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From the Author 
 
    Hello, Reader!  Thanks for picking up this bundle.  It’s packed with 95%+ of all my erotic writing from 7 years in the business, a career that took me as high as Amazon’s #1 ranked author in all of erotica. 
 
    There are some stories that I was unable to include, due to Amazon’s policies or because those stories were intended to be made exclusive elsewhere.  However, for the sake of completeness, I have listed their titles, blurbs and kinks/sub-genres within this book and also provided details about where you can get them.  The bright side, is that most the books are available for FREE in their various locations. 
 
    Even with these “missing” books, this bundle is over half a MILLION words of, what I think is, some of the hottest short erotica ever to be written.  Probably best that you don’t read this aloud around the dinner table.  It could get awkward. 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I was first formatting this book for publication, and saw how long the table of contents was, I tried to look at it with a reader’s eyes.  It looked like it was harder than it should be to find the books I wanted, so I decided to spend the time to do my best to accurately categorize the books by sub-genre/kink and also provide you with a Categorized Table of Contents. 
 
    You’ll find that my catalogue is heavy on Pseudo-Incest, Barely Legal/Virgin, Breeding, Rough Sex and Dubious Consent.  These are the stories that my fans loved, and so I wrote a whooooole lot of them. 
 
    I hope you enjoy them just as much. 
 
    ~Scarlett Skyes 
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    ***** 
 
    “NOOOOO!!!!” the answer exploded from his mouth as he jolted awake. The dream was always the same, the dream was going nowhere. The words still echoed in his mind, clear as a bell, not like the details from dreams you only have a single time: 
 
    “It’s your fault.” 
 
    He had woken up with a denial, but he knew it was true. 
 
    Harland Bristow glanced at the glowing display showing the time then shuffled to his en suite, where the lights turned on automatically, having sensed his movements. The lights were at a mercifully low level, because nobody wants to be blinded at 5 o’clock in the morning, as the commercials for the home automation systems always dutifully reminded him. As the lights slowly increased intensity, he examined what they revealed in the mirror. He was only 30, but he appeared to be carrying the weight of a hard life in his once-bright blue eyes. And he looked so tired, but that was understandable given that he hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in over two years. 
 
    Looking at his body he hardly recognised himself from before, from what he regarded as his previous life. After months of being on and off sedatives of one kind or another, he had discovered that he could attain a natural sleep if he completely and utterly exhausted himself physically every single day. Sure the sleep was shitty, fragmented and plagued by nightmares but it was better than the drugs. Harland feared that the drugs were making him forget things, and he needed to remember everything, no matter how painful it was. The dead deserved that much. 
 
    At first he had been a member of a gym, but as the bills from doctors and therapists mounted, and his inability to concentrate on his job resulted in his unemployment, his workouts had become a lot more basic. He ran for hours every day. Ran and thought, thought and ran. When he wasn’t running he was lifting rocks, or buckets of rocks, or concrete blocks. Whatever he could find, and as much as he could handle. 
 
    Sometime after he lost the house and moved into this free state-owned apartment and was forced on to the welfare diet, this new body had arrived. The old one was totally run of the mill, but the new one had biceps that strained at sleeves, pectorals that looked chiselled, and abs that you could actually count from across the room. Harland supposed that at one time he would have been pleasantly surprised by this, but now it just made it that much harder to truly exhaust himself. 
 
    The sad eyes in the mirror stared out at him from under a defiantly messy hairstyle. When he was properly awake it settled down into a short-back-and-sides, but for now it was every man for himself as far as his individual hairs were concerned. His jet black hair had always been worn in this style, but the occasional speckle of silver was a new addition since the previous winter. Some men may have considered it a signal to begin an early mid-life crisis and buy a sports car. Harland took it as a signal for the beginning of the end. He was too tired to start again and so started the process. 
 
    “You fucked up so bad.” He advised his doppleganger in the mirror. No denials now. “Today’s the day.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Sitting at the kitchen table, Harland tucked into a hearty meal of (he glanced at the packet) “Welfare Meal 1, Day 5.” It tasted like wet sawdust, but if he warmed it up then it tasted like warm wet sawdust. He didn’t care. Making the appropriate selections on his iLive device, he requested his mail. 
 
    The state required him to be available for at least 5 verified job interviews every week if he was to continue living in the free apartment and eating the free food. In today’s mail was a selection of 10 to choose from. They were all basically the same job, packaged up behind a different title for different companies. “Sanitation Automaton Technician” aka “Clean the robots that clean the toilets”. “Bio-matter Removal Engineer” aka “Clean the robots that clean the toilets”. “Mobile Fecal Manager” aka “Clean the robots that clean the toilets in a number of different suburbs or towns.” You can make machines to clean pretty much anything. And you can make machines to clean those machines, but sooner or later some poor bastard has get down on his hands and knees and deal with it. We’ve come a long way, but the more things change, the more they stay the same he thought. 
 
    Harland thought back to his desk and corner office from that past life and sighed. Scanning down the list he looked for the only reason he was checking the post now rather than later. His breath caught in his throat, it had arrived. 
 
    From: applications@ses.govt.usna Subject: Application Status: Approved 
 
    Mr. Bristow, 
 
    Thank you for your patience, as you can appreciate this is a busy time of year for us. Your application number SL393L-S99JP has been approved. Your appointment has been scheduled for the 18th of May at 15:30. For further information, please read the attached files, or visit our site at sww.ses.govt.usna. 
 
    Regards, 
 
    Susan Knebsworth 
 
    State Euthanasia Services. 
 
    Sitting in silence for a moment, he pictured a small candle being snuffed out. Reading the email again, he glanced at the “iLive” logo on his device and suddenly laughed. The laugh carried no humour though, it was a laugh that wouldn’t have been out of place in a haunted house. 
 
    Out of habit he selected the “Next” option to read another mail, but as it loaded he realised he wouldn’t need to look at any of the interview requests ever again. The next mail wasn’t an interview request, it was something else entirely. 
 
    From: notifications@aft.ent.usna Subject: AFT Lottery: You’ve Won! 
 
    Hi Harland, 
 
    It is with great pleasure that we are contacting you today! You have been selected to participate in the next season of ABOUT FUCKING TIME! 
 
    As you are no doubt aware, participation is not compulsory, but your spot in this year’s show is not transferrable. If you do not wish to take part, then you need do nothing. If you DO wish to take part, then you will need to confirm by following the instructions below. Filming of the preliminary rounds will be commencing 13th of February. For those that make it to the finals, filming will take part over the course of the week commencing 7th of May. We hope to hear from you! 
 
    The mail continued with the aforementioned instructions, but Harland’s thoughts drifted. To win a spot on a show like About Fucking Time was a dream for every man, and many women, in the country. Surely a more contrasting pair of mails was never received side by side. To win the competition would be unlikely, but even to be a part of it assured the participant of the most incredible time of his or her life. 
 
    So the question was, do nothing and let somebody else have a good time... or go out with a bang? 
 
    ***** 
 
    Time travel was hands down the most staggering achievement of modern times. Other areas of research had progressed at what seemed like an ever decreasing rate over the past 50 years or so. This fact was best summed up in a news item that had been broadcast several years previous. In it a lone protester had been marching back and forth in front of the security gates of some mansion. The giant sign the protester was carrying, which caused him great difficulties every time it caught the wind, stated “Brian Schmidt can fuck Marilyn Monroe, but where is my flying car?” As the police hauled him away, the reporter finished his story by noting that the protester wasn’t even in front of the right house, multi-billionaire Mr. Schmidt had moved out months previously. 
 
    The technology had progressed at a blinding pace, from an accidental side effect just barely noticed in an experiment to precise science in only a few decades. Perhaps this was because of how it captured the imagination of absolutely everybody from governments to private companies to individuals. At great cost, but with complete success, a payload of anything up to several tons could now be sent anywhere in space-time and brought back. 
 
    At first, the dangers seemed immense, “messing with the time stream” and “creating paradoxes” had been a popular plot device in many works of science fiction for a long while now. However, it soon became apparent that when sending anything back in time it did indeed go to the past of your own universe but a new universe immediately “spawned” just due to the foreign object being there, leaving the original universe (and the present as observed by the scientists) completely unchanged. Bringing the payload back involved not just sending it forward in time, but sending it back to its point of entry in the past and then back to its home universe. These experiments led to the conclusion that every universe that could exist, did exist. Every time somebody made a decision to do one thing when they could have done another, a new universe split off from the old and travelled its own path. Every time a quark zigged when it could have zagged the same thing happened. One article in a popular science magazine reported it by showing the number 100 to the power of 100, which was also to the power of 100, which was also to the power of 100, etc. This number stretched from the bottom left to the top right of the page to accommodate all the super-script numbers. The title was “This is how many universes spawned from ours in the first second after the big bang.” It was mind boggling. 
 
    There were still a couple unknowns in the process, which were perplexing but did not affect the fundamental functionality of the time-travel process. The first was that you could send anything you wanted though time and space, but the only things you could bring back were the things you sent through in the first place. This dashed the hopes of the more pirate-minded individuals in the population, who were looking to pillage the infinite resources of the infinite universes. Others argued that it was probably for the best, as if we could do it then others with bigger guns could probably do it too. The second unknown was that it seemed impossible to send any payload to any time after that first accident that revealed the reality of time travel to us. There was lots of speculation about these curiosities, but no hard facts yet. 
 
    Once the technology had been proven safe it was time to cash in on it. Those that owned the technology became extraordinarily wealthy as they charged all and sundry extortionate amounts to use it. At first this was limited to academic areas. Historians settled long-standing debates, scientific experiments that had failed in the past and not been repeated due to the cost and difficulty of setting them up were observed over and over again. Through this, other areas of research experienced a vast increase in understanding. 
 
    Seeking other revenue streams, wealthy individuals were approached, and the industry of time travel tourism was born. Travellers soon realised that for most intents and purposes they were above the law in the past. Usually at the worst they would have to sit in a jail cell for a few days until their designated time to return to the present came, and they returned none the worse for wear. It was also trivial to manufacture the currencies of the past in essentially limitless quantities. With this mindset and these resources, travellers regularly lived like horny emperors for the durations of their visits. Usually they paid for any sexual partners that could be bought, and tried their best with any that couldn’t. Many stepped over the line and laws were brought into effect to protect those in the past that could never report the crimes of travellers back in the present. It became compulsory for every visit to the past to be recorded in super high definition. Those who killed and raped in the past were dealt with very harshly, as were those who attempted to falsify any record of their travels. 
 
