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“Make sure you guys behave yourself!” Mom shouts from the car window as she pulls off the drive.

“Don’t worry,” Paul shouts after, “I’ll make sure Britney does all her chores!” He turns to me and punches me on the arm softly.

“Ow watch it!” I say back to him as I rub my arm. I can’t help but laugh, he’s such an embarrassing dolt. Mom pulls off the drive and moves off down the street, disappearing round the corner at the far end.

“Well Britney,” Paul turns to me and smiles, “Looks like we’ve got the house to ourselves for the weekend.” The smile drops from his face slowly and he suddenly looks afraid. “You know how to cook right?” He bursts out laughing. I slug him in the arm as hard I can (which isn’t very much).

“Stop!” I shout, “You promised you were gonna order pizza!” We start walking back into the house.

“Oh I did huh…well we shall have to wait and see.” He flashes me a cocky smile and holds the front door open for me. I brush past him and make my way upstairs towards my bedroom.

Mom is out of town on business for the weekend so me and Paul have been left alone to fend for ourselves. Paul is my stepfather, my mother’s husband and the man of the house. My real father walked out as a kid and when I was a teenager my Mom started dating Paul. A couple of years ago they ago married and we’ve all lived together ever since. Paul has been like a father to me since Mom had first introduced him. He helped me with homework, boy problems, moody teen problems, all the things a real dad should do.

I hadn’t noticed it at first, it crept on slowly, but now I realized what a total fucking hottie Paul actually was. I don’t know how Mom had done it, she had landed herself a real catch. On my 18th birthday Paul took me out for a ride on the back of his bike, he didn’t hold back and we were tearing up and down country lanes at 100mph. I was screaming the whole time, and held onto him for dear life. What he didn’t realize is that I wasn’t screaming out of fear, I practically spent the whole bike ride coming. The vibrations from the bike rattled up the seat, through my jeans and deep into my crotch. I had my hands wrapped around him so tightly I could feel his abs through his thin cotton t-shirt. By the time we got home and off the bike my jeans were absolutely soaked wet through, luckily for me they were dark and it wasn’t really noticeable - I hope anyway.

Ever since that day I’d been on my back in my bedroom working away at my pussy thinking about Paul and all the things I wanted him to do to me. At the start of the week when Mom said she was out of town for business I practically choked on my dinner as we ate at the family table. Maybe this could finally be my chance to seduce my step dad.

I ran up the stairs three steps at time, the plan was to have a nice long soak in the bath, shave my legs and pussy and completely prepared my body for him.

“Hey, Britney…” Paul called up the stairs after me, “Where the heck do you think you’re going so fast?” I turned around and saw him standing at the foot of the stairs, from where he was standing he’d nearly be able to see up my short skirt, I was sure.

“Oh I was just going to jump in the bath,” I said and did a little spin on the spot to make my skirt lift up. I felt the fabric lift and was confident that he would have been able to see everything underneath. The little pink thong today was a good choice. I stop spinning back in the direction of Paul. He looks at me for a moment and doesn’t say anything, his body looks completely rigid. His eyes flash down to my skirt and back up to my eyes again.

“Well what about your chores? You’re supposed to take out the trash and help me with the garden remember?” He puts his hand on the white wood of the banister and stares up at me disapprovingly.

“Oh but…Paul!” I began to moan.

“Oh but what little lady? Don’t think that just because your Mom is gone you can gallivant around the house doing whatever you want!” He raises his voice a little, Paul very rarely shouts at me, but when he does…it gets me hot. Maybe I can weasel my way out of this with the little girl card.

“But Daddy…” I began with the baby talk, Paul looks back at me as if to say ‘what the fuck Britney.’ He can see through my bullshit so clearly, it’s maddening. It always works with the other boys in school.

“Cut that shit out and come and do your god damn chores.”

“Ugh, fine!” I yell dramatically and sulk down the stairs. I get to the bottom of the stairs and Paul steps out of the way.

“Are we finished with the amateur dramatics?” He looks me up and down, eyes flashing back to my skirt again.

“Yes.” I sigh and roll my eyes.

