin, and I could hear him growling low and guttural deep in his throat as his teeth nipped at my skin.
 
   His hips thrust forward, pushing his cock a few centimeters inside me. I could feel myself stretching and wrapping around him, the head pushing against my hymen, but not yet breaking it.
 
   He thrust forward again, a little harder this time. My hymen stretched backward and began to sting. I sucked in a little air and bit my lip, digging my fingernails into his back.
 
   His arms went around me, pressing my entire body against him. My breasts were squashed against him, and he still gnawed savagely at my neck and shoulder. With one final push, his cock sank inside me, tearing my hymen apart and sending a searing pain rushing through me. I gasped aloud, my eyes wide and blurred with tears.
 
   “Ow, ow!” I whined pitifully, but I don’t think he heard me.
 
   He was now sliding in and out of me. The pain was still significant, but it was fading fast. My grunts of discomfort were soon replaced by gasps of pleasure as I felt his cock plunging deeper and deeper inside me. It slammed repeatedly against my cervix, sending jolts of intense pleasure through me. I could feel the tension building inside me. The harder it punched against my cervix, the more intense the pleasure became.
 
   “Do me doggy!” I gasped, hoping it would drive him even deeper inside me.
 
   He reached underneath me and attempted to flip me onto my stomach. I wiggled over, taking care not to put my weight on my broken hand. I had to steady myself with one hand, making my position rather precarious. His hands gripped my hips, and he plunged his cock deep inside me, slamming against my cervix roughly. I gasped.
 
   I wobbled and teetered as I struggled to keep myself from falling over using only one hand. Noticing my difficulty, Chris wrapped his arms around my body and pulled me upward, pushing my back against his chest. I pushed my hips back against him as his cock plunged in and out of me.
 
   He kept one hand around me, dropping the other to finger my clit. His middle finger pressed firmly against it, rubbing it in tiny circles. The combination of his grunting, the thump of his cock against my cervix, and the stimulation of my clit were sending me closer and closer to the edge. I felt his teeth start to gnaw at my back, and he grunted with each thrust.
 
   “Oh, God,” I whispered. “I’m gonna cum!”
 
   He groaned savagely, his thrusting becoming erratic. His arm squeezed me so tightly I could scarcely breathe, and his fingers pushed firmly against my clit as they moved rapidly against it. My breath shuddered, and my thighs began to quiver. I felt the walls of my pussy begin to pulse around his shaft as his cock began to pulse, shooting jets of hot cum deep inside me. It was all I could do to bite my lip and keep from screaming as orgasmic bliss washed over me, building inside my pussy and flooding in waves up to my clit and out through the rest of my body.
 
   He continued to thrust inside me and rub my clit, and my orgasm continued, bursting out across my body like a tidal wave. I thought it would never end as his jizz popped inside me again and again.
 
   Finally, it subsided. My trembling body dropped forward weakly, and I rolled onto my back. He dropped down beside me, struggling to regulate his erratic breathing.
 
   “Wow,” I whispered.
 
   “Yeah, wow,” he agreed, kissing my shoulder gently.
 
   “Chris, there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you,” I said, once I managed to catch my breath.
 
   “Yeah?” he asked.
 
   “What happened the day I broke my hand? In your room, I mean.”
 
   “Oh, that. I kind of lost control. I felt like nobody gave a shit about me,” he admitted.
 
   “Oh, Chris,” I breathed, leaning my head on his chest and kissing it softly. “You know I care about you.”
 
   “I know,” he said.
 
   “Don’t ever think no one cares about you, because I always will,” I promised.
 
   I felt his lips on the top of my head, and his arms squeezed me close. I never wanted the moment to end, and I’ll remember it for the rest of my life. In fact, Chris and I are currently dating with the blessing of our parents, and we couldn’t be happier. I know it seems a little strange, considering we are stepsiblings, but to us, it’s the most natural thing in the world.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   I had been masturbating for years, but I was always terrified to go all the way. I must admit that I was curious. I wanted to know what it was like, and I wanted to please my boyfriend. But I just couldn’t deal with losing my virginity. 
 
   One Saturday night, my parents were out for the evening, and my brother had gone out with friends. I was home alone, so I took the opportunity to pop one of my dad’s porn videos into the DVD player. I was lying on the couch wearing nothing but a bra and panties, and I had my hand thrust inside my underwear. I was fingering myself, and I was nearing climax, moaning loudly, when the front door opened.
 
    Before I had time to react, my brother’s best friend, Shawn, had barged in and seen me. I was mortified. I picked up one of the couch cushions and quickly used it to hide myself. Shawn looked over at the television. He watched for a moment as a guy pounded a woman roughly with his hard cock. Then he grinned at me.
 
   “Well, Squirt! Looks like you’ve really grown up!” Shawn teased.
 
   I picked up a throw pillow and lobbed it at his head.
 
   “Shawn, get out!” I shrieked. “What are you doing here? Where’s Brad?”
 
   “He’s at the restaurant,” Shawn said. “He forgot his wallet, and he asked me to come get it for him so he wouldn’t have to leave his date.”
 
   “Didn’t you have a date?” I asked.
 
   “Nah,” he replied. “Naomi broke up with me last week. She’s dating some skater dude now.”
 
   “Oh, sorry,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay. I didn’t really like her that much, anyway,” he admitted. “What about you? Why are you home on a Saturday night without a date?”
 
   “Boys my age are painfully boring,” I told him, rolling my eyes emphatically. “And it’s hard to meet older guys around here.”
 
   “I’m an older guy,” he shrugged.
 
   “Yeah, but… you’re Brad’s best friend. And I’ve known you forever,” I argued.
 
   “So? I could show you a thing or two,” he said confidently.
 
   “Like what?” I asked curiously, wondering just how far he was willing to take things. I’d had a secret crush on Shawn for years, but I never thought he’d be interested in his best friend’s little sister.
 
   He sat down on the couch beside me and leaned in close to me. I could feel his warm breath on my face.
 
   “Like this,” he whispered, taking my chin in his hand and pulling me into a kiss.
 
   I felt his tongue slip between my lips, and my heard started to flutter rapidly. His tongue was soft and warm, and his breath tasted like pizza. My arms instinctively went around his neck, pulling him closer to me.
 
   I felt his hand slip down from its spot on my shoulder to fondle my breast. His fingers slipped under the lace of my bra and found my small, pink nipple. He pinched it slightly, and I felt it stiffen.
 
   Then his hand went behind the couch cushion I was using to hide myself. It slowly trailed down my belly, pausing just before the waistband of my panties. I was breathless with anticipation. I wanted him to touch me. His kiss was intense and passionate, and it was driving me wild.
 
   His fingers inched slowly, cautiously inside my panties. His hand lingered at the precipice, teasing me, refusing to touch me. I felt his hand wrap over my pubic mound, his fingers tickling the little tuft of hair. I purred softly, the sound mostly muffled by his lips. My hips pushed forward, trying to encourage him to touch me. Finally, his finger slipped between my lips and brushed lightly over my clit. I shivered.
 
   “Mmm, baby… you’re so wet,” he said smoothly into my ear.
 
   The warmth of his breath tickled, and I shivered again. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled his body closer to mine as his fingers spread my labia and touched me in ways I’d never been touched before.
 
   My entire body felt warm and tingly. I couldn’t believe how he was making me feel. It was like I was waking up for the first time in my life.
 
   “Shawn, wait,” I gasped breathlessly, putting my hand on his arm.
 
   “What is it?” Shawn asked, breathing softly against my neck and sending chills down my arms.
 
   “I’m… I’m a virgin,” I said, my face flushing hot with embarrassment.
 
   He froze.
 
   “Don’t stop,” I begged him, thrusting my hips against his hand.
 
   “Wait a minute. You’re a virgin?” he clarified.
 
   “Yes, but I want to do it with you,” I said quickly.
 
   “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said. “I can’t do this. You’re Brad’s little sister. He’d kill me!”
 
   “He doesn’t have to know,” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling him into a kiss.
 
   He jerked out of my embrace and stood up, backing away. He nearly tripped over the coffee table.
 
   “No, no. I can’t do this,” he said, shaking his head.
 
   “Please, Shawn!” I begged him. “I want you to!”
 
   I stood up and quickly unsnapped my bra, letting it fall to the floor. I stood in the dim light that flickered from the television, my small breasts bare and begging to be touched.
 
   I could see Shawn’s chest rising and falling roughly. His hands were balled into tight fists by his sides, and he gritted his teeth and glared menacingly at me. I could tell it was taking every ounce of willpower within him to resist.
 
   “Don’t fight it, Shawn!” I begged him. “Take me!”
 
   I stepped forward and pressed my body against his. I could feel his erection hard and ready against my thigh. I maneuvered my hips so it stabbed between my legs.
 
   “Tammy, please,” he moaned, trying to back away. “Brad would freak out.”
 
   “He’ll never know,” I promised.
 
   “This isn’t right. You should be with someone you love,” he argued.
 
   “Was your first time with someone you loved?” I challenged him, knowing the answer.
 
   “My first time was with Kathy Woodall in the backseat of her cousin’s Accord, and she never spoke to me again,” he said.
 
   “Right, because you two weren’t even dating,” I remembered.
 
   “But you’re a girl!” he said.
 
   I took his hands and placed them on my breasts.
 
   “Damn right I am,” I agreed. “And I’m also an adult now. I’m eighteen, and I know what I want!”
 
   His hands lingered there, cupping my B-cup breasts, for several moments. His eyes closed, and his fingers moved to pinch my nipples between them. He bent his head and closed his lips over one of them, sucking gently. I moaned softly.
 
   “Do you know what you’re doing to me?” he asked, wrapping his arms around me and pressing his hardness against me once more.
 
   “Of course I do,” I told him. 
 
   “Why? Why are you doing this to me?” he groaned, squeezing my ass and smelling the bend of my neck.
 
   “Because I want you to fuck me, Shawn,” I said. “I want you to plunge your cock into my pussy and tear my hymen apart. I want you to be my first!”
 
   Something happened inside Shawn at that moment – something primal and savage. He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me away from him, staring into my eyes with an intensity I’d never seen before. His lip twitched, and he shoved me onto the couch and tore my panties away.
 
   He mounted me, shoving his tongue into my mouth with a wild ferocity. His fingers probed between my labia, slathering around in the wetness and rubbing my clit furiously.
 
   “Fuck me, Shawn!” I begged him.
 
   With his left hand, he grabbed my hair and yanked my head backward. With the other, he tugged frantically at his zipper, fumbling anxiously until he managed to unleash the beast.
 
   I could feel the head pushing hard against my opening. It inched forward, burying about half the head inside me. His hips thrust forward, trying to wiggle its way inside. 
 
   “God damn, you’re tight!” Shawn muttered.
 
   He reached down and grasped his cock, using his hand to try to push it inside me. However, the resistance he met was intense. My hymen simply would not budge.
 
   “Do it, Shawn,” I urged him. “Just do it!”
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you,” he complained.
 
   “I don’t care! Rip me apart! Fuck me hard!” I hissed at him.
 
   His eyes met mine, searching for an objection. He paused, waiting for me to change my mind. Then he wrapped his arms around my body and shoved with all his might. I gasped aloud as the wind was sucked from my lungs. Pain sizzled through my pussy, shooting through me light an electric shock. It burned intensely, and I had to choke back a sob as tears began to sting my eyes.
 
   By this time, Shawn no longer cared about my comfort. His cock was enveloped inside my savagely tight cunt. It was gripping him like a vice, and he was thrusting slowly in and out, enjoying the sensation.
 
   I bit my lip and clamped my eyelids together, but the tears squeezed out and slid down my cheeks. I could feel my face burning with redness, and I held my breath to keep from shrieking. My fingernails dug into his back.
 
   His cock plunged in and out of me faster now. I could feel the head slamming hard against my cervix, and I grunted with each thrust. His balls began to slap hard against my ass, and she sound was exhilarating! The pain began to subside, and it was soon replaced by intense pleasure.
 
   “Oh, Shawn!” I moaned softly. “Fuck me harder!”
 
   I didn’t have to ask him twice. He grabbed my legs and pushed them up toward my head. I grabbed my ankles and pulled them down beside my head, and he spread my thighs open with his hands and began to plunge deeper inside me. He was assaulting my cunt rapidly, banging me harder and faster. He placed his thumb against my clit and began to rub it in tiny circles.
 
   “Ohhhh, God,” I groaned, biting my lip. “Tear me up, Shawn! Fuck me!”
 
   His cock began to slide in and out of me so quickly I barely had time to gasp between thrusts. It pounded me relentlessly, the head slamming so hard against my cervix I was certain it would be bruised. It felt incredible! He rubbed my clit faster with his thumb, and I began to feel the intense warmth and tightness building just below my clit. I knew I was nearing orgasm.
 
   “I’m gonna cum, Shawn!” I gasped.
 
   Shawn’s thumb moved side to side now, wiggling my clit back and forth. The warmth began to radiate out from my clit toward my cunt and up through the rest of my body. My pussy pulsed rhythmically around his shaft, and my inner thighs began to tremble. I purred a light, high-pitched moan as my entire body was overcome with a massive orgasm.
 
   He began to groan loudly, thrusting erratically. I could feel his cock beginning to twitch inside me, and he shot his load into me, spurting over and over. I could feel each pulse as his cock emptied inside my quivering pussy.
 
   Finally, he collapsed on top of me, heaving and sweating. Neither of us could speak, and we fought desperately to catch our breaths.
 
   “Wow,” I finally whispered.
 
   “Yeah, wow,” he agreed, kissing me lightly on the lips.
 
   When he’d finally gathered up a little strength, he stood up.
 
   “Oh, shit,” he muttered, looking down at me.
 
   “What?” I asked, peering down in the direction he was looking.
 
   It was then that I noticed blood everywhere. It was dripping in a red streak down his leg. It covered my entire crotch area. And it was smeared all over the light blue sofa.
 
   “Shit!” I gasped.
 
   “What are we gonna do?” he asked, clearly panicking.
 
   “Don’t freak out, Shawn,” I said. “I’ll try to clean it up. If anyone asks, I’ll just tell them I fell asleep on the couch and got my period.”
 
   “Brad’s gonna fucking kill me,” he moaned.
 
   “No, he’s not. Because he’s not going to find out,” I reminded him. “Look, just get Brad’s wallet and get back to the restaurant. He’s going to be pissed at you for taking so long.”
 
   “Yeah, alright,” he agreed, fumbling to zip up his pants.
 
   He found Brad’s wallet and started to leave. Then he turned around and came back over to me and grabbed me, planting a long, sweet kiss on my lips. I swooned.
 
   “See ya,” he told me.
 
   “See ya,” I called after him, watching him until the front door closed behind him.
 
   My legs were still trembling so much I could hardly stand, but I rushed to try to clean the couch. The upholstery cleaner did little but spread the stain. I cursed, but there was nothing I could do. I gathered up my clothes and went to bed.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   The next morning at breakfast, my mother asked me about the stain. I nearly choked on my orange juice.
 
   “Oh, yeah. I fell asleep on the couch last night and started my period,” I lied. “I tried to clean it up, but it wouldn’t come out. I’m sorry.”
 
   Mom eyed me skeptically, but then she softened.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” she said. “Not your fault. I’ll have to call someone in to clean it.”
 
   “Yeah, sorry,” I apologized again.
 
   “Don’t worry about it,” Mom said.
 
   After breakfast, I dressed up in my favorite white dress. It’s a sheer thing, and you can see my panties through it. If I don’t wear a bra, my nipples practically poke through the fabric. I was hoping to see Shawn again.
 
   “Mom!” I heard Brad call in the hallway as I was getting ready. “Have you seen my gray t-shirt?”
 
   “I washed it. It’s in the drier,” she called back. “Are you going out again tonight?”
 
   “Yeah, I have another date with Amy,” he answered.
 
   “What about Shawn? Is he still seeing that… what was her name? Nancy?”
 
   “Naomi,” Shawn said. “No, they broke up.”
 
   “Shame,” Mom said. “She seemed nice.”
 
   “I don’t think Shawn likes nice girls,” Brad commented.
 
   “Shawn!” my mother scolded him, and then they both laughed.
 
   I chuckled. I knew Brad was right. Shawn didn’t like nice girls. He like naughty girls. And naughty was exactly the kind of girl I’d be for him.
 
   I picked up my cell phone and dialed Shawn’s number. I’d had it since I was fifteen, in case I ever needed to reach Brad while he was with Shawn. However, this was the first time I’d ever used it.
 
   “Hello?” Shawn answered.
 
   “Shawn?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, who’s this?” he asked.
 
   “It’s Tammy,” I told him.
 
   “Oh… hi,” he said uncomfortably.
 
   “Do you want to come over tonight?” I asked him. “Brad has a date, and my parents are playing Texas Hold ‘Em at my aunt’s house all night.”
 
   “Uh… I can’t tonight,” he lied. “I have this thing with my sister.”
 
   “Thing?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, sorry. I can’t really get out of it. I promised her,” he said.
 
   “Hmm. Why don’t I believe you?” I asked him.
 
   “I’m not lying, Tammy,” he said quickly.
 
   “Then you don’t want the blowjob I was going to give you?” I teased him.
 
   “Bl… blowjob?” he asked, his voice breaking slightly.
 
   “Yeah. See, I was all set to give you a blowjob tonight. But if you’re busy…”
 
   “No!” he practically shouted into the phone. “I… well, I think Casey might have wanted to go out with her friends tonight. I could ask her if I could get out of it.”
 
   “Why don’t you do that?” I said slyly.
 
   “Alright. So if she lets me out of this… thing… what time do you want me to be there?” he asked.
 
   “Brad’s leaving at seven-thirty, and my parents are leaving at eight, so why don’t you be here around eight-thirty?”
 
   “Got it. I’ll be there. I mean… if Casey says it’s okay.”
 
   “You’ll call me if you can’t get out of the… thing?” I asked him.
 
   “Oh, sure. Otherwise, see you at eight-thirty.”
 
   I hung up the phone with a sly smile spreading across my face. That’ll show him, I thought. I wasn’t about to let him lie his way out of fucking me again!
 
   My parents didn’t make it out of the house until about eight-twenty-five, and I was gnawing my nails. I knew Shawn would likely freak out and leave if he saw my parents’ car in the driveway. Fortunately, they left just a few minutes before he showed up. I greeted him at the door.
 
   “Hey, Squirt,” he said, his eyes glued to my nipples, which were hard and poking through the sheer fabric of my dress.
 
   “Hey, you. Come on in,” I said.
 
   I stepped aside and he pushed past me. I closed the door behind him.
 
   “So…” he said.
 
   “So…” I repeated.
 
   His mouth scrunched up as though he wanted to say something, but couldn’t manage to spit it out.
 
   “Well?” I asked him. 
 
   “Well what?”
 
   “You look like you want to say something,” I told him.
 
   “Well… I was just wondering if…”
 
   “If what?”
 
   “If you really meant it when you said you wanted to give me a blowjob,” he finally managed to say.
 
   I grinned.
 
   “Of course I meant it,” I told him. “Why don’t you sit down on the couch and I’ll show you.”
 
   He cleared his throat and did as I instructed. I kneeled down between his legs and unzipped his jeans, pulling his cock out and wrapping my hand around it. I quickly took it between my lips, and I marveled at how the flaccid thing began to harden against my tongue. My soft, warm tongue wiggled against it as I sucked it down my throat. It was easy to suck while it was still partially soft, but the harder it got, the more difficult it was to keep it in my mouth.
 
   Soon, it was so large I could barely fit my lips around it. He really was quite large, and I wondered how my virgin pussy had managed to take all of it. I used my hand to pump up and down as my tongue swirled around the head. I’d never given a blowjob before, but I’d watched enough of my dad’s porn flicks to know a bit about how it was done.
 
   “Am I doing okay?” I asked, looking up at him.
 
   He opened his eyes and looked down at me. 
 
   “Oh, yeah, baby,” he moaned. “You’re doing great.”
 
   Shawn grabbed my head and shoved me back down on his cock. He began to thrust his hips, fucking my face. I felt his cock start to slide down my throat, and I gagged. I remembered reading instructions on the internet about giving a blowjob. They’d said you had to relax your throat, so that’s what I tried to do. But Shawn was huge, and it did little to help. I continued to gag every time the head slipped down my throat, and soon, tears were rolling down my cheeks.
 
   I tried to pull away to take a breath, but Shawn was insatiable. His hands gripped my head and shoved me back down on it, causing me to gag again. I nearly vomited.
 
   “Ohhh, yeah,” he growled. “Suck it!”
 
   I could hardly breathe, but I was determined to give him the best blowjob of his life. I tried to swirl my tongue around the shaft, flicking at the base whenever my head came back up, and relaxing as much as possible while he shoved it back down my throat.
 
   “I’m going to fucking cum,” he groaned.
 
   Before I could react, I felt his dick begin to throb against my tongue. It pulsated again and again, and I felt the tickle of cum shooting against the back of my throat. It was warm and salty, and I swallowed it greedily. I’d been afraid I would be disgusted by it, but I found I couldn’t get enough. With my hand, I squeezed his shaft, milking out every last drop as he groaned and bucked against me.
 
   “Holy shit,” he said breathlessly. “I never knew you could suck a dick like that!”
 
   “It was my first time,” I admitted.
 
   “What?” he asked, his eyes wide. “No way.”
 
   “It was,” I told him. “I just wanted to be really good for you.”
 
   “You were,” he told me. “You really were.”
 
   I smiled proudly.
 
   “I’m glad,” I said, still beaming.
 
   “And now I’m going to eat you out,” he said.
 
   “Oh, no,” I said. “You don’t have to do that.”
 
   “I want to,” he told me. “Lie down.”
 
   “Are you sure?” I asked him.
 
   “Oh, believe me. I’m sure!” he said eagerly.
 
   I slipped my dress over my head and dropped it on the carpet. Then I wiggled my hips as I slid off my panties and tossed them aside. I stood completely naked in front of him, allowing him to enjoy my body for a moment. Then I sat down on the couch, leaned back, and spread my legs.
 
   Shawn kneeled down in front of me, pushing my legs further apart. He pushed my feet up onto the couch, and I grabbed my knees and held on. With his fingers, he spread my labia apart and stared longingly at my pussy.
 
   “It’s beautiful,” Shawn gushed.
 
   My face turned pink.
 
   He lowered his head, and I could feel my entire pussy starting to quiver with excitement. I’d never been licked before, and I was desperate to see what it felt like. All my friends had been talking about how incredible it was for ages, and now I was finally going to find out for myself!
 
   Shawn’s tongue inched out and slid up my outer labia on one side. He stopped with his nose over the tiny tuft of hair on my pubic mound, and he nuzzled it. Then his tongue ran slowly back down my labia on the other side. He was teasing me terribly. I wanted to feel his tongue inside me!
 
   His fingers pulled me apart again, and I felt the tip of his tongue touch my clit very lightly, like a feather brushing against it. 
 
   “Ohhh,” I purred lightly.
 
   I felt his tongue trail slowly, gently down to my hole. It hovered lightly over the outside, barely touching me, for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, slowly, it began to penetrate me. His tongue pushed firmly inside me like a tiny cock, and my juices began to spill out around it.
 
   His tongue was now slick and slippery with my juices, and he ran it up and over my clit very softly. My hips began to wiggle in little circles, desperate to feel his tongue against my clit.
 
   Shawn’s lips closed over my clit, and he took it in his mouth and began to suck on it. I could feel the blood rushing into it as it swelled like a tiny penis. The head burst out of its hood, and I could feel the sensitive head against his tongue. I shivered.
 
   His tongue began to trace tiny circles around the head of my clitoris. I felt his middle finger slit inside me, curling upward and pushing against my G-spot. I’d masturbated hundreds of times, perhaps thousands, but nothing had ever felt like this!
 
   I began to moan softly as he massaged my G-spot and his tongue swirled around my clit. He responded to my enthusiasm by fucking me faster with his finger and flicking his tongue more rapidly over my clit.
 
   “Oh, God,” I moaned. “I’m gonna cum soon!”
 
   His tongue pressed flat against my clit, sliding up and down with increased pressure. He slipped another finger inside me, pushing them in and out as they rubbed up against my G-spot.
 
   “Ohhhhh!” I gasped, feeling the pressure mounting underneath my pubic mound.
 
   I could feel a tight, pulsating sensation in my clit. The walls of my pussy began to throb, and ache. Soon, everything spilled over into an intense orgasm. My whole body tingled all over, and my legs began to shake violently. My teeth chattered, and my eyes rolled back into my head.
 
   “Ahhhh!!!!!” I shouted, grabbing my breasts and squeezing them tightly, my entire body overcome with wave after wave of pure, orgasmic bliss!
 
   Finally, it was over. My orgasm began to subside, and I let my quivering legs drop weakly to the floor.
 
   Shawn grabbed my trembling legs and hoisted them up in the air, holding onto my ankles. He positioned his cock head over my dripping pussy and quickly plunged deep inside me before I could object. He was becoming bolder!
 
   He was fucking me vigorously, pounding my pussy harder and faster than he had the night before. His balls slapped loudly against my ass, and I could hear the wet slurping of his dick slipping in and out of my slick, wet cunt.
 
   His shaft began to rub against my swollen clit, and I could feel another orgasm mounting inside me. My breath escaped my lips in shuddering gasps, and I groaned as my entire body began to tremble.
 
   Shawn grunted repeatedly, biting his lip. His breath became ragged and uneven as he tried to contain his orgasm as long as possible. His face was turning red, and he held his breath in an attempt to stave off his cum.
 
   “I’m cumming!” I gasped, as bliss washed over me once again.
 
   The warmth spread out from my cunt and down my ass, up through my belly, and even managed to reach my breasts. My nipples stiffened again as chills covered my skin.
 
   His thrusting became wild and erratic, and I could feel his dick throbbing angrily inside me as he blew his load up against my cervix. He grunted and groaned as he squirted again and again, blasting cum deep inside me.
 
   I sat up and threw my arms around him, shoving my tongue into his mouth and kissing him passionately. I could still feel him pulsing lightly inside me.
 
   “Don’t you ever stop fucking me,” I warned him.
 
   “Never,” he promised.
 
   “I mean it, Shawn,” I told him firmly. “Never!”
 
   “Give me ten minutes and we’ll go again,” he said.
 
   From then on, Shawn and I were practically inseparable. We finally told Brad about our relationship, and he was surprisingly okay with it. I don’t know if Shawn and I will be together forever, but we sure are having a great time while it lasts!
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Jessica was only three years old when I married her mother. She was a precocious child – so full of mischief. She never wanted to go to bed, and would sneak out of her room at all hours to get into trouble.
 
   In her teen years, she became increasingly difficult to deal with. At thirteen years of age, I caught her making out with a seventeen-year-old boy in her bedroom, so we shipped her off to an all-girls boarding school. She would write to her mother complaining of being lonely, sick of having no male companionship. But we knew it was for the best.
 
   She graduated with barely passing grades and came home for the summer. She was barely eighteen, and still a virgin as far as I knew. Her mother and I wanted to keep her that way for as long as possible. Her mother was only nineteen when she had Jessica, and she had always regretted not waiting until she was older.
 
   A week after she graduated, her mother had to go out of town for a week on a business trip. I had forbidden Jessica to go out for the week, and although she was eighteen and legally could have disobeyed, she knew we were only allowing her to continue to live with us rent-free if she agreed to follow our rules. She moped around, whining and glaring at me. She would hardly say a word.
 
   Jessica went to bed around eight o’clock the first night. She said she was bored and exhausted, but I suspected something was up. I waited about thirty minutes, then I snuck down the hallway and listened carefully outside her bedroom door. I heard the sound of rapid, deep breathing inside the room, and she moaned softly. Turning the doorknob slowly, I pushed the door open a crack.
 
   The lights were off, but her nightlight faintly illuminated the scene. In the pale golden light, I could see her wearing a pair powder blue boy shorts and a matching tank top. A guy in a leather jacket was lying beside her on her twin bed, his hand thrust down her panties, fingering her. She purred softly, her eyes closed. 
 
   Despite the fact that I’d raised this child from the toddler stage, I found myself becoming erect. Her body was still small and barely developed. I could see her breasts swelling slightly underneath her top – they were still as small as they’d been when we sent her off to boarding school at thirteen. Her small, flat stomach rose and fell rapidly as her breathing accelerated. The guy’s hand moved faster, and she began to grind her hips. She bit her lip in an obvious attempt to stay quiet and avoid detection.
 
   “I want to fuck you,” the guy growled into her ear.
 
   “No,” she whispered. “I’m still a virgin.”
 
   “Oh, baby,” he snarled. “You shouldn’t have told me that.”
 
   He mounted her quickly, struggling to unfasten his belt while holding her down. She struggled, trying to push him off, but his weight was far too much for her. She was a slight little thing, barely five feet tall in socks, and she couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds soaking wet.
 
   “Get off me!” she hissed, pushing against him with both hands.
 
   “No way,” he snapped. “I’m going to fuck you, you little tease!”
 
   My cock was rock hard. In fact, I was so turned on that I was tempted – if only for one fleeting moment – to let him fuck her. I wanted to know what it would look like, sound like, to see my little stepdaughter lose her virginity. But I couldn’t let it happen – not like that. She deserved to make that choice herself.
 
   I pushed the door open so hard is slammed against the wall with a bang. The guy hopped off the bed and struggled to zip his pants. He stuttered and stammered, trying to make excuses.
 
   “Daddy!” Jessica gasped, clawing at her sheet and trying to hide herself in shame.
 
   “Get the fuck out of my house!” I shouted at the punk, my hands balled into vengeful fists at my sides.
 
   “I’m going!” he snapped, and he fled past me and left through the front door.
 
   “Daddy, I…” she started to say meekly.
 
   “I don’t want to hear it, Jessica,” I said, shooting her a look of intense disappointment. “Your mother and I just spent a small fortune to send you to St. Mary’s to keep you out of this kind of trouble, and your first week back you’re already up to this kind of thing?”
 
   “I’m sorry, I just…” she paused, and I noticed her eyes were turned downward.
 
   Suddenly, the situation became exceedingly awkward. She had noticed the erection that threatened to burst out of my pajama bottoms. I felt my face burning with embarrassment.
 
   “Wait…” she said, a sly grin spreading across her lips. “Did this just turn you on?”
 
   “No, no,” I denied. “I was… I was watching a movie… before I heard you in here.”
 
   “You were watching a movie… but you managed to hear us in here as quiet as we were?” she asked incredulously.
 
   “I have very good hearing,” I said quickly, making a feeble attempt at an excuse.
 
   “Mm-hmm. Sure.”
 
   “Jessica, this is ridiculous,” I said, changing the subject. “That guy could have raped you! You have to be more careful!”
 
   “Maybe I wanted him to rape me,” she argued.
 
   “Jessica,” I whispered. “You don’t mean that.”
 
   “Maybe I do!” she shouted. “I’m sick of being an innocent little girl!”
 
   “You don’t understand what you’re saying,” I insisted. “You’re young. You should enjoy being young while you can, because it never lasts.”
 
   “I can enjoy being young and still have sex!” she snapped haughtily.
 
   “Please be reasonable,” I said gently.
 
   “You be reasonable, Daddy! I’m eighteen! I’m not a baby, anymore!”
 
   “I know,” I agreed. “But can’t you just be innocent for as long as possible? I don’t want to see you throw your life away.”
 
   “Get out of my room,” she growled.
 
   “Jessica, I…”
 
   “Now!” she shouted, tossing a pillow in my direction.
 
   I hung my head and backed out of the room, the door clicking gently behind me. I wanted to find a way to get through to her – to make her understand. But she was impetuous. I knew it was only a matter of time before my little girl became a woman. I just wanted it to last a little while longer.
 
   Sighing, I trudged back to my bedroom and flopped down on the bed. My erection was only just beginning to wane, and I stared up at the ceiling dejectedly. Before long, I had fallen asleep.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   The next morning, Jessica came into the kitchen while I was reading the paper and having my morning coffee. She flounced past me, still wearing her panties and tank top, and snatched a box of cereal out of the cabinet. Noisily, she stormed around the kitchen, banging drawers and cabinets, rattling the silverware, and clanging her dishes angrily on the table.
 
   My eyes couldn’t help but notice the outline of her lithe frame in her little ensemble. Somehow, she looked different to me. Yesterday, she’d been my little girl. Today, I was eyeballing her like a piece of meat. I shook my head and hid behind the newspaper, trying to shake the picture of her little body out of my head.
 
   Jessica poured milk into her cereal, and I could hear it slosh some bits out onto the table. She set the jug down with a thud and I heard her spoon start to clink against the ceramic bowl and the telltale crunch as she ate her cereal. I peeked cautiously around the side of my newspaper. She glared at me with stormy eyes, and I hid my face again.
 
   She disappeared into her room after breakfast, and I didn’t see her all day. It was after dark and I was sitting on the couch in my boxers watching television when she sauntered into the room and plopped down beside me – still wearing her blue outfit. She put one foot up on the couch and leaned back against the arm, and out of the corner of my eye I could see her mound swelling underneath her panties. Quickly, I diverted my attention back to the television.
 
   A few moments later, after a long, awkward silence, I noticed her hand drop. It covered her crotch, and instantly I my mind wandered to a picture of her with her hand inside her panties. I closed my eyes tightly and tried to think of something else.
 
   “I’m bored,” Jessica said.
 
   I opened my eyes and looked at her. She was so small and innocent sitting there. I tried to think back to her as a little girl, pushing the naughty thoughts as far back into my mind as I could. I remembered the way she used to curl up in my lap when she was young, and for a moment, I calmed down. I pushed the remote across the couch cushion, and she snatched it up and flicked through channels. She stopped on a skin flick.
 
   “This isn’t really appropriate,” I told her.
 
   “It’s what I want to watch,” she snapped.
 
   On the screen, a couple was making out. They were attempting to tear each other’s’ clothes off. I noticed Jessica start chewing her nails, and her hips shifted slightly. I bit my lip and tried to think of something else.
 
   “Dad, why don’t guys like me?” she asked.
 
   “What? What do you mean?” I asked her.
 
   “I’m attractive, aren’t I?” she asked.
 
   “Of course you are!”
 
   “Well, you have to say that. You’re my dad. But, would you want to… you know… if you weren’t?”
 
   “I… I don’t know what to say.”
 
   “I knew it. I am unattractive. That’s why I’ve always had a hard time finding boys who want to do it with me.”
 
   “You’ve never had trouble with that! As many times as we’ve caught you with boys?”
 
   “Yeah, but you don’t know how many I’ve tried to get to find a few that would.”
 
   I was suddenly very confused. I knew Jessica was incredibly attractive. She was my own stepdaughter and I had trouble controlling my lust around her. I couldn’t imagine her having trouble luring boys.
 
   “I just want to know what it feels like,” she groaned. “It looks… fun.”
 
   Jessica watched the couple of the television, and I could tell she desperately wanted to try out what they were doing.
 
   “You will someday. Don’t try to rush things. You’re only eighteen.”
 
   “You don’t understand. It’s like… it’s like I need it. My body just screams for it all the time!”
 
   Dear God, I thought. Stop talking this way. I could feel my cock getting hard, and I shifted myself to try to conceal it. It was too late. She’d noticed.
 
   “Is that because of the movie, or because of me?” she asked.
 
   “It’s the movie, I guess,” I lied.
 
   “Are you sure? Because the movie wasn’t affecting you before.”
 
   “It’s the movie, Jessica.”
 
   “I don’t believe you,” she said, and before I could stop her, she’d put her hand on my cock and began stroking it through my boxers.
 
   “Jessica, stop!” I gasped, trying to move away from her.
 
   “Oh, come on,” she teased. “You know you want me. I’ve seen the way you’ve been looking at me, and I saw how hard it was when you caught me last night.”
 
   “This is… inappropriate,” I croaked, my voice breaking.
 
   She yanked the waistband of my boxer shorts and pulled them down enough to release my dick. Her head bent down, and I felt her warm, soft lips enclose around it. I wanted desperately to push her away, but it felt so good I could hardly breathe. I was frozen.
 
   “Jess…” I tried to object, but I felt her hand begin to massage my balls, and her tongue swirled around the head of my cock. It was intensely engorged.
 
   Her head bobbed up and down, and I was powerless to stop her. I wanted to. My mind knew it was wrong to let my innocent stepdaughter do this. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted her more than I’d ever wanted anything.
 
   She looked up at me sheepishly, and she moved her body up against me. I felt her lips against my neck, and she whispered, “Touch me.”
 
   I paused. My hand twitched slightly, but it wouldn’t move.
 
   “Please touch me,” she purred into my ear, and she grabbed my hand and pushed it into the waistband of her blue panties. 
 
   Despite my best efforts, I had to feel her. I moved past a sparse patch of hair and cupped her mound in my hand. My fingers spread apart her labia, and I pushed my fingers inside her slit. My God she was wet. She was obviously just as excited as I was. I gathered some of her juices on my fingers and began to rub against her clit. She moaned softly into my ear.
 
   “Ohhh, Daddy,” she whispered. “It feels sooooo goooood…”
 
   Her sweet lips pressed against mine, and her tongue pushed into my mouth. Her breath tasted like bubble gum. I continued to rub her clit, and she began to grind her hips against me.
 
   My other hand slipped up her shirt and cupped one of her breasts. It was full and round, but small. Her nipple was tiny, and it instantly went rigid underneath my hand.
 
   “I want you to take my virginity,” she said, staring deep into my eyes.
 
   “Jess, this isn’t right,” I implored. “We have to stop.”
 
   “Fuck me now, or I’ll go find someone else to do it,” she demanded.
 
   I didn’t want her out there fucking just anyone. The last thing she needed was to lose her virginity to some punk who didn’t care about her the way I did. She could get a disease. She could get pregnant. I couldn’t let that happen, could I?
 
   I pushed my tongue deeply into her mouth, kissing her ferociously. I tugged savagely at her shirt, and she lifted her arms and let me remove it. Her small breasts bounced out of it, and I sucked madly at one of her nipples, making her gasp aloud. I pushed her forcefully back against the couch, and I yanked feverishly at her panties. She lifted her ass and let me slide them off her. I tossed them aside and looked down at the faint tuft of hair that covered her mound. 
 
   I placed my hands inside her thighs and pushed her legs apart, and I could see the tiny rosebud of her pussy lips. Aggressively, I tore them apart with my fingers and lowered my head, pushing my tongue deep inside her and tasting the honey sweet flavor of her virgin juices.
 
   My tongue slipped up through her slit and across her clit, and she shivered. With ferocious lust, my tongue assaulted her, flicking wildly over her clit until she was screaming with pleasure. Her fingers tangled into my hair and pushed my head into her pussy, and her legs began to tremble.
 
   “Fuck me, Daddy! Please fuck me!” she begged, and I could no longer resist.
 
   I took my rock hard cock in my hand and moved into position. I placed the throbbing head against her tiny opening and pushed. I pushed and pushed, but it would not penetrate the tightness of her virginity. I felt it I didn’t get inside her, I would explode. I leaned over her and grabbed her shoulders, anchoring myself, and I pushed with all my might. I felt a tearing sensation, and she screamed in pain. Her pussy walls gripped my shaft ferociously, and the soft wetness enveloped me like a welcoming friend. I began to thrust into her again and again. Soon, her grunts of discomfort were replaced by moans of pleasure as my dick slammed against her G-spot relentlessly.
 
   “Oh, Daddy!” she purred. “I’m going to cum! Please shoot it inside me! Daddy, please! I need to feel you cum inside my pussy!”
 
   Her begging sent me over the edge. I felt her pussy begin to pulse around me as she orgasmed, and my own cock began to throb wildly. I groaned loudly as my load shot deep within my little girl’s belly, and she clawed my back and her breath came out in shuddering gasps.
 
   I shoved my tongue deep inside her mouth and we kissed passionately as the two of us melded together in the intensity of orgasmic bliss.
 
   Finally, I could no longer hold myself up. I collapsed on top of her a heaving, panting mass. I felt her tiny breasts smashed against my chest, and despite my exhaustion, I thrust my dick inside her a few more times, fearing it might be the last time I ever felt the joy of my cock inside my girl’s juicy little cunt.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, suddenly overcome with remorse. “Please don’t hate me. I love you so much.”
 
   “I love you, Daddy,” she said, stroking my face gently. “I wanted this. I still want this. I don’t ever want you to stop fucking me!”
 
   “Really?” I asked her, wanting to pinch myself to see if I was really awake. “You don’t hate me?”
 
   “No!” she gasped. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me for so long, Daddy! I’ve been so jealous of Mom getting to fuck you all these years. I’ve peeked in on you when you were fucking her, and I wished it was me! Why do you think I’ve been messing around with all those boys? I kept hoping you would realize you wanted me if you saw them touching me!”
 
   “So… you wanted me to catch you?”
 
   “Yes! I wanted you to burst in and spank me and be so overcome with passion that you’d take me then and there!”
 
   “Oh, Jessie,” I said. “I love you. I love fucking you. I love cumming inside your juicy little pussy. It feels so good!”
 
   “I love you, Daddy. I want you to fuck me every day!”
 
   I lay there holding my sweet little stepdaughter, her petite little body soft and warm against my skin. I loved her more than ever. I knew something that felt so right couldn’t be wrong, and I knew I would never stop fucking her.
 
   “Your mother will be home in a few days,” I told her.
 
   “It’s okay,” Jessica said. “We’ll find a way to manage after she comes home. Until then, we’ll do it every chance we get! Can I sleep in your bed tonight?”
 
   “Of course,” I told her. “You should go clean up. You’re bleeding all over the couch. I don’t know how we’ll explain this to your mother.”
 
   “I’ll just tell her my tampon leaked,” she suggested.
 
   “Ohh, good idea!” I told her. “That’ll work.”
 
   Jessica went to take a shower, and I stared up at the ceiling wondering what I did to get so lucky. As I lay there thinking of her, I wanted her again. I couldn’t help myself. I snuck into the bathroom and carefully peeled the shower curtain back.
 
   “Get in,” she said when she noticed me.
 
   Eagerly, I stepped into the shower with her. I pressed my body against her back, and my cock stiffened immediately. It pressed firmly against her smooth, round butt. Her head leaned back against my chest, and my head rested on top of it. I reached around her and cupped her small breasts in my hands. She was short for her age. Her head barely came up to my shoulders. I had to bend down to reach around and finger her clit.
 
   She turned around and put her arms around me, her breasts pressing against my upper abdomen. I bent down and kissed her, the water from the shower pouring over our faces. Her lips were wet and softer than ever. 
 
   I put my arms around her waist and lifted her. Instinctively, she wrapped her legs around my waist, and the head of my dick pushed against her opening. My hands wrapped over her buttocks and squeezed them, pushing her hips against me until my cock slipped inside her.
 
   She began to bounce up and down, and I pushed her hips against me with my hands. My cock skidded in and out of her pussy like it was rubber, as her pussy juices were being washed away by the shower. Her breasts bounced against my skin, and I felt her stiff little nipples against my chest. Her arms squeezed my neck tightly, and she continued to bounce, my dick sliding in and out of her again and again. 
 
   “I’m cumming Daddy!” she whispered, and I felt her cunt begin to throb.
 
   I backed her against the wall of the shower and pounded her pussy ferociously. I slammed into her so hard, my balls slapped against her ass. I could hear the slapping and slurping as my wet balls smacked against her dripping butt. I could feel pressure begin to build, and before long, I could feel the pulsating sensation of my cock shooting cum deep inside her tiny pussy.
 
   Her legs relaxed, and I held her as her feet dropped to the floor. I could tell her knees were wobbly, because she could barely stand. I had to support her for a few moments before she could stand on her own.
 
   “I’m so exhausted,” she breathed.
 
   “Me, too. Let’s go to bed.”
 
   “I’ll be there in a few minutes,” she told me. “I need to finish my shower.
 
   I headed to bed to wait for her, and I fell asleep before she even made it into the bedroom.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   I glanced at the alarm clock on my nightstand. It was three in the morning. Jessica was asleep beside me, and I watched her breathing. Her little breasts moved slowly up and down under her nightgown, and I couldn’t resist touching them. Very carefully, trying not to disturb her sleeping, I slid her nightgown up as much as I could and slipped my hand up inside. I fondled each one and felt the joy of her tiny pink nipple stiffening in my palm.
 
   I could see her panties – little cotton ones with pink and white stripes. Her mound rose temptingly underneath it. I cupped her mound in my hand, wanting so much to touch her little pussy. But I didn’t want to disturb her peaceful sleep.
 