    Richard Long was one of those wealthy individuals who were pioneers of time travel tourism. He had fucked his way through several harems worth of beautiful women before he realised that even he would need a way to fund his addiction to this form of sex tourism. Richard had made his billions in the entertainment industry, chiefly in the creating of concepts and producing of hit reality shows. The world’s passion for such shows had been increasing for decades. With broadcasting standards getting ever more lenient, there were always opportunities opening up for new shows to push the boundaries. 
 
    At the moment he came to this realisation his two greatest successes were in their seventh and eighteenth seasons respectively. His show “Wife Swap” borrowed its title from an old show with a similar premise but in his new version the couples actually fucked, often with hilarious results. “Pornstar House” put 10 random people per season in a house with 10 porn stars, to see who could last the longest without being seduced and fucked while they completed a number of challenges each day. He had a million ideas, and the public lapped them all up. The advertising and sponsorship dollars had seemed endless until the huge expense of time travel started making inroads into his bank balance. 
 
    Necessity is the mother of invention, as they say, and Richard knew that he couldn’t rest on his past successes if he wanted to keep on travelling back in time. It didn’t take long before he realised he could combine his new passion with his old and his idea for a new show called “About Fucking Time” was born. 
 
    Now entering its third season, the show had almost taken on a life of its own. It was such a phenomenal success, that Richard would never need to worry about money for anything ever again, even if he wanted to buy a medium sized country. One of the keys to its success was the lottery system. Everybody in the country was automatically given one entry per season, and people could purchase extra entries as well. This brought the possibility of time travel to those that could never possibly afford it before, which made the show of interest to a huge range of demographics. 
 
    The prizes associated with the show didn’t hurt either of course. There were great prizes for performing well in the preliminary rounds, but everybody wanted the 10 million dollars and one free time-travel trip to a destination of their choosing that would be bestowed upon the eventual winner. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Harland lay on a huge bed in a hotel suite he would never have been able to afford, watching the “ABOUT FUCKING TIME: Season 3, the 1900s” introduction show that he had been filmed for, and which had just finished editing in time to be broadcast this evening. 
 
    As the show drew to a close, the panel of experts were discussing each of the 5 participants’ chances to win this season. They seemed to think that it was a two horse race. Their favourite was a man named Dexter “Donk” McClean, a huge muscle-bound hulk who had proudly spoken of how he always bought as many extra tickets for entry on the show as he could afford. He also claimed to be able to fuck for hours on end. The young reporter who had been tasked with interviewing him looked like she could vouch for that, given how tired she looked, and the fact that she was walking funny. The second favourite was a relative rarity on the show, a woman in her mid-20s by the name of Lisa Weekes. An absolutely gorgeous full-lipped blonde, you would have called them blowjob lips but she claimed to have never been with a man. In her interview she talked of how she converted hundreds of women to lesbianism while going through university. Supposedly her male counterparts there had been pretty enthusiastic at first, but grew to hate her as she turned it into her art and passion. Lisa was confident she stood as good a chance as anybody to win. 
 
    The panel of experts didn’t seem to have much hope for the other 3 participants, beyond perhaps some comedy filler. They were especially disappointed in Harland. His reporter’s eyes had lit up when he had to take his shirt off for the promotional videos, but she soon grew bored with his one word answers and lack of enthusiasm. The other two were a morbidly obese accountant, who only stopped chewing something when he was actually speaking and a small man with very thick glasses who’s wide-eyed wonder at this glorious situation were magnified to comic levels. 
 
    Finally, the details of the times and women they had each been selected to travel back in time to seduce for the first round. “Donk” would be going to 1997 and a waitress, Lisa would be going to 1905 and a farmer’s wife, Fat Accountant would be going to 1983 and a volleyball player, Thick Glasses would be going to 1965 and a hippy. Harland had drawn 1959 and a bookstore assistant. 
 
    The end-music started and images of the participants and the women who would be the subject of their advances flashed on the screen. Richard Long said “Goodnight, join us in May for another season of…” 
 
    The audience joined in… 
 
    “ABOUT FUCKING TIME!” 
 
    Harland turned the screen off and read through the information he had been given about his task. The information included basic details of where he might find this (his eyes flicked to another document) Katie West and several pictures of her from when some employees of the show must have gone on their scouting missions for talent. A document stated that he would be sent back for the period of 1 week and would first be “landing” near to where Katie would be walking having just completed a shift at work. Another document reminded him of the rules of ABOUT FUCKING TIME, which stated that a panel of experts would rate his performance at seducing and fucking Katie, and viewers votes would also count towards his final score. Anything non-consensual would result in instant disqualification, as well as the full brunt of the law. The targets could be directly offered any sum of money that the contestants wanted to offer to comply with sexual advances, but such things would be taken into account when giving the scores. One final document told him where to be at 9am tomorrow so that he could step through time. 
 
    Katie appeared to be a shy and conservative girl, even by the standards of the 1950s. Amongst the many photos of her walking around in a serious looking thick grey dress-coat of some kind was one clear front-on picture of her face with her chin tucked down into the lapels as if against a cold wind. She seemed to be looking right at the camera, staring out across the centuries. Harland stared back at the milky-white, heart-shaped face framed by tangled, slightly unkempt looking, black hair that fell in uneven natural curls. She had a cute face, he had to admit. He especially liked her little button nose, but it was her eyes that captivated him for the longest time. Although his eyes were blue and hers were light-brown, he recognised the veiled sadness there. After all, he had been looking into sad eyes every morning for years now. 
 
    Harland fell into a troubled sleep, and shortly afterwards the blackened and burned hands started pointing their accusatory fingers and reminding him whose fault it was. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Bye, Mr. Fisher!” Katie called from the front door of the shop as she slipped on her grey coat. 
 
    “Heh?” Alvin Fisher in his wheelchair rolled into view from behind a bookshelf, then put a wrinkled hand up to his long ear. 
 
    “My shift is over, see you tomorrow!” Katie waved. 
 
    Alvin looked disappointed but waved back. Katie thought he was probably only saddened because he would have no more opportunities to try to look up her skirt today. Did he really think she was fooled by his “holding the ladder” routine? Katie hated it… but what choice did she have? Mr. Fisher’s strings-attached-kindness was the only kindness she’d been shown in quite a while, and the money from the part-time employment at least let her pay her board to Mrs. Banner. 
 
    Katie stepped out on to the sidewalk, and immediately tucked her head down while hunching her shoulders. She didn’t want to be seen, she just wanted to get home as quickly as possible without trouble. People around here paid lip service to chivalry and morals. Unless you were poor. Unless you came from a broken home. If you were both then you were public enemy number one. 
 
    “Hey, whore, how about a bee jay?” some high school aged kid said to her as she walked past. She glanced at him, then quickly away. It was Sara Belmont’s little brother, Roger, leaning against the front wall of a store. “ONE CENT!” he yelled. Katie walked quicker. Roger made as if to follow then waved his hand in a dismissive gesture and went back to leaning against the wall. Nobody reprimanded him, nobody paid much attention at all really. Tears stung her eyes and she thought about the letter in her handbag. She hadn’t worked up the courage to leave it on Mr. Fisher’s desk today… maybe tomorrow. Probably tomorrow. 
 
    A rumble from down the street in the direction Katie was walking was advance warning of a relatively late model Chevrolet car that she didn’t know the name of. The paint was immaculate, the fins shining in the sun. The young man behind the wheel, in his early 20s,so around the same age as Katie or maybe slightly older, was wearing a leather jacket with greased hair. He looked like he wasn’t sure which to be more proud of, the car, the stunning girl in the seat next to him or the sheer height of his hairstyle. A lump formed in Katie’s throat, the happiness she saw in that car seemed so foreign and distant. 
 
    Katie looked away for a moment, then looked back. A man she hadn’t seen before was standing on the side of the road staring at the car, he was wearing one of those old fashioned bowler hats, and a suit that didn’t quite seem to fit. It was the right size and all… but it just hung on him strangely. He was carrying a briefcase in one hand, but both hands were still pressed firmly against his ears as he stared agog at the Chevy, which got considerably louder as it accelerated past him. 
 
    Apparently startled by this perfectly normal event, the man stumbled backwards, tripping over the kerb and spinning around to land flat on his face in a spectacularly uncoordinated manner. Katie gasped, that looked nasty. Rushing over, she knelt beside the man, putting a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Hey Mister, are you ok?” The man looked dazed “Did you hit your head?” 
 
    The man turned his head towards Katie and slowly scanned up her body. Katie snatched her hand back as he did, folding her arms in front of herself protectively. His eyes reached her face and she looked into the most enchanting shade of blue she’d ever seen. Blushing slightly, she snapped herself out of it and took in the rest of his face. He wore his hair short, maybe he’d been in the army, he was certainly built for it. Just above a strong chin sat a highly disarming grin and Katie let herself relax a bit. With a vague feeling of déjà vu, she asked “Do… do I know you from somewhere?” She knew she couldn’t though, she’d remember somebody like this. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” Replied the man, then “That thing sure was loud!” 
 
    Katie recalled the Chevy and agreed “I suppose it was.” An awkward pause ensued as they looked at each other for a moment then Katie continued, “So…uh, are you a concrete inspector or something? Need to stay down there for a while to make a detailed report?” 
 
    The man looked confused for a second and the grin briefly dropped from his face as he pondered the comment, then returned in abundance when he appeared to get the joke. “As a matter of fact, yes I am! Just wait ‘til I tell the guys back at the office how hard this concrete is. Just between you and I, it’s really hard. Count yourself lucky, most people would have to pay top dollar for an advanced report like that.” 
 
    They both laughed for a moment, then he said “Help me up, would you? I’m old before my time.” The comment seemed to tickle him for some reason, but Katie wrapped an arm around his and heaved to the best of her ability, marvelling at the strength she could feel in the muscle under the sleeve as the man got up, mostly under his own power. 
 
    Brushing himself off, he spotted a tear in his trousers at the knee, which also appeared to be soaking up some blood. 
 
    “Say, you don’t happen to have a bandage or something do you?” he asked. 
 
    “No sorry,” Katie thought for a moment “but there’s a first aid kit back at the store if you think you can make it. I’ve just finished my shift, It’s only a couple minutes away.” 
 
    “I think I’ll make it, thank you. My name’s Harland, by the way.” he extended his hand. 
 
    “I’m Katie” she responded and extended her own hand in return. The man grasped it and raised it to his lips to kiss. Katie raised an eyebrow, it was almost as if this man, Harland, had learned about how to behave via the movies. Still, it was a nice gesture and she chose to take it in the spirit it was intended. It probably helped Harland’s case that he raised her hand so high for the kiss and looked so sincere doing it. Katie thought he must be over six feet tall, maybe by an inch or two, she had always fallen the hardest for taller men. They hadn’t fallen for, or even noticed her of course, but she admired from a distance. 
 