“Good. Then I’ll break you a deal. Take out the trash and do the dishes, I’ll take care of the yard work. We can finish the rest of it tomorrow. When you’re done with that go and take your bath or whatever it is you want to do and we can meet in the living room at eight for movie night.” He holds out his hands as if we’re brokering some huge investment deal. “Sound good to you?”

“You got yourself a deal Paul.”

*

After all my moaning and arguing, the chores hadn’t really taken that long at all. The trash had taken a matter of minutes, and the dishes were didn’t take that much longer. The kitchen window over looked the back garden, where I was treated to a view of Paul working the old tree stump he had been digging out the past week. It was hot outside and he was working in jeans with no shirt. I watched him moving pieces of old root around in a wheelbarrow, sweat glistening on his torso in the July sun. I’d even rubbed my pussy against the brass door handle on the kitchen cabinet that was about waist height.

When chores were done I bolted up the stairs, into my en-suite and threw my clothes on the floor. As the bath was running I ran around the room searching for and collecting an assortment of my favorite beauty products. Body butter? Check. Deep facial cleanser? Check. Makeup remover and moisturizer? Check. I sink into the hot water and prim and preen every inch of my body. I’ve been told my my friends and by other boys that I have a ‘hot body’. I guess my legs are nice and long, and I have a nice and tits. But I’ve never really thought it was anything special. I will do everything I can to make him want me though.

By the time I get out of the bath and have my hair dried, it’s nearly eight. Time for move night with my step dad Paul. Movie night had been a staple part of our family time since before I could remember, every Friday at eight we’d all snuggle up on the couch together, eat takeout and watch crummy movies. Since Mom was gone this weekend it would just be me and Paul. I lay on my bed in a towel looking up at the photos on the ceiling that slanted over my bed, pictures we had taken together growing up as a family. Paul had always been there for me, arm around his little girl looking proud to stand there beside her. I pick my phone up and search ‘how to fuck your step dad’. To my surprise there’s a whole host of information out there. Turns out I’m not the only girl who wants to fuck her step daddy.

“Get yourself into a situation where you can be alone and physically close. The first time I had sex with my SD we were on a family vacation in Florida. The rest of the family went into town to do some shopping. SD stayed at home because he ‘too hungover’ from our celebrations the night before. Sensing we had a chance for some alone time, I said the same thing. When I was sure everyone was gone I crept up stairs and into the room my SD was staying in. He was asleep on the bed. I crept on to the bed with him and pushed my ass right up against his crotch, he had a massive erection. Almost immediately he woke up and asked me what I was doing. I said I just wanted to have a nap with my Daddy, and he didn’t say anything. I could feel his erection throbbing against my ass from behind. When you’ve got them at that point it doesn’t take much more. Within ten minutes I was on my back with my legs in the air and he was stuffing his massive cock into my pussy. After he blew his load in me he couldn’t keep his hands off. We spent the rest of the holiday sneaking around and fucking each other whenever we could.”

I put my phone down and stared up at the photos on the ceiling. Fuck me that was hot. I could never tell if these types of stories were real or not. In all honesty I didn’t really care. Ultimately they were just another way for me to get off. Not that I didn’t have enough them already. I put my hands under the towel and between my legs, feeling my slightly wet pussy. I guess that story hadn’t been so bad. This hadn’t been the first time I had looked up things like this, I knew that this weekend was my golden opportunity to get Paul. But what if I completely messed it up? If he rejected my advances and told my Mom what had happened…I shuddered at how uncomfortably I imagined that would be.

“Britney what the hell are ya doing?” I heard Paul shouting from downstairs. “It’s five to eight and you haven’t started the pop corn!”

Shit! I’d forgotten all about the popcorn. I always took care of it. Mom handled the ice cream, Paul took care of the takeout and I did the popcorn.

“I forgot…I’m coming!” As I jumped off the bed my towel fell to the floor. I got changed quickly, throwing on a pair of white cotton panties, pink hot pants and a blue vest top. (No bra underneath).

I ran down the stairs into the kitchen, Paul was standing at the central island looking over takeout menus, deliberating what to buy. He held two menus in the air as he continued to look over another on the counter.

“What you think…Pizza or Chinese?”

“I’m thinking…Pizza?” I ask back to him. He looks up at me and I see his eyes take in my body. Could it be the skimpy pajamas are working?