   She stirred restlessly, and I moved my hand away. She flipped over mostly onto her stomach. Her little ass stuck toward me temptingly. I waited a moment for her to fall back asleep, and I gently placed my hand on one of her smooth little butt cheeks. I lifted her panties out of the way and squeezed one cheek lightly. God, I wanted to fuck her so badly. My cock was so hard it began to ache. It was all I could do to keep myself from tearing her panties away and fucking her then and there.
 
   Becoming bolder, I slipped my finger gently underneath the leg band of her panties and slid it inside her pussy lips. I could feel a slight dampness there, and I poked my finger inside her hole. Carefully, I slid my finger in and out, finger fucking her as she slept. Her little ass was so round and beautiful, I wanted to smack it gently and watch it jiggle.
 
   I bent my head down and sniffed her crotch. It smelled sweet and slightly musky. Pulling her panties away, I poked my tongue between her lips and slid it back over her asshole. It puckered slightly at the touch, and I wondered if she could feel it in her sleep. She seemed to like it, so I flicked my tongue rapidly over it. Her hips began to rock slightly, and I slipped my tongue inside it. I felt it begin to pulse rapidly, and she moaned softly.
 
   I couldn’t take it. My cock had swelled so large I felt it might burst. If I didn’t fuck her soon, I thought it might. I knew there was some lubricant in the drawer of my nightstand, and I fumbled in the faint light and found it. I slathered it liberally on my cock, and then, pulling her panties to the side, I pushed the head of my dick against her puckering asshole.
 
   She woke up, and asked, “What are you doing?”
 
   I pushed my hard cock against her asshole, and I slipped my hand up her nightgown and grabbed her breast and squeezed it until a sharp breath of discomfort escaped her lips.
 
   “I’m going to fuck you,” I growled.
 
   I shoved with all my might, and I heard her squeal as my dick jammed deep into her plump little ass. She struggled to pull away, but I held her firmly. My cock slid in and out of her tight little butt, and she bit her lip and tried to suppress her squeaks of pain.
 
   “It hurts,” she gasped, gripping my wrist. Her hips still tried to pull away.
 
   “No, it feels gooooood,” I groaned, pumping her ass mercilessly. “Do you want me to stop?”
 
   “No, Daddy,” she croaked. “If it feels… ow… good to you… OW! Oh, God, it really hurts!”
 
   I slipped my left arm underneath her and gripped her right breast, and my right hand went down to touch her juicy pussy. It was incredibly wet, as my dick pumped in and out of her vice grip butt, I began to fuck her with my fingers. My middle finger slipped in an out of her soaking wet pussy, and she began to moan softly, forgetting the pain of her ripping asshole.
 
   My slippery fingers began to swirl around and around her swollen clit as I continued to thrust my dick as deeply into her tight ass as I could manage. My cock was being gripped firmly, and every single inch of it was being stimulated by the intense tightness around it. 
 
   “Oh, God, Daddy,” she moaned. “Spank me!”
 
   She didn’t need to ask me twice. My right hand smacked her little butt cheek and I could see it jiggle pleasantly in the light that filtered through the curtains from the street lamp outside. Her own hand reached down and began to finger her clit.
 
   “Harder,” she whispered.
 
   I smacked her ass a little harder, and it jiggled like gelatin.
 
   “Harder, Daddy!” she begged. “Please spank me hard!”
 
   My hand cracked down on her ass so hard she cried out, and a I could see a red hand print swelling on it even in the dim light.
 
   “Yes!” she gasped. “That’s it! Spank me!”
 
   I brought my hand down on her ass in rapid fire succession.
 
   SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
 
   Harder and faster I spanked her. I could feel her asshole quivering as she rubbed her clit rapidly. My dick plunged deep inside her butt, and I could feel the cum swelling in my balls. 
 
   “Oh, God,” I groaned. “Daddy’s going to cum!”
 
   “Cum, Daddy!” she shrieked! “Fill my ass with your hot cum!”
 
   “Arrrrrrrghhhh!” I moaned loudly, my dick pulsating and throbbing as cum shot deep inside her.
 
   “Ohhhhh, Daddy!” she purred, as her entire body trembled with orgasm.
 
   I pulled my cock out of her ass, and I spread her butt cheeks and looked at the glorious sight. Her little hole was throbbing rapidly. It was bright red and swollen from the merciless pounding I’d given it, and a thick, white blob of cum oozed out and dripped lazily down her ass cheek. The other cheek was puffed up and red from the spanking she’d received.
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she purred. “I like it when you spank me!”
 
   “I like it, too,” I admitted.
 
   “Do you ever spank Mom?”
 
   “No, Kitten. Mom doesn’t like that.”
 
   “Well, I like it. When you spank me hard, it makes my pussy hot.”
 
   “Does it?”
 
   She nodded innocently and turned her body to face toward me.
 
   “I want to suck you,” she said.
 
   “Daddy just came,” I explained. “It’s not easy to cum again so fast.”
 
   “Please, Daddy. I want to taste me on you.”
 
   I felt my dick begin to throb slightly. Even though I’d just cum, I wanted more. I wanted to feel her little lips around my cock. 
 
   “Suck it,” I told her.
 
   I rolled onto my back, and she got onto her stomach between my legs. She took my filthy cock into her mouth, and it responded by stiffening inside it. Her head bobbed up and down as she sucked, and I felt her hand begin to massage my balls.
 
   “Baby?” I asked her.
 
   “Yes, Daddy?”
 
   “Would you…” I gulped, not wanting to ask her to do what I wanted so badly.
 
   “What is it, Daddy?”
 
   “Would you finger my ass?”
 
   She smiled up and me and immediately buried her finger in my butt like an obedient little slut. Her mouth closed over my cock again, and her finger slid slowly in and out of my ass. I wanted to feel her little tongue shoved inside me.
 
   “Fuck my ass with your tongue, you dirty fucking slut,” I growled, surprised I was even able to say such a thing to my daughter. She hesitated, and I snarled, “Now!”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gasped, and I felt her hand move my balls up out of the way.
 
   I rolled my legs up toward my chest to give her easy access, and I felt her small tongue hesitantly lick at my asshole. It felt like Heaven just feeling her tongue touch it.
 
   “Fuck it!” I demanded.
 
   Her tongue slipped inside my ass, and it wiggled slightly. 
 
   “No, fuck it, god damn it!” I shouted at her. “Fuck it like I fuck you!”
 
   She stiffened her tongue and began to bob her head, fucking my ass like her tongue was a little dick.
 
   “Stroke my dick,” I demanded.
 
   As she continued to tongue fuck me, her hand wrapped around my cock and began to stroke it slowly.
 
   “Faster,” I told her. “Squeeze my dick and fuck my ass hard!”
 
   Her hand put more pressure on my shaft, and she stroked more vigorously. Her tongue continued to press into my ass. I gripped the back of my knees and squeezed tightly. My teeth were grinding together as my orgasm built. I held my breath as it built and built, and suddenly my load shot into the air and landed on my stomach with a splat. It spit over and over, load after load, until my entire stomach was covered with cum.
 
   “Eat it,” I ordered her.
 
   “What?” she gasped.
 
   “Eat it. All of it!”
 
   Her mouth hung open as she eyed the massive pile of goo on my stomach. She looked nauseous.
 
   “God fucking damn it, I said eat my fucking cum… NOW!” I shouted, and I grabbed her by the hair and shoved her face against my belly.
 
   Her tongue lapped against my stomach, and I heard her make a gagging noise. She continued to lick it up, even though her body spasmed with dry heaves.
 
   “Don’t you miss a drop,” I warned her.
 
   “Yes, Daddy,” she croaked, obviously trying not to vomit.
 
   Finally, my stomach was licked clean.
 
   “Good girl,” I told her. “Very good.”
 
   “Thank you, Daddy.”
 
   I was feeling a little guilty about getting to rough with her, so  said, “I’m sorry, Kitten. I hope I wasn’t too rough with you.”
 
   “Oh, no! I like it! I want you to always do that. I want you to use my body for your pleasure. Please, do it. I love you, and I want to make you happy!”
 
   “Are you sure, darling? I don’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “Yes, Daddy. Please don’t ever worry about me. I can take it if it makes you happy. Whatever you like, I want. I promise!”
 
   She was my little miracle. I pulled her up into my arms and held her close. I loved her more than life itself.
 
   “Anything, Daddy. Don’t forget. I’m all yours.”
 
   “And you always will be, Pumpkin,” I told her, kissing her gently.
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   Lucy watched as Lord Swanton’s ship set sail for England. He rarely left their small island in the West Indies; the trip was long and he’d be away from the planation for the better part of a year. But he’d received word of a death in the family, something to do with a missing inheritance, and had chartered a ship quickly. She was certainly going to miss him. Even though Lord Swanton was her guardian, he’d been like a father to her all of her life. 
 
   The plantation overseer, Mr. Suggs, had come to her later in the day, wanting to go over some problem with the accounts. She’d handled the affairs in Lord Swanton’s absence before and followed Suggs down to the planation office. The walk was pleasant, the ocean breeze cool and a light drift of clouds covered the brilliant sun. She’d taken only a light shawl to cover her shoulders, her summer dress billowing behind her in the breeze. 
 
   Suggs ushered her into the small office, moving nervously behind her as she sat in a wooden chair.
 
   “What is it, Suggs?  What did you need me to attend to?” 
 
   Suggs mumbled something and then disappeared into the adjacent storeroom. Tapping her foot impatiently, Lucy waited a moment, then rose, looking into the back. The room was empty, the door leading outside standing open.
 
   “Suggs! Where have you gone?” Lucy walked toward the open door, peering around the corner. “Oh, for the love of God!”
 
   Suddenly her arms were pinned from behind by a large man she recognized from the plantation, who dragged her back into the storeroom. She kicked and screamed and immediately a hand was clamped over her mouth. She tried biting but the hand was so tough and leathery it mattered little.
 
   Lucy watched as a strange man stepped through the open door, a rag in his hands. He was small and dirty, greasy black hair carelessly tied back with a strip of cloth, a stubbly growth of beard on his rugged face. 
 
   “She’s a fiery little wench. Suggs said she’d put up a good fight. Try not to bruise her, Captain wants her undamaged.” The man stepped closer, his eyes traveling down the front of Lucy’s thin summer dress. She was breathing heavily, her chest heaving, and the bodice material of her gown barely covered the tops of her round breasts. She glared at the man, who seemed not to notice. In one practiced movement, he jammed the rag in her mouth, quickly knotting it behind her head. 
 
   “I’d so like to have a taste of her before I take her back to the ship.” He jammed his hand roughly between her legs, twisting and turning his fingers, making Lucy flinch.
 
   “But I’ll have to settle for what I can get.” 
 
   He wound his fingers into her hair, pulling her toward him, his nose pressed against her neck, sniffing her loudly. She felt his tongue flicking against her ear, sliding down her neck. She shivered at his touch, trying to pull away. 
 
   “I’ve been a long time at sea, my dear.” His voice was a low whisper. “A long time with nothing but my calloused hand for company. You’re far too soft and tempting to leave untouched.”
 
   He ran a hand over her arm, trailing his fingers across the bodice of her dress. With one yank, he pulled the thin material away, exposing the tops of her breasts, pushed forward by her summer corset. 
 
   Lucy kicked out at the man, but he easily sidestepped her legs, which then became hopelessly tangled in the material of her dress. 
 
   “Hold her fast, there. I’ll just be a moment.” The man bent his head, pulling one breast free of her corset, squeezing and groping her, licking her nipple, his tongue sliding over the soft skin of her breast. He pulled the nipple roughly into his mouth, sucking loudly. 
 
   Lucy struggled, but the large man behind her held her easily. The small dirty man pushed his body against hers, the hard bulge of his erection forced against her hip. He thrust against her, rocking his hips back and forth, rubbing himself against her, moaning loudly as he continued sucking her tit, one hand grabbing her other breast, squeezing and fondling her, pinching her nipple.
 
   She could feel the man behind her pushing his body against her back, the not so subtle bulge of his cock rubbing against her ass. She was disgusted, horrified, wanted to run but was pinned between the two men.
 
   Suddenly the man sucking at her nipple was fumbling with his breeches; he reached in, pulling out his hard cock. Lucy watched, horrified, as he began to stroke himself rapidly. She twisted in vain, trying to get away, as the man began grunting against her breast, his hand moving faster over his hard cock. But her struggles only seemed to excite the man behind her. He large man moved one hand down over her stomach, holding her body more firmly against his, his cock now sliding against the cleft of her ass. 
 
   The man in front pulled away from her briefly, then buried his face between her breasts, his body shuddering, hips pressed forward, moaning loudly. She felt wetness against her leg as the man climaxed into the folds of her skirt. He held himself against her a moment longer, licking her breast, and then backed away, tucking his cock back into his breeches. He was panting.
 
   “Aye, she’s a sweet one. I’d hold her for you, so you could have a turn, but she’s a bit much for me.” The man holding her shifted, his hard cock still pressed against her.
 
   “We should take her off now, before someone comes looking for us.” The man bent down, picking up Lucy’s shawl. “Sorry about the dress, ma’am. But in your struggle to get away, well, accidents happen. You tore your pretty dress.” He looked down at the stain on her skirt. “And other accidents happen as well.” In one swift motion, he tore the side of her dress away, the stained section falling to the floor. The small man pulled a rope down from the stock room wall. Wrenching Lucy’s arms behind her, he quickly tied her hands together.
 
   “Let’s go then. I need her back at the ship before the Captain returns.” The big man from the plantation picked her up, carrying her as if she were no heavier than a child.
 
   They took her around the back of the office building, where Suggs was waiting with one of the plantation horses. There was a brief exchange of words, and a small bag of money was dropped in Suggs’s hands. She was tossed across the horse’s back, her dress hiked up and her legs exposed, the disgusting man climbing up behind her. The big man who’d held her disappeared back into the stock room. 
 
   She looked back at Suggs, who had already turned away, counting the money in the small bag. She was angry and confused. How had this happened? Why were they all turning against her?
 
   The man turned the horse toward the backside of the island, starting off over the low hills that ran along the back of the plantation. He casually rested his hand on her ass, his fingers gently stroking her over her dress.
 
   “Now, just relax. We’ll have you on the ship in no time.” He shifted on the horse, pressing himself against her hip. She could feel him growing hard again as the rocking motion of the horse kept him in contact with her body. Soon his hand was moving over her body, caressing her, squeezing her ass, and rubbing her bare legs.
 
   Lucy felt him tugging her dress higher, tearing it more, her ass barely covered by the thin linen of her shift. His breathing grew louder as he worked his hand beneath the fabric, his calloused fingers touching her inner thigh. She struggled against him, trying to wiggle off the horse. He laughed and she heard another rending of fabric and then the cool breeze on her bare skin. She kicked harder, squirming away from him. 
 
   The slap of his hand on her bare ass startled her, the pain brief but sharp. “You’ll not be getting away that easy, Miss. You’re going to have to reconcile yourself to the fact your life is not your own to control at the moment. If I were you, I’d just be still and enjoy the scenery.” He chuckled, a sound like dry sticks rattling together. “I know I will.”
 
   She felt his hand running over her bare skin again, sliding between her thighs, pinching and poking the tender skin. She jerked as his hand moved higher, stroking the folds of her pussy. No man had ever touched her there and she was outraged that he would do such a thing. 
 
   The man slid his fingers back and forth, rubbing and caressing her. His fingers brushed against her clit, sending an involuntary tremor through her body.
 
   “Oh, so you do have feelings. You’re not a frigid bitch after all.” The man began rubbing her clit, hard and fast, pinching and pulling at it. Lucy closed her eyes, trying to block out the sensation of the man’s fingers touching her, rubbing her, the sound of his raspy breath. She knew he was watching her, taking his own perverted pleasure in seeing his fingers buried in her cunt, her bare ass in his lap. 
 
   But the rocking motion of the horse combined with his fingers rubbing her clit, the built up tension of the day, was all too much. She felt her body betray her, her hips jerking uncontrollably as she came, her cry muffled against the dirty rag in her mouth.
 
   Lucy felt hot tears of anger and shame spring to her eyes. She was no whore; she was a virgin and a good girl. 
 
   But she had a secret; she’d discovered how much pleasure she could give herself by doing exactly what the man had just done to her. 
 
   She’d spent many nights in her room, the door locked, touching herself, squeezing her round breasts, rubbing that hard little button of flesh between her legs. She loved the hot, electric sensations that flooded through her as she lay in bed, the warm breeze washing over her naked body as she thrust her fingers over her tight pussy. Or as she rested on her hands and knees, her fingers between her legs, rocking back and forth as she rubbed herself, her body convulsing as she came, hips twisting and jerking. She knew it was wrong, but it felt so wonderful she couldn’t stop. 
 
   She’d wondered at times if, when she was married, this would be something her husband would do to her. She imagined him touching her, his hand rubbing between her legs, bringing her to the edge of pleasure and then holding her in his arms as she fell into the abyss, her body singing with heat. And then she’d learn whatever it took to make that man feel the same way, what places to touch, to rub, to kiss, that would send him spiraling into his own whirlwind of ecstasy.
 
   The thought of a man giving her that much pleasure made her dizzy at times. But with no prospects in her near future, Lucy was left alone with her fantasies and her own explorations of her body.
 
   The dirty man’s words cut through her shame. “Well, good for you, girl. Life will be much easier if you just keep that positive attitude in mind when you get to the ship. Whatever the Captain has in mind for you, I suspect it’s far more involved than a finger rubbing your clit.” 
 
   The man reined in the horse, stopping on the crest of a small hill. 
 
   “We’re almost there. I can see they’ve set anchor and sent the cockboat to shore to fetch us.” Lifting her head, Lucy could see the larger ship anchored out and a smaller boat pulled up on the small sandy beach. He pulled the tattered bits of her dress over her bare bottom, spurred the horse and they descended to the beach. 
 
   She could hear the sounds of men talking, shouting ribald remarks to the man on the horse as to why it had taken him so long to return. Someone lifted her from the horse, her shawl falling from her shoulders, her breasts exposed. One of the younger men reached for her breast, roughly grabbing her before the small dirty man slapped his hand away.
 
   “She’s not for you, Robbie. She’s for the Captain and if she’s no longer a virgin when he gets her, there’ll be hell to pay.” 
 
   “Well, Blackie, I’ve never known a woman to lose her virginity by having her tits rubbed. So there, so much you know about women.” Robbie reached out for her again, groping her breast, pulling her forward. She lost her balance, falling against him, trying to pull away. But Robbie held her fast against his sweaty body, one hand around her waist, the other back on her breasts, groping her quickly. 
 
   Then he lifted her into the small boat, sitting her on his lap as the other men clambered aboard. They rowed out to the larger ship, Robbie’s hand never leaving her tit, kneading and squeezing her, his face buried in her neck, licking and kissing her as he held her imprisoned against him. She could feel the rising swell of his erection as he shifted her on his lap. She remembered the man’s words, that she wasn’t to be deflowered, but she knew there were many other things a group of pirates could do to her that didn’t include that.
 
   Once on the board, she was under the eyes of dozens of men, many looking as if they hadn’t seen a woman in months. There were catcalls, hoots and yells, several men grabbing their crotches, making other suggestive gestures as she was bustled past. Hands reached for her, fingers groping her breasts, pinching her skin and nipples, slapping at her bare ass. Blackie pushed and bullied at the men as he led her across the deck to a door in the stern, pushing it open to reveal a large room. 
 
   “This is the Captain’s quarters. You’ll be staying here for the time being, so you may as well get comfortable.” He looked at her torn dress, bare breasts and tied hands. “Aye, well, I guess you can’t be too comfortable. But I cannot untie you or there’d be hell to pay.” He looked around the room. 
 
   “But I can tie you to a chair at least, and retrieve your shawl.” He moved her to a wooden chair, pushing her down. He worked behind her to tie her to the chair. Opening the door, he shouted to someone outside. A minute later, Robbie appeared, carrying her shawl.
 
   “Give that here, boy. You can’t be taking it to bed with you to rub your dick with. She’ll be needing something to cover herself with.” With surprising gentleness, Blackie draped the shawl over her shoulders, covering her exposed breasts. 
 
   “There. Better, yes?” He glanced up at Robbie. “You can go, boy. I think she’ll be just fine here with me.” Robbie frowned, but left the room. 
 
   Blackie sat down in another chair, facing Lucy. “You’re a very pretty girl, Miss. I’m sure the Captain will be very happy to see you here, safe and sound.” He licked his lips, his eyes sliding down over her barely covered breasts. “But the Captain’s not due back for a long time. I think we can find something to do with our time together. Don’t you?” 
 
   Blackie stood, walking over to Lucy. He pulled the shawl from her shoulders, running a hand over her exposed skin, pinching her nipples, moving back and forth between her breasts as if deciding which was more inviting. 
 
   “You’re a fine girl. And a hot blooded one too, it appears. And we’ve got lots of time to get to know each other.” He bent down, kissing her neck, his tongue slobbering against her skin. Lucy struggled against her ties, twisting her head, succeeding only in toppling over onto the floor. 
 
   Blackie laughed, hauling her upright. “We need a better plan here. Can’t have you crashing about now, can we?”
 
   He quickly untied her hands, holding her arms behind her, leading her to a smaller door set in the corner of the room. He pushed her inside, where she was amazed to find a large four-poster bed.
 
   “Aye, the Captain likes his creature comforts. You’ll be enjoying that bed soon enough, I suppose. I’ll not impose on the Captain’s bed though; that would be bad manners.” 
 
   Blackie forced her down to her knees, pulling her arms behind her back against the bedpost, tying her firmly in place. Lucy was breathing hard, choking on the gag, trying to spit the rag out of her mouth.
 
   “I think we can dispose of this now.” He reached behind her head, untying the dirty rag and pulling it away from her mouth.
 
   Lucy immediately began screaming. Blackie sat back on his heels, laughing.
 
   “Scream all you like, girl. There’s no one here who’ll come to your aid.” He stood, looking down on her. 
 
   “But as long as you’ve got that fine mouth open, let’s put it to good use.” Lucy clamped her mouth shut and watched in horror as Blackie undid his flies, reaching in and pulling out his cock. He spit in his hand and stroked himself for a moment. Lucy watched in amazement as his cock grew, getting longer and harder as he pulled at it.
 
   “What are you going to do?” Lucy looked up at him.
 
   “Oh, she speaks, does she? Glad to know your tongue still works. The Captain’s a fine one for having a conversation now and then. And there’s other uses for that tongue.”
 
   He moved toward her, his cock inches from her face. “But as to what I’m going to do with you, I’m going to put that sweet mouth to better use than talking. Mind you don’t bite me, or I’ll cut your throat and toss you over the side. Like I said, accidents can happen.” He leaned down, fingering her hair, pulling at the few pins that still held it in what was once an elegant bun. The chestnut locks tumbled down over her shoulders. 
 
   He drew a deep breath. “Oh, you’re a fine one,” he whispered. “Captain’s a lucky man. Now be a good girl and open your mouth.” 
 
   Blackie brushed his cock against Lucy’s face, rubbing the head over her lips and cheeks. She refused to open her mouth, twisting and turning her head away from him. But he continued rubbing himself against her, slapping his hard shaft against her face, making her flinch.
 
   “Open up, miss. It’s not going away until you suck on it.” He grabbed her hair with one hand, pinching her nose shut with the other. Lucy had no choice but to open her mouth to breathe. Before she could react, Blackie jammed his cock between her lips.
 
   “Remember, no biting.” He held her head with both hands, winding his fingers in her hair, pulling her toward him. Lucy tried to bite down and Blackie slapped her across the face.
 
   “Mind the teeth,” he grunted. He held her head and started thrusting into her. She could see his thick cock rising from her lips as he pulled back, the shaft wet and glistening, as he continued thrusting himself further into her wet mouth. He tipped his head back, mouth open, moaning softly. She went limp, resigned to endure this until he’d taken his pleasure.
 
   Blackie continued pushing his cock into Lucy’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat occasionally, making her gag. He was rocking his hips forward, knees bent, pumping himself into her at a steady pace.
 
   “Oh, girl, once you hold still, you’re much better company.” He looked down at her with half-closed eyes. “I’ll be thinking of this moment, for a long time to come, you here on your knees in front of me, your tits swaying, sucking my big cock. I’ll be thinking about your mouth, how hot and wet it is, just like your pussy was when I rubbed my fingers on you. I’ll imagine you looking up at me with those big eyes.”
 
    Blackie’s voice dropped as he rolled his hips in an obscene circle, clutching her hair, holding her still. “But in my dreams, you’ll be here willingly, you’ll have begged for my cock and I’ll not have had to shove it down your throat by force.” He was breathing hard now. “But by force or be willing, you’ve got a sweet mouth for fucking.” 
 
   Somewhere on the ship a bell started ringing; Lucy heard shouts from the deck. Blackie stiffened, eyes going wide.
 
   “Oh, damn, that’s the Captain returning. And me with my finger in the honey pot.” He began thrusting into her faster, grunting loudly, pushing himself as deeply as he could into her mouth, reaching down between his legs to rub and tug at his balls. 
 
   Lucy was gagging now, her neck and arms aching from being tied to the bed. Blackie’s thrusts were erratic, faster, and then he was frantically pushing himself into her mouth. With a hoarse cry he came, filling her mouth with his hot load, holding her head in place with both hands. 
 
   Lucy felt the slick, salty liquid running down the back of her throat and she longed to spit the vile mess onto the floor but Blackie was still thrusting into her, his cock squirting the last of his cum into her mouth. She swallowed involuntarily, retching and gagging. He pulled away, a dribble of creamy liquid trailing from his cock, sticking to her face. 
 
   There was a noise at the outer door, voices and then the sound of boots on wooden decking. Blackie hastily tucked his cock back into his breeches, doing up his flies. Lucy sat back, breathing hard, a trail of Blackie’s cum running down her chin.
 
   The door burst open and a tall, dark haired man strode in, followed by two others. From Lucy’s vantage point on the floor, he seemed like a giant, rising up before her. He looked down at her, tied to the bed, her breasts exposed, the evidence of Blackie’s activities dripping from her face. 
 
   Lucy leaned forward and spat at the man’s feet. A creamy wad landed on the toe of his black boot. He looked down at it, at her and then at Blackie. The man drew himself up to his full height.
 
   “You…bastard.” He pointed at Blackie. He turned to the other two men. “Take this man and put him in irons. He’s to be put below decks until I decide what to do with him.” The men moved forward, grabbing Blackie by the arms.
 
   “But Captain, she’s not been harmed. She’s as intact as the day she was born. I never touched her, ask her yourself.”
 
   “You swine,” Lucy flung the words at Blackie. “You’ve had your hands all over me since I first laid eyes on you. Hands, and…other things…in other places.” She glared up at Blackie, trying to muster as much dignity as she could, half naked and tied to a bed.
 
   “Well, there you go, Blackie. She’s spoken for herself.” Lucy looked up at the Captain. He was trying unsuccessfully to hide a smile, coughing behind his hand. But then he grew serious.
 
   “Take him away. And then set sail. I want to be away from here in case anyone thinks to look for Miss Swanton.” Blackie was led from the room; still protesting he’d done nothing wrong. 
 
   The Captain closed the door. He removed his hat, tossing it on the small table. He absently tucked a loose strand of dark hair behind his ear. Lucy heard shouts on deck and then the feeling of motion as the ship began moving though the water.
 
   “Well, Miss Swanton. It’s an honor to finally meet you. Although I’m sure the circumstances could have been better, in your opinion.” He knelt down in front of her. 
 
   “If you promise not to run, I’ll untie you, and find you a dress to wear.”
 
   Lucy looked up at him. His blue eyes were locked on hers. She felt a strange sense of unreality, a wave of dizziness swept over her and then she felt herself slumping forward, the room going dark.
 
   “Miss Swanton?” She heard her name being called from far away. Something cool was on her forehead and she realized she was lying on something soft. Opening her eyes, she found she was on a four-poster bed, covered with a light blanket. 
 
   She tried to sit up, but a hand held her down. She struggled briefly, disoriented. 
 
   “Be still, Miss Swanton.” She turned toward the voice. The Captain was sitting next to her on the bed, holding a cold cloth to her forehead. Another man, shorter and much older, was standing at the foot of the bed.
 
   “She’s going to be fine,” the older man spoke. “Just overcome, I expect, with all the, um, activities. Women are fragile creatures, Captain. Best keep her calm and she’ll be back to normal by morning.” The man nodded his head in the captain’s direction and left the room.
 
   Lucy struggled to sit, the blanket falling away. She looked down, realizing she was now completely naked beneath the thin covering. Clutching the blanket, she pulled it up over herself.
 
   “Why am I now naked? Who undressed me?” Lucy turned to the Captain, furious. “Was it you?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am, it was.” The Captain stood, tossing the wet rag aside. “Let me make a formal introduction. I am Captain Robert Bellamy. You are on my ship, the Cloud Runner.”
 
   “And that’s supposed to excuse you for removing my clothes? What gave you the right to do that?” Lucy was furious. Bellamy paced in front of her.
 
   “First, it’s my ship; I’m the captain. I do as I please. Second, you were already half naked; removing the rest of your dress was a quick process. And third,” Bellamy stopped in front of her, taking her chin in his between his thumb and forefinger, leaning down, looking at her with deep blue eyes.
 
   “You’re soon to be my wife, so I don’t believe there’s anything here I won’t have the right to see, and very soon.” His voice was low. 
 
   Lucy pulled away. “Wife! I am never going to be your wife. What delusions are you under that make you think I would marry you? You’ve kidnapped me! You’re nothing but a common pirate!” 
 
   Bellamy laughed. “I may be a pirate, but I’m hardly common. And you’ll marry me because you’ll have reason to. You’ll marry me because it’s the only choice you have if you want to return home to your plantation, to The Peaks.”
 
   He moved closer, sitting on the edge of the bed again. Lucy moved away from him, still clutching the blanket to her body.
 
   His voice dropped to a whisper. “You’ll marry me because I’m going to take your maidenhead. And as a defiled woman, you will be shunned by society. And, as an unmarried woman, you cannot claim the deed to the plantation.”
 
   Lucy frowned at him. “What nonsense. Why would I want to claim the plantation? My guardian, Lord Swanton, owns it and it will pass to me all in good time.”
 
   “Ah, but there’s where you’re mistaken.” Robert stood, shrugging out of his coat, draping it over a chair. He sat down, toeing off his boots. Lucy watched in fascinated horror as he undid the buttons on his shirt, pulling it over his head and tossing it to the floor. 
 
   Despite her shock at his words, she was suddenly distracted by his physical presence. His chest was all smooth tan skin stretched over hard muscles. His arms rippled as he stretched lazily, regarding her from across the room. She looked down at the front of his breeches. There was an unmistakable bulge at the front of his pants and she could feel her eyes widen at the size. Other than Blackie’s brief assault, she’d never encountered a man’s cock and certainly never an aroused one. And obviously one that was aroused by her. She shook her head, trying to focus on his words.
 
   “There’s much you don’t know about your guardian. For one thing, he wasn’t planning to leave you anything ‘all in good time’. He has a will that only grants you deed to the plantation if you’re married. As an unwed ward, you’re not to inherit anything; you’d be tossed off the land. And he’s kept you very isolated here, with no prospects. You’d be an unmarriageable old maid before too long. Am I correct?”
 
   He continued without waiting for an answer. “The entire estate would pass to Swanton’s nephew Charles, who is still in England, and who is, I believe, only seven at the moment. He is the closest male heir to the Swanton land and money.”
 
   Lucy listened in disbelief. “You’re speaking utter nonsense. How do you know all this? And what interest is it of yours?”
 
   “I know this because I am the rightful heir to The Peaks, to the plantation Lord Swanton built. I am the heir because I am Swanton’s son.”
 
   Robert’s eyes were blazing. Lucy watched as he paced back and forth, the room suddenly too small to contain his anger.
 
   “Your Lord Swanton married my mother, sired me, and then promptly left with her money. She died, alone and penniless, leaving me with no choice but a life in the streets, fending for myself. My father never came to find me.” Robert took a deep breath. “The money he took he used to build The Peaks.”
 
   “You were foisted upon him by his family. You’d been passed around from relative to relative, the illegitimate child of some indiscretion with a prostitute by a prominent, respectable Swanton gentleman. Lord Swanton was leaving England; it was easy enough to send you along. Out of sight, out of mind. You’d languish, and probably die, on an island somewhere and no one would need to deal with you.”
 
   Robert stopped pacing, looking down at Lucy. “He was paid a great deal of money to take you away.” Lucy flinched at his words.
 
   “We’ve both been abandoned by the Swanton family. He’d rather see The Peaks go fallow, or will it to a child, than let you have it. And he’d never acknowledge me as his legitimate son. But he needed a will and it would have been suspicious if he named no heir to the plantation. He cannot name you, as an unmarried woman and a ward, regardless of what he’s told you. ‘How improper!’ ” Robert snorted. “ ‘Improper’ should be the man’s middle name.”
 
   Lucy was staring open mouthed. “I don’t believe you. You’re mad,” she whispered. “None of this will work, even if what you say is true.”
 
   “Oh, it’s true. But there’s no one left to speak for me. My mother is dead. The family bought Lord Swanton’s silence in your case.” He moved toward her, resting his hands on the bed, his eyes level with her.
 
   “And I scuttled my father’s ship today. Lord Swanton is dead. He can tell no tales from the briny deep.”
 
   Lucy cried out, as if Robert had slapped her rather than spoken. She lunged off the bed, swinging at Robert, but her feet tangled in the blanket and she fell forward. Robert caught her, the blanket falling to the floor. He held her naked body against him, his fingers wrapped around her upper arms.
 
   She glared up at him, breathing heavily. “Nothing you say is true! It’s all lies!” She struggled briefly, but his grip was like steel. She stopped fighting him, but he still held her.
 
   Lucy looked up, into those blazing blue eyes. His dark hair had come loose from its tie, strands falling around his shoulders. She hated herself for noticing this, hated the feeling his hands on body her were creating, for inhaling his masculine scent and finding it intoxicating. Hated herself for wanting to run her hands over his chest, down his stomach…to touch the bulge in his pants. 
 
   He was breathing just as hard as she was, his lips parted, eyes dark. Suddenly he pulled her against his naked chest, her breasts crushed against him as he bent his head, catching her lips in a fierce kiss. 
 
   Lucy’s body betrayed her for a second time that day, and she kissed him back, opening her mouth as he thrust his tongue against her lips. She ran her hands up his chest, the smooth skin hot under her fingers. He let go of her arms, and she slid them up his neck, running her hands through his thick hair. She could hear herself moaning like a wanton whore, but she didn’t care.
 
   Robert slid his hands down her back, cupping her ass, his fingers squeezing her, pushing her naked stomach against his the hard bulge of his cock. She felt it move against her.
 
   Lucy broke their kiss, reaching down with shaking fingers, pulling at the buttons on Robert’s breeches. Robert looked down, watching, as she undid his flies, pulling his breeches down, his hard cock springing free. 
 
   She stared for a moment, then looked up at him, lips parted, eyes wide. Robert smiled.
 
   “Never seen one so big or so beautiful, have you?” She blushed fiercely, turning away, looking anywhere but at his cock. He put his finger under her chin, tipping her face to his, looking at her closely. His voice was soft. 
 
   “Or never seen one at all? Aside from Blackie’s poor example?” 
 
   She shook her head, turning away again. 
 
   “You’ve led a sheltered life, Lucy Swanton.” He moved away from her, stepping gracefully out of his breeches, kicking them aside. “Look at it now, Miss. It’s not going to bite you.” 
 
   Lucy turned back, looking down at Robert’s cock. It seemed huge to her, rising from the mass of curly dark hair where his thighs met, curving up the hard flat contours of his stomach. Robert reached out, taking her hand, his eyes never leaving her face. He wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft of his cock.
 
   “Touch me, Miss. Run your hand up and down.” Robert guided her fingers for a moment, then took his hand away.
 
   She felt his cock grow even harder, twitching in her grasp, as Robert thrust his hips forward slowly. He tipped his head back, lips parted, eyes closed as Lucy slowly stroked his cock. 
 
   Lucy looked down, mesmerized, watching her small hand sliding over the hot skin of his cock, amazed at how soft the skin was, but how hot and hard it was beneath. After a few moments, Robert reached down, stopping her movements. She was shocked and dismayed at herself; she’d enjoyed touching him, enjoyed the feeling of his cock in her hands, of the potential power she had, the ability to give him sexual pleasure. But this was wrong; he was the man, the common pirate, who had kidnapped her from her very home. She tried to pull away. Robert grabbed her hand.
 
    “Woman, as hot as I am for you now, as much as I want to thrust my cock into you and make you mine, I’m not interested in hurting you. I’d rather you came to this arrangement with some semblance of willingness.” He held her hand, looking down at her.
 
   “You don’t have to believe me now that I am the rightful heir to The Peaks. I have enough proof to make you believe. It won’t be enough to change the will though. But I don’t need to change the will; I only need you.” He smiled briefly. 
 
   Lucy looked up at Robert. “So I’m safe from your advances, sir? If I agree, once I see your proof, we could just marry and be done with it?”
 
   Robert threw back his head, laughing. “Far from it. That part of my plan is still in play. I may not want hurt you, much, but I am going to take your maidenhead.” He lowered his voice, his eyes growing dark. He pulled her close, his hot cock pressing incessantly into her flesh. 
 
   “This is the part of the plan I’ve done the most thinking about, Miss Swanton. I’ve seen you, know who you are, and I’ve wanted you for as long as I can remember.” He watched her closely. “Even without The Peaks at stake, I’d relish the chance to plunder this luscious body.” His eyes traveled down over her breasts, slowly moving back to her face. 
 
   “To take you, make you mine.” His voice was just above a whisper, deadly serious. Lucy felt her heart skip a beat, her face flush.
 
   “And then I am going to show you things. I’m going to enjoy every minute of it, every minute of your attention to me. But I don’t trust anyone. And I don’t trust that you’ll keep your part of that bargain, without the guarantee that my taking you now provides.”
 
   Lucy gasped. “You’d still force yourself on me?” 
 
   Robert took two quick steps forward, pushing Lucy back on the bed. “Yes, Miss Swanton. As you said, I’m nothing but a common pirate.” He crawled up on the bed, spreading her legs with his hands, kneeling between her thighs. Lucy tried to bring her legs together, but he easily overpowered her, holding her down now with the weight of his body.
 
   “Unless you’re willingly going to give me what I want.” He looked down at her, his face close to hers. “Will you let me have what I want, Miss Swanton? Or do I need to take it?”
 
   Lucy struggled beneath his body, twisting, trying to squirm away from his weight, from his masculine scent, from the huge cock she could feel pressed against her leg. 
 
   “So it’s like that then, is it? Your choice, Miss Swanton. I’ll try to make it as painless as possible, but I can guarantee it will not be quick.” 
 
   Lucy felt him reach between their bodies, felt his body shift and then she felt the hot head of his cock pressing against her, briefly brushing her clit. She shuddered involuntarily. 
 
   “Wait!” Lucy stopped struggling. Robert looked up at her, stopped pressing his cock against her. He nodded for her to continue. 
 
   “Why, if Lord Swanton is your father, is your last name Bellamy?” 
 
   Robert sighed. “I took my mother’s name. No one would believe me, that I was a Swanton. It saved time in the end, not having to explain my heritage and then be mocked for it.” Robert bent his head, nuzzling her neck, one hand squeezing her breast. 
 
   “Any more questions?” he murmured. He trailed a line of kisses down her neck, settling himself more firmly between her legs. She felt his cock pressing against her, this time with force. Its nearness, the feel of his lips on her skin, his kisses…they all set off a flurry of conflicting emotions and thoughts in Lucy. But an idea was starting to form, if she could find the courage to say the words.
 
   “Wait!” Lucy tried to sit up. Robert lifted his head, frowning at Lucy.
 
   “What now? You’re only serving to prolong the inevitable, and anger me in the process. But go ahead, if you must.” He propped his head on one hand, motioning with the other for her to continue. 
 
   Lucy took a deep breath. “If I agree to your ‘terms’ and give you what you want, will you agree to my terms?” Lucy met his eyes. Her heart was pounding in her chest, from fear but now more from the excitement she felt at the nearness of this man. 
 
   And then it was clear to her. She was where she wanted to be: in the arms of a man who could give her sexual pleasure and who was apparently willing to show her how to pleasure him, how to make her his whore, but also his wife. 
 
   Lucy’s mind was reeling. In her entire life, she’d never behaved wantonly, was always the good girl. But now, she had one chance, one opportunity to break free of the stifling confines of her life, to experience something wild and, until now, totally forbidden. 
 
   And she wanted it, wanted Robert Bellamy, regardless if his story were true or not. If he was going to carry out his wild scheme, then she would carry out her part. 
 
   “Your terms? You can’t forestall the inevitable by talking and I’m in no mood to bargain. But, what are your ‘terms’, Miss Swanton?” 
 
   Lucy closed her eyes. She took a deep breath, opened her eyes and looked directly at Robert.
 
   “You may do anything you want to me. I want you to make me yours, turn me into your wanton whore. Teach me everything. Teach me how to pleasure you. Show me everything, everything you know.” Her words came out in a breathless rush. “And I will agree to your terms. No more questions.”
 
   Robert was silent for a long time. Then he began to laugh, rolling on to his back.
 
   “Oh, girl, you’re quite the chameleon. Who knew under that prim exterior, legs held tightly together, lay a smoldering fire. I sense, under different circumstances, you’d have made an excellent mistress, or whore, if the circumstances were dire.” He turned back to her, meeting her eyes. Lucy held her breath.
 
   “You have a deal, Miss Swanton. You will be deflowered, you will be fucked, hard and long, and I will say now, much to your pleasure. And then…” Robert reached out, running his fingers through her hair “…you will be taught, and taught well.” 
 
   Robert’s words sent a thrill through Lucy’s body. Robert kissed her deeply, searing her lips with his as she arched against him, pressing her body against his, hands skimming over the taut, smooth skin of his chest. After a long moment, he broke away, breathing heavily.
 
   “And I’ll have the devil’s own time to teach you.” Robert pulled Lucy hard against him, his hands caressing her back, sliding down to her ass, probing the soft skin. Lucy felt his hard cock pressing against her stomach.
 
   “First, there’s one obstruction that needs to be removed.” Robert moved over Lucy, settling again between her legs. She spread them willingly this time, instinctively rolling her hips to meet him, arms winding around his neck, her fingers in his thick hair.
 
   “This will hurt a bit and then it’s done.” Lucy felt the head of Robert’s cock brushing against her inner thigh and then he was pressing the head of his cock against her cunt, rubbing it slowly back and forth.
 
   “Oh, you’re more ready that I’d thought. You’re hot and wet, Miss Swanton. Your body knows what it wants.” He met her eyes. “Take a deep breath and when I count to three, let it out. I’ll be as quick as I can.” 
 
   Lucy inhaled, closing her eyes. On his count of three, she blew out her breath as Robert thrust quickly into her. She felt a sensation of tearing, a quick flash of pain, and a trickle of something warm running down the cleft of her ass.
 
   “Open your eyes, it’s done.” Lucy opened her eyes. Robert was looking down at her, a faint frown creasing his forehead.
 
   “And? Any pain? Are you alright?” 
 
   “It hurt, but the pain is gone…or, rather it stings a bit.” She shifted her hips, testing the new sensations of having a cock—Robert’s cock—inside her. Robert responded by gently pushing further into her, then pulling back slowly. He thrust forward several times, further each time, Lucy rolling her hips up to meet him. As he pulled back, she relaxed. Soon she was meeting his thrusts, wrapping her legs around his waist, moaning softly.
 
   Robert looked down at Lucy, his eyes dark with passion. “Well, Miss Swanton, the deed is done. You’re mine now.” 
 
   “Lucy…” she murmured. “I think you can call me Lucy now.” Robert grinned.
 
   “Aye, well, Lucy it is then.” He kissed her briefly. “And no more talking, unless it’s to tell me how big my cock is or how wonderful it feels as I fuck you. Those words are always welcome.” 
 
   Lucy pulled Robert back to her, kissing him deeply, their tongues thrusting into each other’s mouths. He began thrusting into her, increasing his speed. Soon Lucy was gasping, her body moving in time with his thrusts, her heart racing. She felt a liquid heat begin low in her belly, something she’d never felt before, something that swelled and filled her, making her blood sing in her veins. 
 
   Robert buried his head against her shoulder as he increased his speed, grunting with each stroke. She tilted her head back, mouth open. She was crying out now with each thrust he made, spreading her legs as far as she could, her body flooded with all new sensations of pleasure. Time seemed to stop for her, but her body was building toward something, rushing headlong toward release.
 