    Mercifully, Roger Belmont had given up his post against the wall and they arrived back at the store, which read “Fisher and Sons Books” on the window, without incident. Katie called out, “Mr. Fisher! I’m back!” 
 
    “Heh?” Alvin rolled out from behind a bookshelf, again putting a wrinkled hand to his ear. 
 
    “This gentleman has scraped his knee, we just need to use the first aid kit.” 
 
    “Meh.” Alvin waved. “Want a book?” Ever the salesman. 
 
    Katie gestured at a seat while she rummaged around behind the counter for the battered first aid kit. 
 
    “Uh… sure, I guess.” Harland said as he sat down. “Katie, is there anything here you’d recommend?” 
 
    “I just finished reading this one, it’s called Hawaii. It was reasonably good.” Katie grabbed a thick book from a shelf as she returned with the first aid kit. 
 
    Harland reached for the first aid kit, but Katie kept it out of his grasp. 
 
    “No, you men have no idea about patching up scrapes, you’re likely to make it worse. Here, you just have a look through this book and see if you might be interested.” She handed him the weighty novel and rolled up the leg on his pants, taking particular care around the knee. 
 
    Katie worked at it quickly and efficiently as she saw Harland’s eyes flick between the book and herself. It was a shallow graze that had simply bled a lot, no real problem to clean and bandage. 
 
    “All done,” she said and packed up the first aid kit. “you want that book?” 
 
    “Fantastic!” Harland replied “And yes, I’ll take the book.” 
 
    “That’ll be sixty cents, please.” 
 
    Harland rummaged in his wallet, apparently not 100% sure of what he was looking for, then handed over a $20 note. 
 
    “Got anything smaller?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Uh… No not with me, sorry.” Harland looked somewhat uncomfortable. 
 
    “Ok.” Katie said, then called back to Alvin, “Mr. Fisher! You’re almost out of change!” 
 
    “Easier to bank!” he called back. 
 
    Katie shrugged and handed over almost every note and coin in the cash register. 
 
    “Enjoy the read!” she said in a professional tone. 
 
    “Thanks, I’m sure I will.” Harland replied then appeared to be searching for the right words as he shuffled around slightly on the spot. “Say… uh… I was wondering if you might like to join me for dinner tonight? You know… in thanks for all your help… and this book of course.” 
 
    Katie blushed for the second time that day and a smile crept on to her lips. A tall, dark and handsome stranger wanted to take her out! She opened her mouth to squeal a “Yes” but when she did a voice whispered in her head Hey, whore, how about a bee jay? and she snapped her mouth shut as quickly as it had opened. 
 
    Instead she said “Oh, you wouldn’t want to waste your time… it was only the right thing to do…” 
 
    “Not at all, I insist… please?” 
 
    But her moment of hope had passed, and she was more in control of herself. The phantom voices of Roger Belmont and all the others were right. She didn’t deserve such attention. 
 
    “No…I… I think you better go.” 
 
    “Oh…ok, sorry” Harland looked almost as sad as she felt, but Katie knew it must be an act. “I’ll leave… I didn’t want to make you un… uh… ok, thanks again.” 
 
    Harland turned and walked out the door, looking back once before disappearing out of view. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie was about to say goodbye to Alvin Fisher again, but for the last time. It had been another boring day at the bookstore and she was feeling all the worse after her encounter with the tall dark-haired stranger from yesterday. She read the letter in her hand, penned about a month ago, but she hadn’t been able to leave it for her boss/voyeur yet. It was short and sweet, contrasting with her life, which felt long and bitter already at only 20 years of age. 
 
    Dear Mr. Fisher, 
 
    Thank you for the job, I’ve really appreciated it over the years. I don’t need it anymore though, I can’t go on like this. You can keep the wages that you owe me. I don’t have many possessions, but you’re welcome to take whatever you want. Show “them” this letter when you find it. 
 
    Yours, 
 
    Katie 
 
    She would leave it on his desk, he usually only went in his office once a week or so for the paperwork he so hated doing. 
 
    The bell above the front door to the store rang and Katie hastily shoved the letter into her pocket. It was the stranger from yesterday again, bearing a bunch of flowers and a hopeful smile. He began speaking before Katie could say anything. 
 
    “Hi, I know you told me to leave, but please hear me out. These are for you.” he passed the flowers to Katie. She reluctantly took them and couldn’t help but raise them to her nose, their sweet scent banished thoughts of her letter for the moment. 
 
    “Katie, when I fell over like a buffoon yesterday, I think a dozen people must have walked by like nothing happened, but you helped me. You’ve got a kind heart… I just want to return the kindness. Will you let me do that?” 
 
    “I don’t think we…” 
 
    “Katie, please don’t make me go out into the street and sing for your ‘yes’, please… I’m a really awful singer.” 
 
    Katie felt internal barriers go up, there was something suspicious about being pursued like this, it had never happened to her before. This was probably a trick of some kind, probably arranged by Sara Belmont. 
 
    “Mister… Harland? You don’t know me!” Katie felt the tears welling up as she crushed the flowers to her chest. “You wouldn’t ask if you knew me. I’m POOR, I wash my clothes in a sink, I wash my SELF from a sink. Everybody hates me. Why are you teasing me? Why you too?” 
 
    “Hey now, look at me.” Harland reached out and tilted her face up by the chin “Listen, to what I’m saying and believe it. I don’t care about any of that. I know what it’s like to be poor. You’re a good person, Katie. A great person. Your bank account doesn’t dictate that. And I don’t hate you. And I’m not teasing. I mean it. I want you to come to dinner with me. Please?” 
 
    Katie released her death grip on the roses with one hand to wipe at her eyes and considered what Harland had said. She thought about the letter in her pocket and realised she didn’t really have much to lose. If this backfired horribly it might even make that scary final decision she’d been dancing around a bit easier. “Well… ok.” 
 
    Harland let out an undignified whoop, which Katie couldn’t help but grin at. 
 
    “That’s great! I’ve actually already booked a table at this place that looked quite nice…” 
 
    “What place?” Katie interrupted 
 
    “Uh, it was called ‘Deckland’s’ I think…” 
 
    “We can’t go there.” Katie said in a tone that didn’t sound like it should be argued with. 
 
    “Why not?” Harland asked anyway. 
 
    “They have… standards.” Katie gestured at her somewhat shabby dress. “This is the best dress I own, they won’t even let me in the doors there. We could go get a burger from somewhere, maybe? Or I… I understand if you want to cancel.” Katie lowered her head again. 
 
    “Nonsense. I actually have a solution to all this. I’m in town on business this week, real estate business, and I need a guide to show me around over the next few days. I can pay for your time… I’ll tell my boss it was business expenses… because it will be.” Harland took a breath and continued, “I’m not sure what the going rate is for a guide for a few days, but I think it must be at least equal to the cost of a nice dress, plus another outfit that would be comfortable for walking around in?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Payable in advance of course.” 
 
    “But, what about my work here at the store?” 
 
    “It will still be here in a few days. Aren’t you due any holiday? And a shopping trip is really essential for me anyway. This is the only suit I brought, and It has this gaping hole in the knee. People seem to think it looks odd too. Somebody called me a ‘Beat Nick’ but that’s not my name…” 
 
    Katie giggled “Ok, ok, I’ll see what Mr. Fisher says…” 
 
    Harland continued “and somebody said ‘Nice hat, gramps.’” 
 
    Katie let loose with an unrestrained laugh that began in her belly and rang out through the bookstore until her sides ached. 
 
    Alvin Fisher rolled out from behind a bookshelf and said “Heh?” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie stood in front of a mirror in the changing room of a dress store and did a little twirl. It was a classy black number that plunged dangerously at the front and hugged her body in all the right places. She had never even touched anything so luxurious before, but this was going to be hers. And the shoes! 
 
    Katie exited the changing room and found Harland and the sales assistant. “Is this one ok?” 
 
    No response. 
 
    The sales assistant dug her elbow into Harland, who’s jaw snapped closed before stammering “Yes, that’s wonderful… you look beautiful.” Then to the sales assistant “Can we take it as is? No need for wrapping, we’re almost running late.” 
 
    “Certainly sir.” The sales assistant trotted off to ring up a sale. 
 
    “Wait.” Harland called her back, “The lady would like her old things in a bag.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Ma’am” The sales assistant gathered Katie’s old dress and shoes and re-trotted off to ring up the sale. 
 
    “Did she call me ‘ma’am’?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Yes, I think so. You want me to slap her?” Harland grinned. 
 
    “I don’t think that will be necessary!” 
 
    Harland laughed “I’ll go pay, then we can get going. I hope you’re as hungry as I am!” 
 
    Katie watched him go. He was looking… perfect. She couldn’t think of a better word for it. Katie had shown him to a respectable menswear store, where the owner had measured him up on the spot and found a suit that fit him. Now it showed off just how broad his shoulders were, the sleeves and legs were just the right length. They had given his bowler hat to a homeless man. 
 
    Harland returned with the bag of her old clothes and offered his arm to Katie, “Ready?” 
 
    Katie accepted it and they left the store together. Katie looked up at Harland as they walked and couldn’t help but smile, it was all so wonderful, just like being whisked away from everything, even if it was only for a moment. Harland looked back and a smile of his own played across his face. 
 
    “What? Do I already have food on my face?” 
 
    “No, it’s nothing.” 
 
    “That really is a nice dress, everybody is going to be jealous of me this evening,” 
 
    Katie felt a warmth spread to her face, a feeling that was becoming all too familiar around Harland and hoped it didn’t show. Not too much anyway. Harland continued. 
 
    “but I’m sure I saw something just like it in the window of Belmont’s, just a few doors down from your bookstore. You sure we couldn’t have just gone there?” 
 
    Katie felt the warmth beat a hasty retreat from her face. 
 
    “They don’t like me there… the owner’s daughter, Sara, once came in and bought some books. She was so friendly, she asked if I would like to come out with her and her friends that night. I was so happy… she was the first real person I met in this city of my own age.” 
 
    The sad look, always lurking just under the surface, returned to Katie’s eyes. She decided she might as well go on as she had started the story. 
 
    “I turned up to where she told me to meet them. They were all there, but when Sara saw me, she just ignored me. I said hi, but she didn’t really respond. One of her friends asked who I was and Sara said I was one of the sons from ‘Fisher and Sons’ and that she hadn’t asked me to come. I left and heard them laughing as I went. I think she saw that I didn’t have an expensive dress, or jewellery and then understood how poor I was. Being the daughter of a dress store owner, she never wanted for that kind of thing.” 
 