“Yes well…err…I’ll order that now then.” He picks up the phone and dials the number for the Pizza place, and I skip over to the cupboard and grab a bag of microwave popcorn. After three minutes of popping the microwave dings and I pull out the hot bag of kernels. I dump it into a bowl and start making my way to the front room. Paul is already in there setting up the TV for the film. “Don’t forget the toffee sauce, you always forget!” I spin around and run back towards the counter and grab the bag of toffee sauce that I’d left in the microwave.

“What do you take me for, an amateur?” I shout back as I pour the sauce on to the bowl of popcorn. “Like I’d forget.”

“Gotcha!” Paul shouts from behind me and tickles the backs of my legs. I fling my hands up, send the bowl spinning across the counter and scream across the house. Paul is behind me bent over double laughing.

“Jesus Paul!” I scream at him, “You nearly gave me a god damn heart attack. I thought you were in the front room.” He stands up and takes a breath between laughing.

“I was, but I thought it would be funny to run through the garage and give you a good jump scare.” He wipes a tear from his eye.

“You can be such a jerk Paul!” I slap him on the arm a couple of times and storm off into the living room.

*

By the time the pizza arrives it doesn’t take long for me to forget about my bad mood with Paul. Before long we’re laughing and joking around again like we always do. We end up watching an old crummy action film from the 90’s, with way too much violence and not enough budget. Outside the summer evening had grown dark, and the sun had long since sunk beneath the horizon. Inside we sat in the living room curled up on the couch. I was at one end of the couch curled up underneath a blanket and Paul was at the other, pounding away cans of beer that he had in a cooler next to him on the floor. In front of us there was a small coffee table in which we had laid our behemoth snack spread: popcorn, pizza, candies, various bottles of fizzy soda. Paul ordered an extra large pizza (ever the joker he was unable to resist looking up at me with his immature smile when asking for a 16 inch on the phone) and there was plenty left over to act as breakfast and lunch tomorrow.

The lights in the living room were dim and the TV was loud. I was having a great time. About halfway through the film I look over at Paul and look to the empty cans of beers on the table, there were eight. Jesus, had he really drank that much in that short amount of time? He’d really been putting them away. Maybe now was my perfect time to strike. I excuse myself to go the bathroom, when I come back in I sit back down on the sofa but I lay down on my side and put my head on Paul’s lap. He doesn’t say anything, he simply puts his left on my arm and we continue to watch the movie. Every now and then he shifts around in the sofa.

“Am I making you uncomfortable Paul?” I ask him.

“Noah don’t you worry about a thing Britney, you make yourself nice and comfortable.” I turn my head to look up at him and that’s when I notice that he is sneaking a look down the front of my top. His eyes flick back to the screen immediately upon being caught, as if I wouldn’t have noticed him staring. I hadn’t even noticed myself, but from where I was laying Paul had a perfect vantage point to see directly down my top, he could probably see my nipples and everything. They hardened at the thought. I sit up and stare at him slowly.

“Paul, where you just…staring at my tits?” His whole body goes tense and he swallows at a lump in his throat. He coughs to clear it.

“Britney what the heck are you talking about?” He asks, feigning ignorance.

“I just caught you staring at my tits!” I say again but louder this time, but I grab them as I say it.

“Stop being ridiculous Britney you’re my step daughter I would never-”

“Fuck me?” I interrupt him. The words hang in the air like a nuclear bomb. The whole house seems to go quiet, I can hear my breath racing through me and my heart pounding away inside. Paul stares back at me eyes unmoving, unsure where I’m going with this. I laugh and slap my hand against his leg, deciding to play the whole thing off a joke.

“I’m just messing with you, you goon!” I lay back down again and put my head back on his leg, turning my attention back to the movie.

“You’ve got a twisted sense of humor Britney,” Paul says, “You know that?”

“Hey…I had to get you back for that jump scare earlier somehow.”