   Robert pushed himself up, looking down at her, breathing hard. “You seem to be enjoying this,” he panted. She met his eyes.
 
   “Oh, god, Robert. Faster. Fuck me faster.”
 
   “That’s a request I never deny a lady.” Robert shifted his body, bracing his knees against the bed, his hips rocking forward as he pounded into Lucy. She felt his balls slapping against her ass as he buried himself to the hilt with each thrust. 
 
   They were both crying out, Lucy matching Robert stroke for stroke. She looked up at his face, as he held himself above her, watched as he closed his eyes, his lips parted, a look of ecstasy washing over his handsome features. 
 
   And then her body was convulsing beneath Robert, her muscles contracting, heat flooding through her body. She felt wave after wave course through her, a strange wetness flowing from her body, pooling beneath her. But all thought left her as she gave in to the sensations. From a distance she heard herself scream, a sound of pure pleasure. And then she heard Robert’s cry of pleasure mixing with hers, felt his body shudder above hers.
 
   She opened her eyes, watching his face as his cock seemed to swell inside her, his hips flexing, driving his cock into her in short sharp thrusts. There was a flood of warmth, a sensation of liquid filling her. She could feel her body contracting around his cock, as if she were pulling him in further. Robert was moaning against her neck.
 
   Robert held himself inside her, his muscles tensed, his cock still pulsing. And then he relaxed with a deep sigh, resting his head beside hers on the bed, his breathing heavy, stirring the hair by her ear.
 
   They lay quiet for a time, their breathing returning to normal. Robert eventually pulled his cock from her, grabbing the blanket, covering them against the chill in the room. He rolled onto his back, pulling her close, resting her head on his shoulder. 
 
   “You did very well, Lucy, for being a virgin.” He reached down, tipping her face to his. “I suspect there’s been some explorations on your part? Spent some time finding out what makes you feel good?” 
 
   Lucy blushed furiously, turning her head away. Robert laughed. 
 
   “There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Your body is yours, to do with as you please. It’s no sin to give yourself pleasure.” He held her close for a moment, stroking her hair. He spoke, almost to himself.
 
   “We’ll need to be married soon. For five shillings, we can be married at the church on the island where we’re going to make port. It will be quick, but it needs to happen before Lord Swanton’s demise is discovered. I’m not sure how long it will take, but it would be easier if you were married before it’s discovered he’s dead.” 
 
   The sound of his voice, the rocking of the ship, the release her body had experienced all conspired to take Lucy to the edge of sleep. She felt Robert pulling her close as she drifted off.
 
   ***
 
   Epilogue - Three months later.
 
   Bright moonlight spilled over the polished wood of the bedroom floor, the curtains at the open door billowing into the room on the warm night breeze. 
 
   “Oh, god, Lucy!” Robert’s voice was low, rough with passion. “Ah…fuck…” his words were lost in incoherent cries as he thrust himself into Lucy’s soft mouth, his fingers wound through her auburn hair. He pulled his hard cock from her mouth, Lucy’s hands instantly flying up to grab his thick shaft, stroking his wet cock, holding the head against her lips, her tongue darting out, teasing the slit at the end. 
 
   Still holding his cock, reached up, stroking his balls. With a loud cry, Robert shot a creamy stream over Lucy’s face. She opened her mouth, holding his cock to catch the continuing spurts. Robert’s hips flexed forward, his body jerking as he continued crying out, spraying his hot load into Lucy’s mouth. 
 
   Lucy looked up at Robert, still holding his cock, licking the last dribbles from the end. She held his softening cock against her face, rubbing in slowly over her cheek.
 
   “And, sir, was that to your liking?” She looked up at Robert.
 
   “If you’re asking my cock, the answer is the same as mine. Yes. It was very much to my liking.” Robert reached down, pulling Lucy up from the floor, pressing her naked body against his.
 
   “And you’re very much to my liking, Mrs. Swanton. I like seeing you on your knees, with those big eyes looking up at me, the moonlight shining in them. You make me hot and hard and then you take me into your mouth, willingly, and do things I’d never dreamed of. You’ve done things to me no woman ever has.”
 
   Robert kissed her roughly, running his hands down her arms. He broke their kiss, looking down at her, his breath ragged. In one motion, he picked her up, carrying her to the four-poster bed. He placed her down gently, lying beside her. 
 
   “I’m going to kiss you now, Mrs. Swanton, starting at the top of your head, working my way down until I reach your toes.”
 
   He bent down, kissing along the edge of her hairline, moving over her face, down her neck, leaving a trail of kisses. 
 
   Sliding down in the bed, he gently cupped her breast, holding it go his lips, kissing the soft skin. Lucy inhaled, arching her back against him. Robert pulled her hard nipple into his mouth, moaning against her skin as he sucked at her. Lucy wound her fingers into his dark hair, holding him tightly to her.
 
   Robert finally broke away, Lucy sighing beneath him. He ran a line of kisses down her stomach, running his tongue briefly around the edge of her navel. She giggled, tugging at his hair, drawing her knees up.
 
   “Robert! Stop. You know I’m ticklish.” Robert looked up from his labors, smiling. 
 
   “Sorry, love.” He bent his head, sliding his tongue down past her navel. He pushed Lucy’s legs apart, kissing the inside of each thigh. He gently spread the edge of her pussy, licking and nibbling, working his tongue into her cunt.
 
   “Robert…please.” Lucy was rolling her hips, tugging at Robert’s hair. Robert resisted her urging, continued probing her with his tongue, thrusting it into her over and over. Lucy was squirming beneath his mouth, hands clutching the sheets.
 
   “Robert!” Lucy tried to sit up. “Please Robert!” 
 
   Finally lifting his head, Robert rested his head on his hand. 
 
   “Yes, love?” Robert looked up at Lucy. “Can I help you?” 
 
   “You devil! You know exactly what I’m asking for. But you keep denying me!” Lucy was laughing. Robert smiled up at her.
 
   “Oh, yes. I remember. There was something you did like for me to do. Seems to me there’s a certain spot you enjoy having tickled. And you’d like me to tickle that spot, yes?” 
 
   Lucy swatted at his head. “Yes, Mr. Swanton. Do you want me to beg?”
 
   “Oh! Well, yes, I haven’t made you beg for anything for a long, long time. I think you should beg, Mrs. Swanton. What do you want me to do?”
 
   Lucy grew serious, her voice low. “I want you to lick my clit, Robert, to run your tongue over that spot, over and over, and make me come. How’s that?” She smiled down at him.
 
   “Poorly. We’ll work on your begging skills another time. But I hate to see a woman in need. I’ll do what I can.” 
 
   Robert lowered his head, finding her clit. He flicked it briefly with his tongue, Lucy’s body twitching at the contact. She moaned softly, winding her fingers through his hair.
 
   “Oh, yes. Robert…oh, yes.” Lucy relaxed back on the bed, closing her eyes.
 
   Robert worked at Lucy’s clit for many moments, licking and sucking, pulling gently with his teeth, his head shifting from side to side, his mouth covering every inch of her. Lucy was moaning softly, clutching the sheets, twisting her head, her neck arched and exposed. Robert brought her to the edge over and over again, expertly teasing her, driving her wild with his skillful tongue. When she was gasping, her body tensed and quivering, he pulled her clit into his mouth, sucking roughly.
 
   Lucy was arched up against him, her hips rising off the bed, crying out loudly as she came. Robert kept his mouth against her, licking her as her orgasm rolled through her body like a thunderous wave, as she bucked and rocked beneath him. 
 
   She finally pushed his head away, falling back on the bed, gasping, her face flushed, a breathless smile on her lips. Robert looked up at his wife with a chuckle, his impossibly blue eyes shining with love. 
 
   “So, how was that? Complaints, compliments, anything you’d like me to improve on for next time?” 
 
   “Just one thing,” she gasped. “When can I have you again?”
 
    
 
    
 
   *
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                 It's not easy being a secret virgin.  Sometimes my girlfriends make it insufferable.
 
                 "And then what did he do?" Lacey said.
 
                 I didn't want to know, but God I had to find out.  Though it was killing me, I had to know.  Sex fascinates me.  I obsess on it 24/7.  Just hearing my girlfriends talking about what they did in bed got me all hot and needy.
 
                 Amber gave us that secret smile, licked her licks, and lowered her voice.  "He stuck his finger up my ass."
 
                 Lacey, Janine, and I all groaned, our faces screwed up.
 
                 "Oh, that's just wrong," Janine said.  "How did it feel?"
 
                 "It felt great, after I got over my initial shock," Amber said.  "Of course, most of my attention was on the way he was sucking on my clit.  The man has talent."
 
                 Just thinking about a finger up the butt got mine tingling.  My twat was already hot, wet, and achy from first Janine's blow-by-blow account of her date, and now Amber's true confessions about getting it on with three different guys at a dance club.  It was getting hard to breath as my overactive mind wanted to replace my girlfriends in those tales with myself, and I was having a hard time shutting that down.
 
                 "But that finger up the butt thing only works for guys, right?" I said, hoping I didn't reveal too much about my inexperience by that question.  Mostly, though, I was trying to get my brain working on something else beside hot, nasty sex.  "Girls don't have prostrates."
 
                 "True," Lacey said.  "But just getting penetrated feels good.  I don't care which orifice it is, either.  Just fuck me while I diddle my clit, and we'll be fine, baby boy."
 
                 The rest of us squealed, wonderfully scandalized.  Lacey had the grace to flush just a little.  Of course, diddling my clit was the only "sex" I ever had.  Fortunately, my vivid imagination allowed me to dream fuck every hot guy I ever met, and all of my girlfriends boyfriends, brothers, and fathers. 
 
                 "I think Chevonne is about to cum," Amber said, looking at me with mischievous eyes. "Look at her?  She panting, squirming, and looks like she wants to touch herself."
 
                 "Oh, hush," I said, and bit my lip.  She wasn't all together wrong.  I wasn't about to climax, but I really did want to touch myself.  I always did when listening to my friends talk about their sexual misconduct.  "I was just thinking…never mind."
 
                 "I had a threesome with Sammy and Charlie in an elevator," Janine said.
 
                 "Really, I had a threesome with them, too," Amber said.
 
                 "Me, too," Lacey cried, jumping up and down in her seat.
 
                 I was the only one that didn't.  My friends all looked expectantly at me, and all I could think about was getting my cherry popped as soon as possible.  I was missing out on so much.
 
                 "Oh, God, I've got to lose my…," I said, and caught myself.  My girlfriends turned to me with the oddest looks.  "Oh, I was going to say my lame boyfriend, but Josh isn't really my boyfriend, is he?  He's just the guy currently not satisfying me."
 
                 They laughed, giving me consolations.  It was an open secret that Josh and I weren't doing it, since he came out as a born again Christian right after we started dating, and he intended to save himself for marriage.  Our dates were getting farther and farther apart, and I'd just like to stop, but no one else was asking me out.  I think he was in the same boat.
 
                 "Yeah, poor girl.  You should go over to Babydolls on Thursday night, Chevonne," Lacey said.
 
                 I frowned.  "You think becoming a stripper would help?  How?"
 
                 She laughed.  "No.  Not that.  On Thursday nights they have a Hot Chick auction.  You could auction yourself off and guarantee yourself some hot sexing."
 
                 Intense heat flooded my body, totally melting my insides.  I was horrified and fascinated at the same time.  The idea of a total stranger buying me, and then deflowering me in some wild, kinky night of passion, made my pussy throb and my mind go numb.  I so needed to masturbate at that moment.  I needed it like no time before.
 
                 I had to swallow to loosen my throat.  "That's…that's so wrong."
 
                 "I've done it," Amber said.  "Three times."
 
                 "What?  Why?" I said, shocked and so turned on.
 
                 Amber shrugged.  "I did it the first time because I was drunk, and still a virgin.  So I auctioned off my virginity, and made a bundle."
 
                 "Did he, the guy that bought you, really deflower you?" Lacey said.
 
                 "Oh and how!  He devirginized every orifice of my body, at least twice," she said, squealing with delight, clapping her hands and squirming.  I went cold, and then super heated again.  Throat, chest, and groin all got super tight.  "He did me good."
 
                 I squirmed, feeling so damned hot and sweaty.  I couldn't believe how aroused I'd become, or how much my twat was aching, throbbing.  My mind put scene after scene of my fondest sex fantasies in my mind.
 
                 "Oh my," Lacy said, echoing my thoughts exactly.  "I auctioned myself off once, just on a dare."
 
                 "It was good, wasn’t it?" Amber said, wagging her brows.
 
                 "Damn right it was.  He totally dominated me," she said, getting a faraway look.  "I should do it again.  Or maybe just call him for another one night stand."
 
                 Janine squirmed and cleared her throat.  "Okay, since we're doing True Slutty Confessions, I was auctioned off at Babydolls last Thursday, because Todd had a cockold fantasy and wanted to watch some stranger bang my brains out."
 
                 "You didn't tell us?" I cried.
 
                 "I was afraid.  That was the most wicked thing I've ever done," Janine said.  "And it was awesome!"
 
                 "But you broke up with Todd last weekend," Amber said.  "Was it because of his cockold fantasy?"
 
                 "Yes.  I found out how lousy he is in bed, and I want to pursue other men," Janine said, grinning.  "Screw him.  I'm going to screw everyone else."
 
                 That made us all squeal again.  So scandalous.  I shook my head woefully, looking around the table.  We all had such good reputations.  If only the people knew what a bunch of sluts my friends were.
 
                 "So, Chevonne," Amber said, looking at me expectantly.  "Tell us true, have you ever auctioned yourself off?"
 
                 "No," I said.  "It never occurred to me.  Doing it with a stranger?  Someone I have no emotional attachment to at all?"
 
                 Actually, that was such a turn-on I could barely think about it.  It was too distracting, too hot.  
 
                 "Yeah," Lacey said, a blissful faraway look on her face.  "It's great."
 
                 "You should try it, Chevonne," Janine said.  "You're too much of a goodie-two-shoe.  Do something wild and crazy.  We're young, hot girls, and this is the time of our lives that we're supposed to do the wild and crazy things we'll regret for a few years, and then brag about when we're too old to do such things anymore."
 
                 "Yeah, nursing home confessions," Amber said, and laughed.  "My grandmother told me to break all the rules, get into trouble as much as possible, because they will be my fondest memories when I'm her age."  She lowered her face almost to the table, and spoke in a low, secretive tone.  "Which is why I had a foursome with three frat boys last month."
 
                 "Oh my," I say, filled with hot, tingling butterflies.
 
                 My thoughts returned to Babydolls, and their Hot Chick auctions.  That was so damned wrong on so many levels.  Thoughts of a tall, sexy stranger's hands on my body filled my mind.  A man who just bought me.  A man who owned me.  A man who could, and would, do anything he wanted with me, and in the end I would no longer be a virgin.  
 
    
 
   One month later, 10 P.M. at Babydolls Gentlemen's Club…
 
                 "I think I'm going to be sick," Cindy said.
 
                 We were standing below the DJ booth, next to the steps up onto the strip club's main stage.  A gorgeous redhead was working the pole, between trips to receive tips from men approaching the stage.  All she wore were black strappy stilettos, a pink thong, and lots of body glitter.  And she had a big, big set of fake boobs.
 
                 "It'll be fine," Alexa said, giving Cindy's back a little rub.  "You're young, hot, and blonde.  These pervs will all be in love with you."
 
                 I stood last in that line of three young women on a Thursday night.  We were the only three to be auctioned.  Cindy Applegate was a tall, willowy blonde with a super model's face and body.  She wore a tight hot pink mini-dress and black pumps.  Alexa Munoz was a five foot tall Latina, with a spectacularly body and a glorious mane of shiny black hair.  Hair down to her butt.  She was dressed much sexier, in a black leather halter, skirt, and dog collar, and a pair of matching thigh boots.  I felt ugly next to them, but thought I looked pretty sexy in my lacy black bustier top, with red bows and decorations, black spandex mini-skirt, and garter belt holding up lacy black stockings.  I wore a new pair of shiny black Fuck Me Pumps, with towering five and a half inch stiletto heels.
 
                 Yeah, I was tottering precariously.
 
                 "What order do you guys want to be auctioned?  First?  Second?  Last?" the DJ said.
 
                 "Is it time?" I said, feeling my insides go cold.  He nodded.  "I'm last."
 
                 I wanted time to change my mind if it didn't go well for Cindy and Alexa.  Of course, I had no idea what "not go well" meant.  Being auctioned off for sex was scary and sexy at the same time.  At the moment, it was more scary.
 
                 "I'll…I'll go first," Cindy said, hugging herself tightly even as she beamed a bright smile at the DJ.  "Otherwise I'll chicken out."
 
                 "Coolness, baby doll," he said.  "How do you want me to announce you?  What are you offering for the sale price?"
 
                 That whole 'sale price' thing kinda irked me.  We would each get ninety percent of our sale price.  Alexa came every week to auction herself off, and that's how she earned her living.  She claimed to live well, too.  Sounded like prostitution to me, but was it?  I thought it best to not broach the subject with her.
 
                 "Just announce me as Sapphire, and that I am offering a night of no hold's barred sex."
 
                 I froze as the DJ jotted that down.  Using an alias like "Sapphire" never occurred to me.  It sounded quite prudent, but prudence wasn't something any of the three of us was practicing that night.
 
                 "Got it, Sapphire, one night of anything goes," he said, and turned to Alexa.  "Hey, Alexa, looking hot and delicious as ever, baby doll."
 
                 "Thanks, DJ Naughty Boy," she purred, and stroked his cheek.  "Nothing's changed.  I'm 
Alexa, and I offer a night of La Vida Loca to some very lucky man."
 
                 "Sweet.  One of these nights, I'm going to buy you," he said, and she kissed him on the lips.
 
                 "Promises, promises," Alexa said, giving him a look that made my blood pressure spike.
 
                 His eyes lingered on her face, her lips, and then raked her body head to toe three times before he reluctantly turned to me.  Lust filled his face, but it wasn't for me.  I felt a pang of jealousy.  Why couldn't I make a man lust after me so powerfully?
 
                 "So…um…," he said, and glanced at his clipboard.  "Ah, here you are.  Chevonne DeHardy.  Yes."  He glanced hungrily at Alexa, who smiled and winked.  He had to shake himself after turning back to me.  "So, Chevonne, how do you want to be announced?"
 
                 I wanted an exotic, sexy AKA so badly, but my mind was filled with the same chaos as my stomach.  "I'm Chevonne, and I offer my virginity."
 
                 The DJ did a double-take, and both Cindy and Alexa gawked at me.
 
                 "Oh God, this is how you plan to lose your virtue?" Cindy said.
 
                 "You're going to make a fortune," Alexa said, looking a little jealous of me now.
 
                 Second thoughts began creeping in.  I never intended to mention I was a virgin.  They had me rattled.  Coherent thought was difficult under the circumstances.  I opened my mouth to say to just say I was offering a night of hot sex, when the song ended and the DJ rushed back up into his little booth.
 
                 "Give it up for Savannah!  Wow, was that hot or what?"
 
                 A customer was waiting for her at the other set of stairs, and he led her back to his table.  I watched as Savannah sat on his lap and expertly kept his hands off her boobs.  Barely kept him at bay, and occasionally she let him cop a quick feel.  I shook my head.  Was I the only one that saw the mercenary glint in her smoky eyes?  Didn't he know she was working him?
 
                 "Don't be so judgmental," Alexa whispered.  "That’s going to be you in less that fifteen minutes, only you'll be going all the way."
 
                 My body flushed white hot with her words, and realization that I was about to give my body to a complete stranger.  A man who viewed women as sex objects to be pawed and gawked at up on stage.  A man who had no feelings for me other than utter lust.  A man who would pop my cherry as he sated his own animal passions with my body.
 
                 I wasn't horrified by any of that.  I was horrified over just how horny it all made me.  My twat was throbbing.  I could feel that my thongs were already soaked through with my juices.  Standing still was not an option, as I squired, my feet stepping back and forth, hands stroking my stomach, hips, and thighs nonstop.
 
                 Cindy started up the steps.  I realized that the DJ had been announcing the auction.  Cindy was up.
 
                 "Welcome our first babydoll for sale tonight," the DJ's voice boomed.  "Her name is Sapphire, and she is hot to trot with the right man.  Some lucky man will win a wild night of no hold's barred sex with this blonde, blue-eyed hotty."
 
                 Sapphire strutted to the front center of the stage.  She struck a sassy pose and beamed a glorious smile to all corners of the room.  She made me think "beauty pageant" up there.
 
                 Cindy struck various poses as the bidding began.  A tall black man started it with a low bid of twenty dollars.  The bidding went fast and furious after that, and I couldn't keep up with who was bidding.  Before I knew it, Cindy was sold.
 
                 "Nine hundred, twenty-five dollars once.  Twice.  Sold!  Sir, pay the nice baby doll at the bottom of the stairs to the right, and then claim Sapphire as your own."
 
                 A tall, rather dashing middle-aged man in a very expensive looking suit pushed through the crowd, and handed the pretty blonde his credit card.  She had a little cart, with a credit card machine.  In less than a minute she handed him a receipt and something that piqued my interest and concern.
 
                 She handed him a leash and collar.
 
                 I watched with bated breath as he bound up the short stairs to the main stage, and headed straight for Cindy.  The beautiful blonde looked nervous as Hell, but smiled brightly as her hands grabbed her own butt, and her chin rose up high.  Was I the only one there that didn't know about the leash and collar part of the deal?  Both Cindy and I gasped, and then sighed when he deftly buckled the collar around her slender throat.
 
                 "Lose the dress," he said.
 
                 Cindy swallowed hard, nodded, and unzipped the hot pink mini-dress.  A sharp gasp filled the silent strip club as the dress fell away to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra or panties.  And she was rocking an incredible body, complete with a full Brazilian wax job.  He immediately claimed her lips in a fierce kiss, while one hand fondled her boobs and the other grabbed her butt.
 
                 I felt every touch.  I was shaking by the time he led off the stage on the end of that leash.  I watched him lead her to a table in a dark, back corner.  Then Alexa perked up, catching my attention.
 
                 "My turn.  Wish me luck," she said.
 
                 "G-Good luck," I said, and realized she was leaving me alone.  I suddenly wished I had gone first.
 
                 "That was so hot, I need a dancer up here stat, to blow my massive woody!" the DJ boomed over the sound system.  "Man, I'll have blue balls until next Thursday."
 
                 Everyone laughed, and even I chuckled.
 
                 "Now welcome back a personal favorite, that tiny little bundle of passion, that loveliest of Latinas….Alexa!"
 
                 Alexa raced up the steps.  I could barely walk on level ground in these heels, and she was practically running up stairs.  And then she hit the stage and took my breath away.  Let's just say, the lady knew how to walk.  Alexa alternately walked, strutted, and danced.  She pushed her boobs together, and finally gave herself a firm bootie slap as she reached the front center of the main stage.
 
                 The crowd roared their approval.
 
                 "How am I suppose to compete with that?" I said, feeling small and worthless.
 
                 "Wild and wicked Alexa is being auctioned off tonight because she's been a very bad, bad girl.  To make up for all her naughtiness, she is being sold for a night of La Vida Loca, anything you're man enough to take, she's more than woman enough to give.  Who wants to start the bidding?"
 
                 "Two hundred dollars!" someone call called.
 
                 Alexa gave herself another bootie slap, spun around and ripped off her top.  Her boobs were gorgeous.  Big, firm, natural, and she knew how to work them, too.  The beautiful Latina fondled herself, pushing her boobs up and together, pulling on her nipples, and making the most erotic, sultry faces.  The bidding erupted after a long pause, and was soon approaching twenty-five hundred dollars.  I watched her, mesmerized.  She was so good, I wanted to bid on her.
 
                 Finally, "The bid is twenty eight hundred dollars?  Do I hear twenty-eight fifty?  Anyone?  Okay, then, some lucky man is about to have the time of his life for twenty-eight hundred dollars….going once.  Twice.  Sold!  Sir, come and claim your baby doll."
 
                 I never saw the man that claimed Alexa.  Every eye in the place seemed to turn to me.  I felt ever pair, boring into me.  Judging me.  Lusting for me.  My insides started quaking.  Sweat prickled my skin, and I started panting.  Soon my  heart was pounding in my ears.  I was about to be bought and sold to a man.  A man who would use me, use my body, in any way he wanted.  And I was bound to serve him, giving everything to him.
 
                 I glanced to the back of the club.  Cindy was on her knees before the man that bought her.  Her head was bobbing quickly up and down on his lap.  Another beautiful blonde, who was only wearing a white thong and matching thigh boots, was kneeling behind Cindy and rubbing her pussy while she licked and kissed Cindy's butt cheeks.
 
                 It had occurred to me that I might have to have a threesome, but not with another woman.  And that I might have to make out with a woman.
 
                 "All right, ladies and gentlemen, give it up for our final baby doll on the auction block tonight," the DJ called.  His voice sent ripples through my shaking body.  I went cold, frozen wild-eyed, and then intense heat flowed through my body.  A dancer hurried up to me, and waved me up the stairs.  All thought fled my mind, and I started up the stairs.  "Welcome Chevonne!  She is a curly-headed brunette, with big baby blue eyes and a body to die for.  Tonight is a special night for her, and especially for the man who buys her.  Chevonne is selling her virginity!"
 
                 The crowd was stunned silent a long second, and then erupted with cheers and applause.  Relief rushed through me.  For a second I thought they were appalled.  Looking out over them, I saw nothing but horny, lusty men and women.  Well, the women were mostly waitresses and strippers.
 
                 The bidding started at fifty.  Not Alexa money, but better than Cindy.  The bidding seemed slower for me.  With more pauses where the DJ cajoled more money out of them.  I started to worry I wouldn't break five hundred dollars.  Oddly enough, if I was going to sell my virginity I wanted a good price for it, which horrified me.
 
                 "God, I'm such a whore," I muttered, reached back and unzipped my bustier.  There was a sharp intake of breath from the crowd.  I paused, drawing out the anticipation, and then pulled the lacy lingerie from my body.  The crowd gave an appreciative cry as my boobs dropped and jostled before them.  I shook my tits at them, and then unzipped my skirt.  As I pulled it away, to reveal my lacy garter belt and black thongs, I said to myself, "In for a dime, in for a dollar."
 
                 Bidding picked up fast and furious.  I did my best strut back and forth up there, hoping I didn't look totally inept and stupid doing so, and tried to calm down.  I could barely hear the bidding due to my heart pounding in my ears, and my own discombobulated mental state.  And I really didn't want to be taken by surprise when I was finally sold.
 
                 "Five thousand dollars," a tall blonde wearing head to toe shiny black leather said.
 
                 I froze, gawking at her.  The amount didn't shock me so much as being bought by another woman.  A dominatrix, who would spend more time spanking me than anything.  Would a dominatrix even bother to pop my cherry?  And did it count if popped with a dildo or a woman's fingers?
 
                 "Five thousand fifty," a tall black man said.
 
                 He was the one who started the night of bidding with twenty for Cindy.  He was looking at me like I was a piece of candy, and he wanted to eat me up.  My belly clinched, and my twat really felt hot and wet.  I think I actually squirmed and made some pathetic little animal noises, while vision of his big black cock thrusting deep into me flashed before my mind's eyes.
 
                 "Fifty one hundred dollars," the dominatrix said, looking miffed that someone dared to bid against her.
 
                 "Fifty five hundred," the black man said, cutting her a sharp look.
 
                 "Six thousand," another man called, moving forward through the crowd.
 
                 The newcomer really took me by surprise.  He didn't look like he could afford to spend that kind of money on anything, much less waste it on a night of sex.  At least the dominatrix and black man looked wealthy.  This guy looked a biker.  A big, disheveled outlaw biker.  And I mean big, like over six foot five, with long brown hair, goatee, and dirty looking outlaw biker clothes.
 
                 The dominatrix scowled, and crossed her arms under her rather pronounced boobs.  She didn't offer another bid.  The black man paused, looking me up and down.  I didn't think he'd bid again, but he surprised me.
 
                 "Sixty-one hundred."
 
                 "Sixty-five hundred," the biker said.  "Bro, I want that damn cherry, and I got the money to buy it, too.  Bid against me if you want.  I don't care."
 
                 The black man looked at him, at his determination, and then back at me.  I saw deep, profound lust in his eyes, but he shook his head and said nothing.
 
                 I looked at the biker, who looked triumphant.  Our eyes met, and locked in an intense connection that curled my toes and left me breathless.
 
                 "Well now, looks like we have a winner," the DJ's voice boomed.  "The winning bid is sixty-five hundred dollars.  Going once.  Going twice.  Chevonne's virginity is sold for sixty-five hundred dollars.  Pay the nice lady below the stage, and then claim your baby doll!"
 
                 I almost came right then and there.  There was no doubt in my mind that if I so much as touched my clit I'd come, and come hard, too.  Pressing my left hand splayed over my quivering lower belly, I cupped my left boob with my right.  Discovering my nipples were rock hard and sticking up dramatically, I rolled the left nipple between thumb and finger, forgetting about the crowd watching me.
 
                 "Oh God, I'm so humiliating myself," I whispered, but unable to stop.  Then my left dropped lower as I watched the biker dude hand the Babydolls girl his credit card.  I flicked my clit with a long, hard fingernail, and then rubbing it with a firm circular motion.  Intense waves of pure pleasure erupted from my nether regions, ripping through me and scrambling my brain as that girl handed him a leash and collar, along with a receipt and his credit card.  "I am owned.  A sex slave."
 
                 I came again.
 
                 "Damn, girl, you're starting without me," he said as he approached.
 
                 All strength left my body, and I slowly sank to my knees.  My right hand continued fondling my boobs, and my left rubbing my clit.  He stopped before me, the leash and collar in his left hand.  My eyes locked on that collar, wondering what it would feel like snug around my throat.  A symbol of servitude.  Of slavery.
 
                 I looked up into his eyes.  Up close, he was fiercer looking.  He was ruggedly handsome, with a face full of animal lust.  I'd never seen such intense lust before, and it was scary sexy.
 
                 "You're really a virgin?"
 
                 His voice was deep, rumbling.  The club was utterly quiet, everyone watching and listening intently.  I could hear the squishing sound of my finger rubbing my clit quite distinctly, and feared that everyone could hear it.  But I couldn't stop.  It felt divine.
 
                 "Yes.  I mean, yes, master."
 
                 "Say, 'Yes, Sir,'" he said.  "Call me Sir, and nothing but Sir."
 
                 "Yes, Sir, I'm a virgin."
 
                 "You're hymen is intact?"
 
                 "Yes, Sir."
 
                 "Have you ever had anal?"
 
                 "Oh, no, Sir."
 
                 "We will," he said.  My mind tilted and spun at that revelation.  Why did I think that any man who'd pay money to fuck me would just screw my pussy?  "What about oral?  Have you ever gone down on a man, or another woman?"
 
                 "No, Sir, never."
 
                 He smiled.  It wasn't a comforting smile, either.  "Good.  Unzip me."
 
                 I didn't think.  Rising up on my knees, I laid my left hand on his hip for balance, and unzipped him with my right.  A gasp from my right made my head whip around.  That is when I realized the strip club's patrons and staff had a perfect side view of everything Sir and I did.  They would see me going down on him in exquisite detail.  Looking up, I was going to ask him to take me to a dark corner in back, but was stopped by the determination underlying his fierce, lusty gaze.  I knew then he knew exactly what he wanted from me, and he wasn't going to take no for an answer.
 
                 "You are bought and paid for, Chevonne, so eat me," Sir said.  "We'll start by popping your oral cherry."
 
                 "I never wanted to put on a live sex show."
 
                 "But I do, and I'm the master," Sir said.  He dug his cock out of his jeans.  It was huge.  Way bigger than I ever imagined a dick to be.  So long, thick, and hard.  I tried to touch it, to take it in my hand, but nothing moved.  I was frozen in place, gawking open-mouthed at his cock and envisioning it pumping in and out of my mouth, my pussy, my ass.  And everyone there would watch and enjoy every second of it.  "Suck me off, Chevonne."
 
                 For a moment all I could do was kneel there, holding onto him for support, and pant loudly.  My heart was hammering so hard I thought it would explode.  My pussy was pounding with my heartbeat, feeling super hot and sopping wet.  My insides melted and got all tingly squishy.  Cutting my eyes to the audience, I took in all of their lusty, eager eyes, and a thrill slithered up my spine.
 
                 Swallowing hard, and licking my lips, I took a deep breath.  "Yes, Sir, your wish is my command."
 
                 Okay, I felt a little foolish after saying that.
 
                 Slowly wrapping my left hand around the middle of his shaft, I began stroking the full length of him.  He was so thick, just the tips of my long fingernails touched, and only if I squeezed.  I guess I spent too much time stroking, and not sucking.  Sir cupped the back of my head and pushed me into his cock.  I guided him to my mouth, and opened wide.
 
                 "Mmmm," I groaned as he slowly pushed into my mouth, going far deeper than I intended.  Indeed, he almost filled my mouth completely.  He felt much thicker and longer in my mouth.  Once I started bobbing my head, I glanced at the audience.  From the looks on their faces, you'd think I was going down on them.  "Uummmm."
 
                 It wasn't long before the shock and humiliation of my situation faded, and all I cared about was sucking that delicious dick.  I was surprised by how much I liked it.  With that change in attitude came a change in my body.  Sweet ripples flowed through me, making me feel wonderful inside and out.  It got better when I lowered my left hand to my snatch, and started rubbing my clit again.  And an inner tension began to grow deep inside, that I recognized from masturbation.  
 
                 Aside from the occasional shuffle, moan, or gasp from the audience, the only sound was the squishing of my fingers, punctuated by random slurps.  After only a couple of minutes, Sir tensed up, and grabbed my head with both hands.  He held my head still, and started fucking my mouth.  I kind of liked it better now that I wasn't in control.  His actions turned it into a race to see who would come first.
 
                 I intensified my efforts on my clit.
 
                 Soon I was panting fiercely though my nose as he gasped above me.  His balls tightened up, moving closer to his body as my body wound up so tight I thought I'd explode at any second.  And then he tensed up completely, his back bowing and head rolling back as he thrust deeply into my mouth and held it.  My eyes widened, realizing what was about to happen.  And that first spurt filled my mouth.
 
                 "Mmm," I moaned, swallowing an amazing amount of thick, viscous cum.  The taste of it flowed over my tongue, and that pushed me over the top.  "Uuuggh."
 
                 I savored the feeling as wave after wave of unadulterated pleasure consumed my body.  Sir spurted deep in my mouth again, most immediately flowing down my throat.  I swallowed and swallowed, and enjoyed the flavor of him intensely.  And then he pulled back until just his cock head was inside me, and spurted a third time.  I got the full dose of taste and feel with that one, though it wasn't even half the amount of the first.
 
                 "Good, Chevonne, I didn't have to tell you to swallow," Sir said.
 
                 What was I supposed to do?  Spit it on the floor?  Eww.  
 
                 "Thank you, Sir," I said, sitting back on my legs and licking my lips.
 
                 "You like the taste?"
 
                 I nodded.  "Yes, Sir.  I do."
 
                 He gave me a speculative look, almost like he was a little impressed with me.  I smiled up at him.  Sir shook his head, grinning.  Then he waved me up.
 
                 "Stand up, Chevonne," Sir commanded.  It was definitely a command.  "Stand straight, hands clasped behind your back, chin up."
 
                 I stood up, tottering atop my five and a half inch stilettos.  I idly wondered if those heels were too much for this night, but it was too late now.  So I clasped my hands behind my back and lifted my chin high.  I was not surprised when Sir buckled the collar around my throat.  It felt snug and strangely erotic.  Hell, I felt that all the way to my toes.  It got just a little harder to breathe, but that was due to the tightness in my chest.
 
                 "I can see by your reaction you really liked being collared," Sir said, cupping my boobs and sliding his thumbs over my erect, hard nipples.  He had really big, callused hands, too.  They felt so hard and rough, and awesome on the smooth, delicate skin of my breasts.  Something stirred deep in my lower belly, and I was unable to still my squirming.  "I think you might be a natural submissive."
 
                 I wasn't entirely sure what that meant, but it sounded like a good thing coming from him.  I smiled up at Sir, giving him my best sultry smile and look.  I wanted him to like me.  I needed him to like me, because I really liked him.  A lot.
 
                 "What now, mast…uh, Sir?" I said.  My eyes dropped to his semi-flaccid cock, still hanging out of his jeans.  "How long before you can deflower me?"
 
                 "How long I take is not your concern, Chevonne," he said, hands rising up to cup my face.  "You are so beautiful.  Everything about you is perfect.  Especially those full lips."
 
                 Sir lowered his face.  I couldn't breathe.  As his lips neared mine, I began shaking.  A deep longing filled me, and I heard a pathetic little moan escape.  Hell, I thought I was going to cry.
 
                 His nose touched mine, and he paused to look deep into my eyes.  Our connection was so intense I groaned, starting to rub my thighs together.  I felt a tear roll down my left cheek.  I tilted my head up more, pushing my lips closer to his.  Sir finally tilted his head to the side, and pushed down into a deep, open-mouth kiss.
 
                 I savored our first kiss.  Sir was even demanding when kissing me, but I gave him everything he wanted.  Gladly.  The feel of his firm lips rubbing across mine sent ripples through me, and my skin goose-fleshed.  Soon his hot, wet tongue came probing, exploring every corner of my mouth.  I returned the favor, and our tongues began an erotic tango, teasing and pleasing.
 
                 His hands dropped from my face back down to my breasts.  I wrapped my arms around his neck while he fondled me, turning those ripples of pleasure into waves.  My head fell back and I groaned wantonly when he rolled a nipple between two fingers, and then pulled it.  An erotic jolt shot straight down from my nipple to my pussy.  I threw a leg around him, and started humping his leg.
 
                 Sir bent me backwards, and lowered his face into my cleavage.  I buried my fingers in his hair, massaging his scalp, as he rubbed his face all over my boobs, stopping frequently to kiss, nibble, lick, and suck on them.  His lips and tongue did the most wonderful things to my nipples, which were amazingly sensitive.
 
                 I don't know how long were went at each other like that, but it wasn't nearly long enough.  But all good things come to an end, and Sir finally straightened up and pushed me out to arm's length.  Then he stepped back and looked me over with relish.  I noticed he was holding the leash in his left hand, and he drew it taut.
 
                 "Slave," he said, voice deep and commanding, eyes boring into my very soul.  "Remove your panties."
 
                 I almost corrected him, telling him them weren't panties, but thongs.  I caught myself just in time.  Something told me he wouldn't appreciate it.  I wiggled out of my now sopping wet thongs, making a big production out of it, with lots of hip gyrations and bouncing boobs.  He seemed to enjoy the show, as well as the audience.
 
                 "Throw them into the audience," he said, when I held them out to him.
 
                 I hesitated.  Those were my favorite thongs.  My sexiest thongs.  I wore them whenever I wanted to feel sexy.  But a command is a command, and sexy little slave girls had to do what they are told.  So I hooked my thumb under the elastic waist band, and pulled back on the other side, and shot those silky pink thongs out into the crowd.  There was a scuffle as several men tried to capture them, and finally a whoop of victory.  I shook my head with a big smile as that lucky man held them to his face and took a deep breath, filling himself with my scent.
 
                 "Kneel," Sir commanded.
 
                 I dropped to my knees as sensuously as I could.
 
                 "Now sit back," he said.  I sat down, my legs tucked beneath me.  "Sit on the floor, legs spread wide in front of you."
 
                 I wasn't sure how that would be sexy, but I complied.  I was facing him, stiletto heeled feet wide and knees bent.  I leaned back, propping myself up on my arms.  He had me in an open, vulnerable position that energized my body, and I began panting lightly.  The way he looked at my close-cropped, bikini waxed triangle really turned me on.  I loved that hungry, lusty look.
 
                 "Now lay all the way back, and start playing with your boobs," he said, stepping up between my legs.
 
                 My eyes locked on his cock, now fully erect and looking huge.  A drop of pre-cum formed on the tip, and I so wanted to lick it off.  It got harder to breathe, harder to even think.  Knowing I was about to lose my virginity, about to get my cherry popped, left me a tingling mess.  This was the moment I'd waited for so long.
 
                 Sir unbuckled his belt, and pushed his jeans down around his ankles.  He dropped to his knees, and then to all fours above me.  First, he kissed me.  Our lips and tongues toyed with each other a long moment, before he kissed his way down to my tits.  He had me continue to fondle myself while he kissed, nibbled, and sucked on my boobs and nipples.  It was divine.
 
                 "This is a moment you will never forget, Chevonne," Sir said, his voice even deeper, huskier.
 
                 "I know," I barely gasped out.  My throat was so tight, heart hammering.  My groin muscles were tightening, pussy throbbing with need.  I lifted my hips off the floor, wishing he'd let me wrap my arms around him.  "Oh, Sir, please.  Take me.  Make me a woman."
 
                 He reclaimed my lips in the fiercest kiss so far.  At the same time, he guided his cock to my glistening pussy lips.  That's wasn't easy for him, since he was so tall it required him to bend almost double, or so it seemed to me.  I felt that rubbery head rubbing across my lower lips, and then all around my pussy.  Finally, he slid his cock between my pussy lips, and pushed into my sensitive slit.  I gasped and bowed my back.  Then, finally breaking the kiss, Sir pushed into me.
 
                 Pain surged through me.  I sucked in a sharp breath, surprised because he hadn't even reached my Hymen.  He was just so big, so thick.  That cock stretched me to the max.  And it hurt good.  Soon, the pain diminished, and it was pure pleasure.
 
                 "Mmm."
 
                 "Hey, what do you know," Sir said, and I felt his cock press up against my Hymen tissue.  All I could do was stare open-mouthed up at him.  "It looks like a bit if virtue is standing between us and a really good time." He pulled back a bit, and then thrust hard.  My cherry popped with an intense jolt of pain, pulling a tiny cry from my lips.  "Oops, my bad.  No virtue intact around here."
 
                 As much as I longed for that moment, I missed my virginity already.  Besides, it hurt far more than I thought it would.  My girlfriends dismissed the pain they felt with a wave of the hand, and a "Hurts good" comment.  For me, it just hurt.  But soon the pain began to numb, and those wonderful ripples of pleasure returned.  Sir happily humped away blissfully through it all.
 
                 It didn't take long for Sir to turn my insides into a totally sexy, tingly mess again.  Tiny animal noises escaped my lips, and my body bucked and squirmed, all of it completely beyond my control.  I couldn't even fondle myself, and my hands clutched at his shoulders desperately.  And best of all, an incredible tenseness was building, winding up within with every long, steady thrust into me.  Sir was feeling it, too.  His head rolled back and he arched his back as he pounded me harder and harder, becoming almost frantic.
 
                 Sir was going to come long before me, which meant I probably wouldn't come unless I took matters into my own hand.  Literally.  I reached down to my pussy and started rubbing my clit.  My clit was more sensitive than I'd ever know it.  That first rub sent a jolt through me that made my whole body convulse.
 
                 "Oh…Hell…yes," I gasped out.
 
                 That soft dry slap of his hips into my inner thighs turned into a loud wet slap as we both sweated, becoming shiny with it.  He got me so damned hot.  I loved the feel of our wet bodies together.  Our comingled seminal fluids were running down my butt crack, making me wonder if he was producing all of that or if I was.  It felt sexy, either way.
 
                 Sir thrust in and held it, and I felt him convulsing.
 
                 So frustrating.  I was right at the brink, too.  Now…nothing.  All that sexual tension was slowly dissipating.  
 
                 "You did good, Chevonne," Sir said.
 
                 "Thank you, master…I mean, Sir," I said.  "But really, you did all the work.  I just enjoyed it."
 
                 He pulled out, leaving me feeling empty.  I was surprised to see he was still hard as a rock, too.  Everything I've ever heard from movies, TV, my girlfriends said men went limp after coming.
 
                 "It's not over yet, baby doll slave girl," he said, grinning wickedly.
 
                 I froze.  That grin worried me a bit.  What did he have in mind?  What more did he want from me?
 
                 Sir stood up, slanted a look at the audience.  That wicked grin only intensified.  And then he pulled me to my feet.  He turned me so that the audience was to my left now, bent me forward, and gave my butt a firm bootie slap.  His open palm cracked like a rifle on my sweat shiny butt cheek.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 "Oh!"
 
                 "Chevonne sold me her virginity tonight, boys and girls," Sir said.  "I popped her cherry just now, and received her first blow job before that."
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 "Oh my Lord," I whispered, already knowing where this was going.
 