    Katie looked away and sighed. “And that’s the story about my best friend. I’m sorry, you hardly know me and I’m unloading all this on you.” 
 
    “It’s ok. That Sara sounds like a real…bitch.” Harland said. An older couple walking in the opposite direction looked positively scandalised by Harland’s language, but Harland seemed oblivious to it. Katie thought she should be scandalised too… but she felt somewhat validated instead. 
 
    From up ahead came some tantalising smells, pushing thoughts of Belmonts out of Katie’s head for the time being. A bright sign read “Deckland’s” 
 
    A man in a dark suit opened the door for them and they entered into the restaurant. Katie looked around the large room, with tables spread out around a central dance floor. Some small-time local band was just setting up their equipment on a raised area just in front of the dance floor. The restaurant was far from capacity, they were having an early dinner after all, but she saw expensive dresses and the glitter of gold and diamonds at every table. The city’s elite dined here, people who would drop her yearly salary on a bottle of champagne and then spray the contents into other people’s faces in celebration. 
 
    A snooty looking man at a podium asked if they had a booking. Harland gave his name and they were shown to a table, quite secluded from any other diners, but Katie was sure it would fill up by the time they finished. Their waiter asked if they would like anything to drink while they perused the menu. Harland suggested they share a bottle of wine and Katie agreed, though she had never had wine before. 
 
    Katie looked at Harland over her menu, and felt her heartbeat quicken. The whole day, yesterday too actually, felt like a fairy tale. Do princes really come and rescue damsels in distress? Or was this a trick similar to the one Sara Belmont had played, only far more elaborate? She wasn’t sure. Katie smiled at the confused look on Harland’s face. Harland looked up and smiled back. 
 
    “Can you pronounce anything on this menu?” he asked. 
 
    Katie laughed, “No!” then they were both laughing together. 
 
    The waiter came back, filled each of their glasses, and left their bottle in a bucket of ice. Harland waited until the water was out of ear-shot then leaned towards Katie conspiratorially. Katie grinned and leaned towards Harland. 
 
    “We need to come up with a plan for this situation.” He said. 
 
    “What situation?” Katie asked, furrowing her brow. 
 
    “Well, here’s what I have in mind. When the waiter comes back and asks us what we want, I’m just going to point at something. I suggest you do the same. This way we present a united front and don’t have to worry about these hieroglyphics on the menus anymore. I’m sure everything is very nice.” 
 
    Katie leaned back and took her first sip of wine. A tingly sensation started in her mouth, down her throat and into her belly, then began to spread out through her body. 
 
    “Ok.” She said “I think that will work.” 
 
    The waiter returned in a few minutes with a white cloth over his sleeve and a notebook in hand. 
 
    “Are we ready to order?” The waiter asked 
 
    Harland raised his hand like a schoolboy, Katie bit back a giggle. 
 
    “I am!” he said “I’ll have this, please.” 
 
    The waiter peered down at where Harland was pointing. 
 
    “Uh… very good, sir. And for the lady?” 
 
    “Me?” asked Katie. 
 
    The waiter raised an eyebrow, looked at the third, empty, seat at the table, then at Harland, then back to Katie. 
 
    “Yes?” he said, hopefully. 
 
    “Oh. I’ll have this please.” Katie pointed and the waiter looked then wrote her selection down and left. 
 
    “Did he call me ‘lady’?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. I think it’s probably part of their employment contract that they call the most beautiful woman in the room ‘lady’.” Harland answered, like it was quite obvious. 
 
    Katie looked around the room at the selection of platinum blondes with movie-star looks, diamonds glittering at their ears and necks, then looked back down at herself. From her angle she looked down at the double swell of her breasts, partially exposed by the risque neckline and could see her chest jump slightly with every beat of her heart. She raised her eyes back to Harland and felt a sense of unwinding within her. Knots of pain in muscles she didn’t know the name of began to ease off within her body, and she breathed easier. She felt warm. She didn’t think it was the wine. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie awoke in her bed with a slight headache. She stretched and rubbed her eyes. She’d had the most wonderful dream, there was this amazing man… she tried to fall asleep again and slip back into the dream but couldn’t and opened her eyes again. 
 
    She looked at the expensive black dress hanging up on a hook on the wall and tried to think how it had gotten there. She awoke slightly more and realised that it wasn’t a dream and picked up a pillow to smother herself as she squealed into it with unashamed joy. 
 
    Katie thought back to the previous night and tried to pick a favourite moment. Was it the conversation? Katie had told Harland about growing up on a farm, Harland had told her about growing up in the city. His childhood had been so different to hers. Was it when their meals had arrived? Katie would never forget the moment when the waiter had come back with a huge fish for Katie and an Ice Cream Sundae for Harland. They’d managed to keep straight faces until the waiter left, then laughed until they couldn’t handle it anymore. Harland had shared some of her fish, and she had shared some of his sundae. She had never felt so full in her whole life. Was it the dancing? The band had turned out to be really good. Katie had pressed her head against Harland’s chest for the slow songs and listened to his heart and breathing as they slowly made their way randomly around the dance floor. His big strong arms were all around her and she felt so safe. 
 
    No. These were all good things, but the best was after he had walked her home, and they stopped at the front gate. Harland had looked down at her, and she up at him. He had slowly leaned down with his lips slightly apart and pulled her closer to him. Their lips had touched and he had kissed her. Softly at first, but growing in intensity, his hand slid up from the small of her back up into her hair and Katie felt his tongue gently touch her own before he broke away. 
 
    Katie had stood there, open mouthed and breathing heavily when he said “Goodnight, Katie West. Don’t forget, you’re my guide tomorrow, I’ll be here at 9am.” Then he had walked away into the night. 
 
    “Don’t go…” she had whispered. 
 
    But he was well out of whisper range by then. She didn’t remember getting back to her room, but Katie would have been surprised if her feet touched ground at any place between the gate and her bed. The flowers Harland had given her had apparently begun the night held close as she slept, but now all that remained were a multitude of scattered petals and a ragged looking bunch of stems on the floor. A shame. 
 
    Still, today she was going to be his guide to the city. She was going to show him… she had no idea what, actually. Katie looked at the clock, it was almost 8:30am, so she jumped up and rushed to the sink with mirror propped up behind it that served as her bathroom. Frantically, she brushed her teeth and washed her face, then looked at herself in the mirror. Her reflection looked different somehow, like it wasn’t even the same face that had been staring back at her since she had acquired this mirror. She liked the new reflection and blew it a kiss. 
 
    Turning back towards the room, she looked for the shopping bags from yesterday. Aside from the black dress she had also acquired a more practical set of clothes for her role as a guide. The shopping bags weren’t there. Where could they be? Had Harland not given them to her, having carried them for her all night? Katie could think of no other explanation. Hopefully he would remember them when he came back. 
 
    Katie felt a sudden pang of panic. What if he didn’t come back? The New-Katie, the one reflected in the mirror this morning, quickly quelled it. Harland would come back for her, she knew it somehow. For today then, she was going to have to wear something she already owned. She washed from the sink then selected a sensible pair of trousers and a shirt that would accentuate her slim waist. After getting dressed and returning to the mirror she thought New-Katie looked stunning, even in the old Katie’s clothes. 
 
    A frenzied knock at the door broke her train of thought, and she jumped a little. Opening the door she was greeted with the sight of a sweating and out of breath Harland, carrying the shopping bags in one hand. 
 
    “Oh, thank…” he panted, then handed her the bags and sat down. 
 
    “What are you doing, Harland?” Katie asked, utterly confused. “If you were running late, couldn’t you get a cab or something?” 
 
    “I…I …” Harland gradually caught his breath. Harland looked at her with what Katie took to be fear in his eyes, as if she had grown fangs or something. 
 
    “What is the matter? You’re scaring me!” 
 
    “I… was chased by a dog on the way here… Are you ok?” he finally blurted out. 
 
    “You were chased by a dog… and am I ok?” Katie repeated “Yes, I’m ok, did it bite you?” 
 
    “Uh… no, no I’m fine.” Harland took in a deep breath and then let it out again. “Sorry to frighten you. Do you want to get changed, or do you think you’ll be comfortable in that?” 
 
    “I’ll be fine in this, I chose the outfit on the off-chance that you wouldn’t remember the shopping bags anyway. I’ll just leave these bags here and we can get going. If you’ve recovered from your near-death experience, of course.” Harland smiled and Katie threw the bags the short distance to her bed and exited her room, closing the door behind her. Katie lived in a self-contained room in a back yard, detached from the house, this was the room she paid Mrs. Banner board for. 
 
    Katie noticed Mrs. Banner looking out the window at her, with child at hip. Katie waved but Mrs. Banner only pursed her lips and drew the curtain. 
 
    “Did you knock at the main house?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Yes, your Mother told me where to find you,” Harland replied “but she didn’t look happy about it.” 
 
    “She’s not my Mom, and no she wouldn’t have. She’s very old fashioned, gentleman callers between the hours of 2 and 3pm only and all that.” Katie said “I told you I was poor, you think I can afford to live in a real live house?” 
 
    “Sorry about that, I hope I haven’t caused you any trouble.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, she’s busy enough with her own kids that she’ll probably forget the, uh, indiscretion by the time I next pay my board.” Katie spread her hands apart and then clasped them together “So, where did you want me to guide you, Mister Real Estate Man?” 
 
    “Hmmm, well, I don’t really know where to start. My boss wants to develop near to popular locations for young adults, so I was thinking maybe we could go to your favourite place, wherever that happens to be?” 
 
    Katie thought for a moment then said “Well… there’s this fair in town ‘The Tuscini Brothers’ it’s called. It’s not there all the time, but it comes back to the same place every year for a few weeks. There’s rides and stalls, that kind of thing. I don’t know… it is kind of aimed at younger people, but I love it. Does that sound suitable?” 
 
    “That sounds perfect, let’s go!” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie led Harland by the hand from stall to stall, savouring the feel of him. It was her first trip to the fair this year, and she was happy to see all her old favourites there. It was also the first time she had ever brought anybody with her, because it had always been her private place. It did strike her as strange to think of somewhere so crowded and noisy as private, but somehow in the hustle and bustle, nobody ever noticed her, she was free with her own thoughts. 
 
    Harland won her a stuffed rabbit at the stall where you throw baseballs at a stack of bottles. He threw the ball so hard that the bottle on the bottom shattered, leaving its base behind on the shelf, suspiciously unmoved. The owner of the stall threw the prize at them and quickly hung up a sign that said “Closed for Lunch”. 
 