We sit in silence for fifteen minutes or so, just on the couch together watching the awful 90’s action movie play out. The whole time I’m laying there my heartbeat is thundering through my ears, riding the adrenaline high of the ‘joke’ I had pulled a little earlier. I lift my head off Paul’s leg for a moment, slide my arm on and rest my cheek back on top. My forearm is laying directly on top of Paul’s crotch. Through his jeans I can feel his massive erection pressing against my arm. On the screen the image goes dark for a moment and in the reflection of the TV I can see me and Paul sat on the couch. His eyes aren’t looking at the screen at all, they’re looking down at my ass. He’s perving on me again! Deciding that it’s time to have a little fun, I gently move my arm back and forth and kick my legs as if I’m fidgeting out of boredom. What I am actually doing is rubbing my arm against Paul’s cock, trying to get him more aroused. I can feel his cock twitching and pressing against his jeans. It’s working.

“Britney could you maybe move over a little bit, my ass is starting to fall asleep here and I’m getting a bit cold.”

“Sure! Why don’t you lay down on the couch under the blanket with me?” Paul stares back at me for a second, looking a little unsure.

“Pleaaase? I’m cold as well. We used to this all the time when I was younger.”

“I suppose you’re right.” I sit up for a moment while Paul shifts his weigh over to the left and lies on the couch. I grab the blanket up off from the floor and lay down on the couch in front of him, throwing the blanket over both of us. Shimmying into the couch to get comfortable, I rest my ass against his crotch. We lay like that for another five minutes or so, just watching the film in the dark living room nestled on the couch together with his crotch pressing into my ass. Every now and then I wiggle my ass as if I’m adjusting myself, but really I’m just finding excuses to wiggle my self against the giant erection that I can feel throbbing in his pants. Without saying anything, Paul puts his arm down by my side and rests it on my hip. His hand is resting on the bare section of my midriff and his touch feels electric. For a moment he leaves his hand there, then he unfolds his fingers and curls them around the curve of my hips and I feel him pull my ass towards him and press it hard against his crotch.

I close my eyes and let out a small moan…”Oh Paul…” I can feel him push his throbbing erection deep into the gap between my ass cheeks, my crotch aching to be filled by him.

“Britney, we shouldn’t do this.” Paul says out loud. His hands say something altogether though. He traces his fingers against the skin on my flat stomach, brings them back to my hips and down to the back of my ass. He takes a handful and squeezes, whilst I push my ass backwards into his crotch.

“Please,” I plead with him, “I’ve been waiting for you to fuck me for so long.” Now Paul’s hand moves underneath my short pink hot pants, underneath my underwear and he gropes at my naked behind freely, slipping a sly finger between my buttocks and teasing my pussy.

“But what if your Mother…” I spin around on the couch to face him and press my lips up hard against his. He throws his around me and I throw a leg over the top of his hip and hook my body in towards his. We both lie there on the couch, holding each other tight and making out like a couple of horny teenagers. Paul’s hands explore every inch of my body, grabbing at my tits, stroking my hips, squeezing my ass and rubbing my pussy.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” Paul says while taking a breath between kissing at my neck. I roll my head back and my eyes loll into my head at the sensation of his breath against my throat.

“What did you want daddy?”

“I wanted to fuck my step daughter.” Paul pushes himself up from his side, raises on to his knees and moves himself over me. He places both his hands on my pink hot shorts and pulls them off with one clean motion, and tosses them to the other side of the room. My little white cotton panties are soaked by this point, and I imagine my juices have made them become quite translucent. Paul looks down at me and his eyes drink in the sight of me sitting squirming on the couch in my underwear. Then his fingers rasp at the edge of my underwear and they too are pulled off in one clean motion.

I prop myself up on my elbows, pull my top off and let my breasts fall free. Paul’s eyes widen as he looks down at his little step daughter laying naked on the couch, waiting to be fucked by her step father.

“When did you get so beautiful?” Paul asks me. He stands up from the couch, strips out of his clothes and climbs back on top of me and we resume kissing. His runs his hands through my long golden hair, moves his lips down to my breasts and licks at my nipples. I stare down at his cock, his monster cock that hangs freely between his legs, swinging stiffly through the air, waiting to slide into my darkest recess. An ache pulses through my body, longing for him to be deep inside of me and my back arches away from the sticky leather sofa.