                 Sir's hand slipped down my butt crack, and his fingers probed my butt hole.  My ass tightened up, all of its own accord.
 
                 "Hers and my cum has already lubed it up nicely," Sir said, and pushed inside me.
 
                 "Oh!" I cried, sucking in a sharp breath and holding it.
 
                 Oddly, it didn't really hurt so much as worry me.  My anus wasn't pleased, either.  It tightened around his thrusting finger, and the sensations that came from that action bubbled up within, and danced up my spine.  I felt it to my knees and my throat.
 
                 "Chevonne, spread your legs wide," Sir commanded.
 
                 I never hesitated.  My feet slide out to shoulder width apart.  Sir was not satisfied, and forced them wider.  Dramatically wide.
 
                 "Please, Sir, I can't go any wider in these shoes," I begged.
 
                 "Bend over, Chevonne, and grab your ankles."
 
                 "What?" I said, even as I bent over until my head was lower than my waist.  It wasn't easy remaining on my feet bent over like that, but I got my hands wrapped around my ankles as ordered.  "What are you going to do to me, Sir?"
 
                 "I'm going to take your anal cherry, Chevonne," he said.  "I'm going to fuck the shit out of your ass."
 
                 My brain went numb.  It never once occurred to me that this might happen.  Indeed, I never fantasized about anal at all.  I was not prepared to deal with it.  Sir was taking me into territory that frightened me.  Yet, my body was raging with desire, all hot, sweaty, and pulsing with need.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 "Oh!"
 
                 "Nice ass, girl," Sir said, and then slapped the other butt cheeks.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 "Oh!  Ooooh," I said, and groaned.  Why did that feel so damned good?
 
                 A second finger joined the first up my ass.  At the same time, he caressed by stinging butt cheeks with his free hand.  His fingers trailed down into my butt crack, down to my throbbing twat.  He stroked my nether lips, sending the most awesome ripples through my body.  In no time I was gasping, panting.  It was so hot up on that stage, almost insufferably hot.  I felt sweat dribbling down my thighs, along my spine, and down across my sides and boobs.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 Three fingers went up my butt.
 
                 "Oh.  My.  Oooooh."
 
                 "I think my sweet little Chevonne is ready to get her ass reamed out royally," Sir said, and the crowd responded eagerly.
 
                 His fingers slowly withdrew and I closed my eyes, readying myself for what was about to happen.  I gnawed on my lower lip when he placed his left hand on the small of my back to steady me, and guided his cock to my butt hole with his right.  His firm cock head rubbed up and down my crack, gathering up juices, and I felt him spreading our cum all over his dick, getting it nice and wet.  Slippery.
 
                 "Chevonne, say, "Fuck my ass, Sir.'"
 
                 "Oh.  Oh.  F-Fuck my ass, Sir."
 
                 The head of his cock pushed into me.  My whole body froze, tightened up.  I could barely breathe.  But the expected pain didn't hit me.
 
                 "Say it again."
 
                 "Fuck my ass, Sir!"
 
                 He pushed in deeper, sending wonderful sensations washing through my body.  A thrill slithered up my spine, and my panting became fast and loud.
 
                 "Say it again."
 
                 "Fuck my ass, Sir!"
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 And he pushed deep.  I felt that thrust in every fiber of my existence.  And that one hurt a little.  Not badly, but it was all good.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 And with that, Sir grabbed my hips with both hands and really started humping my ass.  Every few thrusts he'd give one of my butt cheeks another stinger.  I struggled to keep position, to hold onto my ankles.  It wasn't easy, especially with my body going all weak and my mind going all sluggish.
 
                 Feeling his tension building, getting closer to ultimate release, I opened my eyes and glanced at the audience.  It was a sea of lusty eyed blissfulness.  Every one of them looked like he was the one banging my butt.
 
                 The leash was still attached to my collar.  My eyes turned to it, lingered.  I felt the tightness of the collar around my throat, and gazing at the leash reminded me of my sexual servitude, which sent ripples through my mind and body.  For the first time, I saw the leash and collar as sexy, as wonderful.  I never wanted to take them off.
 
                 Thwack!
 
                 "Oh!"  That was a big stinger.
 
                 I was at the brink of climax, but not getting any closer to bliss.  I so needed to masturbate, to rub my clit.  But Sir commanded me to hold onto my ankles.  I couldn't disobey him.  He owned me.  To disappoint him would be too terrible.
 
                 Instead, my brain focused on the way his balls slapped into my twat with every thrust.  It was quite erotic.  The more I concentrated on it, the sexier it became.  My hands tightened around my ankles, even as my insides wound up tighter and tighter and tighter…
 
                 "Oooooooh, yes!" I cried.
 
                 Pure animal pleasure erupted from deep within.  My cored came alive, and quivered in the most erotic, wonderful way.  Wave after wave rushed through me, all in sync with Sir's increasingly frantic thrusts.
 
                 "Yes!" Sir cried, and held his cock deep inside me as cum flowed.
 
                 Sir grabbed my hair, and yanked me up so he could whisper in my ear as we both came.
 
                 "Consider yourself owned, Chevonne," he said fiercely.  "I own you body and soul now."
 
                 Then he pushed my butt.  I tumbled forward, sliding off his cock.  Falling face first to the floor, I lay there groaning, body quivering from the aftershocks of climax.  I was only vaguely aware that I lay there with my ass stuck high in the air.  The crowd was cheering.
 
                 I don't know how long I lay there, but Sir was fully clothed when he pulled me up to my knees by my hair.  Sitting back on my legs, I looked up into his triumphant face, and gulped.  He had the leash in hand.
 
                 "Put on your clothes, Chevonne.  We're leaving."
 
                 I was still sex addled, but I understood what that meant.  He really did plan on keeping me.  Would I be his slave all the time?  A slave girl in every sense of the word?
 
                 I licked my dry lips, and reached up to lightly stroke the taut leash.  Just the tips of my fingers touched it, so lightly.  I began to tremble.
 
                 "It's not over?" I said.
 
                 "No.  I own you," he said.  "It'll never be over.  Get dressed.  Now."
 
                 I slowly dressed.  Not to be sexy.  My mind was too numb, body too exhausted to move quicker.  Sir waited patiently, watching my every move intently.  I got the impression he enjoyed it.  And once I was fully dressed, sans the thongs thrown to the crowd earlier, he picked me up in his arms and carried me down the steep steps before putting me back on my feet.
 
                 The crowd parted as he led me slowly to the front door.  The way everyone looked at me made me tingle, made my temperature rise again.  I was panting lightly by the time we got through them.  I paused at the door, slanting a look back at the main stage.
 
                 Sir was right, I'll never forget selling my virginity.
 
                 Out in the parking lot I climbed onto the Harley Davidson behind him, wrapping my arms tightly around him.  I wondered if I really would continue to be his sex slave, or come to my senses in the morning.  The Harley roared to life, and Sir put her into gear.  I lay my head on his back as we thundered away into the darkness.
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   Most people noticed Erica fall into the water. The vast majority even realized that she was tangled in the anchor rope. But no one did anything. There were a dozen people on the pontoon boat and twice as many on the beach. Nobody moved.
 
   Nobody except for Shawn.
 
   His eyes hardening, he sprinted toward the pier, his feet resounding loudly on the wooden planks. At the end was the MacDonald kid sitting astride the jet ski he never shared with anyone. Shawn removed his sneakers and tossed his sunglasses away before grabbing the chubby teen and pushing him into the water.
 
   “Hey!”
 
   He ignored him; he was wearing a life vest and would float up within seconds. Erica didn’t have this luxury. Shawn jumped on the watercraft and fired up the engine. The party boat was in the middle of the lake and he sped toward it. He had to hurry before she drowned!
 
   He’d been on his own, hundred yards away from the partying teenagers on the beach. He liked the music and the atmosphere but since he was the new kid they weren’t his crowd. Hell, he didn’t have a crowd, never had. He had always been a loner which had given him a great sense of observation.
 
   This was the reason he’d noticed Erica falling into the lake. As the most popular cheerleader in school, he’d sort of had her crush on her. Then again, everyone did. She was gorgeous, everybody’s dream girl. And yet, no one was moving a muscle to help her.
 
   The people on the pontoon were all agape, frozen. They were standing around in their trendy bathing suits, holding Dixie cups filled with boozy cocktails, and not doing a single worthy thing. Shawn felt contempt for them. Most of all, he was disgusted by Lucas who was watching the water dumbfounded. As Erica’s boyfriend, he should have been the first to jump after her.
 
   Now that he was close enough, Shawn turned off the engine and dove sideways into the lake. The water was cold as well as murky and he couldn’t see 10 feet ahead. It didn’t matter, he followed the anchor rope down, kicking his legs to sink as fast as possible.
 
   He rarely prayed but that’s exactly what he was doing right now, wishing he would get to her in time before she died.
 
   He had no idea how deep he was when he finally reached her. She was flailing madly, trying to get out from the rope’s death grip. White oxygen bubbles streamed out of her mouth, panic vigorously signing her death warrant.
 
   Shawn placed himself in front of her so she could be soothed by his presence. He came closer, took a few seconds to look at how the rope was tangled around her, and went to work. He grabbed her around the waist to make her stop thrashing and used his free hand to unwind the rope from her body.
 
   A scary thought came to him: she wasn’t releasing bubbles anymore. She was out of air!
 
   He finished taking the rope off of her, which wasn’t easy considering the anchor was quite heavy. Then, he held her against him and kicked his legs. The two of them started to rise.
 
   The climb took forever but eventually they broke the surface. Shawn gasped and took a deep breath, suddenly euphoric about breathing fresh air again. However, Erica didn’t make a sound. He swam toward the boat, bringing her with him.
 
   “Here, grab her!”
 
   Lucas was the one to reach him. As soon as he took hold of her hands and started pulling, she came back to life. She sputtered, launching into a coughing fit. All the drunk kids could think of doing was cheer.
 
   *   *   *
 
   As they tied down the pontoon to the pier, Shawn disembarked and fetched his shoes. Then he found his sunglasses. One of the lens had cracked when he had discarded them.
 
   “Great,” he mumbled.
 
   “Shawn? It’s Shawn, right?”
 
   He turned around to find Erica standing next to him. She was as good as new. She looked just as great too. Her bikini highlighted all her best features, from her sizable breasts to her long tanned legs and small ass.
 
   “That’s right.”
 
   “I just want to thank you again for what you did. You saved my life.”
 
   Lucas fell in behind her. “Yeah, thanks, bro. That was some James Bond hero shit.”
 
   Shawn shrugged and pretended not to notice Lucas possessively putting his hand around her shoulders.
 
   “Listen, is there anything I can do to thank you for saving my life?”
 
   “Forget about it, it was my pleasure.”
 
   “No, seriously. There’s got to be something.”
 
   Although she didn’t mention it, it was known throughout the town that her parents were well-off and well-connected. Shawn knew that if he mentioned concert tickets or a good deal on an old car she’d have no trouble coming through for him. But there was something else he wanted.
 
   “There is one thing but I’m sure it’s out of the question.”
 
   “What is it?” she asked eagerly.
 
   “No, forget it.”
 
   “Come on, if I can do it it’s yours.”
 
   “Okay, then will you go to the prom with me?”
 
   Erica winced and she glanced with her boyfriend. “The thing is, Lucas and I have been planning to go together for over a year. Our parents are expecting us to.”
 
   “Like I said, forget it.”
 
   Shawn began walking away when she put a hand on his upper arm.
 
   “Wait!”
 
   “Changed your mind?”
 
   “What about…” She looked up at Lucas and they had a silent conversation with their eyes. After he nodded, she said, “What about prom night?”
 
   “What about prom night?”
 
   “If I can’t go to the prom with you, maybe you can spend prom night with us.”
 
   Shawn frowned. “Prom night? You know what that entails, don’t you? Or did you mean just going to a party?”
 
   “I mean an intimate party with just the three of us.”
 
   He was about to dismiss the whole idea – maybe they were making fun of him – but then he looked at Lucas. He nodded to him earnestly.
 
   “You guys are serious?”
 
   “We’re a modern couple and we like to have fun. And don’t worry, you guys aren’t gonna touch each other, just me. So, what do you think?”
 
   Shawn’s eyes darted between them. If he couldn’t go out on a date with her, he might as well get to fuck her.
 
   *   *   *
 
    
 
   It was almost midnight when the three of them entered the hotel room. Shawn had gone to the prom by himself. Mostly it was so he’d be able to say 20 years from now that he had gone to his senior prom. He’d observed the crowd and drank the substandard fruit punch which no one had dared to spike because the librarian/chaperone kept a keen eye on the bowl.
 
   Now none of this mattered. He’d come to the hotel in his own Jeep and had been relieved when Lucas and Erica hadn’t turned him away in the lobby. Instead she brandished their overnight bag and the champagne bottle she’d brought and they made their way up.
 
   “So we’re really going through with this, uh?” he asked while Lucas locked the door.
 
   “You better believe it. I’ve been horny all week thinking about it.”
 
   She spun on her heels and wrapped her arms around Shawn’s neck. She pulled him down for a long, wet kiss. After a moment, Lucas joined them and pulled her away so he could also get in on this make out session. He ran his hands up and down her frilly dress.
 
   “Hold on,” she said. “I have to go get ready. Open the champagne, okay?”
 
   She gave Shawn a quick kiss and brought the bag with her in the bathroom. Meanwhile, Lucas got busy locating glasses and opening the bottle. For his part, Shawn busied himself searching for suitable music on the radio.
 
   “Is this something you do often, sharing her with other guys?”
 
   “She likes it, bro. She really loves cock. I mean, there’s nothing wrong with it, right? We’re all 18, about to ship off to college. Shouldn’t we be having fun right now?”
 
   “Well yeah, but you’re okay with this?”
 
   “As long as we don’t cross swords tonight, it’s all good.”
 
   “Cool,” Shawn agreed. “I don’t swing that way anyhow.”
 
   They each took a plastic cup of champagne and drank while waiting for her to come out. They then removed their tuxedo jacket and bowtie to make the wait more tolerable. They had to refill their glasses before Erica emerged. Shawn couldn’t help thinking it was worth the wait. She was barefoot and in fact the only thing she was wearing was a black baby doll.
 
   “Damn, baby.”
 
   “You like?”
 
   “Damn, baby,” Lucas repeated evenly.
 
   She turned to the other guy. “What about you?”
 
   “You’re beautiful, Erica.”
 
   He handed her some champagne and they drank while she danced softly to the music. After a moment, she went to them. Since they were both sitting on the edge of the bed it was easy to get intimate. Lucas softly stroked her bare legs and touched her through the fabric.
 
   Erica leaned forward and began making out with her savior. She took his free hand and made him trace her heavy breasts. She moaned in his mouth at his dexterous fingers.
 
   “Strip for us, baby.”
 
   She smiled and finished her drink. After she put her cup away, she resumed dancing in front of them. Dreamily, she lowered the straps off her shoulders, one after the other, and the silk negligee dropped halfway down her tits. She stopped it before revealing her nipples, dragging on the boys’ agony.
 
   “Come on, take it off!”
 
   She continued putting on a show, undulating sexily while rubbing her hands up and down her young body. Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore and pulled the baby doll off her head.
 
   “Whoa,” Shawn whispered.
 
   She was absolutely gorgeous, better than he would have ever imagined. She wasn’t only well proportioned but her pussy was completely bald. He was instantly hard at the scene. Lucas pulled her to him and went to town sucking on her tits. Erica took Shawn’s hands and put it between her legs.
 
   “Touch me. Can you feel how wet I am?”
 
   After a little while, she sat between them on the bed. They took turns making out with her and rubbing her soft skin. She took the opportunity to unbutton their shirts and feel the growing lump between their legs.
 
   Shawn could have stayed in this position for an eternity. Just having her near him, kissing her, was sublime. To feel the moistness and heat from her pussy was truly paradise.
 
   “Stand up, guys.”
 
   “You wanna suck us off?” Lucas asked.
 
   Her nostrils flared at his words and she rubbed their crotches for good measure. Her fingers dug into their erections and Shawn was the first to stand up. Within seconds, they were both removing the last of their clothes.
 
   “This is so fucking hot,” she said while stroking her tits in anticipation.
 
   The two men got closer and she swiftly wrapped her hands around their girths. Lucas had a longer dick but Shawn’s was fatter. It didn’t matter, both were extraordinary. They both made her mouth water.
 
   “Get closer to each other.”
 
   The guys exchanged glances and followed her order, stopping only before their shoulders could touch. Erica jerked them off a few more seconds before bending forward. She began by taking Shawn into her mouth.
 
   “Ooohh,” he breathed.
 
   Her mouth was hot and wet. She didn’t move at first, instead choosing to get used to his size. After a moment, she sucked on the head and teased him with her tongue.
 
   “My turn,” Lucas said. “Suck me now.”
 
   She gave the first boy a few more seconds of fellatio before switching to her boyfriend. With him she didn’t bother going slow. She didn’t need to explore him since she blew him almost on a daily basis. She wiggled her tongue back and forth while taking him deep.
 
   “Yeah…”
 
   Shawn watched her sucking her boyfriend’s cock and became even harder at the sight. It also might have had something to do with the fact that she was pumping his shaft while she took care of the guy’s erection.
 
   “You guys are so fucking hard,” she said as she switched back to the man who had saved her life.
 
   Her head bobbed quickly over his lap, simultaneously jacking off her boyfriend. Then she had an idea. She grabbed both their cocks and pulled on them until they were almost touching. She extended her tongue and licked them both at the same time.
 
   The guys shared worried looks, obviously afraid of crossing swords, but on the other hand it felt too wonderful to protest. Erica opened her mouth wide and took the tips of both dicks into her mouth. Now they were essentially touching each other but neither cared.
 
   The feeling was out of this world!
 
   She went back and forth sucking them individually while masturbating the other. That’s when Lucas’s breathing accelerated.
 
   “Oh shit, baby. Can’t take it any longer…”
 
   “You’re gonna cum?” she asked looking up at him.
 
   “Yeah, I can feel my balls about to burst.”
 
   She let go of Shawn and turned fully to her boyfriend. She took him between her lips and sucked him madly. She had one hand pumping on the base of his hard-on while the other fondled his balls, tugging down on them.
 
   Shawn watched the show while stroking himself. He had never believed himself to be a voyeur but he couldn’t deny how erotic it was to watch the gorgeous Erica giving a blow job to her boyfriend.
 
   “Shit, I’m gonna spew!”
 
   She went faster with her sucking, stroking, and fondling. Lucas put a hand behind her head and fucked her face for all it was worth.
 
   “Uuurrghh…”
 
   Closing her throat to avoid choking, Erica pressed her tongue on his sensitive vein and prepared herself for his release. Sure enough, he swelled inside her mouth before erupting. His cum was scorching and so delicious as it squirted against the roof of her mouth.
 
   “Hmmm…”
 
   She swallowed the first batch and he continued exploding. She squeezed his cock and balls, coaxing everything he could muster. She was thirsty for his jizz, for his salty elixir. After a while, he stopped shooting and started to shrivel.
 
   “That was so good, baby.”
 
   She let go of him and licked her lips. She made a show of swallowing again and looked at Shawn.
 
   “What about you? You’re gonna cum in my mouth too?”
 
   “I’m good for now.”
 
   Although he had no intention of admitting it, he had jerked off three times today to avoid premature ejaculation. Thankfully, she didn’t press him for an answer.
 
   She asked, “Can you return the favor, Lucas?”
 
   “You want me to eat you out?”
 
   “Yeah, my cunt is so wet right now.”
 
   She backed up until she was in the middle of the bed. She lied down on her back and spread her legs. Lucas quickly went after her, lying down between her legs.
 
   “Come here, Shawn. I wanna blow you some more.”
 
   Lucas didn’t waste a second and brought her face down to her pussy. It was already drenched from her arousal. He kissed all around the slit, knowing fully well the teasing always drove her wild.
 
   “Shit yeah…”
 
   While looking at her getting eaten, Shawn got on the bed and kneeled by her head. He offered her his stiff cock which she promptly popped between her lips. She sucked on the glans but her technique was much less refined than before. She was distracted by her own needs and the inferior angle.
 
   “You taste so good, baby.”
 
   Lucas spread her snatch open and licked the pink flesh. Erica shuddered underneath him as he continued. He suckled on her velvety lips before letting his fingers join the party. He toyed with her opening and within seconds he was pushing inside. She was so tight that it wasn’t easy to go deep but soon she was loosening up.
 
   Shawn couldn’t get enough of her wet mouth around his girth. She was breathtaking as she blew him. He reached down and massaged her big tits which made her sigh.
 
   “You like that?”
 
   “Hmmm-mmmm…”
 
   He played with her hard nipples, pinching them and stretching them up. She whimpered and sucked him faster to show her appreciation.
 
   By now, Lucas was fingering her with abandon. He inhaled her musky scent and inserted a second finger. Using his other hand, he made circles around her clit which was already engorged. He watched the little nub standing up, craving attention.
 
   “Suck my clit,” Erica begged after releasing Shawn’s cock for a moment.
 
   Lucas waited to make her suffer but then even he couldn’t stand it anymore. He locked his lips around her clit and sucked on it with gusto. He made his tongue flick it quickly and then resumed the pure sucking.
 
   She cried in pleasure and slapped her face with Shawn’s dick. She turned her head and licked his balls, sucking them into her mouth one after the other.
 
   “Yeah, feels so good.”
 
   While stroking his shaft, she looked down at her boyfriend. He was munching on her ravenously as she gyrated her hips with desire. She found she craved more.
 
   “I want you to fuck me. I need a big hard cock in me right now.”
 
   Lucas lifted his head and readily sprang to his knees. He was only at half-mast and she was in the mood for a stiff plowing.
 
   “Come here, Lucas. I wanna suck your cock while Shawn fucks me.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Come, I love to feel you getting hard in my mouth.”
 
   She looked up at Shawn and nodded for him to follow her instructions. He waddled to the foot of the bed while the other guy took his place by her head.
 
   “Go on. Put it in me, Shawn.”
 
   Suddenly nervous that this momentous occasion had finally come, he spread his knees to lower himself and at the same time lifted her butt so they could align. Her pussy was slick with her juices and the heady aroma made him woozy. She smelled like genuine, unadulterated sex!
 
   His cock was throbbing at what was about to happen. He aimed it down and wiggled it between her folds. He pushed down until the head bumped against her opening.
 
   “Yeah, shove it in,” she snarled while jerking off her boyfriend. “I need it so bad!”
 
   Shawn did as he was told, pushing in. He watched his rod disappear into her cunt. She was tight but also soaking wet. He guessed she would have been able to fit a bowling ball in there. Her fleshy walls felt like heaven around his shaft, hugging every single square inch.
 
   Erica’s eyes rolled back. She turned her head to the side and took Lucas into her mouth. He was only starting to get his tumescence back and she loved to feel him grow between her lips. She swirled her tongue around the head and sucked hard, making her cheeks cave in.
 
   Shawn thrust forward until he was entirely sheathed. He gave himself a moment to savor the heat and pressure but soon he felt the urge to start fucking her for real. He pulled out before slamming in again.
 
   “Hmmm!” she moaned around her boyfriend’s cock.
 
   She was creaming on Shawn’s dick and this made him go faster. She locked her ankles around his back which told him she was as much into this as he was. He pushed through her tightness and allowed her pussy walls to massage his length.
 
   “Yeah, give my girlfriend a pounding! She loves a good meat stuffing.”
 
   Lucas watched the other guy fucking her for a minute and then changed positions. He straddled her chest so she could suck him deeper. While she did this, he played with her tits, tweaking her nipples rhythmically.
 
   Erica was ecstatic. Her boyfriend was hardening in her mouth while he sent shivers up her spine by playing with her nipples, and Shawn was fucking her so good! Now he was even massaging her clit as he pistoned in and out of her snatch. Still, as great as everything was, it wasn’t perfect. She wanted both men to be able to go deeper.
 
   “Hold on, I wanna get on all fours.”
 
   “Yeah? You wanna get taken like a dog?”
 
   “No, like a bitch in heat!”
 
   The three of them disengaged while she got on her knees. Shawn’s cock twitched as he looked at her small, beautiful ass being offered to him. Her shaven pussy was gleaming with juices, so inviting.
 
   “Put it back in, Shawn!”
 
   She didn’t have time to say anything else because Lucas gave her his dick to suck again which she dutifully did. He was hard now and he needed her hot mouth to pleasure him.
 
   Shawn also made contact with her once again. He came closer, and brushed his hardness up and down her slit, and pushed onward. This was much better than before, he could go way deeper. She whined for him to go faster, harder.
 
   “You like getting taken like this?”
 
   He grabbed her hips and drove forward. He found his groove, making his balls slap up against her pussy with each pass. Up ahead, Lucas smirked at him. He knew how awesome it was to ram into Erica from behind. She was quite the naughty little vixen!
 
   She pulled the cock out of her mouth and glanced back over her shoulder. “Finger my ass, Shawn. Put your finger in my tight little hole.”
 
   That was a first for him. No one had ever asked him to do that before and he felt his rod jerk at the prospect. He started by rubbing the small hole with his fingers, just tickling it. Then, he leaned forward and spat on her ass. He spread the saliva over the puckered hole and gently probed it with his thumb.
 
   “Fuck yeah! Finger my ass!”
 
   Shawn pushed some more and before long he was inside. Her sphincter created an extremely tight ring but the more he slid in and out the looser she became. He timed his plunges with his cock’s movements so she was never empty. Within moments she was bucking against him, definitely wanting him to accelerate.
 
   “This is too good! I need both your cocks.”
 
   “You sure, baby?”
 
   “Yeah, I wanna be double penetrated. It’ll be like that time with you and your cousin.”
 
   Before Lucas could reminisce about that wild evening from a year ago, Erica was already moving into position. She pushed Shawn until he was flat on his back and then she straddled his hips. She resisted the urge to suck her juices off his glistening cock and guided him back into her cunt.
 
   “Aahh,” Shawn moaned.
 
   She leaned forward to offer her ass to her boyfriend. Lucas kneeled behind her and fingered her a bit before placing his long erection against her back entrance.
 
   “Do it!”
 
   He pushed in and Erica had a minor orgasm. The two cocks inside of her were simply magical! She was completely stuffed, all her nerve endings that were connected to her pleasure center were firing off at once.
 
   Shawn was uncomfortable at first and didn’t know what to think. On the one hand, this gorgeous girl was pressed into him, quaking softly with pleasure. Her pussy quivered around his cock and made him feel so good.
 
   On the other hand, he could distinctively feel Lucas’s dick in her ass. Only a thin membrane separated them and it was totally surreal. The weirdest part of all this was that Shawn wasn’t disgusted. Objectively, he had to admit it felt amazing to have another cock rubbing against his while the girl’s pussy squeezed around him.
 
   “Yeah, fuck me! Double-fuck my ass and pussy!”
 
   Lucas took hold of her hips and made her rock back-and-forth over both their rods. She impaled herself with each thrust, sending jolts of pleasure through all three of them. She was simply overwhelmed by them.
 
   “Harder! Pound into my ass!”
 
   Grunting, Lucas went faster. He didn’t content himself with her movements anymore. He rolled his hips and went balls deep into her bowels which made her scream in ecstatic agony.
 
   It was building up to the point where Erica couldn’t breathe anymore. Yet, she wouldn’t have stopped this for anything in the world. Her lips slightly parted and her eyes unfocused, she let the two men ravage her, swaying her back and forth.
 
   “Oh fuck, it won’t be long…”
 
   Underneath her, Shawn rolled his hips to accelerate his thrusting while Lucas pulverized her ass frenziedly. Their cocks were essentially rubbing against each other which in turn made them go faster.
 
   “Yes, a little more. More!”
 
   Heat was spreading through her body as she absorbed the animalistic fucking. She let it build up, unwilling to do anything that would let steam out. She wanted the explosion to rip through her like a hurricane.
 
   She was beginning to feel weightless when Shawn kissed her neck. At the same time, he reached between their bodies for her tits which were mashed against his chest. He found her nipples and squeezed them brutally.
 
   “Aaahhh!” she screamed in surprise.
 
   That’s when it started to happen. The pressure was reaching maximum capacity. The boys were still pile-driving her tight holes like they were on a mission and it took her breath away.
 
   “That’s it, oh fuuuuuccck! I’m cumming!”
 
   Her pussy closed around Shawn’s cock and she buried her face into his neck. Her body became at once rigid and as light as a feather. She couldn’t say where she was anymore or with whom. She lost all her senses to the climax overtaking her body; it was like she had a starring role in The Invasion of the Body Snatchers.
 
   “Ooooh!”
 
   That was the thing with anal orgasms; they were way better than when it just involved her pussy. There were stronger muscle spasms, it was more gripping. She could have died now and be perfectly happy.
 
   Shawn hugged her tightly against him and continued to plow into her soaking cunt. It was more difficult but then again it was more rewarding. Her thrashing against him made it feels so good.
 
   “Don’t stop,” she grunted through clenched teeth. “Fuck my ass, Lucas!”
 
   Her boyfriend took that as a challenge and went even further, fighting against her bucking to give her a proper reaming. His hands were snug on her hips and by now he didn’t even care if his balls slapped against Shawn’s.
 
   Erica was still hazy but eventually she came back to her senses. She looked at Shawn and when he gazed back she kissed him. It was sweet, tender, but he was rock hard and in a hurry to give her his load.
 
   “I want you to cum my face. Both of you,” she said louder. “I want your jizz all over my face.”
 
   She pushed herself off and without waiting for Lucas to back away she got off Shawn’s lap, making both guys slip out of her. She scooted to the edge of the bed and slid down the mattress until she was kneeling on the carpet.
 
   The two teenagers looked at her raptly. They grabbed their dicks and started to jerk off. Her sweaty body, coupled with her freshly-fucked hazy expression, was hypnotic. They both got off the bed and went to stand on each side of her head.
 
   “Yeah, make yourselves explode all over my face.”
 
   While she looked at them masturbating for her, she absentmindedly rubbed her body up and down, caressing her stomach and tits, anything to drag out her afterglow.
 
   “I wanna taste you…”
 
   She took hold of their rods and they promptly took their hands away. Her grip was firm and she made their foreskin slide back and forth over the rigid shafts.
 
   “Yeah baby,” Lucas purred.
 
   She looked at him and took his cock in her mouth. She knew perfectly well it had just been in her ass and the thought of it made her head swim with desire. It was so naughty, so depraved!
 
   Shawn felt the same way. Ass-to-mouth was so taboo that it made him extra stiff. It wouldn’t be long until he gave her the reward she was obviously craving.
 
   “Shit, baby. I’m gonna cum!”
 
   She pulled her mouth off and started jacking him off again. She looked into his eyes while her fist flew along his glistening cock.
 
   “Aaaaarrrrggghh!”
 
   He threw his head back and flexed his knees. At once, he erupted, sending thick ropes of white jizz into her waiting mouth.
 
   “Yeah, I want more!”
 
   The next jet missed the mark and caught her on the cheek. He came again, this time hitting her chin. She brought her head closer to get everything that was now dribbling out. All the while, she didn’t stop tugging on his meat.
 
   “Fuck,” Shawn groaned. “It’s my turn!”
 
   She turned her attention to him and her hand sped up along his shaft. She was practically growling while staring into his eyes, her hunger for his cream truly palpable.
 
   “That’s it, it’s coming…”
 
   She aimed his cock at her face and pumped him frantically. Against all odds, his fourth ejaculation of the day would prove to be his most powerful. Her fingers dug into his flesh while she stroked and she was doing this so hard that her fist bumped into his pelvis on each pass.
 
   “Oh fuck!”
 
   Shawn kept his eyes open to watch the show. His balls tightening like never before, he felt his splooge surge up his rod before it sprayed out over Erica.
 
   “Ah!” she yelped, stunned by the intensity of his orgasm.
 
   His head swimming from sheer pleasure, Shawn admired his jizz as it landed into her hair and streaked her face. His white goo glazed her lips and dripped from her nose. It was better than any porn video he had ever seen.
 
   She continued to milk him until he was dry. When he had nothing left to give her, she took the softening crown into her mouth and cleaned him. She then repeated the procedure with Lucas’s shrinking cock.
 
   “That’s so hot, baby,” he whispered.
 
   She let go of their members and brought her hands to her face. She rubbed their rewards into her skin as if it was some pricey lotion. She massaged it into her cheeks and mouth before kneading her breasts with the nectar. Finally, she licked her fingers clean, keeping her eyes riveted on the two men standing above her.
 
   Shawn was mesmerized. He didn’t know this kind of thing happened in real life. Erica was a pure cum slut and this memory would live on as one of the highlights of his life. He could get it on with a hundred porn stars and the chances of surpassing this evening were slim to none.
 
   “Shit, baby, you wore me out.”
 
   Lucas crashed on the bed and turned into the fetus position. Erica pulled herself to her feet and went to the other side of the bed, taking Shawn by the hand with her. They found a free spot on the mattress and reclined against the headboard. Within seconds, Lucas was snoring softly.
 
   “Figures,” she grunted.
 
   “Look, maybe I should leave you two together.”
 
   “Why, didn’t you enjoy yourself?”
 
   “Of course I did, it was totally awesome.”
 
   “Then what’s the problem?”
 
   “I wouldn’t want to cause a rift between you two.”
 
   She pressed herself against Shawn while holding his hand.
 
   “I told you, we have a modern relationship. Besides, the room is paid for until morning and I haven’t had you in my ass yet. Once you get your strength back, I want you to fuck me in the ass. Would you do that for me?”
 
   Her eyes were mellow, she was practically begging him. This was definitely worth having saved her life.
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   Dear Diary, today I fucked my new Father and Brother. It was the best lay I have ever had!
 
   I’m not really sure where to start. How do I tell you this? I didn’t really mean for it to happen...What am I saying, of course I did. I knew damn well when Steve saw me naked there was no going back. Yeah, that was the beginning...
 
   What can I say, I am a horny little slut and I make no apologies. I couldn’t wait to get my cherry popped. I frightened away several boys my age before finding out the right way to go about getting it done. At eighteen I quickly left the bumbling little boys behind and found myself an older man. Poor bastard didn’t know what hit him.
 
   I used to babysit for this guy and his wife. He was okay looking and would make passes at me while driving me home. Well, one night I made a pass back at him.
 
   My mouth instantly went dry when he pulled the car off on this dirt road. Man, my heart was racing as he drove through the dark to a field. He parked his Cadillac and sat there staring at me, before killing the engine.
 
   I could tell he was nervous by the way he licked his lips and his breathing was fast and shallow. But, he was not like the boys I had been going out with. He wasn’t shy, he reached over and pulled me to him and kissed me. I thought I would melt in his arms. I had never been kissed so passionately. This guy meant business. He forced his tongue inside my mouth and pushed it so deep that the soft skin on my lips felt like it would split as I opened my mouth wider.
 
   I pushed my tongue deep in his mouth, mimicking his moves when I felt his arms pull me tighter to him. His hands greedily exploring my body, he was not gentle as his kisses nearly smothered me and his five o’clock shadow literally burned my face. Without warning he pushed me away. “You sure you want this?” he said in a raspy voice.
 
   “I’m sure.” I replied as confidently as I could.
 
   He got out of the car and walked over to my side, opening my door. He got a blanket out of the trunk and placed it on the ground. He lay down and patted his hand. I immediately lay beside him.
 
   Hungrily, he kissed me again, his tongue probing my mouth, his hands roaming over my waist and tummy. He made his way up under my shirt and cupped my breast in his hand as he groaned and kissed me.
 
   I kissed him back, one hand on his shoulder, the other pinned to his chest as he rolled on top of me.
 
   I grunted under his weight as he pushed his hard cock into my crotch.  He humped me roughly a few times then rolled off.
 
   I watched as he took off his shirt.
 
   He reached over to me and lifted my tee shirt over my head. For a moment he stared at my breasts tucked nicely in my best black lace bra.
 
   I stared back at him, his muscular chest was hairy and I reached out to touch it.
 
   He took my wrist and placed my hand on the bulge between his legs. “Take it out.” He whispered.
 
   I licked my lips and did as I was told. I flicked the button on his jeans then slowly unzipped his pants. He shifted his hips and wiggled out of his jeans and boxer shorts.
 
   “You ever suck a cock before?”
 
   I shook my head “no” as he placed a hand on my head and gently pulled me down to his erection.
 
   My whole body was alive with so many sensations as I took his penis in my hand. It was warm and hard and as my face got closer I could smell his muskiness. It stirred my senses even more and when I put the head in my mouth I tasted his salty precum for the very first time.
 
   “That’s it.” He whispered as he pulled my hair up into a ponytail with is hand. He ran a finger across my cheek, sweeping up any loose strands and tucked them into his fist. Gently he guided my head up and down his shaft.
 
   I closed my eyes as I moved my mouth over his cock. Breathing through my nose as I took as much of him in my mouth as I could.
 
   I liked the way he breathed. The way he gasped sharply for air when I ran my tongue over the ridge of the head of his cock. I remember how my pussy ached and I got so wet that I practically soaked through my blue jeans.
 
   Next he laid me on my back and pulled off my jeans and panties. He never took off my bra, just lifted my firm breasts out of the cups.
 
   He spread my legs and meticulously kissed a line down to my pussy. He brushed his nose over my hairy mound then ran his tongue over my slit.
 
   I about shot up at the sensation, shocked at the pleasure that washed over me. He put a hand on my abdomen to hold me steady then with his other he slid his fingers between my wet lips, spreading me apart as he continued to run his tongue over me. I thought I would die from all the pleasure that was spreading through my body and I had to put a hand in my mouth to bite down. I didn’t want to be too loud but I felt like screaming and yelling. It was more than I could take when he took my clit in his mouth and gently sucked on it.
 
   I bucked my hips up at him and he held me down with a firm hand as he continued to suckle and softly moan between my legs.
 
   It was like nothing I had ever felt before as shots of hot electricity traveled through my body, over my flesh. Every inch of me more alive then I knew was possible. At first my pussy ached, then exploded with pleasure. I panted and bit down on my hand as my legs involuntarily clamped around his head and I writhed under his mouth.
 
   At last he stopped and sat up.
 
   I lay there out of breath, my eyes heavy from the explosion of sensations my body had just experienced.
 
   In the moonlight I could see him wipe his mouth, and then he smiled down at me and spread my legs. He positioned himself between my trembling thighs and put the tip of his cock to my pussy.
 
   Immediately I tensed up terrified of the pain that I had heard would happen when my hymen was torn.
 
   He smiled again and bent down close to my ear. “I’ll be as gentle as I can.”
 
   I held my breath and relaxed as much as I could as he slowly slipped inside me. It hurt pretty bad at first but it didn’t take long for it to start to feel good again. He was slow as he pumped in and out of me, I could see it was a struggle for him not to go faster.
 
   His breathing was fast and loud as he fucked me. I watched his face contort and he bit his lip as he came.
 
   I put my hands on his face and pulled him toward me. He kissed me, breathing sporadically as he shuddered in my arms.
 
   And that was my first time...I knew I would never get enough sex after that. My orgasms were so powerful I craved them all the time.
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   I would masturbate every night, sometimes twice a night. I would go out and pressure guys to have sex with me. I just couldn’t stop myself.
 
   Then my mother married this guy she met online. I couldn’t believe it when she told me.
 
   She had been chatting with him for some time and on her vacation she headed out to Vegas and returned home married with a man and his son in tow!
 
   At first I was pissed, but that didn’t last long cause damn are they hot! My stepdad is one sexy man and so is his son.
 
   They both are quite into fitness so they workout a lot. Both of them built like male models, with sweet muscular arms, sexy toned abs and the nicest asses I have ever seen on dudes.
 
   Well, it didn’t take me long to get the idea of fucking them in my head. Before I knew it I was using them for my masturbation material. I would lay there and diddle myself as I fantasized about being in the middle of a step daddy and step brother sandwich! Then one evening destiny allowed my stepbrother Steve to see me at my best--sprawled out naked on my bed, a tit in one hand and my favorite vibrator in the other.
 
   I honestly didn’t hear him open the door... I did however hear him gasp and blurt out “Oh, shit! I am so sorry!”
 
   I sat up pulling the sheet over me “It’s okay Steve.” I said before he ran out the door. “Damn!” I muttered to myself and crawled out of bed. I wasn’t sure what to do so I just grabbed my clothes and headed to the shower.
 
   As I hosed off I mulled over the situation. Mom was working late and stepdad Charles was out with his buddies for an unplanned poker night. I had sexy Steve all to myself. The thought of him inside me as I ran the bar of soap over my wet body was almost too much. I rinsed off resisting the urge to finish flicking my bug in the shower.
 
   I got dressed and went to the living room where I found Steve. He looked up at me then quickly looked away. I almost laughed out loud but held it in. I knew I could have him then and there but I wanted to torture him a bit first.
 
   I walked over to him. I had on a pair of way too short shorts and a white tee shirt. My skin was still a bit damp when I had gotten dressed and I hadn’t dried my hair. Needless to say my dark areolas were perfectly visible as I approached Steve. I reassuringly put my hand on his shoulder, “Steve it’s not a big deal. I don’t mind that you saw me playing with myself.” I knelt down in front of him “In fact I kinda like it.”
 
   He looked up at me, his eyes wide, his lips parted as if he wanted to say something.
 
   “You know, since you and Charles, I mean Daddy, moved in I think about you a lot...” I paused and took a deep breath, expanding my chest way more than was necessary “I even think about you when I am playing with my... my pussy.” I looked down and tried to look ashamed.
 
   “You do?” he managed to stammer out. “I think about you too.” He looked away. “I mean, you are hot and you aren’t really my sister.” He ran his hands up and down his thighs “Is that wrong?” He looked at me. I could see the bulge of his cock struggling against his blue jeans and wanted to relieve him of the pressure, but right now he needed reassurance that he wasn’t doing something bad.
 
   “We aren’t doing anything wrong.” I put my hand on his and shivers coursed through me. I had to put some distance between us or I was going to pounce him and fuck him on the couch.
 
   “You hungry?”
 
   He nodded “Yeah.”
 
   “Let’s order a pizza.” I jumped up and grabbed my cell phone. “What do you want on it?”
 
   “Whatever you want is fine.”
 
   I ordered the pizza and we went about our business the rest of the evening. I desperately wanted to take advantage of him then and there but I knew if I just teased him a bit, it would be all that much better in the end.
 
   That weekend, was so much fun! I spent it teasing the shit out of Steve and as it turned out my daddy, Charles.
 
   Every Saturday Steve and Charles got up early to do laps in the pool. I made sure to be out there sunning myself. I was wearing my super tiny white bikini as they came out the door. I lay at one end of the pool struggling to put on my tanning lotion as they came out to exercise. I raised the tube of lotion in the air, “Oh, could one of you please give me a hand?” I said in my best damsel in distress voice. They both stopped dead in their tracks when they saw me. Charles’ jaw about hit the ground before he stammered then spoke “Steve, go put lotion on your sister.” He looked away and hurried off to the other end of the pool.
 
   Steve swallowed hard as he approached me and I heard him swallow hard again as he took the lotion from my hand. I lifted my hair as he began to slowly rub the cream onto my back. “Mmm, that’s it.” I cooed. The touch of his hand was making me hot. I couldn’t believe how moist I was getting. I briefly contemplated having to jump in the pool so no one would notice a damp spot between my legs.
 
   Steve’s hand trembled as he continued spreading the cream around. I was going to glance over my shoulder to see the expression on his face but instead I saw Charles as he was going down the stairs in the pool. He was watching Steve slather lotion on my and I could see his hard on from here. “Mmm.” I moaned again and bit my lip as visions of these two hot men pumping away at me filled my head.
 
   Steve closed the flip top on the tube handed it to me and hurried off with his towel strategically placed in front of him. I giggled to myself as I watched him slip quickly into the water.
 
   The idea of both my dad and my brother sporting a woody for me, made my pussy ache and I relished the squishy juices as they formed in my bikini bottoms. I closed my legs tight and casually wiggled my hips sending shivers from my swollen clit throughout my body.
 
   I rolled onto my tummy, my butt aimed at the pool as they did their laps. I couldn’t see them but I knew damn well they were checking my ass out. I stayed on my tummy till I heard them getting ready to get out of the water. I slowly rolled over and sat up and seductively adjusted my top before getting up and walking toward the pool. I stood at the entrance as they both clung to the edge of the deep end talking. Chills ran over me as my sun warmed skin hit the cool water and it caused my nipples to instantly harden. Even I was impressed at how far they poked out. The white triangle that barely covered my areolas struggled even more to keep my modesty and I realized that the guys were no longer talking.
 