    Harland asked her various questions about the area, and then just as they were finishing a lunch of pink cotton candy while sitting on a bench asked a somewhat more difficult question. 
 
    “Why is this your favourite place in all the city?” 
 
    Katie looked at Harland, then looked away. “Promise you won’t laugh?” 
 
    “Of course!” Harland pulled her close with one arm. 
 
    “I know exactly why it’s my favourite place, I don’t need a shrink to tell me. When I was around five, a fair a lot like this one set up in the nearest town to my Dad’s farm. My Dad loaded us all into the back of his pickup, my brothers and I, my Mom in the front with him, and we all went. My brothers took the day off school! There was no cloud in the sky, it was almost the summer holidays I think. I got high as a kite on pink cotton candy and ran around like a maniac. My dad carried me on his shoulders when I got too tired, I could see everything! He reached up and tickled me every now and then, when I squirmed he called me a little wiggle worm and I loved him. It was my happiest day.” 
 
    Katie drew a half-choked breath and continued. 
 
    “I didn’t have a lot of happy days, Harland. My Dad…he… he was a mean drunk. If you saw that bottle opened, you made yourself scarce. One night he came into my room, I pretended to be asleep. I thought I was going to catch hell anyway when I heard that belt come off, but he just stood there, I don’t know for how long. Eventually my Mom did something, and she’s the one that caught hell.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Katie.” Harland said, squeezing her even tighter. There didn’t seem to be anything else to say. 
 
    Katie continued, staring ahead from the safety of Harland’s one armed embrace. “So, anyway, my parents argued more and more, my Dad drank more and more. They always seemed to be arguing about me, when I heard them. I don’t know why, I don’t think I did anything in particular… I just wanted to play with my dolls, I did my chores, I ate what was put in front of me. When I was fifteen, my Mom woke me up in the middle of the night and told me that she was leaving and if I knew what was good for me, I’d be coming along. I was recovering from a left hook my Dad laid on me that had been keeping me out of school, so I knew she was right. We moved here. I heard about this fair when I was seventeen, I came here and all the smells and music… I don’t know, it just kind of takes me back to that one day.” 
 
    Katie felt a drip of something on her head and looked up to see a second tear making its way down Harland’s cheek. She reached up and wiped it away. 
 
    “Don’t cry for me, Harland. You of all people don’t have to do that.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe I do. Maybe everybody needs somebody to cry for them. Where is your Mom, now? Shouldn’t you two live together, you know, pool your incomes, halve the costs, and all that?” 
 
    “We did, at first, but she was never the same. It was hard starting out in a new city as a single woman with kid in tow, but at last we found that room from the Banners. She got a job as a secretary, I got my job at the bookstore, we shared the bed, we had a bit more money for food than I do now. After a couple of years, she started dating her boss. She never introduced me to him though, I’m not even sure if he knew I existed. On my eighteenth birthday I came home from work and there was a letter on the bed. It said that it was my fault her first marriage had failed, and to not try to find her. It didn’t say goodbye.” 
 
    “Jesus fucking Christ.” Harland said and wrapped his other arm around her. Katie let her tears flow freely, soaking directly into his shirt. Those previously knotted muscles in her chest briefly tightened again then relaxed even further as she let it all out. 
 
    After what seemed like an eternity, but which was probably only a few minutes. Katie stopped crying. She looked up at Harland. 
 
    “Why did they hate me, Harland?” 
 
    “For no good reason, Katie. You were just a kid, and they failed you. They failed you so bad.” 
 
    Harland put a hand on each side of her head and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out of here, I think I’ve seen enough for one day.” Harland stood up and offered his hand. 
 
    Katie cuddled the stuffed rabbit to her face for a moment, then accepted his hand and stood. 
 
    As they made their way out of the fair Harland cleared his throat and looked at Katie. 
 
    “Listen, I’ve been thinking. I’ve recently developed a full blown phobia of dogs. Not sure why. I was wondering if you would like to come stay at my hotel instead of going back to the Banners’” 
 
    “But Harland, people will talk, they’ll see we’re not married…” 
 
    Harland interrupted “So let them talk… or how about if we get you the room next to mine? It’s a legitimate business expense that I can claim anyway. Going all the way out to your place each day is taking away valuable time that you could be showing me around somewhere. Please say yes, Katie.” 
 
    “Yes Katie” Katie agreed. The thought of returning to Mrs. Banner’s scrutinising gaze just now seemed like something she couldn’t bear. She’d laid out all her war wounds for Harland, and felt like they had been scrubbed clean. It hurt, but it was the tingly kind of hurt that says you’re on the mend. It wasn’t something she wanted to share with Mrs. Banner. 
 
    “Great.” Harland smiled 
 
    ***** 
 
    The woman behind the desk at the hotel glared disapprovingly at Harland and Katie until Harland explained that Katie would like a separate room, at which point the glare lessened in its intensity. The glare returned in full force when she noticed that Katie only had a shopping bag from another dress store as luggage, but she didn’t say anything as she handed over the key. 
 
    Harland opened the door to room number 45 and with a dramatic bow gestured inwards. Katie stepped in. 
 
    “I had dinner here in the hotel restaurant the day before yesterday after you told me to take a long walk off a short pier…” 
 
    Katie laughed, she hadn’t heard that phrase before, but it was a good one. Harland continued 
 
    “and it was actually quite good. The menus were even in English. I was thinking maybe we could have dinner there tonight?” 
 
    Katie took a breath, but before she could get it out Harland added 
 
    “Unless I’m being too presumptuous?” 
 
    Katie smiled “Not at all, dinner from an English menu would be wonderful. I guess we should each wash up, and shall we meet down there?” 
 
    “Good idea, say at six?” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    “OK, I’m in room 46, just across the hall.” Harland raised her hand to his mouth again and kissed it, then he left, closing the door behind him. 
 
    Katie quickly explored her room, almost embarrassed by the luxury compared to her own room at the Banners’. A king size bed dominated the space, the sheets and blankets were impossibly soft. Aside from that was a large set of drawers with a mirror on top of it. It only came up to about waist high, but it was very wide, deep and heavy looking. Did people come to hotels with so many clothes that the needed something like this? The only other pieces of furniture were a table and two chairs, and a TV on a bracket attached to the wall. 
 
    Katie explored the bathroom and stopped in her tracks. A bathtub! As a kid she had washed in a glorified trough with water boiled over a fire. In her room at the Banners’ she had a sink. This was incredible! Stacked around the bathtub were several complimentary bottles of soaps, shampoos and bath salts. 
 
    Katie dropped the shopping bag, they had stopped at a store along the way so she would have things to change into over the next few days. Turning to the mirror, she saw New-Katie smiling back at her, the smile extended into her eyes, shining bright for the first time in years. 
 
    Reaching up to her shirt she began to unbutton it, revealing first her chest and then her bra, an old lacy white one that she’d had for a long time. It was slightly too small for her now and pushed her breasts together a bit too forcefully. She shrugged off her shirt and then reached behind her back to unclasp the bra, which caused her breasts to jut forward. With a sigh of relief she removed the bra and exposed both her and New-Katie’s nipples. Katie rubbed her hand under her breasts, savouring the freedom from the constricting bra. Each breast lifted slightly before their weight brought them back down with a perky bounce. The bra was a large “B” but she was definitely a “C” these days. Her nipples sat perfectly centred on small areolas, and stiffened slightly as Katie watched and continued to rub at herself. 
 
    Katie undid the button of her slacks, followed by the zip, and pushed them down, exposing her threadbare panties. She kicked the slacks off and saw them land on top of her shirt. Sliding her hands down her taught navel, her fingers slipped under the elastic of her panties. She felt the twin bumps of her hips under her palms and the soft caress of her pubic hair under her thumbs as she pushed the panties down and exposed herself completely. 
 
    Looking in the mirror, she took in the sight. Previously she could hardly stand to look at herself, so rushed through getting changed and washing. However, looking at New-Katie’s body in the mirror, she saw nothing to be ashamed of anymore. Katie let her arms hang at her side for a moment, then slid them back up her slim hips, up her belly and cupped her own breasts, giving them a light squeeze. She imagined it was Harland standing behind her and touching her and felt a lightning quick tingle in her pussy as she held the idea in her mind for a moment. 
 
    Katie licked her lips and saw New-Katie copy her. Here now stood a girl that a man like Harland would want, Katie was almost sure of it. Katie had exposed the worst of herself, even now she was surprised by how quickly she had told Harland everything, but he had stuck around. She hoped she would be able to expose the best of herself to him, and soon. She blew another kiss to New-Katie and turned to fill the bath. 
 
    Bending over she put the plug into the bath, then turned the taps on, tinkering with them for a while before finding an acceptable balance. While waiting for it to fill up, she surveyed the complimentary bottles in closer detail. Picking one, she dumped an entire miniature bottle into the bath and watched as bubbles began to first hide the water, then pile up on top of themselves in sweet-scented clouds. 
 
    Looking back at the mirror over her shoulder she posed for New-Katie, putting on a coy face and covering her turned body. Would Harland like to see her naked? The thought of him pressing close again sent a shiver through her body, centring on her pussy and her mouth opened slightly in an involuntary pant. 
 
    Looking back to the bath Katie determined that it was full enough and turned off the taps. Tentatively, she dipped her toes into the bubbles, first obscuring them and then her entire foot. Her foot made contact with the water and she snatched it back. Hot! Steeling herself, she advanced her foot again and hissed a breath in and then out. Planting her foot at the bottom of the tub, she brought the other to join it, letting out an “Ooooohhhhh” as it too first protested at the heat, then grew accustomed to it. 
 
    Katie stood for a moment then turned the cold tap on for a while. Hot was nice, but she had her limits! She turned the taps off then crouched down, feeling her ass sink down through the bubbles then make contact with the water. Grasping the sides of the tub, she slid her feet forward, lowering her ass further and submerging her pussy until she was sitting. Leaning back, she rested against the tub and let out a deep breath. Luxury! This was practically decadent! Katie grouped some bubbles together and covered her breasts before relaxing completely. 
 
    Katie thought back to the previous night and the kiss, her first in years. It had taken her by surprise, but it was so good. The feel of his hands on her back and in her hair. His body pressing against her chest. Katie thought back to how her exposed cleavage had been tantalised by the feel of him and raised her hands again under the bubbles, tracing around her nipples, and sending jolts of pleasure through her body. 
 