“Please fuck me daddy…” I moan whilst I rub my pussy with my hand. Paul lifts both of my legs up, puts my feet on the tops of my shoulders and rubs a thumb gently between the lips of my pussy, before bringing his hand to his mouth and tasting my juices.

“God you taste so sweet.” He says as he sucks my pussy juices from his hands. My crotch twinges again with the ache to be filled and it lifts involuntarily up and towards him.

“Please fuck me…”

He puts one hand on his cock, moves his legs apart a little to come down closer to me and rests the head of his cock against my pussy. As he places the swollen purple head of his dick against my pussy the lips part slowly and I feel his warmth resting at the edge of my smooth pink hole. The touch feels electric and I push my crotch up and against him hard, urging him to slide inside quickly and fill me.

“Clean shaven pussy?” He says as he stares down at my cunt. I nod my head and blush.

“I did it for you daddy.” Paul says nothing back, he simply gets a firm grip on his cock and starts to push inside of me slowly. As he glides his cock all the way deep into my pussy I feel it spread and wrapping around his hot thick rod.

“Oh daddy!” I moan as he slips his cock all the way inside my slit, until his pelvis and thighs bum up against the bottom of my ass.

“Oh god,” Paul moans as he slips his cock out of my pussy and pushes back in again, “We really shouldn’t be doing this. I’m a bad man.”

“You’re a fucking sex man daddy,” I say. Gasping with pleasure as he pushes back inside of me again. He places a hand on each of my legs and starts to pump away softly, quickly coming up to a rhythm where he is fucking me with some force. With each thrust and pull of his cock, he lets out a groan and I match his groans with a constant answer of orgasmic moaning. I feel my whole body tingling towards orgasm. Paul thrusts in and out of me quite forcefully now, his balls slapping against my ass with a dull thud after each thrust deep inside.

“Wait!” I sit up half startled, but Paul continues to pump away at my cunt. “We forgot to use a condom!” Paul says nothing, simply staring down back at me with a knowing look in his eye.

“You’re right,” Paul says with a smirk on his face, “Daddy is going to fill his little virgin full of his cum.” At any other point, I probably would have protested this, as it was a pretty bad idea. But I was too fucking horny to care. He felt so good slipping in and out of my virgin cunt, I didn’t want to waist any time waiting for him to go and get a condom. Also I wanted to feel him jizzing deep inside of my pussy, filling me with his hot seed.

“Yes daddy…yes…” I left my head fall back and moaned. “Fill me with your hot cum.”

Paul grabbed me by my hips, and started slamming his cock into me even harder now, pulling and pushing all the way inside of me with each thrust. As he fucked me my breasts jiggled back and forth. Suddenly I felt Paul’s cock become very hot and stiff. His tip pulsed and exploded, sending his hot semen deep inside of my pussy. As he came and filled my cunt with his cum I came to orgasm as well, an explosion of light radiating from the center of my core and washing over the rest of my body. As the last squirt of semen pulsed from the tip of Paul’s dick into my pussy, I felt myself clenching around him, shivering and moaning on the couch as my orgasm wound down.

Paul pulled himself from on top of me and slumped down into the couch at far end. For a moment we sat there in silence, only with the background noise of the film filling the room.

“Well…” I said, trying to ease the awkwardness in the room, “Does that get me out of doing the yard tomorrow?”

Paul turned to me and let out a loud laugh.

“Ha! You wish little lady. I want you up bright and early to help me with that mess.”

I dropped my head and pouted a little, feeling his cum drip from pussy slightly. Paul at hand on my leg and I looked up at him again.

“Don’t worry Brit…if you do a good enough job, maybe you’ll get another good fucking off your daddy.”

A huge smile spread across my face. Suddenly doing the yard work didn’t seem like such a bad idea after all.

The End
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Brat’s First Time

When Kelly finds out she has to take piano lessons, she acts like a real brat. She's 18 years old, she should be able to do whatever she wants! But Kelly changes her tune when she learns that the lessons will be coming from Mr. Harper, the hot older man from across the street.

It doesn't take long for Mr. Harper to drop the perfect neighbor facade. Kelly's learning to play, alright, just not the instrument she expected. Mr. Harper's lessons are hard, fast and leave Kelly's ego (and everything else) unprotected.

Click here to buy now on Amazon
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