   With both of them watching me I slowly slipped into the water then dove in head first so I could come up and have water beading on my breasts like you see in the movies. Well, it worked. I couldn’t see my boobs glistening in the sun but I could see my dad and brother’s faces and let me tell you I had their complete attention.
 
   I ran my hand over my long wet hair, pulled it to the side and wrung it out “Whew. The water feels great. I really needed to cool off.” I smiled at the guys then slowly got out of the pool. I walked all the way back to my towel leaving a trail of water dripping as I made my way.
 
   I could feel their eyes on me as I stayed with my back to them and teasingly dabbed myself dry. As I gathered my things to go inside I purposefully dropped the tube of lotion “Clumsy me.” I scolded myself as I bent over to pick it up, my breasts aimed in my dad and brother’s direction. The wet material clung to my flesh and with the added strain of gravity the tiny triangles were barely able to contain my full breasts as I scooped up the lotion. As I stood up and turned to the door I heard the two men mumbling.
 
   When I got inside, my Mother greeted me with a suitcase. “Cindy, is Charles outside?” I told her he was and she handed me the empty suitcase “Could you put this in my room? I’ve been called away on a work emergency and will be leaving ASAP.”
 
   I made a sad face and asked her how long she would be gone. “I’m not sure, but I am thinking I’ll be needed at least a few days. I hope to be home by Tuesday.” She said and hurried out the back door toward the pool.
 
   I smiled as I took her suitcase in her bedroom. Her workaholic mentality had always pissed me off. I always felt second in line and for a long time I blamed her career for not having my real father in my life. Turns out when you get older, having a mom that works non-stop can actually be kinda cool.
 
   I put the suitcase on her bed and as I turned to leave I saw the picture of her and Charles on her nightstand. My body got warm and tingly as I ran my hand over his picture. I giggled to myself “While the cat’s away...” I left her room to begin planning my weekend seduction.
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   So Charles dropped Mom at the airport and left me home alone with my brother. It was so cute how he tried to avoid looking at me as I pranced through the house in my hot pink tube dress. The elastic top hugged my tits and showed off my sexy waist then flowed out at the bottom just about mid-thigh. Just short enough to make a guy wonder about the hot piece of ass it was concealing.
 
   I sat in the over sized chair we had in the family room and fanned myself “It’s hot in here Steve. Would you be a doll and turn up the air?”
 
   Steve got up and walked to the switch on the wall. I heard the motor of the central air unit kick on almost immediately and felt the cool breeze shooting through the vent in the ceiling above me. I sat back and spread my legs a little while running a dainty hand over my throat and down to my cleavage “That feels so much better.” I sighed as he sat down across from me.
 
   I looked over at him. He fumbled with a pillow. He was attempting to hide his erection from me. I spread my legs a bit wider and lifted the hem of my dress a little ways.
 
   Steve just continued to stare at me, he didn’t say a word.
 
   I lifted my skirt a bit higher and he squirmed in his seat and held the pillow tighter.
 
   I ran my hand over my chest and down to the material between my legs, lifted it up in the air and revealed my white panties.
 
   “Oh, God.” Steve said as he stared at my crotch.
 
   I licked my lips and pulled my dress up to my tummy then slipped my hand in my panties. I sighed as the pad of my middle finger found its place on my swollen clit.
 
   Steve’s face looked as if he was in pain as he watched my hand grope around in my panties. I wondered if he could see how wet I was as my fingers slid easily over my slit. “Join me.” I said.
 
   At first he thought I meant come over and finger me but I stopped him and told him to take his cock out.
 
   “Umm, okay.” He mumbled and started to unzip his pants.
 
   I watched as he pulled his pants open and slowly released his cock. My, my--it was a nice one too. From across the room I stared in awe at the girth of his dick. I have always had a thing for the thick cocks. I moaned as I thought of him slipping inside me and stretching my hole wide.
 
   “Stroke it for me.” I purred.
 
   Steve gasped and ran his hand down the shaft then up and over the head. I could see the glistening liquid on the tip and wished I could taste it...but not yet I told myself as I lifted my leg and draped it over the arm of the chair.
 
   With one hand I slipped a finger through the crotch of my panties and pulled the wet material aside. With my other hand, I slipped my middle finger deep in my pussy hole and let out a moan.
 
   Steve groaned and licked his lips. The head of his cock was almost purple and he was stroking like a madman.
 
   I pulled my finger out and this time I slipped in my ring finger along side the middle one. I wiggled my hand around, applying pressure to my bony mound and my clit with the palm of my hand. I thought I would pass out. The feelings of pleasure mixed with the rush of my brother watching me while he jacked it... My legs wanted to clamp down on my hand and hump it to a glorious climax but I resisted. I forced my legs to stay apart so my brother could watch and continued to finger bang myself as Steve jerked his cock.
 
   “Oh, oh.” I whimpered and arched my back as my hand slid around between my legs. My moisture ran down my labia, warm, slick and so musky I could smell myself.
 
   “Oh, yeah.” Steve groaned a little then he got louder and louder until finally he shot his cum in the air.
 
   I squealed as his seed sprayed then landed on him. I bit my lip and watched as he spread his cum on his cock, wishing his load would have been on my face. My pussy tightened around my fingers and instantly I was in orgasm heaven. My pelvis bucked against my hand and my legs trembled as the warm familiar sensations washed over me. I tried to muffle my cries but I couldn’t resist letting my sounds of pleasure escape me. I practically screamed as my pussy contracted around my fingers. I held them still, deep inside me and savored every twitch of my silky walls.
 
   Steve panted, his brow glistening with sweat as I slowly removed my fingers from my pussy, and took the slick digits to my lips. I casually ran them over my bottom lip before opening my mouth and sliding them over my tongue. Damn I tasted good and I could tell that Steve wanted a taste but not yet... I got up pulled my dress down and headed to the bathroom to freshen up.
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   For the rest of the day, Steve avoided me. If I came in the room he suddenly had to leave. He could barely make eye contact. He had to during dinner, though.
 
   When Charles got home he made spaghetti and a huge salad. The three of us sat around the table slurping our noodles. There wasn’t much conversation going until Charles asked us what we had done today.
 
   Steve immediately blushed and put his head down. I had to laugh at him. I couldn’t believe he was acting so shy. I mean the guy had jerked off in front of me. No reason to be shy now.
 
   “We just hung out together. Had a little brother, sister time.” I said with a giggle.
 
   “Well good.” Charles said in a fatherly tone. “Your mother and I were afraid you wouldn’t appreciate gaining a brother and a father with such little notice.”
 
   I giggled again “Oh, I have just recently discovered the joy of having a brother and I hope that spreads to my father too.”
 
   At that Steve looked up at me, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open.
 
   Charles smiled as he looked between Steve and I. “Well that is very nice of you to say, Cindy. I know I am not your real father but I would love it if we could develop some kind of relationship.”
 
   I smiled big and winked at Steve “That is exactly what I was thinking.” I wrapped my tongue around a noodle as it dangled from my fork and slurped it the rest of the way in my mouth.
 
   After dinner Steve and I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher. I bumped into him on purpose and he would look to see if Charles had seen us.
 
   “Why are you so nervous?”
 
   “I’m not nervous.” He stated as his eyes darted around.
 
   “You want to come to my room tonight?” I ran my hand over his ass as I walked behind him.
 
   “Tonight?” he stammered. “I’m going to a movie with the guys. But...” he continued to stagger silverware in the dishwasher “Yeah, I can do that.”
 
   “Good.” I bit my bottom lip and ran my hand around to the front of his pants. My hand wandered slowly over his hard on then I lightly patted his bulge. “I can’t wait.”
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   So now all I needed was Daddy Dearest to complete my nasty Cindy sandwich.
 
   As soon as Steve left with his friends, I honed in on Charles.
 
   I found him watching a movie in the family room. He sat there in a pair of running shorts and a grey tee shirt glued to the television.
 
   “What are you watching?”
 
   Charles looked up to see me standing there in a long white tee shirt and little pink panties. He quickly looked away.
 
   “Umm... I’m not real sure what it is called.” He fumbled with the remote “I was really just channel surfing to be honest.” He said and started pressing the channel up button.
 
   I sat down beside him and sat cross legged. My shirt barely covering my upper thighs and if he looked close enough he would be able to see my nipples through the thin cotton material.
 
   We sat watching nothing in particular. I wiggled around on the sofa, drawing his attention. I wanted him to sneak little peaks of my flesh.
 
   “You want a soda?” I asked and stood up.
 
   “Umm, sure.”
 
   I went into the kitchen and got two cans of soda. I placed the cans on my nipples before returning to the room, the icy cold drinks forcing my nipples to quickly stiffen. I stood in front of Charles, nipples nice and pointy “Here ya go.” I smiled as I handed him the can.
 
   Charles swallowed hard “Th-thanks.” He said and moved into the corner of the couch as he stared at my tits.
 
   I sat beside him, took a big swig of soda and set it on the end table.
 
   “May I?” I took the remote from his hand and scanned the channels. “Umm here. I think you will like this show.” I had put it on one of the late night shows. The after dark ones that have just enough sex in them to make you pissed off and think about ordering a pay movie.
 
   He sat in stunned silence as obviously fake boobs bounced on the screen. Before you knew it she was on all fours on her bed and there was a man behind her. As the moaning started I felt my pussy getting wet. I moved closer to Charles surprised when he didn’t try to move away from me. “My tits are nicer than those fake ones.” I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “Don’t you think so, Daddy?” I turned to him and jut out my chest.
 
   Charles stared at my chest, his brow furrowed as he struggled with what was going on. “Umm, your breasts are wonderful.” He stammered.
 
   “Do you want to touch them?” I wiggled a bit for emphasis.
 
   Charles continued to stare. I could see the anguish on his face. He knew he shouldn’t but he wanted to.
 
   “It’s okay, I want you to touch them.”
 
   Charles slowly lifted his hand toward my tit. It trembled as it got closer to my breast.
 
   My nipples were hard little nubs and I couldn’t wait to get his hands on me so I grabbed his hand and pulled it to me. He gasped as he made contact with the cushy warmth of my titty. My nipple poked his palm and I held his hand firmly to my chest. “See, they are way better when they are real.”
 
   Charles began to knead my breast and I let my head fall to the side and moaned. He took my other breast in his hand, now firmly gripping both my tits, my pussy ached with lust and I wasn’t sure if I would be able to stop myself from fucking him right then and there.
 
   I slowly lifted my shirt and Charles moved his hands aside. His eyes focused on my chest, he swallowed hard as my glorious nipples made their first appearance before him. “Oh.” he whispered and his mouth gravitated to my left tit.
 
   I lifted my shirt over my head, tossed it aside and pulled my step father’s head firmly to me. He took my nipple in his mouth, the other breast he kneaded gently. I felt his teeth lightly graze my erect nub and it sent goose bumps over my flesh and I shuddered. “Oh Daddy, that feels so nice.” I whimpered.
 
   He grunted and sucked my nipple a little harder.
 
   I moved my hand down his muscular arm and over to his side where I continued toward his crotch. I was dying to know how big his cock was after seeing Steve’s. He moaned as I groped for his crotch then situated himself so I could easily access it. As I explored his body I was pleasantly surprised to find a cock just as thick if not thicker than his son’s and, from what I was feeling, it was plenty long too.
 
   “Mmm” I moaned as I ran my hand over the bulge. I caressed his cock a few minutes before moving my hand to the loose fitting leg of his shorts. I easily slipped my hand in and man, was I surprised to find that Charles was a freeballer. I gently grazed his sack with my fingertips then made my way to the hot shaft of his cock.
 
   I felt him shudder at my touch--he broke his suction to my breast and took my face in both hands. I was overtaken by his kiss. Man, he was excited cause he held me so tight and plunged his tongue deep in my mouth our teeth hit.
 
   I gripped his dick firmly in my hand and began to stroke it. I moved from base to tip, ran the tip of my finger over the head then back to the base again.
 
   Charles continued with his frenzied kissing but his hands released my face and moved down to my crotch. He pulled the pink material aside and slipped and eager finger over my puffy pussy lips. He moaned loudly in my mouth as he felt my moisture. I mean, I was drenched down there!
 
   He pushed a finger over my hole and inserted it deep inside me “Damn, you are so hot in there.” He mumbled then kissed my neck. I felt his teeth graze the flesh of my throat and he gave me a playful nibble, he pulled away, removing his finger from my dripping pussy and I watched through lusty eyes and my step father licked my juices off his finger. My pussy tightened up as I watched him lap up every drop of me and run his finger over his lip.
 
   “Oh my God you taste good, too.” He got up and pulled my legs, positioning me on my back “I have got to be inside you.” He stood over me, his eyes focused on the wet spot between my legs.
 
   I glanced at the clock and feigned panic on my face “Oh no!”
 
   Charles looked panicked too “Oh no, what?”
 
   “Steve will be home soon.” I said and rolled off the couch to find my tee shirt.
 
   Charles looked at the clock “Oh fuck!” he looked at the clock then me.
 
   “Don’t worry.” I smiled then crawled over to him. I sat on my knees and put my hand on his soon to be deflated cock. I felt it twitch under my hand as I said “Come to my room tonight and we can finish this.”
 
   Now that the trap was set, I got up and scurried off to my room for a pair of dry panties.
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   I sat on the sofa between Steve and Charles eating popcorn and watching some movie that none of us could concentrate on. The sexual tension was off the charts as I subtly flirted with both of them and they struggled to act cool and calm.
 
   I would brush my hand over their hands as I reached for more popcorn or I would clumsily drop a piece of popcorn down my shirt and have to dig between my tits to get it out. “Whoops, would you look at that?” I would laugh as I rummaged between my breasts to find the missing popcorn then toss it in my mouth.
 
   When I had, had enough of toying around with Steve and Charles I stood up, yawned and stretched dramatically while sticking out my tits. My over enthusiastic yawn lifted my tee shirt up and showed just a hint of black lace panties. “I’m beat. Think I will call it a night.” I started to leave the room and I could feel their eyes on me. “Sweet dreams you guys.” I giggled.
 
   “Good night.” I heard them say simultaneously.
 
   Shortly after I went in my room I could hear them rustling around as they both rushed off to bed. I wondered who would show up at my door first tonight.
 
   I lay in my bed, my pussy throbbing, begging me to touch it. I resisted the urge knowing my pussy would soon be getting plenty of attention.
 
   It was about an hour later that I heard my door slowly open. “Cindy?” I heard the whisper of my brother Steve. “You awake?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m awake.” I said and sat up.
 
   Steve tiptoed over to my bed and I patted the mattress, inviting him to sit beside me.
 
   Steve sat down. He nervously played with his hands till I reached out and touched his arm. “Come here.” I whispered and Steve bent over and kissed me.
 
   His lips were soft and his breathing fast as we kissed. I parted my lips and slipped my tongue out and over his lips. He groaned and parted his lips allowing my tongue to glide inside his mouth.
 
   I held my brother in my arms as our tongues mingled, sliding over each others teeth, eagerly exploring our mouths. I pulled my tongue from his mouth. As I broke our kiss I sucked up his bottom lip in my mouth and gave it a playful bite.
 
   He looked at me in the dimly lit room. His chest heaving I reached out and lifted his shirt.
 
   Steve put his arms up as I leaned forward and removed his shirt. I tossed it aside then took his hands and placed them on the hem of my shirt.
 
   He lifted my shirt up and over my head and looked at my breasts. “God, you are beautiful.” He whispered as he reached out and took my breasts in his hands.
 
   I let him fondle my tits for a few moments then reached for his pants. I pulled at the elastic waistband and Steve stood up and pulled them off.
 
   An involuntary sigh slipped past my lips as his cock stood out from his body, hard, thick and soon to be inside me. A shiver coursed through me as I slipped to the edge of the bed and reached for him.
 
   I wrapped my hand tightly around Steve’s cock and dropped to my knees on the floor before him. He moaned as I lightly kissed the tip of his cock, a string of precum stretched between him and my lips. I then ran my tongue torturously slow around the ridge of his head before slowly taking it in my mouth and brushing my tongue over it.
 
   “Oh God.” He muttered and I pulled away.
 
   We both froze as we heard the door opening.
 
   “Cindy, are you still awake?”
 
   It was Charles and I looked up to see the horror on Steve’s face. I quickly grabbed Steve and moved him beside the bed. I put a finger to my mouth to signal him to keep quiet and he knelt down in the corner as I now focused my attention on Daddy.
 
   “I’m awake Daddy. What can I do for you?” I spoke in a playful tone to Charles while I smiled at Steve.
 
   I turned to watch Charles close the door quietly behind him then tiptoe to my side. Even in the low lit room I could see his cock straining against his pajama pants. When he approached me and saw that I was topless he immediately dropped to his knees and pulled me to him. I squealed as his face went straight to the crotch of my panties.  My legs went weak as the heat from his mouth encompassed the mound of my pussy. I felt his hot tongue pressed against my clit, my legs began to tremble and I had to put my hands on his head to support myself.
 
   He moaned into my pussy as he sucked at my drenched panties. I tried to pull him up but he was hell bent on munching me.
 
   I tried to look back and see Steve but I couldn’t turn far enough in Charles’ tight grip. Finally I pulled his hair, hard, and that got his attention. “Oh baby likes it rough, does she?” he smirked as he looked up at me.
 
   “Yeah, she likes it rough and she likes it with two guys.” I broke his grip and moved toward the bed.
 
   Charles looked confused as I turned on the little lamp beside my bed.
 
   As his eyes adjusted he saw his son, Steve sitting on the floor naked with a raging hard on.
 
   Charles stood up and looked at me. He looked at Steve who was now getting up from the floor.
 
   I could tell both of them knew they should run away from me but they really didn’t want to. I slipped my panties off and stood before them, naked and wet. “So, are you guys gonna fuck me or what?” I said and sat on the bed with my legs spread.
 
   Charles dropped his pants and kicked them aside “Oh, we are gonna fuck you.” He said with a grin on his face.
 
   Steve moved onto the mattress behind me and pinned my arms over my head with one strong hand. Charles dropped to his knees and shoved his face in my pussy. I squealed as his mouth cupped my labia and his tongue explored my slit. I writhed and whimpered as my pussy glazed Charles’ face.
 
   Steve took his free hand and began to squeeze my tit. He kneaded it roughly then rolled my nipple between his fingers. With my eyes closed I wriggled around at the hips and lifted my chest to my brother as he began to pull my nipple straight up in the air.
 
   I whimpered and bit my lip as he pinched my nub hard then released my titty to fall to my chest. The mix of pleasure and pain delighted me and I wanted more. As if he could read my thoughts my brother smacked my titty. I mean he smacked it hard. I cooed and bucked my hips up to Daddy’s face.
 
   Charles looked up and watched as Steve smacked my other titty. I felt Charles’ grip on my thighs tighten then he moved his right hand to my crotch. He slipped his fingers over my slit, lingered a bit on my swollen clit then shoved two fingers inside me.
 
   I groaned at his intrusion and spread my legs wider.
 
   Steve slipped off the back side of the bed. I felt his grip on my wrists tighten and he pulled me across the mattress till my head hung over the side.
 
   Charles scooted on the mattress, his fingers never leaving my pussy as Steve arranged me then put the tip of his cock to my lips “Suck it.” He commanded.
 
   The forcefulness in his voice sent a chill up my spine and I opened my mouth.
 
   Steve tapped my tongue with the head of his cock, slid it around then gradually pushed it in my mouth. He slowly pulled out--getting his rod slick with saliva then pushed it further in my mouth. I could smell the musky scent of him as his balls bounced on my nose while he pumped my mouth.
 
   I reached up and Steve smacked my hands away “Just suck it.” He grunted as he continued to fuck my mouth.
 
   I relaxed my jaw and let him pump my face as Charles continued to stretch my pussy with his fingers. I felt him slip a third one in me and groaned. He shoved them all the way in and slowly turned his hand back and forth before positioning his thumb on my clit and rubbing it while he steadily moved his hand back and forth, in and out of my hole.
 
   I spread my legs as wide as I could and dropped my knees to the mattress, when I felt Charles’ tongue flicking around my clit with his thumb.
 
   I reached up and pushed Steve out of my mouth as I squealed with pleasure at the finger fucking I was getting. “Oh God, oh God.” I began to chant and Charles pulled his fingers out of me and placed his mouth over my pussy. He began to growl loudly and shook his head back and forth.
 
   I pulled at the sheets on my bed as my orgasm took over.
 
   “That’s it Dad, eat that pussy.” Steve said.
 
   My eyes rolled in the back of my head and my hips bucked and my legs trembled as my pussy fluttered sending waves of immense pleasure coursing over my body.
 
   I could hardly breathe as Charles moved away from my pussy and crawled up over my body. A mix of saliva and my cunny juice dripped from his chin, drizzled over my abdomen and chest as he bent forward and kissed me hard on the mouth.
 
   I inhaled the scent of myself and sighed as I felt the warmth of my pussy on his face. We kissed, our faces smearing the musky fluids around.
 
   Charles moved aside and Steve leaned in to kiss me. He groaned as he tasted my lips covered in pussy juice. I pushed my tongue in his mouth, savoring my orgasm as he flicked his tongue between my lips then over my cheek and lapped the juices from my face.
 
   Steve moved away and I felt strong hands on my thighs as Charles pulled me to the edge of the mattress. He gave me a twist “Roll over, Sweetie.”
 
   I rolled on my tummy as hands gripped my hips and lifted my ass in the air.
 
   I positioned myself on my hands and knees and Charles moved around in front of me, kneeling on the bed.
 
   Steve ran his hands over my ass cheeks before sliding a hand over the slit of my pussy.
 
   My clit pulsed as he glided over my sensitive labia then I felt the tip of his dick on my opening.
 
   “Fuck me.” I whispered as he pushed his thick cock in my hole. Just as I had imagined his girth stretched my walls as he entered me. My pussy was soaking wet so it easily accepted him.
 
   I grunted and pushed back as he filled me.
 
   “Oh yeah.” I moaned as his balls hit my pussy.
 
   He pulled out slowly and then began to pump me faster and faster.
 
   Charles took his cock in his hand and held it out to my face. I opened my mouth and he poked it in and out of my lips as I sucked on the tip. It make a hollow popping sound each time he pulled his cock out of my mouth and saliva now dripped from my lips.
 
   He took his wet cock and began to smack my face with it. I kept my mouth open and tried to suck the tip back between my lips but he just smacked my cheeks and nose, avoiding my mouth.
 
   Steve picked up the pace and slammed is thick cock in me. He held me firmly at the hips as he pounded away. I looked over my shoulder to see the concentration on his face and a line of perspiration on his upper lip.
 
   My tits bounced beneath me and I grunted with each impact. I felt my pussy squeezing his cock and heard his breathing change to quick gasps and knew he was about to cum.
 
   “Fuck her.” Charles encouraged him “Fuck your sister’s cunt.”
 
   Those words put me over the edge and my pussy walls clamped down on Steve’s cock and my second orgasm took off.
 
   My arms gave out and I dropped my head to the bed. My ass straight up in the air, Steve gripped my cheeks and squeezed them hard. I could feel his fingers digging into my flesh as I quivered beneath him. My pussy continued to tingle, each thrust sent lightning bolts of delight from my clit to my body.
 
   Steve growled like an animal and hunched over me as he shot his load deep inside me. The sweat from his chest smeared over my back as he lay on top of me, his arms over my shoulders. I gasped for breath, lying beneath my brother, trapped by his weight while he humped me till he was dry. Steve stayed on me for a moment, his hot breath hitting the back of my head before rolling off.
 
   I struggled for air, my head swimming in a haze of ecstasy, as Charles pulled me to him. “It ain’t over yet, Sweetheart.”
 
   Charles lay on the bed behind me, holding me close to him. I felt his cock pressed to my lower back as his hand wandered over the curve of my hip to my thigh. He lifted my leg and draped it over his. His fingers drifted down to my mound and he made small circles over my clit. My legs shook as he played with my more than slickened labia. I trembled as his hand reached deeper between my legs and he coated his hand in my juices.
 
   “That’s it, baby.” He whispered in my ear then flipped my leg off his.
 
   My jaw dropped as he put his lubed up hand on my ass crack and his other hand pushed my head forward till I lay in the fetal position. He moved his fingers up and down my ass crack and I squealed with each pass of my asshole. When he stopped and stuck the tip of his finger in my puckered hole, I knew things were about to take a wild turn.
 
   I whimpered, afraid and excited about what he was doing to me as he slid his finger in deeper and began to wiggle it around inside me.
 
   “Oh damn, she likes that.” I heard Steve say.
 
   Charles removed his fingers and ran his cock over my pussy lips then shoved his cock completely inside me. I gasped as he pulled out and placed the tip of his now wet cock on my asshole.
 
   “Oh, she is gonna love this even more.” he said and put the tip of his cock in my ass.
 
   My eyes shot wide open and I clawed the sheet as Charles pushed his thick cock in my ass.
 
   I felt pain shoot through me and I wondered if I would be able to take him in my backdoor as he flipped my leg back over his thigh and began to fondle my clit again.
 
   As he played with my nub the pain in my ass began to fade and I found myself wanting him deeper in my ass.
 
   I slowly moved my hips, gently allowing more of Daddy’s glorious cock in my booty as he soothed me with his fingers.
 
   I let out a small cry when he pushed further inside and I thought my asshole would rip open but as quickly as the pain hit, the pleasure took over and I was consumed once again with the wonderful sensations. In no time my booty muscles were stretched out and I wanted Charles to pound away at my ass.
 
   He pulled my hair as he pumped my ass, sending more waves of pain mixed with pleasure over me. I bit my lip as Daddy pinched my nipple hard and pulled it while Steve sat on the edge of the bed and watched. I was amazed at how good my body felt as the pain and pleasure battled for my attention. That is when I spoke up...
 
   “I want you both inside me.” I spoke between Charles’ thrusts.
 
   Immediately Charles’ pulled his cock out of me “If that is what the lady wants.” He motioned to Steve to lie on the bed.
 
   I crawled over to the edge of the mattress and opened the top drawer of my nightstand. I pulled out my bottle of lubricant and squirt a big glob in the palm of my hand. I took the glob and ran it over my asshole Charles approached with his dick jutting out from his body. I took it in my hand and spread a good bit of the clear gel over his cock and ran my slickened hand over his balls for good measure.
 
   He groaned as I rolled his nuts in my hand and I smiled as I watched his expression of pleasure swim over his face.
 
   I looked over to see Steve’s cock was rock hard again so I crawled over and mounted him. He moaned as I slid my slippery pussy over his thick shaft, taking every sweet inch of him inside me.
 
   I felt Charles’ hands on my back as he gently leaned me forward so he could have access to my ass.
 
   I held my breath as he put the head of his dick to my button hole and slowly pushed it in.
 
   I thought I would pass out from the rush of sensations that washed over me. My dad and my brother in me at the same time, they both slowly pumped my holes as my tits jiggled back and forth, it was my fantasy come true.
 
   Charles reached up and grabbed my hair. I loved it and encouraged him “Pull my hair, that’s it.”
 
   Steve reached up and took a nipple in his fingers as he pumped my pussy and roughly pulled and twisted it “Fuck yeah, fuck yeah.”
 
   My skin burned as their cocks slid in and out. I didn’t want the pleasure to end but I felt myself approaching climax. The feeling of being crammed full of cock as I listened to my dad and brother groaning and moaning was just too much.
 
   I began to whimper...the sound soft as it started but gradually turned into a high pitched squeal as my pussy tightened around my brother. A hot wave took over my body, I had never had an anal orgasm before and it was amazing. The heat of pleasure spread from my asshole and my clit awakening every cell in my body. I tingled like never before as Charles continued his anal assault.
 
   “Pull my hair. Pinch that titty.” I commanded as bolts of ecstasy took over and I practically howled when I came.
 
   “Oh fuck yeah!” Charles squeezed my ass cheeks in his hands as he thrust deeper than before and shot his cum in my ass.
 
   He twitched a few times before pulling out of me, allowing Steve to pick up his pace.
 
   “Fuck.” He snarled as he shot his load in my pussy.
 
   He held me at the waist with one hand and slammed into me while pulling my nipple with his other hand.
 
   I collapsed on his chest, quivering as his cock twitched inside me.
 
   Steve stroked my hair softly as I lay there attempting to get my breathing under control. I listened to his heart beat loud as thunder and ran my fingers over his chest.
 
   I felt another hand run over my back and some soft kisses on my shoulder.
 
   I rolled off my brother and lay panting between him and my father. I knew then and there that this particular kink was going to be impossible to deny.
 
   This would not be the last time we fucked.
 
   As the guys gently caressed my breasts I wondered what life as a family would be like now. I shrugged my shoulders and giggled to myself. All families have dirty little secrets ours just happens to also be extremely fun.
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   Dale sat in his chair fidgeting. He was trying really hard to listen to the lecture, but he just couldn’t get into it. His worst fears were coming true after being in college for the past year and a half. He’d chosen Economics as his course and was starting to believe that he’d chosen badly. When he chose it at the age of eighteen, he felt that it was something he could change the world with. He could see himself trying to persuade people where to put their money, and forecast future economic events. He was wrong.
 
   He was now finding the learning to be too boring, but he was stuck with it. He didn’t want to let his parents down after they’d put so much money into his education. At nineteen and a half, he was learning one valuable lesson. There is nothing easy in life. However, what he didn’t know, was that his life was about to change – dramatically.
 
   The lecture was almost over when the incident happened. Dale was listening intently when suddenly a scantily-clad female came into the lecture room. Dale saw two things almost immediately. First, she was wearing next to nothing, but more importantly, no one was watching her as she passed them by. Even the professor carried on talking as if nothing were happening. She was heading straight towards Dale and looking directly at him.
 
   As she got nearer, Dale could see the items of clothing she wore more clearly, and couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Her skimpy panties were so tight they were showing the outline of her pussy. The top she wore barely covered her nipples and was straining to keep her breasts in check. When she reached him, she simply said hi.
 
   Dale tried not to make eye contact, and looked around the room to find that no one was paying any attention to her, not even the professor. When Dale eventually said hi back, he received a few strange looks from the people around him. Just then the lecture ended, and everyone got up to leave. Dale asked the mysterious woman to excuse him and started to leave the lecture room himself. However, before he managed to reach the door, she grabbed his arm and pulled him back. He suddenly felt a wrenching feeling in his chest, and clutched at it as if to cover the pain. Then once they were alone, she forcefully sat him down. 
 
   "Lady, who are you? What do you want with me and why aren't you wearing any clothes?"
 
   As he sat there waiting for answers, he looked her up and down again. Being this close, he could now see that her panties were riding up between her pussy lips as if they were being sucked in. The outline of her pussy was so obvious it was as if she weren’t wearing anything. He also realized that the sight was causing an erection.
 
   “Oh, is that for me?” she said reaching down and stroking his hardness over his pants.
 
   Dale jumped up as if he’d been stung and backed away.
 
   “Lady, you can’t do that type of thing here, I’ll get expelled,” he shouted, still backing away.
 
   “Oh, you don’t have to worry about that anymore. The moment I touched you was the moment the life you knew ended,” she replied.
 
   “What are you talking about?” he said trying to edge around her.
 
   “Look, go into the corridor and try to speak to someone – anyone will do. When you’re satisfied that no one can see you, come back here,” she replied.
 
   Dale managed to get past her and rushed through the door. He then ran down the corridor and stopped at the end to look back. He heard voices, and turned around to see a good friend approaching. 
 
   “Hey Jack, you’ll never believe what just happened to me,” he said as his friend got nearer.
 
   Dale turned to make sure that she hadn’t followed him, but when he turned back again, Jack walked straight through him.
 
   “Whoa, what the fuck!” said Dale as he backed away sharply and fell against the side wall.
 
   He then looked around, after remembering what she had said. He got up and talked to the first person who came along, and they completely ignored him. His only course of action now was to go back to the lecture room and find out what the hell was going on. When he opened the door, she was still there, waiting patiently.
 
   “You see, no one can see you or interact with you,” she said.
 
   “Why, what have you done to me?” asked Dale.
 
   “It’s actually what you’ve done to yourself. You see, you killed the Reaper, and the rules state that whoever kills a reaper has to take their place,” she said.
 
   “Whoa Lady… I didn’t—
 
   “Please, stop calling me Lady. My name is Candy,” she interrupted.
 
   “Okay, Candy it is, but I didn’t kill anyone,” replied Dale.
 
   “Did you, or did you not go up to the roof of the cafeteria a month ago and lean against one of the gargoyle statues? Did you hear the creak as you put your weight on it and immediately step back from it?” said Candy.
 
   Dale remembered that incident vividly.
 
   “Yes, I remember that; so what?”
 
   “Well, it took a month, but eventually it worked its way free and landed on my master, who is now dead. Therefore, you killed him,” replied Candy.
 
   “If I killed anyone from doing all of that, it wasn’t deliberate,” insisted Dale.
 
   “Oh, I know that, but that doesn’t change the fact that you are responsible for his death.”
 
   “How on God’s earth am I going to face my mother if she can’t even see me?” said Dale.
 
   “Um, I hate to break this to you, but you no longer exist. Your mother never had you, at least in her mind, and no one whom you knew before today knows you from Adam. In other words, you get to start from the very beginning. In addition, you now have powers. In a way, you’re sort of like a superhero,” replied Candy.
 
   “So, my family doesn’t know me. My friends don’t know me, and no one can see me. Does that about sum it up?”
 
   “Yes, I think he’s got it,” responded Candy sarcastically.
 
   “How is any of this fair; I had a good life before any of this and a bright future,” said Dale.
 
   “In point of fact, you drop out of college at the age of twenty, and you die at the age of thirty-two from a hit-and-run incident. This is a step up from all of that.”
 
   “How could you possibly know any of that?”
 
   “I had to look you up to ascertain who was responsible for my master’s death, and while I was at it, I looked into your future.”
 
   “You can do that?”
 
   “Oh yes, these things are necessary in order to accomplish the job at hand,” replied Candy.
 
   “And what exactly is this job? You mentioned the Reaper, am I to collect souls?”
 
   “No, you’re not that kind of reaper. You kill monsters, at least what humans would define as monsters.”
 
   “What are you talking about, there’s no such thing as monsters,” replied Dale knowingly.
 
   “I’ll have you know there’s a monster in this very college, which was where we were headed until a certain stone statue fell on my master’s head,” said Candy.
 
   “You keep saying your master; does that mean I’m your master now?”
 
   “Yes, but there are a few things you need to know about me. I am a Succubus, a Spawn of Hell. I can be anyone you want me to be, and I’m your bodyguard,” replied Candy.
 
   “My bodyguard; so you were the last reaper’s bodyguard as well?”
 
   “Yes I was.”
 
   “Well, you suck,” said Dale.
 
   “Yes, and very well I’m told,” replied Candy.
 
   “No, I mean—
 
   “I know what you meant, Dale…that was humor. Perhaps you don’t yet grasp the concept of humor; I mean you are still young.”
 
   “When you said you could be anyone I want, what did you mean by that?” said Dale, ignoring her remark.
 
   Candy didn’t reply; instead, she suddenly turned into Dale’s next-door neighbor Ms. Jones, and she was naked. Dale had had a crush on her for as long as he could remember.
 
   “Oh my god, how did you do that?”
 
   “Like I said, I’m a Succubus. I have to be able to change into whomever you desire. That is my role in life. We are the seductresses of all those who would promise their souls to the Devil. I may not be in the market for seduction at the moment, but it is part of my nature. God also recognized the fact that mortals have certain needs, and I am here to fulfill those needs.”
 
   Dale hadn’t stopped looking at her body. He’d always tried to picture what his neighbor looked like without clothes on, and now he knew. It was everything he had imagined. Candy then turned back again in a blink of an eye.
 
   “You also mentioned that I’d be going after monsters, what kind of monsters?”
 
   “As I said before, we were on the way to deal with the latest one at this college when the death occurred. All we knew was that we were up against a doppelganger. And before you ask, a doppelganger is a monster that is a copy of someone who is living. They take over the life of the one they are copying. The very first thing a doppelganger does upon being brought to life is to kill the original so that it can take over that life. That is why you never see them or rather you think you never see them. They are the very epitome of evil.”
 
   “You said that you were Hell Spawn, but doesn’t that mean you serve the Devil?” said Dale.
 
   “Satan is my true master, but when God decrees that a person such as I serve the greater good. Satan has no say in it,” replied Candy, “You see it’s in Satan’s best interest for these monsters to be eradicated, because whenever a monster kills a mortal, that mortal automatically goes to Heaven.”
 
   “Why is that?” said Dale.
 
   “Because their deaths were deemed unnatural, and if they were left alone to develop naturally, they might turn bad; in which case Satan has a right to their souls.”
 
   “I can see the logic in that. But tell me, why didn’t God take my memories away? It would’ve made this transition far less difficult,” said Dale.
 
   “Two words…life experiences. If he took all of your memories, you wouldn’t even know how to use a phone or any number of things that would come in handy during your new life.”
 
   “Here’s the thing, how am I supposed to kill monsters? I don’t even think I could kill,” said Dale.
 
   “You don’t have to know how to do it you just need to hold your weapon. As soon as you’re holding that, it will take over.”
 
   “Why, is it alive?”
 
   “It’s not exactly alive, but it does know why it was created, and it bestows that knowledge onto anyone who wields it,” said Candy.
 
   “What kind of weapon is it?”
 
   Candy held her hands out, and suddenly a sheathed samurai sword appeared in them. Dale took hold of its cover and picked it up. Then he gripped the handle, and suddenly he knew everything there was to know about fighting monsters. He quickly re-sheathed it and felt like himself again.
 
   “Wow, that was traumatic,” he said pushing it back into Candy’s hands.
 
   “You need to keep a hold of this. Take hold of it again and throw it over your shoulder, as if you were sheathing it behind you,” said Candy.
 
   Dale took hold of it again and did what he was told. As he placed it over his shoulder, it suddenly disappeared.
 
   “Whenever you want it, imagine it’s in your hand when you reach up to your shoulder and it will be there. You also cannot lose it. If you drop it, it will automatically return to the invisible sheath over your shoulder.”
 
   Dale tried it and sure enough, it appeared back in his hand.
 
   “That’s pretty cool,” he said as he put it back again.
 
   “If there are no more questions, it’s time we took care of the monster in this college. Are you ready?”
 
   “I still have many questions, but they can wait. Let’s do this,” replied Dale.
 
   They left the room together and headed for the teachers’ faculty room; once outside Candy turned to Dale.
 
   “The only ones who can see us are monsters. That is how we’re able to locate them. Once we enter this room, if the doppelganger is in there, he or she will be the only ones looking at us. Is that clear?” 
 
   “Yes, perfectly,” replied Dale as he reached for the door handle.
 
   He opened the door and they walked in. No one looked in their direction. However, three of them had their backs to the door. Dale walked up to one of them.
 
   “Professor Jones,” he said, but got no response.
 
   He then turned to the second one, nearer the window.
 
   “Professor Smith,” he said.
 
   “Yes Dale, what can I do for you?” she said.
 
   Dale reached up for the sword that he knew would be there, and as soon as it was in his hand, he knew what to do. Professor Smith saw the sword and had a pained look on her face, as if in recognition of what were about to happen. She then saw a flash of the blade as it passed through her head, and suddenly her body turned into a green oozing slime and fell to the floor. There was a scream from another professor who had witnessed her colleague’s collapse, and everyone else looked around. All they could see was the mass of slime on the floor and didn’t equate it to a once living person. Dale and Candy left the room as they had entered it – unobserved.
 
   They both walked off the campus together, and Dale took one last look before walking through the archway that was the entrance.
 
   “Where do we live now? I mean, do we even have to sleep?” said Dale.
 
   “Oh yes, we still have to sleep and eat. As for where we live, we can live wherever you want to. Mortals can’t see us unless we want them too, so we can use the best hotels. That’s what my last master and I did,” replied Candy.
 
   That, it turned out, was what they did that night. Dale took her to a hotel that he’d slept in once before. It was a beautiful place, not to mention a five-star hotel. Candy then showed him a trick at the front desk. If you don’t want to be disturbed, take a room that is last on the list. The chances are they won’t let that room for the night you want to stay, so you won’t get disturbed by anyone checking into it. Soon they found themselves in one such room and made themselves comfortable.
 
   “If you don’t mind, I’d like to take a shower. I need to unwind after today,” said Candy.
 
   “No, I don’t mind. I need to rest as I feel utterly exhausted. Is that normal?”
 
   “Yes, it is quite normal. The energy you felt leaving your body when I touched you saps your strength for a while. A good night’s sleep is all you need to fully recover though,” replied Candy.
 
   She then went into the bathroom, and Dale lie on the bed. Before he knew it, he was asleep. It didn’t last long. Candy came out of the shower and was full of energy. Dale could hear her jumping on her bed, and turned to see what the hell she was playing at. The sight he saw when he turned made him stare. She acted like a little child as she jumped on the mattress, but she looked nothing like a child as her large breasts bounced up and down.
 
   She was completely naked, and Dale couldn’t help but admire her body. When she saw him staring, she got off the bed and walked over to him.
 
   “Would you like some fun?” she said.
 
   “As much as I appreciate your beauty, I’m very tired,” replied Dale.
 
   “What if I do this,” she said and then promptly turned into someone Dale recognized.
 
   He sat up, staring intently. She’d turned into a naked Brittany Spears.
 
   “When I read your mind earlier, I saw several women that you have the hots for,” she said as she held her breasts in a suggestive manner.
 
   It was true; Dale had always liked Brittany, but what hot-blooded male wouldn’t. Then he saw her turning into Pamela Anderson.
 
   “This one is strong in your memory; I found her in several corners of your mind.”
 
   Dale sat up and could feel his cock growing. He had or did have several posters of Pamela on his bedroom wall. He’d always imagined her naked and in his bedroom. Then Candy turned into Janet Jackson.
 
   “Okay, stop it. You’ve proven that you know all of my likes and needs, but I don’t think it’s right somehow,” said Dale.
 
   Candy turned back to herself and sat on the edge of his bed.
 
   “Why? I don’t think there’s any harm in a good fantasy,” replied Candy.
 
   “If I were to touch you in those forms, it would feel as if I were invading their privacy, even though I know it’s not really them. Besides, if I took you in one of their forms, the fantasy would be crushed.”
 
   Candy didn’t respond to that. Instead, she reached over and stroked the erection she could see pushing up the covers.
 
   “Well, they certainly got your attention,” she said as her hand traced the length of his cock.
 
   Then she turned into his former next-door neighbor Ms. Jones, and carried on stroking him. Dale suddenly remembered watching his neighbor bending over in her garden and how he imagined coming up behind her and taking her in that position. His cock suddenly sprang to attention.
 
   “Oh, you’re quite a big boy, aren’t you,” said Candy before pulling the covers back.
 
   Dale’s erection sprang to attention as the sheets that protected it were uncovered, and he watched the woman of his fantasies reach for his cock. When she grasped it, he took a deep breath and closed his eyes as her hand stroked him. He felt guilty, even though he knew it wasn’t really Ms. Jones. However, he couldn’t deny that it was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced. He opened his eyes to see her leaning forward and then felt her lips surrounding the end of his cock.
 
   “Oh shit…that feels so good,” he said.
 
   He knew who was doing it, but the fact that she looked like his former neighbor was driving him crazy. He watched as Candy allowed more of his meat into her mouth and threw his head back to enjoy the sensations. He could still see his neighbor bending over in the garden in his mind’s eye and flashing her panties. Then he felt the end of his cock hitting the back of Candy’s throat, and it was all too much. He called out that he was going to cum, but Candy ignored him.
 
   When he did explode inside her mouth, she carried on sucking him as if nothing had happened. It wasn’t until he’d completely stopped ejaculating that Candy allowed it to slip from her mouth. She then climbed onto the bed, still looking like Ms. Jones, and sat astride his still hard cock. Her breasts were perfect, and the long hair that cascaded over her shoulders looked incredibly smooth and silken.
 
   Candy squatted down facing him, and he felt the tightness of her pussy as she lowered herself onto his cock. She moved slowly but deliberately, allowing it all in before using her knees to slide off it again. Her breasts bounced and jiggled around as her movements increased in speed, and Dale couldn’t resist reaching up and cupping them both. He squeezed them hard and heard her tell him to squeeze them harder. He obeyed, and then pulled on her pink nipples as she began to moan from the pleasure of his cock buried deep inside her.
 