    Katie squeezed at her breasts, and then bit her lower lip. She couldn’t restrain herself anymore, she had an emergency! She lightly slid her right hand down her navel again, giving herself a shiver as her fingers brushed along her skin just inside of where her hip protruded. Her fingers ran through the wet tangle of her pubic hair until they made contact with her clitoris. She let out a breath, then resumed biting her lower lip and continued exploring further with her hand. 
 
    Katie’s finger traced around the opening to her pussy, which made her hips buck around slightly involuntarily. Katie’s outer lips protruded out, but not by much. She had always considered her pussy to be a “tidy package” and now she slipped the middle finger past the outer folds and into the tight slickness of the inside, pushing in past the first and second knuckles with ease, she was so wet already. Katie retracted her finger, rubbing it up over her clit, then pressed it forward again, back into her pussy. “Mmmmmm” she moaned. 
 
    Katie repeated the movement several times, gaining pace slightly. When her middle finger was buried as deep as it would go, she squeezed with her pussy as hard as she could and was no longer able to move her finger, the grip was too hard. She relaxed and withdrew her finger, rubbing her clit, then inserted it again, withdrew, rubbed her clit, inserted and squeezed, breathing heavier and heavier. Again and again she rubbed and squeezed, massaging her left breast with her left hand, panting harder and harder. 
 
    Katie’s finger brushed against that special spot inside her pussy that was so sensitive, and she gasped out loud. Flicking over it with her finger in a “come here” motion she started thrusting her hips back and forth, flexing her abdominal muscles and squeezing her eyes shut. Water and bubbles splashed around wildly as Katie writhed under the caress of her own hands. 
 
    Katie opened her eyes and spotted the detachable showerhead just above the taps. Reluctantly removing her hand away from her pussy, she flicked the switch that changed the water flow and then turned the water on. A powerful jet of water blasted out from the showerhead, Katie directed it to her breasts, first spraying at one nipple, then the other. Oh god, it felt so good! The spray of water caused a vibration of pleasure each time it hit a nipple, and Katie swapped sides frantically. 
 
    Katie raised her legs and put each foot over the side of the bath, then lowered her feet again until her knees rested on the edges. With her legs splayed, her pussy lips parted slightly, Katie reached down with her left hand and with the first two fingers, one on each side, parted her pussy further, exposing her clit. With her right hand she lowered and submerged the showerhead. First the jet of water hit her belly, then her strangely ticklish area just inside her hips, then her pubic hair. When the water made contact with her clit, an explosion of fireworks burst in front of Katie’s eyes and she threw her head back, moaning “Ohhhh yessssss!” 
 
    Bucking her hips back and forth, she vocalised her pleasure with increasing volume. “uh….Uh….UH….Mmmm”. 
 
    Katie thought about lying in bed, naked, with Harland above her. In her imagination, Katie looked down and saw Harland’s hard cock poised at the entrance to her pussy. Katie grabbed his cock by the shaft and aimed it carefully. Looking up into Harland’s eyes she demanded “Fuck me.” And Harland did. 
 
    As Katie imagined Harland thrusting forward, she tipped over the edge of self-control back in the bathtub and squirmed under the pleasure of her orgasm. Pulsating waves of pleasure originated from her pussy and travelled to her stomach where they ebbed, until the next wave hit. “Ohhhhh fuuuuuck yessss.” She said as quietly as she could manage. 
 
    The high pressure of the water from the showerhead continued to tantalise her clit, until it became too sensitive. Katie squealed and pulled it away, turning off the taps and hanging it back up. Katie leaned back again then sunk down into the water saying “Oh….. my …. go-blubblubblub” as her head submerged. 
 
    Katie resurfaced and wiped the water and bubbles away from her face, then began to calm herself. Tonight she would do her best to make her fantasy a reality. For now, though, she could relax before getting dressed in her new clothes. She had made Harland wait outside when she went into the store to buy these new clothes, because she had also needed to buy new underwear. How long had it been since she had new underwear? She couldn’t remember off the top of her head. Too long, anyway. Katie could hardly wait for the feel of a bra at the proper size, not to mention the opportunity to show off her legs to Harland in the skirt she had bought. Katie leaned back and enjoyed the soak. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie exited the elevator and entered the lobby, looking over towards the restaurant and searching for Harland. He was easy to find, taller than anybody else near him. Katie approached him with a smile. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked gesturing down at her outfit. 
 
    “Wow… you’re positively glowing.” Harland said. Katie blushed slightly. 
 
    “I had a… hot bath.” 
 
    “They are relaxing.” Harland said. Katie hoped she didn’t look too flustered. Harland continued 
 
    “Anyway, you’re right on time, and here we are. Man cannot live on pink cotton candy alone, are you hungry?” 
 
    “Yes, starving!” Katie said and gripped on to Harland’s offered elbow. 
 
    Seated at their table they enjoyed a much more down-to-earth meal than the previous night, both of them downing burgers and fries, with root beer to drink. Harland asked about any other good places they could go the next day. 
 
    “Well, for young adults the most popular place is probably 52nd street, there’s lots of trendy clubs there, but I don’t think they are open in the daytime.” 
 
    “That’s ok, as long as you say they’re popular, we can just have a look around the area.” Harland smiled “You’re an excellent guide.” 
 
    Katie smiled wryly. “Sure, take you to a fair and cry into my cotton candy. Some guide.” 
 
    Harland reached over the table and held her hand. “Don’t be so hard on yourself, it was a truly wonderful place. How are you feeling now, by the way?” 
 
    “Much better. It’s been bottled up for a long time, there wasn’t anybody to listen. I guess I was pretty desperate to get it out, I bet not everybody you meet burdens you with their issues like this. At least not so quickly. Did we really meet only a couple days ago?” 
 
    “Indeed we did.” Harland raised his mug “To us!” 
 
    Katie raised hers, they clinked, drank, then laughed at each other’s root beer moustaches. 
 
    After dinner they went for a walk, Katie nestled safely under one of Harland’s arms. Neither of them said much, Katie enjoyed the comfortable silence. They were together but alone in their own thoughts. After a while they found themselves back at the hotel, rising in the elevator in silence. 
 
    Katie opened the door to number 45 then turned to face Harland. She grabbed his tie and pulled his face towards her own. Their lips met, but this time she was ready for it. His tongue pushed into her mouth and her tongue pushed back playfully. They kissed ever more passionately, Katie felt a dampening between her legs and pushed against Harland, feeling a hard bulge press into her stomach. 
 
    Harland broke off the kiss and looked into her eyes, with his hands on her upper arms. Katie was gobsmacked when he said “Goodnight, Katie West. I can’t wait to see you tomorrow.” and turned towards his room. Katie was too taken by surprise to tell him that he could see her all night, so just said “Goodnight” as Harland closed his door. 
 
    Katie lay in bed that night, a bed so big she couldn’t even touch both edges at once, in confusion. She knew that Harland had wanted her, an erection that big couldn’t lie. But he had refrained for some reason. Why? An answer eluded her and she drifted off into a confused but extremely comfortable slumber. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie was woken by a knock at the door. Blearily she looked at the clock, it said 9:15, she was late! She sprung out of bed and rushed to the door. 
 
    “Who is it?” she said through the closed door. 
 
    “It’s Harland,” Came the response from the familiar voice “were you expecting somebody else?” 
 
    “Ha, no. Sorry, I’ve slept in, can you give me fifteen minutes to get ready?” 
 
    “Sure, no problem, I’ll come back at quarter to ten, no rush. See you soon!” 
 
    “OK.” Katie heard the door on the opposite side of the hall open and close then went back to the bathroom to freshen up. Looking back and forth between the bathtub and the sink, she decided she was going to take full advantage of the amenities while she was staying here and not wash from a sink if she didn’t have to. Probably not enough time for a proper bath, but there was the detachable showerhead she could use. If she could keep control of herself, that is. Katie smiled mischievously. 
 
    The shower was warm and cleansing, but not as naughty as her bath had been the previous day. Drying herself with a towel she looked at the clothes she had laid out, then at the bathrobe and had an idea. Looking at the mirror as if seeking the advice of New-Katie she thought she saw her reflection smile and briefly raise her eyebrows. She took it as an affirmation. 
 
    When a knock rapped at the door again at about 9:45, Katie opened it a crack, peeking out. She saw that it was indeed Harland, and opened it all the way. Harland opened his mouth, but it seemed like what he had planned to say was probably no longer suitable. Katie stood in the doorway, hair partially dried, and flushed from both the heat of the shower and also her own barely contained excitement. The only piece of clothing she was wearing was the bathrobe, which she had left parted at the front, showing about as much cleavage as she had in her black dress that night at Deckland’s. 
 
    “Uh… do you need a bit more time? Am I early?” Harland asked. 
 
    “No, I’m ready.” Katie responded. “Come in.” 
 
    Harland obeyed like a dog on a lead and Katie closed the door behind him. And locked it. 
 
    “I need you, Harland,” she said pressing up against him “do you want me?” 
 
    “Yes, Katie, I want you. I need you.” Harland bent down to kiss her and Katie reached up, wrapping both arms around his neck pressing their faces together as if she never wanted the kiss to stop. Their tongues met and caressed each other until Katie broke off the kiss, lightly biting Harland’s bottom lip, which pulled away from his mouth slightly before she let go and it snapped back into place with a quiet popping sound. 
 
    Katie began unbuttoning his shirt, starting at the top. Biting her own lower lip, her eyes darted between the buttons and Harland’s face. Each button revealed more of his body to her, and it was even better than she had imagined. A broad chest was exposed, followed shortly afterwards by such clearly defined abdominal muscles that Katie had to run her hand over them. Katie pushed his shirt off and threw it across the room, then grabbed his pants by the waistline with her thumbs on the outside and all her fingers on the inside. 
 
    Katie thought that this was the kind of body Charles Atlas would have if Charles Atlas had any clue about how to work out properly. Her fingers could feel the heat of him, so close, so tantalisingly close. Katie began to work at the button on his pants, but Harland stopped her. As she looked up at him, he undid the cloth belt of her bathrobe then slowly opened it. The bathrobe, a loose garment at the best of times, fell to the floor in a pool of fabric around her. Harland pulled her close, squashing her breasts into his body and kissed her deeply, then pulled his head back. Katie’s head followed his briefly, not wanting the kiss to end. 
 
    Harland bent down still further, and before Katie knew it he had picked her up like she was a feather and carried her to the bed like he was carrying a bride over a threshold. Harland gently laid her down amongst the unmade sheets, then climbed on to the bed. Katie parted her legs and Harland positioned himself over her, taking his weight on his knees and elbows. Her breasts protruded upwards from her body enough so that every slight movement from him rubbed her nipples on his chest, and they were soon hard and sensitive. 
 
    Harland’s hands ran through her hair like it was water, her hair had never been so silky smooth as it was now after her generous use of the complimentary shampoos. Again and again they kissed, Katie opened her eyes to look at him, as if to reassure herself that it was all real. It was. She closed her eyes again and savoured the kisses. Katie felt the bulge in Harland’s pants make contact with her pelvis and responded by wrapping her legs around him, aiming her quickly dampening pussy at the bulge. 
 
    Harland slowly ground against her pussy, gently at first, then harder when the front of his pants were slick with her juices. Katie moaned into his mouth mid-kiss, hands gripping at the back of his shoulders as she tried to pull him even closer. At long last his hard cock was so close. Harland leaned over to his left and cupped her left breast with his right hand, pushing it upwards then squeezing, lightly pinching her nipple between two of his fingers. “Mmmmmm, yes” she whispered and he repeated the massage-pinch motion then took her nipple into his mouth, flicking at it with his tongue. Katie squeezed him even harder with her legs and ran her hand through his short hair as she looked down at him sucking on her tit. Her small nipple and areola were completely hidden within his mouth as he continued his manipulations with his tongue. 
 
    Harland pulled away, but Katie resisted, continuing to squeeze with her legs. Harland pulled away harder and Katie reluctantly let him go. Harland retreated down the bed slightly until he was kneeling level with where her feet were now resting to each side of him. Harland lifted her right foot with both hands and kissed it. Katie squirmed slightly at the tickly sensation and squeezed her breasts together with both hands as she watched his progress of kisses. Her ankle and calf received kisses, she squirmed again at the inside of the knee. From there, Harland bent down to continue the trail of kisses up her inner thigh. Mid-way up her thigh Harland reached out with his right hand and traced a finger from her inner knee on her left leg to her upper thigh. 
 
    Harland’s mouth and right hand met at the upper end of her legs and paused. Katie held her breath, looking down at him, then spread her legs even more, which caused her pussy lips to part the marginally. Harland let out a breath, which Katie felt as a cool breeze on her sopping wet pussy, then traced his finger around her outer lips before slowly pushing it into her. Harland pushed his finger in and out of Katie’s pussy and gently blew on her clit. Katie wasn’t sure if he knew what effect his breath was having, but it was unlike anything she’d even fantasised about before. 
 
    Harland introduced a second finger to his thrusts and continued at the same pace. God it felt so good, his fingers were so much bigger than her own, not to mention is breath on her clit was still driving her wild. Harland twisted his fingers slightly as he thrust them in and out of Katie’s pussy and Katie felt his fingers make contact with that special spot inside her and she gasped in ecstasy. 
 
    Harland lowered his mouth and kissed her just to the right of her clit. Katie’s legs wobbled at the tease. Harland did the same, just to the left of her clit and Katie’s legs wobbled again. Finally, he lightly touched her clit with his tongue and Katie half-yelled an affirmative. Harland licked slowly from her pussy, where his fingers maintained their thrusting-twisting rhythm, up to her clit, sending electric jolts of pleasure through her body. 
 
    Harland licked from her pussy to her clit again, then once more, and began concentrating on her clit in earnest, licking it exclusively. Slowly for the first several licks but quickly building pace, it was not long before Katie could barely distinguish all the individual licks, it was almost like a constant vibration on her clit, above the steady thrusts of his fingers. 
 
    Katie felt a warm tingly ball of pleasure building up in her belly. Each thrust of his fingers and lick of his tongue caused it to grow bigger until she thought she would burst. Katie looked down at Harland, his face concentrating on what he was doing with her thighs resting at the outer extremities of his broad shoulders. Katie caught sight of her feet bouncing slightly in the air with each thrust of his fingers then lay her head flat on the pillow again as an orgasm of life-changing proportions wracked her body. 
 
    Katie tried her best to refrain from yelling too loudly, but was unable to contain herself and let out a primal yell of pleasure. As the orgasm spread through her body she grabbed a spare pillow and smothered herself with it, yelling into it as she bucked and writhed. Harland held on tightly and managed to keep contact between his tongue and her clit until the orgasm faded to a glow and Katie regained control of her body. 
 
    Katie removed the pillow and looked down at Harland as he climbed back up to be level with her. Harland kissed her and she tasted the faint flavour of what must be her own pussy juices on his mouth, she sucked at his lips greedily and reached down to undo the button on his pants, followed by the zip. Katie pushed Harland’s pants and underwear downwards, first carefully unhooking the underwear from his erection, which was pointing straight at her. Katie continued the removal by pushing his remaining clothes downwards with her feet, gripping on with her toes. 
 
    Katie looked down to see how everything compared with her fantasy from the previous day. His cock was about the same size she thought it would be, but his pubic hair was much shorter, as if he had trimmed it. Katie reached down with her left hand and grasped at the base of his penis, just above the balls. She slid her right hand over the head, which was slick with his pre-cum. Down and up and down she slid her hand, spreading his pre-cum over the entire length as he let out a quick pleasured breath. 
 
    In her fantasy she had been bold and told Harland to fuck her, but here in reality her courage failed her and she said “B-be gentle, Harland, it’s been a long time for me.” 
 
    “Me too,” he responded “but I think I can still remember how.” 
 
    Katie positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy and looked up apprehensively at him as he began to push forward himself. Her lips, Katie thought of her “tidy package”, met the head of his penis and were gently moved to each side as he continued to push forward. When the head was entirely engulfed in her pussy, Katie put her hands on Harland’s hips, ready to push away if there was any pain or if he moved too quickly. 
 
    Harland advanced at the same slow pace, until about half of his cock was inside her. Katie felt the head come torturously close to her special spot when Harland started pulling back. Harland withdrew backwards until the head of his erection appeared between her lips again, then pushed forward once more. This time he slowly pushed until about two thirds of his cock was inside her, Katie felt her pussy involuntarily squeeze at his cock as the head flicked over her spot, first on the way in, then on the way out. 
 
    Again the head of his cock appeared between her pussy lips and Harland pushed his erection back into Katie. Harland didn’t stop with the forward thrust until he was all the way in and Katie felt his pubic bone press against her clit. Harland kissed her passionately then began a slow rhythmic pace, not pulling his cock out so the head appeared, but pushing in all the way every time. Soon Katie slid her hands up from his hips and gripped at his back. Katie raised her head and kissed Harland, first tilting her head one way, then the other. Katie lowered her head back to the pillow, not releasing the kiss. 
 
    Her entire pussy felt a mild burning sensation, but it was nowhere near any definition of pain, it only served to sensitise Katie even more. She could feel the ridge of the head and, she could have sworn, every vein. Katie slid a hand from Harland’s back up to the back of his head. Holding his head still as he thrust she whispered into his ear. 
 
    “Faster.” 
 
    Harland propped himself up on his hands and began a faster and harder pace. No longer held in place between their bodies, Katie’s breasts bounced up and down with each thrust. Katie felt and heard Harland’s balls slapping on her ass each time he finished his forward thrust, his pubic bone grinding against her clit. Katie closed her eyes and listened to the sound, while enjoying the sensations pounding up from her groin. She ran her hand over Harland’s pectoral muscles, then down his stomach, almost mesmerised at the hardness. 
 
    Katie felt the ball of pleasure building up in her belly again, slower this time. Katie felt the promise of pleasure, but also the promise of remaining in control as it grew and grew. Katie looked up at Harland’s face. He was looking down at her pussy, as his cock disappeared into it completely again and again. Katie felt a slight change in the rhythm of his thrusting. 
 
    “Harland.” She panted “Look at me.” 
 
    Harland raised his blue eyes to meet her brown ones. 
 
    “Cum inside me, Harland.” Katie said and squeezed with her pussy with all the energy she had left. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Harland said, managing to maintain his pace in the newly tightened pussy due to their combined lubrication. Katie felt his cock swell inside her as he continued thrusting, and as he let out a quiet “uuuuhhhhhh” she felt spurt after spurt of semen squirt out and hit the walls of her pussy. The sensation sent her over the edge of her second orgasm, sending a warm wave of pleasure from her belly down to her pussy, then pulsating out all the way to her extremities. 
 
    Their eyes remained locked as their mutual orgasms ebbed until Harland buried his face in the pillow beside her head. Katie wrapped her arms around his neck, feeling his hard cock still inside her. They lay still as his erection slowly softened. She turned her head and kissed his cheek, then turned back, and began stroking his hair as they caught their breath and basked in the afterglow. 
 
    Harland turned his head towards Katie and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “I love you, Katie.” 
 
    Katie closed her eyes. All her life she had wanted to hear those words but nobody had wanted to say them. She ran the words through her head. They sounded better in reality than she had been able to imagine before. Sweet, awkward Harland, with his strange but sincere mannerisms. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    Together they dozed off for a while, then the day became a blur of sex, room service, resting, sex, room service and more sex. By the end of the day, Katie was exhausted, but her pussy seemed to not know what was good for her. If Harland hadn’t expressed his own fatigue, she feared she may well have fucked herself to death by dehydration. 
 
    “Let’s sleep in my room,” Harland suggested “give the staff half a chance to tidy poor abused number 45.” 
 
    Katie agreed and they made a mad dash across the hallway, half-dressed and half-terrified that somebody would see them. Nobody did, and they arrived at the safe-house of Harland’s room, which was a mirror image of Katie’s. Katie collapsed on the bed. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever been so tired.” Katie said quietly. Harland pulled the covers up and around her, then slid into bed next to her. Katie raised her head so Harland could get his arm under it and nestled in close to him. 
 
    “Can’t talk. Sleepy.” Harland murmured. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie woke in the exact same position she had fallen asleep in. Daylight was attempting to force its way in around the curtains, but with only partial success. Katie looked up at Harland, who seemed to still be asleep. Katie lay as still as possible for a while, but eventually the urge to go to the bathroom overcame both her own comfort and her will to not disturb Harland. 
 
    Carefully she rolled away, trying to be as quiet as a mouse. Her aching muscles protested and she grimaced silently at the unexpected pain, and exited the bed. Katie made her way to the bathroom, relieved herself, flushed and washed her hands. Hoping to get back into bed without waking Harland up, she peeked out of the bathroom door, but he appeared to be stirring anyway. 
 
    “Is… is it tomorrow?” he asked in a sleepy daze. 
 
    “Yes.” She said “Sleep well?” 
 
    “Mmmmph.” Harland rubbed at his bleary eyes. “I didn’t dream.” 
 
    “I dreamed I could fly, it was a good one. You don’t usually remember your dreams?” 
 