   She began to moan louder, and he could suddenly feel her pussy getting tighter as her orgasm approached. Just as she screamed that she was going to climax, he came deep inside her. She rocked leisurely back and forth rubbing her clit along his slowly deflating cock, enjoying the last moments of her climax before slumping down onto his chest. They stayed like that for a few minutes, and then Candy rolled off onto her back next to him.
 
   “You are an incredibly sexual person; are you made that way?” said Dale.
 
   “The succubae were made to be sexual. We are the very essence of what you would call a slut. To us, sex is a tool, something to use when we need to get our own way,” replied Candy.
 
   Dale appreciated her honesty, but the thoughts of his family were still on his mind. He would miss his parents, no matter how much his life had now changed.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter 2
 
    
 
   The next morning, Dale awoke to find his surroundings different from those he was used to. Then he remembered the day before, and shot up in bed to look around.
 
   “No, it wasn’t a dream,” said Candy as she sat on her own bed staring at him.
 
   Dale rubbed his eyes and then looked at her again. Her perfect body was something worth waking up to, but Dale tried to keep his cool. He looked again. It was hard not to look.
 
   “Um, Candy, is there something you could wear that’s a little less distracting?” he said eventually.
 
   “Oh, you mean something like this,” she replied.
 
   Suddenly, she was wearing a tiny see-through nightie. Her breasts, along with her hardened nipples, were pushing the front out, and the hem barely reached her hips. She stood up and spun around for him to see. She wore no panties, which left nothing to the imagination. He started to get hard, but was determined to stop her from manipulating him.
 
   “I can see more now than I did a minute ago. Is there nothing you can wear that allows a modicum of modesty?” he said, trying his best not to let her tease him.
 
   “Um, let me think. Oh, how about this,” she replied.
 
   He looked again and saw her dressed in a tight leotard. Her breasts were straining the material surrounding them, and the crotch part of the outfit was riding up the slit of her pussy.
 
   “Okay, you’re doing that deliberately, aren’t you?” he said.
 
   “Well, of course I am. I’m a succubus. I have no desire to dress appropriately. I’m comfortable with whom and what I am. You need to accept that and we can then move on,” she replied.
 
   Then she turned into the famous pop star Beyonce and was completely naked.
 
   “Oh my, this one makes you blush. Why’s that?” said Candy as she walked over to his bed.
 
   “Because Beyonce is special to me; she’s someone whom I admire and not a sex object,” replied Dale sternly.
 
   Candy turned back to her natural form and then sat on Dale’s bed. 
 
   “From now on, I’ll only change if you want me to. I’m just trying to make you see that being my partner can be a lot of fun,” she said.
 
   “I realize that, but I think I prefer reality as opposed to fantasy. That’s just the way I am.”
 
   “You’re different from those I’ve been involved with in the past. You’re more mature than most, and you have an innocence about you that I find refreshing,” said Candy “Anyway, it’s time for business.”
 
   She then produced two small cubes, which she placed onto the table between the two beds. Next, she laid a metal bar over the top of them and held it with the palm of her hand. Suddenly, an image began to materialize from a smoke-like substance appearing between both cubes. It began to form; first, it was a man then it changed into a dog, and finally, a horse.
 
   “Ah, I haven’t seen one of them for a while,” she said as she picked the cubes up again.
 
   “What haven’t you seen for a while?” said Dale.
 
   “That was our next target. It’s a shape-shifter. I haven’t come across one of those for well over a year.”
 
   Dale got dressed, and they both left together. The maid saw the door opening from the hallway, but saw no one coming out. She looked inside, but the room was vacant. She shook her head and carried on with her job.
 
   Candy held another object in her hand when they reached the street, and as they approached the main road, she turned to Dale.
 
   “It’s that way,” she said pointing towards town.
 
   She walked slightly in front of Dale, and he couldn’t help staring at her tight and well-formed butt as she walked along.
 
   Oh my god, she’s perfect, he thought.
 
   “I can almost feel your eyes burning into my butt, young man,” she said, teasing him.
 
   Dale felt a flush in his cheeks and wondered why he was like he was. He adored and even lusted after women, but he admired them as well. He admired their form, and he admired the way that they could make him react to it. Perhaps it was just his age, and with time, he would learn to accept embarrassing moments like these. He resigned himself to trying harder, and not allowing Candy’s slutty behavior to faze him.
 
   Soon, they were approaching a huge shopping mall, and Candy’s hand-held gadget was telling them that their objective could be found within.
 
   “Okay, we know our target is in here, but finding him or her will be difficult. How would you like to proceed?” said Candy.
 
   “Well, I could enter each store and watch for anyone looking my way. Sooner or later we would enter the right one,” suggested Dale.
 
   “The trouble with that approach is that our target could be on a break or out back retrieving some stock, and we’d miss them without knowing it,” replied Candy.
 
   “Can’t your gadget pinpoint their location?”
 
   “No, it’s merely for general directions in which the target is located; it can’t tell me which person is using a disguise,” replied Candy.
 
   “In that case, I think our best bet is to wait for the mall to close and use the locator when they go home. At least that way, we’ll know where the individual lives,” said Dale.
 
   Candy just nodded in agreement.
 
   “That leaves us several hours to kill. What would you like to do in the meantime?” she said.
 
   Dale wanted to go home and visit his parents, but he shook that idea off. Then he realized he was hungry. 
 
   “How do we eat in public?” he said.
 
   “We can become tangible and visible. Eating in public places is the one time we do. Why do you ask, are you hungry?”
 
   “Yes, I could eat some food right about now,” responded Dale.
 
   Candy led the way to a small diner and just as they reached it, her clothing changed into an acceptable short dress with high heels. She then opened the door and they both entered.
 
   “Good morning,” said the server behind the counter, who was looking directly at Dale.
 
   “Good morning,” he replied.
 
   They sat down in one of the many booths, and each picked up a menu.
 
   “I didn’t even feel the transition from invisible to corporeal,” whispered Dale.
 
   “No, you won’t feel it. It’s something that’s natural. However, it’s also the one time that you’re vulnerable, which is why my last master is no longer with us. He preferred to feel the air on his skin, but look where that got him,” replied Candy.
 
   They had a good breakfast and Candy paid for it, leaving a generous tip as they left.
 
   “Where do you keep the things you keep using, like money and the gadgets you use?” said Dale when they were no longer corporeal.
 
   “Money is just an illusion to those we have to pay, whereas the gadgets I use are always with me, just like your sword,” replied Candy.
 
   They talked a lot more in town, and Dale started to feel comfortable around Candy towards the end of everyone’s work shift. As soon as they saw that the stores were closing, Candy used her locator gadget once more, and this time it was pointing out of town.
 
   “He or she must have left for the day, so let’s follow and see where they lead us,” said Candy.
 
   “Incidentally Candy, why is a shape-shifter considered a monster?”
 
   “In order for a shape-shifter to take on another form, they have to kill the original and absorb them into their being. So, every time they use a different person or animal, that person or animal is no more,” replied Candy.
 
   “Wow, to think I’ve been surrounded by this type of thing all of my life and had no idea,” said Dale.
 
   “Personally, I don’t think humans would want to know that they exist. They believe they’re at the top of the food chain, and if that notion were suddenly dispelled, well, let’s just say that I don’t think they could handle it.”
 
   They walked until they eventually came to the suburbs, and soon located the home where the shape-shifter resided. It was a large house with a beautiful garden and well-kept lawn.
 
   “These monsters really try to fit in, don’t they?” said Dale.
 
   “That’s why they’re so successful in fooling you all,” replied Candy.
 
   They knocked on the door but didn’t get an answer, so they went around to the back. There was a little old lady pulling up some weeds in the back garden. 
 
   “Hello, can I help you?” she said.
 
   Dale momentarily forgot that he wasn’t visible and nearly answered her question. Then he remembered that if she could see him, she had to be his target. He reached up and withdrew his blade. She saw it and stood up quickly, having dropped all pretense of being fragile.
 
   “I always knew that this day would come, but I’m not going without a fight,” she said as she changed into a lion.
 
   Dale stepped back, before realizing that in his current form, the lion couldn’t harm him. He didn’t think she knew that because she suddenly sprang up and was bearing down on him. Dale swung his sword, and as it passed through the head of the lion, she let out a squeal of anguish before hitting the ground in two halves. She then turned into her original form, which Dale didn’t recognize, and evaporated. Dale placed the sword at his back and turned to Candy.
 
   “That’s twice it’s been a female. Is there any reason for that?” said Dale.
 
   “No, that’s just the luck of the draw. The next three could all be male for all we know,” replied Candy.
 
   They left to find another hotel, and as luck would have it, there was one a mile down the road. Dale quickly looked at the list of available rooms behind the clerk’s desk and located a room at the back of the list. Once inside, they became solid and lay on the beds to relax.
 
   “Tell me Candy, will we have a target every day?”
 
   “No, there’ll be times that we’ll have to move on. However, sooner or later we’ll have to return. Monsters are always on the move, at least in the most part. Very few actually set root to a single place because they know that we exist. In fact, the ones that live the longest are those that are on the move constantly,” replied Candy.
 
   “Um, I don’t quite know how to put this, but I’m in the mood for some fun tonight,” said Dale, much to Candy’s surprise.
 
   “Oh, what would you like me to do?” responded Candy.
 
   Dale thought about it for a moment, and although he knew what he wanted her to do, he was still finding it difficult to admit. Candy could see his hesitation and touched his head.
 
   “Oh, you little devil you. You enjoy role playing,” she said knowingly with a huge grin.
 
   Suddenly, she was wearing a low-cut French maid’s outfit with a frilly underlay. Her legs were covered with black seamless stockings with a red garter belt around her upper thigh, but the lowest part of her uniform barely covered her butt. She leaned over him, showing a good portion of her cleavage as she did so, and started to stroke the growing hardness beneath his pants.
 
   “Is this to your liking?” she whispered.
 
   His cock was already fully erect so she didn’t need the question answered, as she followed the shape of it with the palm of her hand. Her breasts heaved as she breathed in and out and moved nearer. Dale was transfixed he was so turned on. His cock was responding to her touch, but was starting to feel uncomfortable beneath his pants. She suddenly relieved him when she pulled the zipper down and reached inside to take hold of his solid shaft.
 
   “You have a nice cock, Dale; it makes for a pleasant change from the last two masters I had,” said Candy as her hand traveled the entire length of his pulsating member.
 
   “Turn around, I want to taste you,” replied Dale.
 
   Candy could tell that this was exciting him and didn’t refuse his request. By the time she’d turned around, her stockings were no longer there, and Dale could see her sweet shaven pussy approaching his face. He pushed the frills from her maid’s dress up and over her back and then started to lick her slit. She pushed back a bit further, making him move back until his cock was directly below her head. She covered it and allowed all of it inside her mouth as she felt his tongue repeatedly swipe her protruding clit.
 
   Dale adored the feeling of the end of his cock brushing the back of her throat as he licked her furiously. He enjoyed how she squirmed each time he flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, and how her mouth seemed to tighten around the end of his cock when she was drawing it out. Above all though, the way she was dressed excited the hell out of him. In fact, it excited him so much that he started to cum all too quickly.
 
   Candy caressed his balls as she felt his seed surging up to explode inside her mouth, and then commenced in sucking him dry. From the moment he started to cum, he pushed his tongue inside her pussy and kept darting in and out. He loved the bittersweet taste of her nectar, and as his seed filled her mouth, she began to experience her own orgasm. Candy didn’t stop sucking him until she thought he’d stay hard, and then she got off the bed. She sat on the edge as she stroked him and asked what he wanted her to do next.
 
   “I’ll let you decide this time,” replied Dale.
 
   Suddenly, Candy was dressed in a school uniform. She was wearing a short plaid skirt, a white blouse and cotton socks. Her hair was braided into two pony tails, and her breasts were threatening to break the buttons that were holding them back. She pulled her skirt up to flash him, which is when he realized that she was wearing skimpy, white cotton panties.
 
   “Do you want to play with me?” she said as she held one leg up and swayed back and forth.
 
   Dale got off the bed and turned her around, before bending her over the bed. He lifted her skirt and gripped her panties with both hands, before ripping a huge hole in them. He pushed her forward and lined himself up with her pussy before pushing his cock in. She screamed with pleasure, which only made him push harder. She’d really turned him on, and now all he wanted to do was fuck her hard. As he gripped her butt cheeks, he decided to slap her as well. The sound reverberated around the room, and she begged for more. He slapped her harder repeatedly until she screamed that she was going to cum.
 
   When she did climax, he could feel her pussy tightening around his cock, making it harder for him to push in. He kept pushing, and then suddenly he started to cum himself and moaned aloud that he was doing so. Candy ground her butt against him, wanting to feel his seed as it spewed into her. When he’d finished, he held his cock inside her as deep as it would go, and stayed there for a minute before disengaging. They both fell to the bed after that to catch their breath, and when Dale looked her way once more, he discovered that she was now dressed as normal.
 
   “Did you enjoy that?” said Candy.
 
   “You know I did; after all, you read my mind,” replied Dale.
 
   “It might interest you to know that your fantasies are pretty much the norm for guys. I’m glad about that though, I don’t particularly like men who are too kinky.”
 
   “Tell me Candy, how long have you been doing this?” said Dale.
 
   “A little over two hundred years now, but who’s counting,” replied Candy.
 
   “So, would it be fair to say that you’re immortal?”
 
   “We both are as long as you’re careful,” replied Candy.
 
   “Seriously, you mean as long as I don’t make the kind of mistake my predecessor made, I could live forever?”
 
   “Yes, that’s your reward for doing the job. I’m sorry, I thought you knew that.”
 
   “Oh my god, but then there’s the down side; I’ll have to do this for the rest of eternity,” said Dale.
 
   “Not true; there will come a time when all the monsters have been eradicated. On that day, you will be free to do whatever you wish. I, on the other hand, will have to return to Hell, so I’d be happy if we never run out of monsters to kill.”
 
   All of that left Dale with a lot to think about, but as he lay there thinking, he soon fell asleep. He awoke to a sound coming from the bathroom and got out of bed. He opened the door to find Candy lying on the bathroom floor groaning. She looked as if she were in pain.
 
   “Candy, what’s wrong?” shouted Dale rushing to her side.
 
   “Someone is using voodoo on an effigy of me. They somehow managed to get some of my hair, or something else that belongs to me. I’ve felt this before, many years ago, and it turned out to be a witch. The locator found her for me but aaah…”
 
   She suddenly doubled up again and couldn’t speak anymore. Dale held her, and then asked her if he could use the gadget for looking at their next target. When the pain died down a little, Candy brought it out and handed it over. Dale had seen how she’d used it once before and did the same thing. The smoke-like substance began to form a shape, and sure enough, the picture of an old hag appeared between the cubes. “I need the locator so that I can take her out.” Candy reached behind, and suddenly the locator appeared in her hand. Dale took hold of it, and it immediately pulled him towards the door.
 
   “Stay here, Candy. I’ll track her down as quickly as I can and take her out,” said Dale.
 
   Candy tried to call out, but the pain stopped her; besides, Dale was already out the door and running down the corridor. Once outside, Dale discovered something he didn’t know. He was running and realizing that he was moving extremely fast. He figured it must be that there was no mass or resistance from the air to slow him down. Pretty soon he was homing in on the location, which turned out to be a large fenced-off mansion. He walked through the gate, appreciating just one of the abilities he now possessed.
 
   When he reached the front door, he walked through and was aware almost immediately that the people he saw inside were all watching him. He didn’t know how they could see him, but they weren’t his target so, for now, he ignored them. He put the locator away and began to search the building. It was when he passed through into an upstairs bedroom that he discovered what he was looking for. Directly in front of him and standing in front of the window was the old hag he’d seen in the monster imager.
 
   “I’m here to end you,” he said as he reached up for his sword.
 
   “We’ve been expecting you, young man,” she replied calmly.
 
   Dale suspected there was more to this than met the eye, but he didn’t know what it was. Just then, he could hear chanting coming from various parts of the room. He stepped forward, ready to take out the witch but suddenly felt strange. He stopped walking, looked around, and when he didn’t see anything, he took another step. Then he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to find a young man.
 
   How is he able to touch me? thought Dale.
 
   Just as he was thinking that, the same man pulled him backwards and slammed him into the door. Dale was dazed but conscious, and tried to regain his footing.
 
   “You may be wondering why your powers are deserting you, young man. I think before we kill you, you deserve to know whom you are up against,” said the old hag from across the room.
 
   Dale managed to stand up, only to find two men blocking his path. He could still hear the chanting and knew that he was now solid and unable to use his gifts. The sword had vanished from his hand as he hit the door. He guessed that it had probably returned to its scabbard, but dare not reach up for it. Besides, he wanted to learn a little about whom he was up against.
 
   “We’ve known about your kind for some time now. However, what we didn’t know was when our turn would show up on your list of things to kill. I came up with a spell that would inform me when I was to be next. I knew that wasn’t enough though, I needed allies. I knew that the only ally I could ever hope to get help from was another one of your targets. After all, they would appear on your list sooner or later. I then devised a spell that would make you corporeal and at the same time vulnerable, which is what the chant you hear is doing. I see you looking at the men before you. I’m guessing you’re trying to work out what kind of monsters they are,” said the old hag.
 
   Dale was curious as to what they were, but he wasn’t about to admit it.
 
   “Well, let me tell you. You’re in the presence of vampires.”
 
   Dale looked shocked; he wasn’t even aware that vampires were real. Candy had never mentioned them, and he assumed that the reason for that was because they were fictional characters, or so he believed.
 
   “You look surprised, I’m guessing that you’re new to all of this,” she said.
 
   Dale could see a doll in her hand as she lifted it up in front of her.
 
   “Of course, stopping you was only one part of the plan. We had to stop your bodyguard as well. In fact, it was essential that we stopped her first. You may or may not know this, but the succubae are a most formidable enemy. They are even stronger than vampires, which is the main reason the vampires were willing to help me. Now then, it is time to die,” she said with a smile.
 
   The vampires on either side turned to face him. He quickly reached up for his sword, but his hand was blocked from reaching it with a speed that surprised him. Then one of the vampires bit his neck, and he could feel the blood being drawn out at an alarming rate. He was going to die and he knew it, but even though he knew that fact, he still wanted to live. His mind raced as to what he should do, and then an idea occurred to him. He’d always heard that to become a vampire you had to be both bitten and to have tasted the blood of the vampire biting you. With that in mind, and being so close to the vampire that was sucking out his blood, he opened his mouth and bit the vampire’s arm as hard as he could. He just managed to taste the blood as the vampire pulled away, and he fell to the floor in a heap.
 
   He was still alive, but then the room seemed to be spinning, and he blacked out. When he opened his eyes again, he found that he was in a wooden box. He had no idea how long he’d been there, but he had to get free. He pushed the top of the box but there was no give whatsoever. Then he remembered his abilities and turned intangible. He sat up and discovered that his head was just clearing the ground he’d been buried in. After standing and climbing out of the coffin, he looked around. He was in a forest, with no clue as to where it was.
 
   He reached up, and his sword was still there. He guessed that no one could steal that. Then he remembered the locator, and sure enough he still had it. When it was activated, it was telling him that his target was due east. He started to run and found that he could now run even faster than before. It didn’t take him long before reaching the edge of the forest, and discovered the mansion he’d been attacked in was just a mile ahead.
 
   His thoughts as he ran were of Candy and how she must still be in pain. He had to stop the witch at all costs. How was he still alive, and why, were the main thoughts that entered his mind, but such questions could wait. Soon he was approaching the front of the mansion again, only this time it would be different. As he passed through the door, he saw two vampires ahead of him. He lifted his arm and reached for the sword. Once in hand, he ran forward and with an arcing swing, he cut through them both. Their tops seemed to be detaching from the rest of them at first, and then they suddenly turned to dust.
 
   He ran up the stairs and did the same to everyone he knew could see him. Until now, he’d gotten lucky as they weren’t prepared for him, but as he entered the same room as before, there were four vampires blocking his path from the hag who stood behind them. The chanting started up again, only this time he didn’t wait to be told what it was. He moved with a purpose and sliced the air with speed and meaning. The vampires might be able to move fast, but they’d have to be quick to avoid the blade that could barely be seen as it passed through the air.
 
   His first target wasn’t quick enough, and the dust coming from his corpse filled the room around him. They attacked him together, and he was somehow able to dodge each of their attacks. He kept swinging and caught another one, and then he did something unexpected. He ignored the two remaining vampires and ran straight to the hag. Before she could even move, she felt the blade at her throat. 
 
   “Goodbye,” was all he said as his sword cut through her neck and severed her head.
 
   The vampires had stopped behind him and then backed up. They had failed and saw no reason to die for a lost cause. In a moment, they were gone. Dale allowed them to leave as they weren’t his target, at least not on this day. He reached down and took a hold of the doll that was still in the witch’s hand. He pulled out two pins that were sticking in its chest, and he could see a long hair wrapped around it. He gently untied it, before dropping the doll onto the floor. He had no way of knowing if that was all he had to do, but decided to wait outside. Within twenty minutes, Candy was coming down the driveway.
 
   “I’m sorry it took me so long, I was trapped for a while,” he said as she got nearer.
 
   When she reached him, she placed her hand around his neck and squeezed hard.
 
   “I’m sorry too, Dale; I wish I could’ve been here. I genuinely like you and would’ve enjoyed working alongside you in the coming years,” she said as a tear formed in each corner of her eyes.
 
   “Wait, please,” he managed to say.
 
   Uncharacteristically, Candy loosened her grip enough to allow him to speak.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” he said.
 
   “Of all my abilities, I have one that allows me to see through certain things and find the truth. I knew as soon as I saw you that you’d been turned into a vampire,” replied Candy.
 
   “So, it worked. I was in deep trouble, Candy. The blood was being drained from me, and the only thing I could think of doing was to bite the vampire, thereby making myself one so that I could finish what I started. When I came to, I found that they’d buried me out in the forest. I quickly came back here to take the witch out, but I didn’t know for sure that I’d been turned,” said Dale as he sat down heavily on the ground. 
 
   Candy was conflicted; she knew that she had to take him out, but she also knew that he’d saved her. She didn’t know what to do.
 
   “Tell me, Candy; is there such a thing as a good monster? I mean, I don’t feel evil, and I certainly don’t want to kill anybody,” said Dale.
 
   “That may be true now, but there will come a time when you’ll want to feed on the blood of a human,” replied Candy.
 
   “Couldn’t you procure the blood I’ll need from time to time so that I never have to go that far?”
 
   “I could, but there is no precedent for a monster becoming a monster slayer.”
 
   “Well, how about this; if my image ever appears between the two cubes, you take me out. If not, we carry on as before,” suggested Dale.
 
   Candy thought about it for a minute and then came to a decision.
 
   “Up until now, you haven’t done anything evil, and provided I supply you with the blood I know that you’ll need, I see no reason why that should ever change. However, I might receive a calling on this matter, and I’ll have to follow any decision that’s made. The powers that be probably already know what’s happened to you, but I doubt they’ll come to a decision as to what to do about it anytime soon. Until then, we will carry on as before,” said Candy.
 
   Dale stood up and thanked her before they both left to return to the hotel.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Dale sat in the hotel room, trying to get his head around the fact that he was now a vampire. He looked up at Candy, who was pacing the room deep in thought. 
 
   “Tell me, Candy; why did you decide not to kill me?”
 
   Candy stopped pacing and turned to him.
 
   “There are two reasons. The first is because of me. On Earth, I’m considered a monster, so how can I judge you. However, it was the second reason that stopped me. You can still hold the sword and use the ability to become intangible, which tells me that you’re still good. There are just two people who can touch that sword, and they are both in this room. If you’d become evil, you wouldn’t be able to hold it as it wouldn’t recognize you as a slayer.”
 
   “I didn’t think of it that way. So, are we going to carry on as before?”
 
   “Until I’m told otherwise, we will carry on as before. However, this does change a few things. The first is that you no longer have to sleep or eat, except for the blood that you’ll need on a weekly basis. In addition, I’m not sure about the sunlight. Will it affect you when you use the intangible ability or will it burn you?”
 
   “I forgot about the sun, and I hate the fact that I won’t need sleep. I enjoyed sleeping, not to mention the food,” replied Dale feeling depressed.
 
   Candy sat down beside him.
 
   “In all the excitement, I forgot to thank you for saving me. I do appreciate it and know how hard it must have been for you,” she said.
 
   “I tried my best, but the fact is they were not only expecting me – they were prepared. They took you out of the picture first with the voodoo doll, knowing that I’d try to stop them. They had a chant that made me vulnerable by disabling my ability to become intangible. I don’t think we’ve seen the last of them either. On the plus side, I’m now able to do things that I couldn’t do before. I’m much stronger than a mere human and a lot faster,” replied Dale.
 
   “How do you feel though, are you feeling the need to feed yet?” 
 
   “That’s the strange thing about it all. I don’t feel any different than I did before it happened. Is that normal?”
 
   “I don’t know. I wish I had the answers for you. I think the best thing we can do is to carry on and do the job at hand. With that in mind,” said Candy, taking out the two cubes.
 
   Dale watched her place them close together and hold her hand over the bar. A figure began to show itself. It had a male face, with two horns coming out at the top of its head.
 
   “That’s unfortunate– we’re up against a demon,” said Candy.
 
   “I’m assuming they’re dangerous?” replied Dale.
 
   “It depends on what kind of demon we’re up against. You see, there are several kinds of demon. The lesser demons are the weakest, but the higher demons have abilities that make them formidable enemies. I’m a demon myself, one of the most powerful in Hell, but there are some demons who are stronger and faster than me.”
 
   They left the hotel and followed the locator, which led them out of town. Soon, they were entering the industrial sector, and the locator was taking them to an abandoned warehouse. Once they entered the locator turned off, indicating that the demon was in that building.
 
   “How do you want to handle this one, Candy?” said Dale.
 
   “Be on your guard and stick with me. If I know demons, it will try to separate us,” replied Candy.
 
   “Then you don’t know demons very well, my dear,” said a voice that seemed to be coming from the rafters.
 
   Candy looked up and around but couldn’t see anyone.
 
   “You know why we’re here. If you come out now, we will make it as painless as possible,” she called out.
 
   “That’s very considerate of you, but I have a counter offer. If you leave now, I won’t kill you painfully,” said what they assumed was the demon.
 
   “The only death here tonight will be yours, and I’ll be sending you back to Hell,” replied Candy.
 
   “You know you’re only here through sheer luck of the draw. You’re no different from me. In fact, in many ways you’re inferior,” said the demon.
 
   Just then a loud sound made them both reach for their ears to block it out. When it didn’t stop Candy tried to locate its origin, but before she could, a mass of something large fell to the floor from the rafters twenty feet away. Dale noticed something immediately.
 
   “Candy, we’re both solid. That’s the second time in two days the power to become intangible has failed me. It’s becoming a liability,” said Dale.
 
   Candy was trying to concentrate on the figure before them, and couldn’t quite discern what they were up against. The lighting was poor at best. 
 
   “Keep on your toes, Dale; he’s about to attack,” said Candy.
 
   As if on cue, a huge tentacle suddenly shot through the air towards them, taking Dale off his feet and pinning him to the back wall. Dale looked down to feel the thick hide that surrounded the tentacle and then reached up for his sword. Taking it out, he raised his hand and sliced straight through the slimy limb. He heard a cry in the background, but before he could celebrate his release, the severed limb re-formed and pinned him again. This time it drove harder and pierced Dale’s stomach. Dale coughed up blood and tried to raise his sword arm again, but before he could, he lost consciousness.
 
   “We can now talk freely,” said the demon as it moved forward towards Candy.
 
   When it was a few feet away, Candy realized what it was.
 
   “You can’t be free; you’d have to be summoned with the aid of a sacrifice,” said Candy.
 
   “In point of fact, several,” replied the demon.
 
   “It was the vampires, wasn’t it?” said Candy knowingly.
 
   “Yes, my dear; they seem to think that you’re a threat. Personally, I’d put you squarely down as an annoyance, but that’s just me. I think before I kill you, I’ll have a bit of fun,” replied the demon.
 
   Before Candy could reply, several tentacles shot out from its body and gripped both her legs and her arms. The demon then moved nearer. Candy knew it as the inseminator, a demon that was made to impregnate any captives with Hell spawn. His only function was to bring about the rebirth of Satan upon Earth. However, the recipient had to be a willing host.
 
   “Try not to struggle, my dear; I’m sure you’ll enjoy what I’m about to do to you,” said the demon.
 
   Another tentacle came out of its chest and ripped her clothing away, before the ones restraining her pulled her nearer to him. Until now, all of the tentacles had emerged from his chest, but the next one came from his groin. It slowly writhed in the air, creeping ever closer until it was touching her inner thigh. Then it moved up until it was caressing her pussy lips. The tip probed the opening and moved slowly back and forth over her clit. Candy was a succubus, and if the succubae have one flaw, it’s their insatiable appetite for sex. Although she would never admit it, the urges of her creation were telling her to enjoy the moment.
 
   She felt the end of his tentacle pushing forward, stretching her opening wide as it slid inside her. Her mind wanted to rip it apart, but her body wanted it to take her hard and fast. Then she felt herself being lifted up into the air by the tentacles around her legs and arms. Once she was a few feet off the ground, the tentacle inside her began to pick up speed.
 
   “Ah, fuck yes. Harder, you piece of shit, fuck me harder,” she cried out.
 
   Her legs were then pulled apart wider and the tentacle between her legs moved in further. Her nipples hardened from all the pounding, and her juices flowed freely as the onslaught continued. Then with her eyes closed she could feel another tentacle moving up the back of her leg. She opened her eyes to look down and watched the second one drawing nearer to its prize. It squirted something as it approached her ass and then spread her cheeks before slipping inside her.
 
   Candy threw her head back to enjoy this new sensation, and felt guilty for not being able to help Dale. She was hoping that he’d come to the rescue, but she had no way of knowing if he were even capable of doing so. Then the two tentacles inside her moved in time with one another, and she began to experience her first orgasm.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Dale was now waking up again, and looked down to see the tentacle still pinning him to the wall. He knew that he could get free, but he had to heal before he could attack otherwise he’d just die trying. He looked around as he heard Candy screaming out with pleasure. He was thankful that the demon was otherwise distracted. Then he spotted a window at the far side of the warehouse. He took hold of his sword again, took a deep breath and sliced through the tentacle with one strike. He heard the scream coming from the demon, but ignored it and hit the floor running.
 
   The tentacle healed within seconds and turned to chase him. It was as if it had a life of its own, but long before it reached him Dale knew that he was going to make the window. He dived through it, sending shards of glass flying in all directions. When he hit the ground outside, he carried on running until he was sure that he was safe. He then ripped his shirt off to look at the wound. He had a large hole straight through his stomach. He willed it to heal, but nothing happened, and then he heard a voice behind him.
 
   “What are you doing here, young man?” it said.
 
   He turned to find a security guard walking towards him. He suddenly had an idea, but he was loath to try it. However, his partner was in trouble, and this was an emergency. He suddenly darted to the security guard and bit into his neck, taking a mouthful of blood as he did so. The guard fell down once Dale felt he had enough and began to crawl away whimpering. Dale spat the blood from his mouth into his hand, and then smothered it around the wound on his stomach. Sure enough, the wound started to heal faster.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Even your friend has left you behind, my dear; you’re all mine now,” said the demon as he pushed his tentacles in a little deeper.
 
   Candy let out a groan of satisfaction. She’d now climaxed three times and was heading for a fourth.
 
   “Stop the talking and fuck me harder,” she screamed.
 
   “You truly are a succubus, aren’t you? You’re such a slut, yet perfect in every way. It’s going to be a shame that I have to kill you,” replied the demon.
 
   Just then, the tentacle that was holding Candy’s left leg was severed. The demon let out a scream of anguish and looked around. He couldn’t see anyone, and just as he remembered to use the sound that would stop the use of Dale’s power, the right tentacle was severed. He let the sound go, and Dale stood before him.
 
   “You fucking insect, I’ll tear you limb from limb,” screamed the demon. 
 
   It then let go of Candy, allowing her to drop to the floor, and turned its attention onto Dale. Its tentacles began to heal, and several others came out at speed towards Dale’s position. Dale had decided to use his speed instead of just rushing in, and managed to evade every tentacle that came his way. At first, he would make out that he was on the run, and then he’d turn and attack. By doing that randomly, he managed to inflict several wounds on the demon’s appendages.
 
   Candy was a mere memory to the demon, which was its biggest mistake. Once she was composed, she waited until it had its back to her and moved with a purpose. She jumped onto its oversized head and threw her arms around its thick neck. She squeezed as hard as she could and that got the demon’s attention. A succubus is not to be ignored. Suddenly, the tentacles were coming back and trying to shake her off. That made Dale’s decision to attack head on all the easier. He ran as fast as he could, and just as he was within five feet, he shouted for Candy to let go. She did and slid to the floor. Dale then launched himself off the floor and passed his blade straight through the demon’s neck and out the other side. Candy looked up to see the head sliding off and the rest of the body slumping to the floor.
 
   “Are you okay?” said Dale as he helped her to get up from the floor.
 
   “I will be. I’m sorry I wasn’t much help with this one, Dale,” she said feeling guilty.
 
   “Don’t be, I still have a lot to learn. I’ll tell you one thing though. If it hadn’t been for the fact that I was now a vampire, we’d both have lost this one,” replied Dale.
 
   They walked out of the warehouse to the sound of police sirens in the distance. Dale figured the security guard had phoned them. They both used their gift of intangibility as the cars pulled up, and walked straight by them.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    Back at the hotel and after a quick shower, they sat on the bed together to talk.
 
   “I’m not sure of our future together, but I do know one thing – it’s a pleasure to have you as my partner.”
 
   “Thanks Candy, that means a lot to me. Incidentally, have you ever made love to a vampire?” replied Dale.
 
   “As a matter of fact I have, but it was over seventy years ago.”
 
   Dale threw her back onto the bed and then spread her legs, before kissing his way up her inner thigh and biting the tender skin near her pussy. He licked the blood from the end of one of his fangs and started to lick her moist pussy lips. Candy let out a squeal and spread her legs further. 
 
   This is going to be a long night, she thought.
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   They were on stage in the school auditorium. Karen stood at the piano, bent at the waist, her face pressed up hard against the polished wood and her black lace knickers discarded nearby. And... her daughter's teacher... he was on his knees behind her, his face pressed against her, his tongue making long sweeping movements starting at her clit and working up over the folds of her labia to her arse. 
 
   She stifled a groan as his tongue slid across one buttock and then moved down to drive deep into her pussy. They had to stay quiet. They had to hope that no-one wandered in to see why there were people still here. 
 
   Each time he drove his tongue deep he sucked on her pussy lips and a surge of intense pleasure flowed through her and it was all she could do not to cry out.
 
   They shouldn't be doing this. They shouldn't be doing this here. 
 
   She should stop him, stop him now.
 
   She knew she should.
 
   But...
 
   §
 
   As soon as she had climbed out of her car in the school car park that evening, Karen had felt as if she was stepping back in time. There was something about entering a school that took her right back. She felt like she was fifteen again, late for class, school uniform dishevelled from the rush to get ready, homework not done and excuses only half-formed in her mind.
 
   She had to force herself to snap out of it. 
 
   She was the grown-up. She was thirty-four years old. She had a respectable job. She was wearing a neat little black pencil skirt, sheer hold-ups, a tailored jacket from Coast, and a pair of Kurt Geiger stiletto slingbacks to die for. 
 
   "Come on, Gem, keep up," she said, pausing and turning to her daughter, who was hanging back several paces behind. "It's only a parent-teacher evening. What could they possibly tell me about you that I don't know already?"
 
   In the main reception there were a few family groups milling around, chatting to each other and getting directions from the Year 11 kids who had been posted here for just that purpose. Those families were another reminder for Karen that she was in this alone, a single mum: just her looking after Gemma, as it had been for the past four years since Steve had left. 
 
   To tell the truth though, even when he'd still been with them he would never have come to anything like this. In practice, Karen had been a single parent for much longer than the last four years.
 
   She was good at it, too. And she was successful at work.
 
   So why did the simple act of walking into a school make her feel so insignificant again?
 
   "Mrs Carter for Science?" said a skinny blonde in crisp uniform, peering at Karen's appointment sheet. 
 
   "It's okay, thanks," said Karen. "I know where her room is. Gemma?"
 
   §
 
   By the time she reached the second appointment Karen was ready to hit the gin. 
 
   It was important to do this kind of thing, but in truth, Karen probably got more from reading Gemma's termly report and being friends with her on Facebook. 
 
   It was only when the fourth interview was over that her daughter suddenly seemed to come alive.
 
   "Who is it next, then?" asked Karen.
 
   Gemma flushed bright red and wouldn't meet her mother's look. 
 
   "It's him, isn't it? Mr Hot Hotty."
 
   Gemma had mentioned Mr Parkes at least a hundred times in the last week or so, by Karen's reckoning. Mr Parkes did this, and Mr Parkes said that. When Mr Parkes was...
 
   All the girls in Gemma's class fancied Mr Parkes. They called him Mr Hotty on Facebook, a pseudonym that fooled nobody. 
 
   Gemma was still red and Karen relented in her teasing. "Are you going to show me the way, then?"
 
   For the first time this evening, Gemma rushed ahead, and Karen fought hard to suppress a big smile. 
 
   She remembered how it was at that age. Just into your teens, the world experienced through a stew of hormones. She remembered what it was like to have a crush on a teacher. More than one. She remembered Mr Valentine, in particular: tall and skinny and always ready with an easy joke and a smile for the girls. Born in Trinidad, a black teacher in deepest Surrey was still an exotic exception when Karen had been a teenager. A black teacher who snogged the girls in the school darkroom was even more the exception, if Karen's friend Holly was to be believed. 
 
   She'd had lots of adolescent fantasies about getting Mr Valentine into that darkroom!
 
   She realised Gemma had shot even farther ahead and now she was on her own, walking along a corridor where the wood had been polished to an extra sheen in the centre by the shoes of generations of schoolkids. A row of school photos ran along one wall. Gemma would be in one of those groups, but Karen didn't pause to look.
 
   She rounded a corner and Gemma was waiting by a door, peering into the classroom. 
 
   Mr Parkes was in there with Phil Jameson and his boy, Luke. 
 
   Karen glanced at her watch and said, "He may be hot, but he's running late."
 
   "You think so?" said Gemma, off in a world of her own. 
 
   Karen assumed that her daughter was only responding to the first part of her comment. She looked more closely at the teacher everyone fancied. He was so young! Probably closer to Gemma's age than Karen's, which wasn't a pleasant thought. The last thing Karen needed right now was a reminder that she was a thirty-something divorcee, almost old enough to be the hot young teacher's mother.
 
   "Don't you think he's a bit cheesy?" she said, and was rewarded with an instant glare from Gemma.
 
   As the Jamesons left, Karen and Gemma went in and sat on plastic chairs across a desk from Mr Parkes. Closer to, Karen could see some of the attraction, if you liked that superficial boy band kind of look. He had spiky black hair, a sparse peppering of stubble, and just a hint of puppy fat still about his features. His top shirt button was undone, and his tie loosened, slightly askew, as if he had just been caught in flagrante. 
 
   Karen flashed back to Mr Valentine, and now it was her turn to feel a blush steal over her face. "Mr Parkes," she said, trying to cover up a sudden self-consciousness. "Gemma's told me all about you."
 
   She felt another glare from her daughter without having to look.
 
   "I don't think she's ever been so interested in History..." she added, batting her eyes. Might as well have a bit of fun, she decided.
 
   "That's cool," said Mr Parkes. "That's ace. She's doing well. Straight As, maybe A-stars with a bit more work."
 
   Gemma was beaming at the praise. It was all so transparent. Karen thought back to her own teens: had she and her friends been this obvious too?
 
   "Is there anything I can do?" Karen asked, and for a moment Mr Parkes faltered.
 
   "I... Um, well, it's just a matter of encouraging her and supporting her. Keep an eye on her home-school record so you know what she should be working on, that kind of thing would be cool."
 
   Definitely too boy band, for Karen's liking.
 
   "Sir, tell Mum about the project," said Gemma.
 
   If only Gemma had been so engaged in her other interviews. Now, she clearly just wanted to keep Mr Hotty talking for as long as possible so she could surreptitiously eye him up. 
 
   "Cool," he said now. "The project. I've split the class up into groups of three or four and they're..."
 
   Karen let his words wash over her. Boy band, but quite cute, in his own way. No harm in a bit of eye candy. She glanced at Gemma and was surprised to see she was watching her mother as much as Mr Hotty. Had she misinterpreted this? She'd thought all the comments about Mr Parkes were because Gemma fancied him, but... was she trying to set her mother up with him instead?
 
   She realised the room had fallen silent. Mr Parkes was waiting for a response. The project... something about interviewing old relatives. Oral history, he'd called it. 
 
   Now that was a poor choice of phrase when she was so easily distracted! 
 
   He was watching her, now, maybe thinking about a bit of oral history, too.
 
   "Thank you," she said. "That was... very useful."
 
   "Well, as I say, any time you fancy a chat." Had he said something about having a chat? Karen had missed that. 
 
   She just smiled and nodded, and said, "That'd be... cool. Thanks again."
 
   She didn't miss the roll of the eyes from Gemma as they walked out. 
 
   In the corridor, Gemma said, "He was chatting you up. Couldn't you see that? He's chatting you up and almost as much as asks you on a date and all you can say is 'cool'?" She rolled her eyes again and flounced off ahead of her mother.
 
   "Hey you," said Karen. "We've got one more. You don't get off that lightly."
 
   "Oh, Mum, I told you, didn't I. Don't you remember I told you? I'm meeting Lucy and them, and I'll see you at the car after Willy Wilson. I told you that's what I'm doing, Mum."
 
   Before Karen even had time to protest, Gemma had turned and vanished out of a side door. Karen hesitated, on the point of going after her, then stopped herself. 
 
   She had the appointments letter in her hand. One left to do. Mr Wilson for English. Skipping that would be wrong, like bunking off a lesson. 
 
   It was the school thing again, she realised. Something about being in school that made her feel tiny, fearful of the consequences if she didn't do as the letter dictated.
 
   She checked the room number and headed back along past Mr Parkes' room to the English department.
 
   §
 
   There was a family she didn't recognise in with Mr Wilson: a tired-looking woman bouncing a toddler on her knee and struggling to keep an eye on another small child who was crawling under the desks; with her was a grey-haired man who must be the father, and a surly-looking teenaged boy who sat rocking back and forth in a plastic chair. 
 
   Mr Wilson looked even more tired than the woman. He was skinny, and hunched over the desk with his hands steepled before him. He had thinning, dark hair and a wide mouth and Karen almost looked away but was suddenly transfixed by his eyes as he glanced across towards the door where she waited. They were a deep hazel and there was passion in there, something deep and intense.
 
   Karen had always been an eyes person. She believed you could tell a lot from someone's eyes: a single look could transform otherwise nondescript features and that was exactly what happened in that instant of eye contact before Mr Wilson returned his attention to the fractious family he was seeing before Karen.
 
   She turned away, and stood looking out of a window, across the parking area to where a group of teenagers had gathered around the school gates. Gemma would be among them, she was sure, although she couldn't pick her out.
 
   She heard the door open, and then a small child came barrelling out of the classroom, followed by the rest of his family.
 
   Karen stepped back to let them pass, then went to stand in the doorway. 
 
   Mr Wilson was leaning back in his chair.
 
   "Well that looked like hard work," she said, as she closed the door behind her. 
 
   "I, erm, whatever," he said. "Can't really say." He glanced down at a printout on his desk.
 
   "Gemma's mum," said Karen, moving to sit at the chair across from him. "Am I the last of the day?"
 
   He smiled at that, and his smile had the same effect as that look in his eye, transforming his face. 
 
   She should stop this now, this idle fantasising. It was that schoolteacher thing: Mr Valentine in the darkroom all over again. Was that an accurate memory? Holly's story of kissing him, of the way his hands had wandered over her body and his cock had been hard against her. 
 
   Or was it just a fantasy? Something Karen had made up to keep herself amused?
 
   Her mind was drifting again. Mr Wilson had been talking and she hadn't taken a word in.
 
   He paused, staring at her pointedly. It must have been obvious that her attention had wandered and now he was pissed off with her: end of a long day and he gets the daydreaming mum who keeps making him repeat himself.
 
   "Sorry," she said. "It's been a long day. For both of us. You must be exhausted."
 
   That broke through the irritability, and he smiled again. "Shit, yes," he said. "Long, long day. And here I am at the end of it, running late, talking rubbish and boring the pants off you."
 
   She raised an eyebrow, and he looked away, embarrassed. "I mean... Well, it's been a long day."
 
   "So," Karen said, "shall we cut to the chase?" She paused, waiting for him to nod for her to continue. "I've already spoken to Mrs Carter, Mr Parkes, Ms Malik, and two others whose names have already escaped me. I've read the reports. I even talk to my daughter. She's a straight A student in most subjects, and I know she is in English because she's never out of a book. She could do even better with a bit of work and I've already agreed with her that I'll be more closely involved with her studies. Her father hasn't been around for years, but her home is a happy and stable one. Is there anything you can tell me, or that you need to know, which might make a difference, or shall we both just call it a day?"
 
   He'd been smiling throughout her little speech, and now, as she paused for breath, he shrugged and said, "Well, you've just saved us about five minutes of platitudes. Thank you. And no, there's nothing more, so I suggest that I walk you back to your car and we really can call it a day."
 
   Karen stood, and so did Mr Wilson. 
 
   She smiled and reached across the desk to shake his hand. 
 
   But then, in that split second as he hesitated, something mischievous took over and she leaned forward, took hold of his tie and pulled him towards her over the desk. 
 
   His expression changed from that easy smile to sudden shock, those dark eyes widening, that smile fleeing, and then her mouth was on his. 
 
   His lips were soft, his stubble short but dense, almost like velvet. 
 
   His mouth tasted of spearmint as he tried to pull away, but she had a tight hold on his neck-tie. 
 
   Then he stopped fighting, started to respond, and one hand went up to cup her left breast.
 
   And then he pulled away, and this time she let him go. 
 
   He stumbled back as she released his tie.
 
   "I... I'm sorry," Karen told him. "That was bad. It just came over me. I don't know what–"
 
   "It's okay."
 
   "An old fantasy, I guess," she went on, still feeling the need to explain, as if that would make it fine. "Snogging the teacher, that kind of thing."
 
   "And that makes it all okay?"
 
   Karen looked down, embarrassed, then realised he had been joking, trying to deflate the sudden, awkward tension. 
 
   "You were going to walk me to my car?" she said, just wanting to get away. It was sweet of him to offer, but she was sure he must be regretting it now. "I could just find my own way..."
 
   He put an arm out to usher her from the room. "No, no," he said. "Someone needs to escort you from the premises."
 
   He was joking again. She smiled. She just wanted to escape, and she desperately hoped her rash behaviour wouldn't have repercussions for Gemma.
 
   Mr Wilson guided her into a side corridor she would never have taken, and a few seconds later they emerged in the big auditorium. "Just through here and we're at the car park," he said. 
 
   She put a hand on his arm. "I hope... well, I hope that little rush of blood to the head isn't going to cause any problems?"
 
   His hand on hers was reassuring, tender. "Of course not," he said. "It's gone. Forgotten."
 
   "Forgotten?"
 
   There she went again! Opening her big mouth, just when she'd managed to extract herself from an awkward situation. 
 
   His lips... how had she thought they were soft before? They were firm, hard, pressing hungrily against hers.
 
   He had one hand under her jaw, cupping her chin, the other at her hip, pulling her body towards his. Then that hand on her jaw slid down her neck, sliding inside her jacket to cup a breast again, his thumb finding the nipple. 
 
   It was Mr Valentine all over again: snogging the teacher, his hands wandering over her body, exploring, his cock growing hard against her.
 
   Only Mr Valentine had been a fantasy, and now here, Mr Wilson, he was real. Very real.
 
   Finally overcoming her surprise at his move, Karen moved her hands down to his hips, pulling him firmly against her, grinding that hardness against her belly. 
 
   He pulled away, taking her hand. "This way. Away from the door."
 
   He led her up onto the stage, over to one side where the piano stood, half-hidden from the auditorium by the stage curtains. 
 
   She almost lost her footing, and came to lean against the piano, her face pressed against the polished wood. His hands found her hips, and then he was grinding hard against her arse. She fumbled for the zip at the side of her skirt, undid it, let it fall away, and without pause he had yanked her lace knickers down to her ankles so she could kick them clear.
 
   For a moment she wondered what he was doing, and then she realised he had gone down on his knees behind her, and then his hands were on her buttocks, parting them. She bent further over, presenting herself to him, and his tongue started to sweep across her pussy, starting at her clit, working its way through the folds of her labia, and ending with a sweep across her buttocks. 
 
   Each time he found her clit she felt a bolt of pleasure, and then as he licked up across her pussy lips that stab of pleasure expanded and deepened, spreading in a heady surge through her body. 
 
   He started to drive his tongue deep into her cunt, his chin grinding against her clit, and she thought she was going to come just from that. 
 
   For an unknown time she had forgotten where she was, had even forgotten who was doing this to her: all her awareness was focused on that tongue as it worked her cunt. 
 
   Then she opened her eyes again and remembered where she was. The school auditorium. On stage! 
 
   On stage being tongue-fucked by Sir... 
 
   §
 
   There was someone else there.
 
   Standing in the doorway that led out to Reception. 
 
   A man in a blue suit, standing there, watching...
 
   So bad! So bad to be caught... like this... at her daughter's school. 
 
   "Erm..." She didn't know what to say. "Mr Wilson." That sounded so wrong! "Mr Wilson, there's someone..."
 
   Someone closing the door behind him and moving deeper into the auditorium for a better view.
 
   She recognised him. Mr Parkes. Mr Fucking Hotty. Boy band guy. All the girls in class fancy Mr Hotty. 
 
   Now he stood at the foot of the stage, at eye level with her bare arse and Mr Wilson's head. The English teacher was still unaware that they had been discovered, his tongue still probing and twisting deep in her cunt. 
 
   She had to stop him. Stop him now. Try to rescue the situation.
 
   Or...
 
   She forced herself to straighten and turn, to push Mr Wilson back as he tried to resume licking at her pussy. 
 
   "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me now."
 
   And all the time, she kept eye contact with Mr Parkes. He was grinning, now. 
 
   That was when Mr Wilson spotted his colleague. He jumped a little, then relaxed. "Hey, erm," he said. "Looks like we've been caught..."
 
   Karen dropped to her hands and knees, facing Mr Parkes, offering her arse to Mr Wilson again. "Fuck me," she repeated. "Now."
 
   She heard him fumbling with his clothes, then he was on his knees and his hard cock was pressing against her pussy lips. She hadn't seen his dick, had only felt it straining against his trousers, but now it felt huge. Its swollen head parted her labia, stretching her cunt wide as it drove home.
 
   Slowly, slowly, he slid in. She kept thinking he must stop, but still he pushed farther, and then, finally, he was balls-deep inside her, starting to twist and grind. And God it felt good! It had been a long time.
 
   "I said fuck me," she told him, and then he started to thrust, short and hard, keeping most of his length buried inside her. 
 
   Then she added, "I wasn't talking to you. I was talking to him." With a nod of her head she indicated Mr Parkes, who still stood watching them. 
 
   He raised his eyebrows in question, and she nodded again. 
 
   Climbing onto the stage, he came to stand before her, then dropped to his knees. Leaning down, he took a handful of her hair, turning her head so he could kiss her, hard and hungry, his tongue filling her mouth, his lips pressing hard. 
 
   With his free hand, he undid his trousers, slid them down, and then he released her hair so he could use both hands to slide his white shorts down to his hips.
 
   His cock sprang out towards her and instantly she wrapped one hand around its shaft and started to pump, sliding its engorged, wet head across her face, her parted lips. Tossing her head forward, she rubbed his cock through her hair, then pulled back until its head was against her lips again.
 
   And then, finally, as Mr Wilson – such a turn-on that she only knew them by their teacher-names! – continued to fuck her hard from behind, she took Mr Parkes' cock in her mouth and sucked him deep until he was pushing against the back of her throat and it was all she could do not to gag.
 
   She held him deep, tightening and relaxing her throat so that it squeezed the head of his cock, over and over again. Her grip on the base of his shaft was tight, and now she pulled back a bit so she could wank him, loving the way the skin moved over his hard dick and the way the head of his cock pumped inside her mouth with each movement of her hand. 
 
   Behind her, Mr Wilson suddenly jerked and then held himself deep inside her, his grip on her hips deliciously painful. She could feel his cock throbbing in her cunt, and for a moment she thought he was coming, but then his grip eased, the tension ebbed away, and he started to thrust again, slower this time, as if he was savouring every sensation on that cock that had so nearly come. 
 
   "Time for something a little different," she said, and with a wiggle of her hips she pulled herself away from Mr Wilson, feeling a rush of disappointment as his cock slipped out of her, even though she knew what was going to come next.
 
   "Here," she said, gesturing to the English teacher. "Side by side, on your knees."
 
   When they were in position, she took one cock in each hand and started to slide slowly up and down their shafts. Mr Parkes' was long and slim, and incredibly hard; Mr Wilson's was a good length  too, and so broad! She couldn't close her hand around the shaft, and the head was even more impressive, like a small child's fist. No wonder it had felt so incredible when he had first entered her!
 
   They both kneeled back, watching her face, watching her hands on their cocks, eyeing up her semi-naked body – she was still wearing her unbuttoned blouse and bra. 
 
   "Closer," she told them, indicating what she meant with a tug on each dick.
 
   They shuffled closer so that they were pressing together, side by side. She pulled again, and they turned to face each other, almost, but not quite, touching. 
 
   Slowly, she continued to wank them. 
 
   "Ever done anything like this before?" she asked.
 
   They didn't answer, because as she spoke she pulled them harder so that the heads of their cocks pressed together, sliding against each other, wet with her juices and their pre-come. Mr Parkes' gave a long sigh, and Mr Wilson just looked surprised before pushing himself forward with a thrust of his hips.
 
   Closer together now, she was able to hold their dicks so that the undersides were against each other for much of their length, sandwiched between her hands. Now she started to wank them, a two-fisted wank, her grip squeezing both shafts together, making their heads slide against each other. 
 
   "I wanted you both to fuck me," she said, "but now..."
 
   She forced her head between them, her mouth open, her tongue out, seeking, and the heads of both dicks started to glide across her lips, her tongue, her chin. She wanted to suck them both at the same time, but they were just too big, so she settled on sliding them across her lips and tongue, occasionally dipping down to take one cock in for a deep suck. 
 
   A hand on her back – she didn't know whose – which she took as a sign that things were getting close. Eager, she squeezed them together even more firmly, sliding them against each other. Her mouth open, first one head then the other dipped in, then she paused, holding them tight, and began to dart the tip of her tongue in between the two heads, hitting the sensitive underside of the glans of both of them in a single movement. 
 
   That was doing it!
 
   The two of them were tense now, gripping her arm, her hair, one hand running down towards her bare arse. She pushed her tongue into that space harder, faster, and then there was an explosion of wetness across her tongue, her lips. She managed to swallow some, and the rest just ran down her face and over those two hard cocks.
 
   She pushed them apart then, her hands still working them.
 
   It was Mr Wilson who had come first, his fat cock still twitching and pumping in her hand.
 
   Impatient now, she steered Mr Parkes so he was lying on his back and, still gripping Mr Wilson's softening dick, she mounted the History teacher. At first she was content to slide along his shaft, but she needed more, so she guided the head of his cock towards her opening and then, slowly, slid down on him until she was impaled on his hard dick.
 
   As she did this, she felt her own orgasm beginning to build almost immediately. She pulled Mr Wilson closer, then, and dipped her head to take his softening cock into her mouth again. Now she could swallow him whole, savouring that very different sensation of a soft, fat dick in her mouth. As she sucked, another spurt of semen escaped him, and then one more.
 
   Holding Mr Parkes deep inside her cunt, she started to grind, working her clit against his pubic bone, enjoying every sensation of having his cock deep inside her. Then she pulled away from sucking that soft cock as the intensity built and there was that first tightening deep inside her. As her cunt throbbed with orgasm it felt as if her whole body had been electrified, everything suddenly so much more intense. 
 
   For long seconds, all she was aware of was that throbbing in her cunt, squeezing on Mr Parkes' hard cock. And then, just as her orgasm began to subside, Mr Parkes gave a sudden thrust and she felt a liquid explosion deep in her cunt as he climaxed. 
 
   §
 
   "So, Mr Parkes. Mr Wilson." 
 
   She shook each of them by the hand in parting. They had both walked her to the car park. 
 
   Then she turned and called for Gemma, who was loitering by the gates with a group of her friends. "Come on, Gemma. Time to go."
 
   The group of schoolkids broke out into a series of hugs, then finally Gemma came over to the car. 
 
   "You've done well, Gemma. Shall we get a Chinese?" Her daughter's face lit up then, suddenly transformed from surly teen to child again. 
 
   Then Karen turned to the two teachers. "Thanks again," she said to them. "I might call you later in the week to talk about that revision plan. Okay?"
 
   They smiled and nodded and said their farewells, and then Karen got into her car, her cunt still wet with come. Before she drove off, she took one last look at the looming buildings and decided that coming back to school wasn't such a bad thing after all.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Lila was heartbroken when her mother was killed by a drunk driver. They’d been very close, and Lila was devastated. For weeks, she could barely get out of bed. It should have been an exciting time for her. School was out, and she had the whole summer to look forward to. But her mother’s death was a dark cloud that shrouded the poor girl like a deathly shadow she couldn’t escape. She hadn’t even left her room on her birthday.
 
    One night, Lila emerged from her bedroom and padded softly down the carpeted hallway into the darkened living room. A soft blue hue flickered from the television, barely illuminating Jack, her stepfather, who lounged comfortably on the sofa in his boxer shorts.
 
   “Daddy?” Lila asked, wondering if he was still awake.
 
   “Lila!” he answered, thrilled to see her outside her room. He sat up and made room for her on the sofa.
 
   “What are you watching?” she asked, sitting beside him.
 
   “An old movie,” he answered. “It was one of your mother’s favorites.”
 
   “Oh, I remember this one,” Lila said, her voice faltering at the memory. “We watched it together when I was about eight.”
 
   Lila’s eyes stung harshly, and the bridge of her nose began to tingle. She bit her lip and tried to contain the flood of tears she knew was imminent.
 
   “Oh, Lila,” Jack whispered, seeing the glistening in her eyes. “Come here.”
 
   Lila moved closer to Jack and buried her head in his strong chest. She felt his strong arms wrap around her, and she relaxed. His embrace was warm and comforting, just as it had been for as long as she could remember. She nuzzled her soft cheek against his bare chest and she felt his arm strengthen around her.
 
   “I miss her so much,” Lila whispered.
 
   “So do I, honey,” Jack said softly. 
 
   A tear squeezed out of Lila’s eye and slowly crawled down her cheek, dripping into the soft patch of hair on Jack’s chest. She missed being a child. She missed sitting in his lap watching movies with him and her mother. She climbed slowly into his lap and rested her head on his shoulder, wrapping her arms around his neck.
 
   “I love you,” she whispered into his ear.
 
   Suddenly, the atmosphere in the room was thick was tension. Jack shifted uncomfortably and cleared his throat.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Lila asked, her glistening blue eyes searching his for answers.
 
   “Nothing, honey,” he replied, avoiding her gaze by glancing at the television.
 
   “Do you want me to get up?” she asked.
 
   “No, Lila. I don’t want you to get up,” he answered. “I just…”
 
   “What?”
 
   His mouth hung open for a moment as though he wanted to speak, but he couldn’t find the words. Then he shook his head, sighed, and leaned his head back against the couch, closing his eyes.
 
   Lila shifted her body in his lap and took his face between her delicate hands.
 
   “Look at me,” she demanded.
 
   His eyes opened, and he lifted his head, but his eyes gazed somewhere behind her. He refused to look at her.
 
   “Look at me!” she repeated forcefully.
 
   “Lila, I can’t!” he snapped, attempting to push her off onto the sofa.
 
   She clung fast to him, refusing to be shoved aside.
 
   “What’s wrong?” she shouted.
 
   “I can’t do this,” he muttered, and he stood up, wrenching her arms away and storming down the hallway.
 
   Lila looked longingly after him, her jaw slack with shock. Her vision grew hazy as tears stung her eyes and threatened to spill. She hoisted herself from the couch and padded quietly down the hall. Stopping in front of his bedroom door, she paused with her fist in the air, and then she rapped carefully on the wood.
 
   “Daddy?” she called.
 
   When he did not answer, she gently turned the knob and pushed the door open. Jack was lying on his back with his arm over his eyes.
 
   “Daddy, are you alright?” she asked, creeping into the dark room.
 
   “Not now, Lila,” he groaned.
 
   “Daddy, please,” Lila begged. “Talk to me.”
 
   She crossed the floor and lied down on the bed beside him, but she kept some space between them.
 
   “Talk to me,” she urged him.
 
   “I can’t talk about this,” he insisted.
 
   Lila put her hand on his bare chest as she had so many times before, and he recoiled. She jerked it back quickly.
 
   “What is wrong?” she demanded angrily.
 
   “Lila, please just leave me alone for now,” Jack begged, his arm still covering his eyes.
 
   “Why? I don’t understand!” 
 
   “Lila, leave me alone!” he shouted, sitting up and staring angrily into her eyes.
 
   Her eyes shimmered, and her jaw went slack. The bridge of her nose began to tingle, and she turned away so he wouldn’t see. She scooted off the bed and fled from the room.
 
   “Wait!” Jack called after her, but she slammed the door behind her and was gone.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Jack sighed deeply, frustrated with himself. The way he’d reacted to Lila had been shocking and painful. He’d raised this child like she was his own for years, and now that her mother was gone, he was all she had left. That made his reaction to her all the more troubling.
 
   When she was sitting in his lap, something had changed. Rather than feeling that familiar fatherly love for her, he’d found himself attracted to her physically. She smelled like her mother, and he noticed her body was finally filling out. The feel of her soft skin against his, and her round bottom against his groin had excited him, and he hated himself.
 
   The last thing Lila needs is to know her stepfather has some kind of sick crush on her, he thought. But she deserves an explanation.
 
   Jack heaved himself up off the bed and headed down the hallway. He tapped lightly on Lila’s door, and then opened it.
 
   “Oh, my God! I’m sorry,” he said quickly, his face flushing red.
 
   He slammed the door, trying to block what he’d seen from his mind. Lila was lying on the bed wearing nothing but panties. Her hand was thrust inside them, and she was masturbating. He felt a throbbing sensation inside his boxers – the exact situation he’d been trying to avoid a few minutes earlier.
 
   He felt the doorknob turning and he realized his hand was still frozen to it. Lila’s flushing face appeared in the crack where the door opened.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Jack repeated quickly.
 
   “No, I’m sorry,” Lila said. “I should have locked the door.”
 
   “Look, I just came to apologize,” Jack told her. “I shouldn’t have yelled at you like that. I didn’t mean it.”
 
   “Come in,” she said, hiding behind the door, but opening it wider.
 
   Jack walked in, but he stared at the wall, allowing her to cover herself. She quickly snatched a towel off the back of a chair and wrapped it around her, and then she sat down on the bed.
 
   “Sit down,” she said.
 
   Reluctantly, he sat on the edge of the bed, but his eyes continued to stay transfixed to the wall.
 
   “Talk to me,” she pleaded.
 
   “Lila, this is something I find truly disturbing,” he said. “But you deserve an explanation.”
 
   “Go ahead,” she urged him after a brief pause.
 
   He gulped, and then continued, “When you were sitting in my lap, you reminded me so much of your mother. You’ve really grown up.”
 
   He shook his head and pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to decide how best to tell her what had happened.
 
   “I found myself… attracted to you, Lila,” Jack finally admitted. 
 
   “I see,” Lila said quietly.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Jack told her, shaking his head forlornly. “I’m so sorry. I know this is horrible. I feel horrible.”
 
   “Don’t feel that way,” Lila said quickly, placing her hand gently on his knee. “You can’t help how you feel.”
 
   “It’s wrong, Lila,” he said. “I’ve raised you since you were just a little girl. I shouldn’t feel this way about you.”
 
   “Why not? You’re not my flesh and blood father. What’s wrong with it?”
 
   “I raised you! You call me ‘Daddy’, Lila. It’s wrong!”
 
   Jack suddenly felt Lila’s lips pressed against his. Her hands clasped his face, and she straddled him. The towel she was wearing slipped away, and her bare breasts pushed against his torso. His heart began to thump erratically, and his lips parted and allowed her soft tongue to push inside his mouth.
 
   Despite a strong desire to push her away – to preserve the innocence of their relationship – he could not bring himself to do it. He closed his eyes and slowly pus his arms around her, enjoying the softness of her skin against him, and the softness of her probing tongue. His hands slid over her back, and she shivered under his touch.
 
   Jack could feel his cock throbbing violently against her, and Lila could feel it, too. She wiggled her hips slightly, pressing the satiny fabric of her panties against it. It swelled and pulsed, trying to push its way through the cloth that covered them both. Lila moaned softly.
 
   “Touch me,” she whispered into his ear.
 
   “Lila, I…”
 
   “Touch me!” she begged, grabbing his hand and trying to stuff it down her panties.
 
   He froze, the tips of his fingers just inside the waistband of her panties. One finger twitched restlessly, trying to urge him on, but he could not do it.
 
   “I can’t do this,” he said sadly, trying to push her away.
 
   She clung to him fiercely, her arms squeezing his neck until he could scarcely breathe. He grasped her arms and tried to pry them away, but she held fast.
 
   “No!” she cried. “Don’t push me away!”
 
   “Lila, please,” he begged. “This is inappropriate!”
 
   “It’s not!” she insisted. “Mother’s gone, you’re single now, and I need you!”
 
   “You don’t need me to take advantage of you! You need me to be your father!”
 
   “You’re not my father, Jack!” she shouted, her arms still wrapped firmly around his neck. “I don’t need a father, I need you!”
 
   Jack buried his face in Lila’s hair and breathed in deeply. He felt a twinge of loss as he remembered how her mother had smelled the same. His cock was still trying desperately to push its way out of his boxers, and it ached. He wanted her badly, but he shuddered to think what her mother would say if she knew he felt this way about her daughter.
 
   “Your mother would be so upset…”
 
   “No, she wouldn’t,” Lila told him. “I’m eighteen, now. And she wouldn’t want you to be alone forever.”
 
   “But you’re my daughter,” he argued.
 
   “Stepdaughter,” she reminded him. “Please. Touch me.”
 
   His resolve was beginning to break. He found his hands slowly wandering down the silky skin of her back, and they came to rest on her butt. It was soft and round underneath the satiny fabric of her panties, and he squeezed it lightly, parting her butt cheeks and imagining his cock sliding inside her.
 
   “Oh, God,” he whispered into her hair, finding it increasingly difficult to fight temptation.
 
   “I want you,” she whispered.
 
   Jack felt her tongue slowly tracing the contour of his ear, and her breath was warm on his neck. He could suddenly feel the warmth of her wetness seeping through his boxers, and his dick pulsed angrily as it tried to find its way inside her.
 
   His fingers slipped underneath the fabric of her panties in the back, and he could feel her slippery dampness on their tips. His cock swelled further, and he began to feel as though it might eventually burst.
 
   He pushed one finger past her labia and tried to push it inside her, but his hand wouldn’t reach that far. She purred softly in his ear, and he struggled reach further inside her panties.
 
   Lila wriggled out of his lap and flipped onto her back on the bed beside him. He could see her pink nipples hard and excited at the tips of her round breasts, and he immediately lowered his head to take one between his lips.
 
   “Touch me, Daddy,” she begged, taking his hand and placing it on her panties.
 
   He could feel her mound swelling underneath the thin fabric of her panties, and her wetness soaked through them. He cupped her mound gently, pressing the tips of his fingers through the fabric and pressing against her clitoris.
 
   She moaned softly, relishing his warm mouth on her nipple, and the firm pressure of his fingers pushing against her through her underwear. She moved her hips slightly.
 
   Jack lifted his hand and placed it on her stomach. It was mostly flat, with just a slight roundness. His hand gently stroked over the swell of her belly and his fingers slid underneath the waistband of her panties. He felt a soft tuft of hair on her mound, and he pushed past it and spread her labia with his fingers.
 
   “Yes,” Lila whispered. “Touch me.”
 
   His fingers slipped between her labia and rubbed across her clit. He gathered some of her juiciness on his fingers and pressed it against her button, and she gasped joyously.
 
   His lips found hers, and he could feel her breath hot and ragged on his face as he kissed her. She purred gently through his lips, the muffled sound exciting him tremendously.
 
   Jack slid off the edge of the bed and pushed her knees apart, grasping the waistband of her panties and yanking them forcefully down. She wiggled, helping him remove them, and he tossed them aside. In the dim light, he marveled at the rosebud beauty of her labia. He pulled them apart and panted anxiously at the glistening glory of her pinkness. He paused, worried he was going too far.
 
   “Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “Please do it.”
 
   He needed no further urging. He leaned forward and lowered his head, his tongue snaking through her slit and tasting her honey sweet wetness. He pushed the tip lightly inside her and then licked up over her clit. She shuddered with pleasure as his warm, moist tongue slipped over her.
 
   His tongue pressed firmly against her button, and he began to slide it up and down against it. He felt Lila’s fingers slip inside his hair as she pushed his head against her. Her narrow hips began to grind, and her voice purred softly.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “Oh, yes!”
 
   His tongue began to flick rapidly over her clit, and she cried out with joy. Her hips wriggled faster, and her breath began to escape in shuddering gasps. Jack tried to push his finger inside her, but he was met with resistance. He froze.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Lila breathed, sitting up slightly and staring at Jack.
 
   “Are you… are you a virgin?” he asked, his eyes wide.
 
   “Yeah… why?” she asked, confusion wrinkling her face.
 
   “My God,” he muttered, standing up and backing away.
 
   He looked down at Lila’s beautiful young body lying spread across the bed like an all-you-can-eat buffet. He wanted to devour her. He wanted to yank her legs apart and shove his cock deep inside her. He wanted to ravage her. But this was his stepdaughter, and she was still innocent.
 
   “I can’t, Lila,” he said quietly. “I’m sorry.”
 
   He turned, and fled the room.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Lila sighed heavily and collapsed backward. This rollercoaster of emotions wasn’t doing much to help her, and the pain of her mother’s death was still raw in her heart.
 
   She need to be close to someone. More specifically, she needed to be close to the one man who had always been there for her, and it was apparent to Lila that neither of them would be able to contain their passion for one another for much longer. She couldn’t even sit in his lap without his passion for her overflowing, and she couldn’t even close her eyes without picturing him touching her naked body. There was no going back now. She wanted to push forward.
 
   For a while, she lay there nude on her bed staring at the ceiling and wondering what she should do. She felt like crying, but the tears would not come. Finally, she decided to make her move.
 
   She crept back down the hallway to Jack’s room, and she slowly peeked inside. He seemed to be asleep.
 
   “Daddy?” she whispered, but he did not respond.
 
   She moved closer and repeated her call, but he didn’t respond. She slowly peeled the sheet away, revealing his body in the pale moonlight that filtered through the curtains. She laid her hand over the top of his boxer shorts carefully and felt the swell of his cock underneath. She had never touched one before, and she found it intensely thrilling.
 
   She began to stroke it gently, teasing it through the loose fabric of his boxers. At first, it didn’t respond. However, soon, it began to stiffen considerably. Her heart fluttered excitedly at the reaction, and she longed to tear off his boxers and see it in its full glory.
 
   Cautiously, she pressed the palm of her hand more firmly against the bulge that rapidly swelled against her skin. She still stroked it softly, careful not to awaken him. She lowered her head and touched her lips lightly against the fabric of his boxer shorts.
 
   She glanced up at his face, and she could see his eyelids fluttering rapidly in the dim light. Perhaps he was dreaming of her. She slipped her fingers carefully inside the waistband of his boxers and attempted to pull them down as slowly as she could. They stuck underneath him, and she was afraid to tug harder lest she wake him.
 
   She managed to free the top half of his cock from his boxers, and she stared at it breathlessly for a moment. She had never seen one that wasn’t in a video or a magazine, and it excited her tremendously. She felt her labia swelling, and a gentle tingling spread between her legs. Her heart fluttered more rapidly than before.
 
   She bent her head down and wrapped her soft lips gently around the head. The skin was slick and soft in her mouth, and she ran her tongue in circles around the head, enjoying the smoothness against it.
 
   Jack stirred lightly, and Lila froze. She waited patiently, barely breathing, for him to settle back into his shallow, rhythmic breathing, and then she lowered her head and began to taste him again.
 
   As her soft lips wrapped around it, and her warm, moist tongue swirled around it, it grew harder and harder. Lila felt it begin to pulse against her tongue, twitching excitedly. She felt the tingling between her legs intensify.
 
   Jack shifted slightly, and she took the opportunity to tug at his boxer shorts. They slipped down easily, and she was able to wrap her hands around the shaft. She started massaging it, stroking it with her bare hands as she sucked it more forcefully.
 
   She heard him moan quietly in his sleep, and she nearly gasped aloud in excited response. Her inner thighs began to quiver, and she struggled to keep herself from mounting him then and there.
 
   Lila ran her tongue from the base of his shaft all the way up to the head, and then she ran her tongue around the head and back down. His cock throbbed wildly, and he groaned in response. Now, her entire body was quivering. She couldn’t contain herself. She wanted him – needed him.
 
   She pulled her panties off and tossed them aside. Carefully, she climbed on top of him. His cock pressed hard between her legs, and her intense wetness dripped onto it, lubricating it thoroughly. He still slept soundly as she moved carefully so as not to jostle the bed. She rubbed her swollen labia against his stiff cock, and it pushed angrily against her slit. Finally, it slipped between her labia and began to brush against her clit. She bit her lip in order to remain silent as moans of pleasure threatened to escape her lips.
 
   She felt his dick throbbing against her, the head beginning to search for her opening. She sat back against it, pushing it lightly against her hymen. It stung slightly as it pushed its way toward her maidenhood.
 
   She wanted him to be awake to experience it. She wanted to see the look on his face when he realized he’d just taken her virginity. She wanted him to know that he was her first, and that it had been her choice. She pushed his cock as far into her as it would go, and then she wiggled her hips. She stirred slightly, but did not wake. She cleared her throat loudly, but he still slept.
 
   “Daddy!” she said loudly, and he startled awake.
 
   Jack’s eyes widened in shock, and he quickly said, “Lila, what are you…”
 
   She leaned forward, put her finger to his lips, and said, “Shh. I want this, Daddy.”
 
   With that, she pushed back against him until a fiery sizzle tore through her. His cock ripped her hymen apart, and she gritted her teeth and gasped as the pain shot through her.
 
   Realizing what had just happened, Jack looked horrified. For a moment, he wanted to take it back. But seeing his beautiful stepdaughter and her beautiful, naked body on top of him, he was overwhelmed with passion. His hands went up to caress her cheeks, wiping away a stray tear that fell down her face – a product of the pain of her deflowering. They trailed down the soft skin of her neck to cup her supple breasts, and his thumbs brushed against the nipples, causing them to stiffen. They slid further still, down the smoothness of her slightly rounded belly, until they rested on the spot where her hips met her thighs.
 
   He thrust his hips, pushing his cock deeper inside her. It was then that they both realized he had barely penetrated her, and she gasped as he finished tearing through her hymen and deep into her pussy. She moaned softly as the head of his dick pushed against her cervix.
 
   “Ohh, yes,” she purred. “Faster!”
 
   Using Lila’s hips as leverage, Jack began to pump his cock in and out of her cunt, drilling her madly. Her small, round breasts bounced and jiggled wildly as she rode him. With each thrust, she made a slight, gentle groan of pleasure. Despite her slippery wetness, her tight pussy gripped his dick like a vice, and it drove him wild.
 
   Lila began to grind her hips against him, sliding her clit over his pubic mound, stimulating it as his cock slipped in and out of her. She could feel pressure building in side her, a warm sensation spreading through her cunt. Her thighs began to tremble, and her breath was ragged and uneven.
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she purred. “I think… I’m going to…”
 
   As her body began to shudder on top of him, Jack went over the edge. Orgasm began to wrack her little body, causing her pussy to tighten around his shaft as he trust it in and out of her bleeding pussy. His cock began to throb and pulse, and he spurted his load deep inside her, groaning loudly with each thrust of his cock. 
 
   She collapsed weakly on top of him, panting deeply as she struggled to catch her breath. He could feel wetness dripping down his thighs – a mixture of her moistness and the blood of her defloration.
 
   Jack reached down and cupped her firm, round bottom in his hands and squeezed her body close to him. Her lithe frame fit against his perfectly.
 
   “I love you, Daddy,” she whispered, kissing his chest.
 
   “I love you, too,” Jack answered.
 
   “Promise me you’ll never leave me,” she demanded.
 
   “Never darling,” he told her, and he meant it with all his heart.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   When I turned eighteen, I was climbing the walls to lose my virginity. All of my friends had already done it, and I really wanted to know what it was like. I’d been fooling around for a while, but I’d never had the courage to go all the way. When I turned eighteen, it made me realize how far behind I was, and I knew it was time.
 
   My parents were going out of town for the weekend, and it was the perfect time. I had been dating this guy, Adam, for a few weeks. He was a running back on the football team, and he was pretty hot. I knew I could do worse. I invited him over, and I told him I’d been taking the pill for two months in preparation. He was extremely excited at the prospect of taking my virginity.
 
   My parents left early on Friday afternoon, so I had the house to my house for the whole weekend. Adam showed up around ten o’clock, and we headed straight to my bedroom.
 
   Wes didn’t waste a lot of time. He got down to business right away. He and I lied down on my bed, and his hand went up my skirt right away. We were making out, and his hand was inside my panties. He was fingering me, trying to get me wet and ready.
 
   “What the fuck is going on here?” I heard a male voice boom.
 
   My head whipped toward the sound, and my stepfather, Wes, was standing in my doorway looking absolutely livid.
 
   “Dad!” I gasped, sitting up and smoothing out my skirt.
 
   “Oh, shit,” Adam muttered.
 
   “Oh, shit is right, boy! What are you doing to my daughter?” Wes shouted, grabbing Adam’s shirt and yanking him off my bed.
 
   “I’m sorry! Sh-she told me you w-were out of town for the w-weekend!” Adam stammered, his voice shaking with terror.
 
   Wes’s eyes were narrowed, and the veins in his temples were pulsing visibly. His face turned purple, and his eyes bulged ominously.
 
   “Get… the fuck… out… of my house,” Wes snarled, shoving Adam into the hallway.
 
   Moments later, I heard the front door slam, and not long after that, I heard Adam’s car door slam. His tired screeched as he shot away like a bullet.
 
   “What were you thinking?” Wes shouted at me. “What if you got pregnant?”
 
   “I’ve been on the pill for two months, Dad,” I told him. “And I’m eighteen. You can’t force me to be a virgin forever.”
 
   “You… you’re a virgin?” he asked, looking as though the wind had just been knocked out of him.
 
   “Yes, Dad,” I groaned, rolling my eyes. “But not for long. I’m sick of it!”
 
   “Oh, princess,” he said, quickly softening. “Don’t be in such a hurry to grow up.”
 
   He sat down on my bed and touched my knee.
 
   “I’m going to lose my virginity, and you can’t stop me!” I said defiantly, crossing my arms over my chest.
 
   “Come on, Nikki,” he said. “You’re not really ready for this. You can’t be!”
 
   “I’m more than ready for this!” I shouted. “I’ve been ready for ages!”
 
   “Then wait until you’re with someone you love, at least,” he pleaded. 
 
   “Like who? You?” I challenged him.
 
   “Nikki, you know that’s not what I meant,” Wes said.
 
   “Oh, really? How do you know how I feel?” I asked him pointedly.
 
   Suddenly, Wes looked extremely confused.
 
   “What are you talking about?” he asked.
 
   “Don’t pretend like you don’t know,” I spat at him. “It’s painfully obvious that I’ve had a crush on you for years.”
 
   “Nikki, don’t be ridiculous. I’m your father,” he said.
 
   “Stepfather,” I reminded him. “And you’re hot as hell. Why wouldn’t I have the hots for you?”
 
   Wes cleared his throat and scooted a few inches away from me.
 
   “You don’t know what you’re saying,” he said.
 
   “I know exactly what I’m saying!” I shouted. “And if you were any kind of man, you’d fuck me right now!”
 
   “Nikki!” he chastised. “Stop this! You’re acting crazy!”
 
   “If you don’t do it, I’ll fuck the first guy I meet,” I challenged him. “I’ll go to some seedy bar and pick up a biker.”
 
   “You could get a disease!” Wes argued. “Be reasonable!”
 
   “Are you going to fuck me?” I asked point blank.
 
   “No!” he said quickly.
 
   “Fine, then stay out of my way,” I snapped, attempting to storm out of the room.
 
   Wes grabbed my arm.
 
   “You are not leaving this house, young lady,” he said sternly.
 
   “You can’t stop me, Dad. I’m eighteen, remember?”
 
   “I can stop you, and I will stop you!” he shouted.
 
   “The only way you can stop me is if you fuck me right now!” I screamed back at him.
 
   “Fine!” he yelled, and we both froze.
 
   Our eyes were wide, and our mouths both hung open. I blinked at him, and he cleared his throat uncomfortably.
 
   “Really?” I asked cautiously.
 
   Wes sighed dejectedly, and his shoulders slouched.
 
   “Yes,” he muttered. “If it means saving you from losing your virginity to some random low life, I’ll do it.”
 
   I couldn’t help but smile. Wes was unbelievably sexy, but I never in a million years thought he’d be attracted enough to me to fuck me.
 
   I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against his. I stood on my tiptoes and pushed my lips against his. At first, he resisted, but then he opened his lips and pushed his tongue into my mouth. His breath tasted like mint and beer. It was heavenly.
 
   Our kiss moved from sweet and gentle to rough and passionate very quickly. Soon, his lips were pressing against mine so hard they hurt. I lifted one leg and wrapped it around him, and I felt his erection pushing against my inner thigh.
 
   “Oh, God, I want you,” I whispered.
 
   “I’m going to fuck you good,” he groaned in my ear, and I shivered excitedly.
 
   He pushed me against the wall and lifted me up. I wrapped my legs around him, and his hardness stabbed against my panties. I was so incredibly wet that my juices were soaking through the thin fabric of my panties and dampening the front of his jeans. His tongue probed inside my mouth, and I could hardly breathe. My heart thumped wildly in my chest.
 
   He tugged at my shirt, pulling it out of the waistband of my skirt and lifting it over my head. Then he deftly unfastened my bra and tore it away, exposing my breasts. His eyes rolled over them hungrily, and he bent his head and took one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking sharply.
 
   I tangled my fingers in his hair and closed my eyes, savoring the feel of my nipple being licked and sucked. His hips began to thrust against me, pushing his hardness firmly against my soaked panties.
 
   “Fuck me,” I whispered.
 
   He wrapped his arms around me and carried me to my bed. He laid me down and collapsed on top of me, enveloping my lips in another rough kiss. His left hand stroked my hair, and his right slipped down the waistband of my panties and started to finger me.
 
   “You’re so fucking wet,” he breathed, running his tongue along my bottom lip.
 
   “I want you so bad,” I whined into his ear. “Fuck me!”
 
   “Patience, little one,” he said, his voice deep and husky. “You can’t rush these things, especially your first time.”
 
   I bit my lip and dug my fingernails into his back. I wanted him so badly my cunt was quivering with excitement, and it hurt. It was throbbing – aching. I wanted him to hurry.
 
   I felt his finger probe inside me, pushing gently, testing. He could barely squeeze one finger inside me, and he moaned excitedly. 
 
   “So tight,” he muttered.
 
   He got a little of my wetness on his finger and brought it up to my clit, sliding it up and down slowly and gently. He was driving me crazy. All I wanted was to feel his hard cock penetrate me, to tear my maidenhood to shreds and fuck me hard. 
 
   His lips closed over mine, rendering me powerless to complain. My head swam with the dizziness of excitement. I could feel my pulse pounding in my temples, and my whole body was tingling with anticipation.
 
   “Fuck me,” I begged him. “Please fuck me!”
 
   “Not yet,” he said, pushing his lips onto mine again.
 
   By then, I was squirming and writing, desperate to feel him inside me. His fingers were teasing me terribly, but he wouldn’t allow them to bring me to orgasm. I could feel my wetness soaking into my panties and dripping down my butt.
 
   His mouth found my nipple and began to suck it. I felt a jolt rush through my chest, down my torso, and then it flooded my nether region with a warm, tingling sensation that pulsed madly.
 
   “Please…” I whispered. “I need you!”
 
   He ignored me, dipping his finger back inside me and using it to trace tiny circles around the hood of my clit. His tongue swirled around my nipple, then he took it between his teeth and nibbled lightly. My hips were now trusting against his hand, and I was purring a high-pitched moan into his ear.
 
   “Daddy…” I begged. “Please fuck me now!”
 
   He looked up at me with a wildness in his eyes. His hair was disheveled and hanging in front of his vision, but behind it, I could see how crazed he was. If I’d decided I didn’t want him to do it, I don’t think I could have stopped him. A bead of sweat slid down his forehead and dripped off his nose, and he bared his teeth and thrust his hips forward, stabbing his hardness into my leg. I was frozen with fear and lust.
 
   The wild passion I saw in his eyes was both titillating and terrifying. I’d never seen a man so overcome with lust, and I must admit that while it was scary, it was also incredibly hot to know that my body was doing it to him.
 
   I felt his hand tearing my panties away from my body, and in one swift move, he deftly maneuvered between my legs. He grabbed his shaft and positioned the fat, swollen head against me. I could feel it there, pressing firmly against the opening.
 
   He looked up into my eyes, and I must have looked frightened. In his crazed state of passion, it only seemed to fuel his fire. He gritted his teeth and pushed against me. I could feel the head slip between my inner labia and it tried to push further inside, but it met resistance. 
 
   He grunted, pushing harder. I felt a sharp stinging sensation, and I sucked air in between my teeth. With one more hard thrust, my hymen ripped, and I gasped loudly and dug my fingernails into his back.
 
   “Ow!” I shrieked, tears stinging my eyes, and the bridge of my nose tingling harshly. “Ow, ow, ow!”
 
   He shoved once more, and his cock sank up to the hilt. It was buried inside my swollen, bleeding pussy, and I felt the head stuffed up against my cervix. The stinging pain continued as he thrust in and out, but it soon subsided. It was replaced by a kind of ecstasy I can only begin to describe.
 
   He wrapped his arms around me, his weight bearing down on me and practically smothering me. His hips thrust repeatedly, shoving his cock in and out. The shaft rubbed against my clit, sending tiny jolts of electricity through me. His chin was on my shoulder, and I could hear him grunting savagely in my ear. The head continued to bump against my cervix. It was painful, but the pain was also intensely pleasurable. With every thrust, a slight grunt escaped my lips.
 
   “Oh, God,” I whispered. “It feels so good.”
 
   I felt his teeth sink into the flesh of my shoulder, and he growled with an animalistic savagery. He plunged in and out of me, faster and harder, his balls slapping rapidly against my ass.
 
   “Harder,” I begged him. “Harder!”
 
   From underneath me, he put his hands on my shoulders for leverage and he slammed his cock in me harder and faster. With each trust, I could feel the tight warmness of orgasm building inside me. My teeth began to chatter, and my inner thighs began to quiver.
 
   “Ohhhh,” I purred as my legs began to tremble uncontrollably. “I’m going to cum, Daddy!”
 
   As my pussy began to pulsate around his cock, I heard him begin to groan loudly. His shaft began to throb angrily inside me as he shot load after load of hot, sticky cum inside my belly. I could feel my orgasm tightening inside me, sending warm surges of intense pleasure shooting through my body. I screamed and bucked against him, thrusting my hips in an attempt to swallow every last inch of his cock inside me.
 
   We shuddered together, panting and humping against one another. Finally, we both relaxed, and he rolled off me. I was so weak and spent I could barely move. 
 
   “That… was… incredible…” I panted.
 
   “You were so fucking tight,” Wes said. “I’ve never had a virgin before.”
 
   “I was your first virgin?” I asked.
 
   “Yep. And it was amazing.”
 
   I smiled and snuggled closer to him, resting my hand on his chest. He smelled manly, and his breath was still rapid and uneven.
 
   “I’m so glad you were my first, Dad,” I told him honestly. 
 
   “I told you it was a bad idea to jump into it with some inexperienced boy,” he said.
 
   “You were right,” I agreed. “I can’t imagine a better first time.”
 
   We were still and quiet for a while, and then something occurred to me. I had to satisfy my curiosity.
 
   “So, Dad... why did you come home early from your trip?” I asked.
 
   “Work called. I have to be there in the morning. Someone quit,” he answered. “I told your Mom to just stay and have fun.”
 
   “That was sweet of you,” I told him.
 
   “Well, there’s no sense in her weekend getting ruined because I have to work,” he said.
 
   “So that means you’re home all weekend, but she’s not?” I asked.
 
   “Yep,” he agreed.
 
   I smiled coyly. We had the whole weekend alone.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   We fell asleep together, our naked bodies melding together almost as one. When the morning sun began to warm my face, I remembered the fun we’d had the night before and I smiled, running my fingers down his bare chest. Then I gasped and shot up, looking at the clock.
 
   “Oh, my God! Dad!” I shrieked, and his head shot up quickly. “What time did you have to be at work?”
 
   “Eight thirty,” he answered.
 
   “It’s nine fifteen!” I said.
 
   “Oh, shit,” he muttered, jumping to his feet and hurriedly yanking on his pants.
 
   I heard the phone ringing down the hallway, and I ran to it.
 
   “Hello?” I answered.
 
   “Yes, I’m calling for Adam Dayton,” said a woman’s voice.
 
   I mind reeled. I needed to think of an excuse quickly. I didn’t want him to lose his job because of me.
 
   “He’s sick,” I said quickly. “I’m… taking him to the emergency room right now. Might be food poisoning.”
 
   “Oh, dear!” she gasped. “Well, I hope he’s alright. I’ll see if I can find someone to cover for him. Please tell him I hope he gets well soon.”
 
   “Okay, thanks,” I said, and I hung up.
 
   Adam came rushing down the hallway with his toothbrush hanging out of his mouth. He was searching frantically for something.
 
   “Calm down, I got you out of work today,” I told him.
 
   “What? How?” he mumbled, the toothbrush still sticking out.
 
   “I told them you were sick and I was taking you to the emergency room,” I explained.
 
   “Shit! How am I going to explain it when I don’t have a doctor’s excuse?” he demanded.
 
   “You’ll have one,” I said quickly. “We’ll take you to the emergency room, get an excuse, and then we’ll have the whole weekend together.”
 
   He took the toothbrush out of his mouth and opened his mouth to object, but then he looked thoughtful.
 
   “That could work,” he admitted.
 
   “Yeah, so get ready and we’ll go get this over with,” I told him.
 
   He headed down the hallway to get ready, and I went to take a quick shower. I wanted to be clean and ready when we got back.
 
   It didn’t take long in the emergency room. It turns out Saturday mornings are pretty slow in the E.R. We got back around lunchtime, but neither of us were hungry – at least, not for food. We were making out before the front door was even closed.
 
   My hands grasped his face and pulled him toward me. I parted my lips, and he slipped his tongue between them. He pushed me against he closed door with a bang, and I felt his hardness pushing against my thigh. I reached down and felt it through his jeans, and it pulsed frantically in my hand.
 
   His lips trailed down my face and toward my neck. I felt his kisses like warm butterfly wings against my skin, and I could feel his hot breath in my ear. I shivered.
 
   “How do you want it?” he asked me, his gruff voice rough and sexy in my ear.
 
   “I like it rough,” I said. “I want you to tell me I’m your bitch, throw me down, and fuck me hard. I want you to use me. Bend me over and fuck me doggy style, and do it hard. Grab my hair and use it like reins. Look me in the eye and tell me in no uncertain terms that I’m YOUR bitch, ONLY your bitch, and nobody else’s bitch, and I better damn well do what you say, because you’re the boss. There’s no other man in the world who can tame me. I don’t take orders from anyone… anyone but you. I never have, and I never will. So you put me in my place, fuck me hard, fuck me rough, and then, when it’s all over, kiss me.”
 
   “Wow, little girl,” he said, looking at me with complete shock. “That’s pretty shocking coming from a girl who was a virgin less than twenty-four hours ago!”
 
   “It’s something I’ve always felt,” I told him. “I’ve wanted this from you for so long. You have no idea.”
 
   “Well, I think I can certainly oblige,” he said with a grin, and he swept me into his arms and headed down the hallway with my arms wrapped tightly around his neck.
 
   He kicked open his bedroom door and swept me over to the bed. He tossed me roughly onto it, and then climbed on top of me, pinning my wrists to the bed above my head. His lips pushed against mine fiercely – so fiercely I tasted the salty bite of blood on the inside of my lips. He kissed me wildly, passionately, and although my lips ached, I couldn’t get enough of it.
 
   I could feel his hardness pressing against my thigh. I squirmed underneath him, trying to get it between my legs. I wanted to feel it against the fabric of my panties.
 
   He knew what I wanted, so he maneuvered himself between my legs. He used his knee to push my legs apart, and then he pushed his hardness against the thin, damp fabric of my panties.
 
   “You want it inside you?” he asked me, grabbing my chin roughly with his hand and forcing me to look into his eyes.
 
   “Yes!” I gasped desperately.
 
   “Yes, what?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I replied.
 
   “That’s better,” he growled.
 
   He kissed my neck, his hot breath ragged and sexy on my skin. He began to unbutton my blouse, kissing my chest and my stomach with each button he unfastened. His lips were driving me wild. He tore at my shirt savagely, and the remaining buttons popped off and flew to the floor. His teeth nibbled sharply at my skin.
 
   He slid my bra up, exposing my breasts. His lips closed over one nipple, sucking it sharply, and causing me to wince. His hands slid up and down the length of my torso, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.
 
   “Fuck me, Daddy,” I begged him.
 
   “I will when I’m good and ready!” he snapped.
 
   He moved down the bed, positioning himself between my legs. He pushed my skirt up and placed his lips on the outside of my panties, just below my pubic mound. I could feel his intensely hot breath through my panties, and it made the tingling in my pubic area intensify.
 
   Adam’s teeth sank lightly into my panties as he gnawed gently at my clit. They scraped against it, and it began to throb angrily. His fingers curled inside the waistband of my panties, and I lifted my hips in anticipation of him pulling them down. However, he continued to breathe warmly through the fabric and nibble at me, teasing me terribly.
 
   At long last, he finally pulled my panties down. I wiggled my butt to help him remove them, and he tossed them across the room. He turned his eyes up toward mine as if to warn me to behave, and then he looked down at my glistening labia, which were moist with my juices.
 
   He put his hands on the back of my thighs and pushed upward, and then he grabbed my inner thighs and pushed them downward. I grabbed the backs of my knees to hold my legs into his chosen position.
 
   His fingers spread my labia apart, and his head dipped. I felt an exciting surge as his warm, wet tongue made contact with my swollen clit. He touched the tip of his tongue lightly against it, brushing it across the surface like a feather. He was a master at teasing.
 
   One of his fingers penetrated me, and it curled upward and began to massage my G-spot. His tongue touched my clit with slightly more pressure, but still it did little more than tease me. I groaned woefully, lifting my hips toward his face.
 
   “Patience, Nikki,” he said firmly.
 
   His finger worked in and out of me, fucking me gently and still massaging my G-spot. I felt a deep warmth swelling inside me, spreading out through my labia and making my clit pulse with anticipation.
 
   His tongue began to swirl lightly around my clit, flicking up over the hood, and back down over the head. His finger began to move faster, and his tongue was moving more rapidly.
 
   Adam finally pressed his tongue firmly against my clit and began to lick up and down with strong pressure. He pushed a second finger inside me and pushed up against my G-spot, rubbing his tongue flat against me. I felt the warmth of an orgasm building behind my labia.
 
   “Oh my God,” I breathed. “I’m going to cum!”
 
   My legs began to shake, and my whole pussy began to quiver. Intense pleasure spread through me, and I gasped as orgasm flooded through my entire body.
 
   As my orgasm began to subside, Adam quickly unzipped his pants and wiggled them off into the floor. He pulled his shirt over his head and discarded it, and then he bent over me, forcing my lips apart with his tongue and making me taste my own juices.
 
   “You taste sweet, like honey,” he commented.
 
   I nodded and purred lightly in agreement. His cock slipped between my labia, rubbing firmly against my clit. It slipped up and down easily, lubricated slick by my wetness. 
 
   “I want it inside me,” I whispered.
 
   His mouth closed over mine, silencing me. He grabbed my wrists and pushed them over my head again, pinning me down firmly. He growled savagely and bit my lip, and I gasped with anticipation.
 
   I felt it pushing harder against me, yet still failing to penetrate me. My entire body was writhing with desire, and I tried desperately to pull him inside me. 
 
   “Please,” I begged. “I need you inside me!”
 
   “Enough!” he snarled, grabbing a handful of my hair and snapping my head backward. “You do what I say. You’re my little bitch, remember?”
 
   “Oh, yes, Daddy!” I agreed.
 
   He roughly pushed my legs further apart with his knee, and he stabbed my inner thigh with his rock hard cock. I was losing control. I wanted nothing more than to feel his cock inside me, and to hear his moans of pleasure as he orgasmed.
 
   “Are you ready for it?” he growled.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I answered.
 
   He reached down and grasped the hard shaft firmly, guiding it toward my throbbing cunt. I felt the head against me, and I struggled to open myself to allow it inside.
 
   He was still insistent on teasing me. He pushed his hips forward slowly, shoving his cock inside me one long, slow inch at a time. It took him nearly a minute to guide the entire thing inside me, and then he began to pull it out just as slowly. My entire body was screaming for him to fuck me hard and fast, but he was deliberately torturing me.
 
   I whined pathetically, “Pleeeeease fuck me!”
 
   “What’s wrong, little girl?” he asked playfully. “Not hard enough for you?”
 
   “No, sir.”
 
   “Then how do you want it?” he teased.
 
   “Harder,” I begged. “Faster!”
 
   “Like this?” he asked, speeding up ever so slightly.
 
   “Harder!”
 
   “How about this?” he asked, fucking me just a little harder.
 
   “Harder!” I shouted, pounding the bed with my fist.
 
   A wicked grin spread across his face, and he grabbed my legs and withdrew his cock. He paused for a moment, before plunging the full length of it deep inside me, slamming against my cervix forcefully and knocking the wind out of my lungs. Now, he was plunging in and out of my dripping cunt at breakneck speed. Every thrust was both painful and intensely pleasurable. He was stretching my tightness to the brink.
 
   “Oh, yes!” I moaned. “Yes, fuck me!”
 
   “You like that, bitch?” he snarled, wrapping one hand around my throat and squeezing lightly.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Mmm, I bet you do. Because you’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “How dirty are you?” he demanded.
 
   “So dirty,” I purred.
 
   He slapped me lightly on the cheek.
 
   “Tell me how dirty,” he urged.
 
   “I’m so dirty, I want to swallow your cum,” I said.
 
   “Oh, you do, huh?” he asked, his voice strained. “Alright, open up!”
 
   I opened my mouth, and he moved up to kneel over me. He stroked his cock rapidly, groaning loudly. Moments later, I felt the tickle of his cum hitting the back of my throat, and I tasted the warm saltiness of it on my tongue. I gulped eagerly, swallowing every last precious drop as he grunted and groaned, emptying his entire load into my throat. Then he sat back on my chest.
 
   “You know, I’m going to miss this when your Mom’s home,” he said once he’d caught his breath. “You’re a good little fuck.”
 
   “You don’t have to miss it,” I said. “I’ll fuck you anytime, anywhere. You just come take it whenever you want it.”
 
   “Mmm, damn right,” he growled. “You’re my little slut, aren’t you?”
 
   “Yes, Daddy,” I agreed. “Any time you want it, you just fucking take it!”
 
   “I’ll do that,” he said, smiling eagerly.
 
   “My body is yours, Daddy,” I said. “Do anything you want with it.”
 
   “Anything?”
 
   “Yes, Daddy. Anything.”
 
   He twisted his mouth into a wry grin and began to think of all the possibilities.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   My mother and Lacey’s father got married when we were both twelve years old. I’d always had a bit of a crush on her, but she was my step-sister. It thought it would be wrong to actually pursue her. I was content to peep at her in the shower now and then, and I left it at that.
 
   When I was eighteen, a friend of mine told me he’d just popped his stepsister’s cherry. I was completely shocked, but the thought of having Lacey that way was intriguing. She had just turned eighteen, and I knew she was still a virgin because I heard her discussing it on the phone with her best friend, Amanda.
 
   During the conversation, she told Amanda that she wanted to lose her virginity, but she was scared. She also thought it was wrong to have sex outside marriage, but she was conflicted. She was definitely curious, but hesitant.
 
   After hearing my friend’s story, I knew I had to try to seduce her. Lacey had been in practically every sexual fantasy I’d ever had. Now that I felt liberated from the bonds of propriety, she was all I could think about.
 
   Our parents had gone out for their weekly date night, and Lacey and I were home alone. She was watching television and munching popcorn in a long sweater and panties. It wasn’t unusual for Lacey to walk around in something that barely covered her, and I took advantage of that whenever I could by sneaking looks up her skirt.
 
   “Hey, Lace,” I said casually, sitting down and nabbing a handful of popcorn.
 
   “Hey, Jace,” she muttered, her eyes glued to the television.
 
   Lace and Jace… those were our nicknames for each other. We’d been calling each other that for years.
 
   “Good movie?” I asked her.
 
   “Mmm,” she mumbled dismissively, still watching the screen intently.
 
   I was trying to think of a way to make my move when it just so happened that her movie did the work for me. The two main characters began to make out, and before long, they were involved in a passionate sex scene. Lacey’s eyes widened, and her lips parted slightly. I could tell she was getting excited.
 
   “Wow, that’s hot,” I said.
 
   “Yeah,” she agreed.
 
   “You ever done anything like that?” I asked.
 
   “Huh?” she asked, her eyes still transfixed on the set.
 
   “Have you ever… you know… done what they’re doing?” I asked her.
 
   “No,” she answered, finally looking at me. “Have you?”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “Really?” she asked. “You’re… a virgin?”
 
   “Yeah. Is that so hard to believe?”
 
   “Well, yeah. I mean… you’re a guy.”
 
   I laughed aloud and said, “So?”
 
   “I just thought guys did it young or something.”
 
   “I guess most do,” I agreed. “I’m not most guys, though.”
 
   “That’s true,” she admitted. “So why haven’t you, anyway?”
 
   “I just haven’t found the right girl,” I lied. “I want my first time to be with the right girl. Maybe with someone I love. Someone I might marry.”
 
   I thought it might have been my imagination, but Lacey seemed to perk up a little at this statement.
 
   “Me, too,” she breathed. “I want my first time to be with the guy I’m going to marry.”
 
   “Hey, if we don’t lose our virginities soon, maybe we should just get married,” I teased.
 
   “That would be sick,” she said, making a disgusted face.
 
   “Why? It’s not like we’re really related.”
 
   “Yeah, but… we’re stepsiblings. It’s… gross.”
 
   “It’s not gross. People marry their stepsiblings all the time. Woody Allen married his stepdaughter.”
 
   “We’re not Woody Allen,” she said, rolling her eyes.
 
   The sex scene on the television intensified, and Lacey turned her eyes back toward it. I noticed her start to squirm slightly, her hips wiggling almost imperceptibly.
 
   “So you don’t think about having sex?” I asked her.
 
   “Of course I think about it,” she answered. “I just haven’t had the right opportunity. Do you think about it?”
 
   “All the time,” I admitted. “It’s hard not to.”
 
   She suddenly looked intrigued.
 
   “I’ve heard that about guys. Is it really that difficult not to think about sex?”
 
   “Yeah, it really is that difficult. I got turned on by a watermelon once.”
 
   Lacey burst into a fit of laughter.
 
   “Seriously?”
 
   “Yeah, seriously,” I admitted. “It’s not really funny, though.”
 
   “No. It really is funny. It’s really, really funny!” she giggled.
 
   “It wouldn’t be funny if you knew how hard it is to deal with wanting something so badly and not being able to do it.”
 
   She immediately turned serious. Her face was curious, and she tilted her head sideways and examined me closely.
 
   “Do you ever… I mean…” she seemed like she was struggling to find the words.
 
   “Spit it out, Lace.”
 
   “Okay, fine. Do you ever get turned on when you look at me?” she asked.
 
   My face burned, and I knew it must be bright red.
 
   “You do!” she shrieked with glee.
 
   “Yeah, sorry. I can’t help it,” I told her, looking away.
 
   “It’s alright,” she said quietly. “I have a confession to make.”
 
   “Alright. I’m all ears.”
 
   “I’ve watched you jerking off in your room a few times,” she blurted out.
 
   My face burned hotter than ever.
 
   “Are you serious?”
 
   “Yeah. I accidentally walked in on you once, and you didn’t notice. So I watched you through a crack in the door. It was so hot that I…” she paused.
 
   “You what?” I asked breathlessly.
 
   “I kinda went back to my room and did it, too,” she admitted.
 
   “You masturbated? Because of me?” I gasped.
 
   She nodded.
 
   “God, I wish I could have seen that,” I told her.
 
   “What if you could?” she asked.
 
   “Could what?” I asked stupidly.
 
   “See me… do that…”
 
   I felt my eyes bug out, and my jaw dropped.
 
   “I…” I tried to speak, but I couldn’t.
 
   “I like watching you,” she told me. “I know it’s… like… sick or something. But I can’t help it. So… what if you do it and I do it… and we just watch each other? That wouldn’t be wrong, right?”
 
   “No, that wouldn’t be wrong,” I said.
 
   “So… do you want to?” she asked.
 
   “Of course I want to,” I said, marveling at the stupidity of her question.
 
   She flushed pink.
 
   “You first,” she said.
 
   I flushed.
 
   “This is embarrassing,” I admitted.
 
   “Come on,” she begged. “Please?”
 
   Lacey turned her body to face me, and I could see her panties underneath her sweater. My cock began to throb, and I wanted so badly to see her touch herself. I knew the only way to get her to do it was to start myself. Courageously, I pulled my sweatpants and boxers down and released my hard dick. I took it in my hand, took a deep breath, and began to stroke it.
 
   “What does it feel like?” she asked curiously, her eyes wide and fixated on it.
 
   “I don’t know,” I told her. “It feels… good.”
 
   She watched me stroking it for a moment, and then she leaned back against the arm of the couch and slowly stuck her hand inside her panties. I could see the outline of her hand underneath the fabric, and it started to move up and down.
 
   “Oh, my God,” I muttered, watching her touch herself. “Is it wet?”
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “It’s really wet.”
 
   “Can I see it?” I asked boldly.
 
   “No!” she hissed.
 
   “You can see mine,” I reminded her.
 
   “Shut up and do it,” she demanded.
 
   Not wanting to ruin the moment, I complied. She leaned back and pushed her hips a little closer to me, lying further back but still watching me rub my cock. I could see her hand starting to move a little faster, and her chest rose and fell with labored breathing. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her full lips. I wanted to see her beautiful breasts. I wanted to fuck her.
 
   “Lacey…” I whispered, stroking my cock faster.
 
   She moaned softly, her hand moving even faster inside her panties. As she fingered herself, she pulled her panties aside and I caught brief glimpses of her labia. I wanted her so badly I could hardly contain myself.
 
   “I want to fuck you,” I said bravely.
 
   “Shh!” she whispered.
 
   “God damn it! I want to fuck you!” I grunted.
 
   “Ohh…” she moaned, tilting her head back and grinding her hips against her hand.
 
   I could tell she was nearing orgasm already, and my throbbing cock wanted to be inside her virgin pussy. In an instant, I was on top of her. My cock pressed against her hand.
 
   “What are you doing?” she gasped.
 
   “Please, Lacey,” I begged her. “I want to fuck you!”
 
   “No! Jason, that’s sick!” she snapped.
 
   “Lacey, please. I need to fuck you. Please!”
 
   “Jason, I…” she paused.
 
   “You know you want to,” I told her. “And I need you so bad I can’t stand it! Please, Lacey!”
 
   “Don’t ask me to do this,” she begged. “I want to, but I…”
 
   “If you want to, then do it!” I urged her.
 
   My hard cock pulsated and throbbed against her hand, and I bent my head down and tried to kiss her. She quickly turned her head to the side, and I got a mouth full of hair.
 
   “Stop!” she demanded, pushing me off into the floor.
 
   She fled from the room, and I heard her bedroom door slam. I collapsed back and sighed heavily. I had been so close to having her, so close to taking her virginity and giving her mine. I wanted to chase after her. I wanted to burst into her room and tear her clothes from her body and fuck her until she begged for mercy. But I would not force myself on her. If she truly didn’t want me, I had to respect it.
 
   I headed for the comfort of my own bedroom and locked the door behind me. I crawled into bed and closed my eyes, picturing her rubbing her pussy underneath her panties, and I made myself cum. Somehow, it wasn’t the same.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Things were awkward for a few days. Lacey refused to make eye contact, and she hardly spoke to me at all. I wanted to apologize, but it order to do that, I would have had to acknowledge what happened. It seemed that Lacey just wanted to forget.
 
   On Friday night, Lacey had a date. He was a sophomore in college, and she’d had a crush on him since he was a senior in high school. When he asked her out, she squealed excitedly after she hung up the phone.
 
   For hours, she flitted around the house getting ready. Our parents were headed out for date night again, and I was going to be stuck home alone with nothing to do. I sulked broodingly, my arms crossed in front of my chest, as I watched her bouncing around the house preparing for her date.
 
   Our parents left at eight o’clock, and her date was supposed to arrive at eight-thirty. By nine-fifteen, he still hadn’t shown up, and Lacey was pacing around the living room, shifting the curtains to stare out at the street every time headlights passed our house.
 
   “Where is he?” she lamented, glancing at the clock on the mantle.
 
   “Why don’t you call him?” I suggested.
 
   “What? And seem desperate?” she groaned. “I can’t do that.”
 
   “Just tell him you were afraid something happened to him,” I said.
 
   “No way,” she said.
 
   “Suit yourself,” I muttered, flicking the power button on the remote to turn on the television.
 
   At around nine-thirty, the phone rang.
 
   “Answer it,” Lacey commanded me.
 
   I rolled my eyes and sighed, reaching for the cordless receiver on the coffee table.
 
   “Hello?” I answered.
 
   “Is Lacey there?” asked a male voice.
 
   “I think so,” I said, playing along with Lacey’s childish game. “Let me check. Lacey! Lacey!”
 
   Lacey stared at me for several seconds, and then her hand shot toward me. I slapped the phone into her hand moodily.
 
   “Hello?” she asked, trying to make her voice sound cheerful. “Oh, hi, Mike! No, it’s okay. I understand.”
 
   Her face suddenly fell.
 
   “Oh,” she said weakly. “I see. Alright. Another time, sure. Bye.”
 
   She pressed the button to hang up the phone, and she let it drop absently to the floor. She looked dazed, and I noticed her eyes start to glisten. She dropped to the couch and buried her face in her hands.
 
   “Hey,” I said gently, scooting over beside her. “Hey, it’s okay.”
 
   I put my arm around her, and she turned and buried her face in my shoulder, sobbing uncontrollably.
 
   “What happened, Lace? What’d he say?”
 
   “He said the first girl he asked out – the girl he apparently really wanted to go out with but turned him down – called him back and said she could go after all,” she croaked, her voice muffled by my shoulder. “I was his second choice!”
 
   “What?” I gasped. “Dude’s a moron!”
 
   Lacey continue to cry, her shoulders shaking, barely able to breathe. Her hands clung to the fabric of my t-shirt and squeezed ferociously.
 
   “Hey, hey,” I said softly. “Look. This dude’s an idiot. You’re nobody’s second choice!”
 
   Lacey sniffled and wiped her eyes with her hands. She looked up at me meekly, and I could see mascara smeared all around her eyes.
 
   “Really?” she squeaked.
 
   “Really!” I said vehemently. “Anyone who would see you as a second choice is a real dumb ass!”
 
   In an instant, I felt her lips pressed against mine. She pressed her body against me, and I could taste the fruitiness of her lip gloss. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she pushed me back onto the couch, lying on top of me and pushing her tongue into my mouth.
 
   I wasn’t sure how to respond. One part of me wanted to use this as an opportunity to get into her pants, but the other part – the part that loved her and cared about her as my stepsister – wanted to call a halt to everything out of respect. After all, she’d just been jilted quite badly. My love for her won out.
 
   “Lacey,” I gasped, pushing her back. “Hey, stop!”
 
   A tear slipped down her cheek, and she looked wounded.
 
   “I thought this was what you wanted,” she whispered.
 
   “It is, but I…”
 
   “I’m not good enough for you, either!” she shrieked, struggling to her feet.
 
   “That’s not…” I started to deny, but she had already fled to her room and slammed the door.
 
   I headed down the hallway and knocked gently on her door.
 
   “Go away,” she groaned, her voice muffled as though she were speaking into her pillow.
 
   “Lacey, talk to me,” I called through the door.
 
   “I said go away!” she called back.
 
   I twisted the doorknob and pushed against the door. It wasn’t locked. Lacey was lying on her bed, her face smashed into her pillow. Her short skirt was hiked up, revealing her butt and giving me a peek at her lacy panties. I tried to ignore them.
 
   “Lace,” I whispered, sitting down beside her and placing my hand on her back. “Please talk to me.”
 
   She sniffled.
 
   “Look, I just didn’t want to take advantage of you,” I told her. “I can’t stand to see you hurting like this.”
 
   “I thought you just didn’t want me,” she muttered into her pillow.
 
   “That’s crazy! I’ve wanted you for years!” I said.
 
   She sniffled again, and sat up. Her beautiful blue eyes still glittered with tears.
 
   “Really?” she asked.
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Why what?” I asked her.
 
   “Why have you wanted me for years?”
 
   “Because you’re beautiful, sexy, smart, funny… why wouldn’t I want you? Why wouldn’t any guy want you?”
 
   “Oh, Jace!” she shrieked, throwing her arms around my neck. “Thank you!”
 
   “That guy’s a moron,” I said again. “Seriously. He’s completely stupid.”
 
   “Yeah, he is,” she agreed.
 
   “How about some ice cream?” I asked her. “Double chocolate brownie chunk, your favorite.”
 
   “You remember my favorite ice cream?” she asked, her voice barely audible.
 
   “Of course I do,” he said. “You always go for it when you’re upset. Why do you think I never touch it?”
 
   “I thought you hated it,” she said.
 
   “It’s my favorite, too,” I admitted.
 
   “And you don’t eat it because you’re saving it for me?” she gasped as though it were the most chivalrous thing she’d ever heard of.
 
   “It’s no big deal, Lace.”
 
   “Oh, my God,” she gushed. “You are so sweet!”
 
   She squeezed my neck again, and she hopped up off her bed and headed down the hallway toward the kitchen. When I walked into the room, she had the ice cream container in one hand, and two spoons in the other. She bumped against the silverware drawer with her hip to close it and smiled at me, beckoning me to follow her into the living room.
 
   She sat down on the couch and tossed the ice cream lid onto the coffee table. I sat beside her, and she handed me one of the spoons.
 
   “Dig in,” she told me.
 
   The two of us sat in silence enjoying the cool, sweet flavor of the ice cream. She closed her eyes several times and looked almost orgasmic. I leaned back against the arm of the couch and watched her. In a few minutes, she scooted closer to me and leaned back against me. She held the ice cream in her lap and continued to eat it. I lowered my head and rested my nose against the top of her head, enjoying the sweet, floral fragrance of her shampoo.
 
   “Jason, can I ask you a question?” she asked.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Did you… finish… the other night?”
 
   “Finish?”
 
   “Yeah. Did you… finish masturbating?”
 
   “Oh, that. Yeah.”
 
   “Me, too,” she admitted.
 
   “I thought you’d be too upset to,” I told her.
 
   “I was upset,” she said. “But I think I was more upset that we didn’t finish together than anything. I… I thought about you when I did it.”
 
   Lacey dropped her spoon into the ice cream container and tossed it onto the coffee table. She crossed her arms in front of her and leaned back against me again.
 
   “I’m sorry if I upset you that night,” I said. “I don’t know what got into me.”
 
   She sighed.
 
   “Jace, I wasn’t mad at you,” she explained. “I was afraid I would lose control. I wanted to, but I just think it’s wrong.”
 
   “Why? Like I said, we’re not really related.”
 
   “But we’ve been called brother and sister since we were twelve,” she said. “Don’t you think it’s a little… I don’t know… creepy?”
 
   “No, not really. It’s pretty common, actually.”
 
   “Is it?”
 
   “Yeah. You know my friend Pete?”
 
   “That blonde guy with the tattoo?”
 
   “Yeah, him,” I said.
 
   “What about him?”
 
   “He and his stepsister just did it recently.”
 
   “Jackie?” she gasped. “Pete and Jackie did it?”
 
   “Yep. He said they might get married.”
 
   “Really? What did their parents say?” Lacey whispered.
 
   “They’re happy about it.”
 
   “Whoa, seriously?”
 
   “Apparently so, yeah.”
 
   “Wow… Pete and Jackie.”
 
   “You see, it’s not that weird. And Pete said he heard that Tim Norris and his stepsister Amy got married last year.”
 
   “Tim Norris… he was the quarterback who was a senior when we were freshmen, right?”
 
   “Yep. He and Amy got married and she’s expecting their first child.”
 
   “Hmm,” Lacey murmured, clearly thinking about the situation.
 
   I hoped that by hearing some people were knew had done it, that it might not be such a big deal to her. I looked down at her, and I could see her breasts rise and fall as she breathed. I wanted to touch them, but I managed to restrain myself. Instead, I wrapped my arms around her and held her comfortingly.
 
   “Maybe it’s not so weird,” she muttered after a few moments.
 
   “It’s not,” I told her. “It’s not weird at all. It’s totally normal.”
 
   “Hmm,” she muttered again.
 
   I squeezed her tightly and used my cheek to brush her hair away from her ear. Resting my chin on her shoulder, I let my warm breath graze against her ear and neck ever so delicately. She tensed up briefly, and then relaxed and sighed.
 
   “I guess it wouldn’t be so weird,” she mumbled.
 
   “No,” I agreed. “It definitely wouldn’t be.”
 
   My heart was pounding relentlessly in my chest, and I could see the roundness of her breasts as I looked down inside her shirt. I had never touched them before, and I hadn’t never seen them except from the side when she was undressing for a shower. It was immensely difficult to resist touching them.
 
   “Would you kiss me again?” she asked suddenly.
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “I’m sure.”
 
   “Okay,” I agreed.
 
   Lacey turned around and pushed herself onto her knees. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her face approached mine awkwardly. Our noses bumped, and she let out a sharp noise in surprise. Then I felt her lips against mine. My eyes closed, and I felt her tongue slip inside my mouth.
 
   Her lips were warm and moist, and her tongue was soft and gentle. She swirled it around inside my mouth, and I slipped my hands up the back of her shirt and felt the smooth skin of her back. She climbed on top of me an straddled me, her kiss becoming deeper and more passionate. Cautiously, I let my hands slide around from her back and up to cup her breasts. She moaned softly, and I could feel her nipples harden under the silky fabric of her bra.
 
   “Lacey…” I breathed as her lips found my neck. “Oh, Lacey.”
 
   My cock stiffened inside my pants, and it pressed insistently against the fabric of her panties. I could feel the bump of her mound underneath them, and I thrust my hips, rubbing the hardness against her. She gasped aloud, and then froze Her face was contorted with horror. Once again, she raced toward her room and slammed the door.
 
   I sighed heavily. I wasn’t sure what had gone wrong. As I sat there on the couch contemplating the situation, my dick slowly softened. I put the ice cream away and slipped the spoons into the dishwasher, retiring into my room to take care of myself once more.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Around three o’clock in the morning, I woke up and had a sudden rush of excitement. I was determined to get in Lacey’s pants, and I crept down the hallway into her room. Part of me felt like a creepy perv sneaking into her room like that, but I wanted her so badly I just couldn’t stop myself.
 
   I dropped to my knees beside her bed. I lifted her covers and peered carefully underneath. She was lying on her back with her nightgown pushed up above her stomach, revealing pink floral panties. Cautiously, I slipped my hand under the covers and laid my hand over her lower abdomen. She stirred briefly, and then went motionless.
 
   Very carefully, I let my hand slip underneath the waistband of her panties. I could feel a slight tuft of hair, but her mound was mostly smooth. Slowly, I let my hand slide further into her panties. My fingers were over her pussy lips, and I prodded gently, trying to open them.
 
   Finally, my middle finger managed to slip inside her labia, and I felt the warm moistness of her slit. My finger pressed against her clit, and I rubbed it gently. She muttered something in her sleep, and I tensed. But she fell silent once more and I continued. I slipped my finger just inside her pussy, gathering a small amount of the wet juices which were just beginning to flow. I pulled my wet finger up to her clit and began to massage is gently. A very light gasp escaped her lips, but she didn’t awaken.
 
   My finger slipped back and forth over her button, slowly at first, and then increasing in speed. Her hips began to writhe back and forth, and she moaned quietly. I wanted to taste her. I had never licked a girl’s pussy before, and I was overwhelmed with the desire to taste her sweetness.
 
   Very slowly, I lifted her covers out of the way and let them fall off the end of the bed Her breasts were round and tempting underneath the fabric of her nightgown, and her flat stomach rose and fell temptingly with each breath. Anxiously, I grasped the waistband of her panties and tugged. It was difficult, but I managed to slip them off without waking her.
 
   I lied down on my stomach at the foot of her bed and gently pushed her legs apart. Using my fingers, I pulled her pussy lips apart and saw her cunt for the first time. The lips were bald and smooth, her button was erect and glistening, and her lips were pink and rosy. I lowered my face and sniffed, breathing her glorious scent. My tongue pressed cautiously against her clit. A light gasp escaped her lips, and I flicked my tongue against it.
 
   At first, I teased her clit slowly and gently. My tongue barely touched her, and it moved lazily up and down. Her breathing began to speed up, and my tongue moved faster in response. I swirled it around and around her clit in circles, and her hips began to thrust against me in response.
 
   My cock was rock hard, and I began to rub it against her bed. I could just imagine myself sliding my hard cock inside her juicy virgin pussy, tearing her maidenhood and shooting my load inside her. I wanted her to cum.
 
   I pressed my tongue flat against her clit and began to rub it up and down, pushing hard against her. She groaned loudly, and her heels dug into her mattress, pushing her pussy against my face. My tongue moved faster and faster, and her breath began to escape in shuddering gasps. Her legs trembled, and I could feel her entire crotch throbbing under my tongue. She gasped loudly, and her entire body began to tremble as she orgasmed. Somehow, my a miracle from God, she didn’t wake up.
 
   My cock was aching painfully, and it throbbed and pulsed, desperate to thrust inside her tight, wet cunt. I knew I could take her – I could shove my hard cock inside her and take her virginity before she even knew what happened. But I couldn’t do that to her. I felt guilty enough taking advantage of her while she was sleeping, even though I’d just given her an incredible orgasm. As desperately as I wanted to fuck her, I couldn’t do it that way. I wouldn’t.
 
   Feeling the sting of guilt and remorse, I tried to put her panties back on her. She stirred several times, and I knew there was no way I could get them back on her without waking her. I couldn’t leave her panties there for her to find, so I slipped them in my pocket and pulled her blankets back over her.
 
   Back in my room, I held her panties to my nose and breathed deeply. Her scent lingered on them, and it tempted me. I remembered the honey sweet taste of her juices on my tongue, and the shuddering gasps she made when she orgasmed, and I came with her panties still covering my face.
 
   The next morning, she greeted me at the breakfast table as though nothing unusual had happened. I don’t know what she thought when she woke up with no panties on, but she didn’t ask me about it. I felt I’d gotten away with it, and I made up my mind to never touch her without permission again.
 
   I was aching to get her alone again, but our parents were home for most of the week. It was Thursday night before they left again – to attend a cocktail party at the home of my dad’s boss.
 
   After they left, I sat down on the couch and picked up the remote. I turned the television on and started switching through the channels, hoping Lacey would join me. Sure enough, she sauntered into the room wearing nothing but her long sweater and panties. She plopped down on the couch beside me and tossed her legs over my lap.
 
   “What’s on?” she asked.
 
   “There’s a dirty movie on Skinemax,” I said slyly.
 
   “Ooo! Sounds good!” she said.
 
   I turned the channel, and we watched as a guy banged his secretary on his desk. Her large breasts bounced as he pounded against her, and she moaned loudly, repeating, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”
 
   “That’s so fake,” Lacey muttered.
 
   “How do you know?” I asked her.
 
   She blushed.
 
   “Well, I don’t,” she admitted. “But it just seems really fake for her to be saying ‘Yes, Yes’ over and over.”
 
   “I guess so.”
 
   “What? You like that?” she asked incredulously.
 
   “Well, it’s nice when she sounds like she really likes it,” I explained.
 
   “Even if it sounds fake like that?”
 
   “It doesn’t really sound all that fake to me.”
 
   She scoffed.
 
   “I’d never made noises like that,” she said. “It would be really embarrassing.”
 
   “Really?” I teased. “How about we find out?”
 
   “You wish!”
 
   “I do, as a matter of fact,” I told her.
 
   She was quiet, contemplative.
 
   “Jace, I have to confess something,” she said.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   “I was awake when you came into my room.”
 
   My stomach lurched, and I felt my face burning.
 
   “It’s okay, I’m not mad. I… I enjoyed it.”
 
   “Really? Well… can I do it again?” I asked, hopeful.
 
   “No, I don’t think so. I… I almost let you go too far.”
 
   “I won’t go any further than you let me,” I promised her.
 
   “But I’m afraid I’ll let you go farther than I want you to.”
 
   Her legs still draped across my lap, I put my hand on her thigh and tried to slip it between her legs. She clamped them together tightly.
 
   “Come on, Lace!” I begged.
 
   “No, Jace,” she argued. “I’m scared.”
 
   “Just let me touch you,” I urged her. “That’s all. Just let me finger you.”
 
   “No!” she insisted, pressing her knees together.
 
   I grabbed one leg and yanked – my promise to myself not to do anything without her permission flying out the window. She was persistent, and she squeezed her thighs together with an iron grip. I yanked the hem of her t-shirt up and thrust my hand inside her panties. The grabbed my wrist and tried to push me away, but my fingers managed to find their way inside her slit, and as soon as I touched her slit, she stopped struggling. Her legs loosened slightly.
 
   She was already wet. Apparently, the struggle had excited her. I swiped some of her juices from inside her pussy and slipped my finger over her clit. She shuddered, and I began to rub her button fiercely.
 
   “Jace…” she whispered.
 
   Once again, she made a feeble attempt to pull my hand away from her. She looked distressed, but I surmised she was more distressed over her own lack of willpower than anything I was doing. I kept rubbing her clit vigorously.
 
   “Please…” she begged, but her hips pushed against my hand as though she were begging me to keep going.
 
   “I want to taste you,” I whispered.
 
   “No…” 
 
   “Please, Lacey. I need to taste you! You taste so good, so sweet.”
 
   “Ohh…” she whimpered.
 
   I pushed her gently onto her back and grasped the waistband of her panties. I paused for a moment, and when she didn’t object, I tugged them off and discarded them. She willingly spread her legs, and I lowered my head and dove in. She was already on the brink of orgasm, so I skipped the teasing and went straight for the kill. My tongue flicked rapidly over her clit, and I growled like a dog as I lapped at her greedily.
 
   She began to pant, her breath escaping in small, shuddering squeaks. “Oh, oh, oh!” she panted, her fingers lacing through my hair and pushing my face against her. “I’m going to cum!”
 
   My tongue slipped up and down over her clit as her body began to tremble. My scalp burned as she grabbed handfuls of my hair and pulled, but I barely noticed. I was crazy with lust. As her body stopped shuddering, I freed my hard cock from my pants and mounted her. Instantly, her knees clamped together.
 
   “Come on, Lacey,” I groaned. “Please!”
 
   “No! I can’t!”
 
   “God, Lacey, you don’t know what you’re doing to me. If I don’t fuck you, I’m going to die!” 
 
   “No you won’t,” she said. 
 
   “You don’t know how much this hurts,” I pleaded. “Lacey, it hurts so much!”
 
   I wanted her so badly, I felt tears stinging my eyes. My cock was aching so much I felt like it might explode. It throbbed angrily. I was afraid of what I might do if she continued to resist.
 
   “Please, Lacey. Don’t do this to me!” I begged, trying desperately to pull her legs apart.
 
   I thrust the weight of my entire body against her knees, trying to pry them apart. My cock prodded helplessly against her butt, but it could not penetrate her while her knees were pressed so firmly together.
 
   “Get off me!” she grunted, pushing against me.
 
   “Lacey, I’m fucking begging you!” I growled. “Please! My dick hurts so much! It’s the worst pain I’ve ever felt. I’m fucking begging!”
 
   She looked up at me, and her face softened. I could tell she hated to see me in so much pain, just like I hated to see her hurting. Her hand reached up and stroked my cheek, and then she nodded. Her knees relaxed slightly, and with firm pressure, I managed to pry them apart. I wasted no time, trying to get into her before she could change her mind again.
 
   My dick pushed firmly against her. I used my fingers to pry her labia apart, and I guided the head until it rested just at the opening. I pushed gently at first, but her hymen wouldn’t budge. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I felt if I didn’t enter her shortly, my dick would burst into flames.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I whispered just before I thrust inside her with all the force I could muster.
 
   I literally felt her hymen rip as my cock tore through it, and she shrieked in pain and clawed my back.
 
   “Ow, ow, ow!” she cried. “It hurts!”
 
   “I know, baby. I’m sorry,” I said.
 
   I tore at her t-shirt and yanked it off, staring down at her perfect breasts. I touched them as I thrust deep into her. Tears streamed down her cheeks, and her face was red and contorted with pain. I wanted to be gentle with her, but my cock wouldn’t let me.
 
   I slipped my hands underneath her back and put my hands on her shoulders, gripping her tightly to aid my thrusting. I pushed my dick deeper and deeper into her pussy, and it gripped my dick so tightly it was almost like a vacuum cleaner sucking me in. Over and over, I slammed my cock into her, pounding her relentlessly. I knew she would hate me. Once it was all over, she would despise me for the pain I caused her. I knew it. But I didn’t care. I couldn’t think of anything else but the intense pleasure of fucking my stepsister – of ripping her hymen to shreds and pounding her virgin pussy mercilessly.
 
   “Oh… my… fucking… God…” I grunted as I continued to thrust inside her. “Your… fucking… pussy… is… so… hot…”
 
   “Fuck me harder!” she gasped suddenly.
 
   Shocked that she actually seemed to be enjoying it, I complied. My hands tangled into her hair, and I used it like reins, pulling it hard as I used it as an opposing force to allow me to penetrate her more deeply. I lowered my mouth to hers, and she pushed her tongue into my mouth at once, kissing me passionately.
 
   “Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Fuck my pussy!”
 
   “I’m fucking your pussy!” I grunted back. “I’m tearing your virgin pussy apart! How do you like that?”
 
   “I love it!” she shouted. “I want you to cum inside me! Please cum for me!”
 
   “How much do you love it?” I groaned, my balls slapping against her ass as I banged her over and over.
 
   “I never want it to stop! Cum inside me, Jason! I want to feel you cum!”
 
   “Ohhh, yeah,” I groaned. “I’m gonna cum!”
 
   I could feel the pleasure mounting as I slid in and out of her. Her pussy was wet and slippery, but it still gripped my cock tightly. I wanted her to cum with me, so I reached my hand down and used my thumb to finger her clit.
 
   “Cum with me,” I begged her. “Let’s cum together!”
 
   “Ohhhhhh…” she moaned softly. “I’m going to… I’m going to!”
 
   I rubbed her clit furiously with my thumb as I felt my dick begin to pulse. I felt the throbbing ache of the orgasm building, and I needed to release it. I groaned loudly as it burst forth, filling her pussy with cum. I could feel her pussy contracting repeatedly as she climaxed, massaging my cock and sucking every last drop of cum out of my shaft. I collapsed on top of her, struggling to breathe.
 
   “Did I… cut you off?” I panted.
 
   “No!” she gasped. “It was… amazing!”
 
   We held each other for several moments, still trying to catch our breath. I lifted my head and looked into her incredible blue eyes and my thumb brushed gently against her full lower lip. I was overcome with bliss.
 
   “Lacey?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I love you.”
 
   “Oh, Jace! I love you, too!” she cried, squeezing me.
 
   “Marry me,” I said suddenly.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Marry me,” I repeated.
 
   “Are you… serious?”
 
   “I’ve never been more serious,” I said. “Will you marry me?”
 
   “Yes,” she whispered, and I met her lips with a kiss that sent a jolt through my entire body. Lacey was mine, and I would never let her go.
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