    “No… I always do. Always. Just not last night. Wow… that was… restful!” 
 
    “Yes, sleep is good for that.” Katie hopped back into bed and slid her naked body up against him. 
 
    Harland yawned, then said cryptically “Not my sleep… not usually.” 
 
    Katie began to ask what he meant, but Harland pecked her on the cheek and got out of bed, making a beeline for the bathroom. Katie heard the toilet flush, followed by splashing sounds at the sink. Katie yawned and stretched, feeling her muscles begin to loosen up. Harland was taking his time in the bathroom. Katie moved the pillows around then sat up in the bed with her back against the headboard. Arranging the sheets to cover her nakedness, she struck what she hoped was a sexy pose, and a coy face similar to the one she had fixed on New-Katie in the mirror a couple of nights ago. She felt like making up for lost time. 
 
    Harland eventually opened the door, no longer naked, but wearing a bathrobe. He appeared lost in his own thoughts and didn’t notice the suggestive come-hither look Katie was gracing him with. 
 
    “Katie… I have to tell you something.” 
 
    The seriousness of his voice, drove all thoughts of sex out of Katie’s mind and she suddenly felt all too exposed. Drawing the sheets around herself tighter and hugging her knees to her chest she warily asked 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Harland took a deep breath. 
 
    “When I was walking to meet you the day before yesterday, when we went to the fair, I was bringing back your shopping bags, as you know. On the way there, a piece of paper from one of the bags came loose somehow, caught the wind and blew off down the street. If it was just a receipt I would have just let it go, but it didn’t look like that, so I chased it because I thought it might be important to you. Took me about 5 minutes to catch up with it, but I did. It was a letter, Katie. A letter from you to Mr. Fisher.” 
 
    Blood drained from Katie’s face as she remembered the contents of that letter, then returned as she felt a surge of anger for the invasion of privacy, but before she said anything, the anger also passed. She had already shared what she thought was her most shameful secrets with Harland, this was just one more. 
 
    “That’s why you were so out of breath when you arrived at the Banners’?” 
 
    “Yes, I had to make sure you were ok… that you hadn’t done anything to yourself.” 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “Now we make each other a promise. The world, any world, is a sad place for me without you in it, so I need you to promise that you won’t kill yourself, no matter how bad things ever get. I promise you the same.” 
 
    “I… think I can make that promise, Harland, there’s only one thing I couldn’t stand… if I couldn’t be with you. 
 
    “Even then!” Harland raised his voice then regained control “Even then. If something were to happen to me… or we couldn’t be together, you need to go on… have babies, show them what love is… teach people about keeping a kind heart even when the world is a cold, hard piece of shit going to hell around you. Don’t make the world a worse place by taking yourself out of it… don’t let them win.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say!” Katie yelled at him, losing control “What do you know? You’re rich, you’re handsome, you’re big! Nobody ever stepped on you like a bug! I don’t have ANYBODY, Harland! I’m all alone! What the fuck do you know about making promises like this?” 
 
    “Katie…I…” 
 
    “That’s what I thought!” 
 
    Harland walked to one of the seats by the table, where his pants where draped over the back. Reaching into the pocket he retrieved his wallet. After fishing around for a moment he took out something, Katie couldn’t make out what it was. Harland stared at the something for a while then took a deep breath that sounded like it was part-sob. 
 
    He brought it over to Katie, holding it out towards her. Katie glared at him, but reached out and took it. It was a photograph. It showed a young blonde-haired boy of maybe 2 years of age, the photographer seemed to have caught him mid-giggle showing a good number of teeth, with a few gaps here and there. The boy was stroking a cat, who appeared resigned to its fate, the wrong way. Colour photography wasn’t exactly new, but Katie had never seen anything like this before, the photo showed incredible detail. Katie felt like she could almost hear the giggle, and like the cat’s tail would twitch at any moment. 
 
    “What is this, Harland?” Katie asked. 
 
    “That… that’s my son, Ben.” Harland forced out before walking over to the window and staring out through a small gap in the curtains. 
 
    Katie felt her world begin to fall to pieces around her. Again. 
 
    “You’re married?” 
 
    Harland turned his head back towards her, brow furrowed in confusion then he raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “I… uh… suppose I am… technically.” 
 
    “Technically? Technically!?” Katie demanded, but Harland only stared out of the window. 
 
    “Talk to me! I need to understand!” 
 
    “My wife is dead, Katie. She’s dead, ok?” Harland turned back towards her from the window. “We never had our divorce finalised before she died.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Harland… I … I didn’t know.” Katie said quietly “Can you tell me what happened?” 
 
    “Yes… I’m working up to it.” Harland turned back to the window and stared out for a while before beginning to speak again. 
 
    “We got married young. Everybody told us how stupid we were, but we knew better. We weren’t the first, and we won’t be the last, I’m sure of it. After university we just kind of grew apart, we lived together, but we were so busy doing our own thing that we were like ships passing in the night. Sometimes we passed pretty close and one day we found out that she was pregnant. For a while, things were like the old days again, I guess because we had this thing in common that was going to tie us together forever one way or the other.” 
 
    Katie listened silently as Harland paused for a while, presumably trying to decide how best to continue. 
 
    “Then Ben was born, and all those sleepless nights, the arguing about who’s turn it was to do what and when and it was even worse between us than ever. She loved Ben though, and so did I, we made sure he grew up with love all around him. She would sing for him… I would blow raspberries on his little fat tummy and he would giggle… we couldn’t help but laugh ourselves. Sometimes when we were laughing, I thought we might just make it.” 
 
    Harland leaned his head forward through the gap in the curtains until Katie heard it thud to a rest on the window frame hidden behind before he continued. 
 
    “But no. She found somebody else. It wasn’t so bad… deep down I knew that we were finished, and it’s not like we hated each other or anything so we worked out a fair schedule, so that Ben would live with me some of the time and with them some of the time, once he was weaned.” 
 
    Harland leaned his head back again and slowly turned towards Katie. Katie couldn’t help but try to retreat from the horror she saw on his face and pressed her back harder against the headboard, with a sense of impending doom growing in her. Did the room just get darker, or did she just imagine it? Harland went on, his voice starting to crack, and his usual slow confident tone wavering all over the place. 
 
    “And it was working! Ben knew me, and I knew him. I was his first word…” 
 
    Harland squeezed his eyes shut, tears starting to leak from the corners. 
 
    “Dada! Dada!” he thumped his chest with each word then sobbed. 
 
    “But this guy she was seeing, this other fuckin’ FUCKIN’ GUY!” Harland roared then quietened again “Wrong fucking guy. He was one of those mean drunks you’re already familiar with. The meanest. Turns out he was beating my wife… ex-wife… a lot of the time. I didn’t know.” 
 
    Katie’s head began to shake from side to side slightly, as if her involuntary denial could stop the words Harland was telling her, or could deny the reality the words were revealing. 
 
    “So, this one week I was scheduled to have Ben but this thing came up with work and I had to go on a trip. I spoke to my ex and we agreed to reschedule so I could have Ben the following week instead. No problem, right? RIGHT?” 
 
    Katie couldn’t answer, and Harland didn’t wait for one. 
 
    “That weekend the guy gets all liquored up and starts laying into my ex. Before he knows it, she isn’t moving anymore. He beat her to death with his bare hands, so the story goes. He panicked and decided to destroy all the evidence then get the hell out of town.” 
 
    Tears flowed freely down Katie’s face now as she stared at Harland. Harland stared back at her for what seemed like hours, but couldn’t have been. At last he finished his story. 
 
    “He burned the house down, Katie. The whole fucking thing. Ben was in there. He burned my boy, my beautiful boy…” 
 
    Katie buried her face into her knees and cried silently into the sheets, sobs wracking her body. What could she say or do? Nothing. Katie felt the bed shift as Harland sat on it, and looked up. Harland came to her like a child to it’s mother, seeking comfort. She offered what she could as she lowered her knees and he rested his head in her lap. 
 
    “There was almost nothing…” he mumbled “he liked cats and cheesy pasta… it’s my fault…” 
 
    Katie hugged his head tightly and put her hand over his mouth. “No more, please no more.” 
 
    Katie didn’t know how long they stayed there, but the sun had moved around to a different side of the building before Harland spoke again. 
 
    “Katie, I made arrangements to end my life. Coming here was kind of a… I don’t know what to call it. Just an opportunity that fell in my lap, so I thought I might as well come and have a look. Something has changed in me in the last few days. I… don’t think I’ve found peace yet, but I’ve got some good clues about where it is hiding. You saved me.” 
 
    Katie didn’t say anything, so Harland continued. 
 
    “I know exactly what it takes to make the kind of promise I was talking about, Katie, and I’m making this promise to you anyway. I need you to promise me.” 
 
    “OK, I promise, Harland.” Katie consented. 
 
    Katie and Harland spend the rest of the day close, but mostly in quiet contemplation. They walked through gardens, bought picnic supplies and ate in a park, fed some ducks by a pond and then much later watched the sun set from a bench. Back at the hotel they shared Harland’s bed, kissed tenderly, and talked before sleeping. 
 
    The next day Harland seemed more like his usual self, he thanked her for listening. She said the same to him and they made love in the morning, slowly, before ever getting out of bed. That night they went to the cinema and saw a horror movie. Katie spent much of the time hiding her face at Harland’s arm, Harland spent much of the time laughing like a lunatic, causing several disapproving stares to be sent their way. In bed that night he regularly had to stop what he was saying to laugh, saying what a “hilarious” show it was. Katie cuddled up close anyway. Just in case. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie felt herself drifting towards consciousness, but didn’t open her eyes. She reached out towards Harland, but couldn’t find him. Katie opened her eyes and spotted Harland standing naked in front of his rooms heavy set of drawers with the mirror on top, just looking at himself. 
 
    Katie propped herself up on one elbow. “See anything you like, stud?” 
 
    Harland laughed “Good morning, sexy. I’ve had an idea that I need your help with.” 
 
    Katie’s gaze dropped down to his cock, hanging there, just out of reach. “I’ve got an idea myself.” She replied. 
 
    “Sounds like we’re singing from the same hymn sheet.” said Harland. Katie giggled, she couldn’t remember a hymn like this. 
 
    “Join me up here.” 
 
    Katie slid out of bed and stood in front of Harland facing the mirror. Harland placed a hand on each of her hips and pulled her backwards until their bodies met. Katie felt his penis nestled between the cheeks of her ass as she watched Harland’s double in the mirror roam his hands over New-Katie. 
 
    Katie reached back with her hand to feel for Harland’s cock, and saw New-Katie in the mirror do the same as her breasts were lifted up from behind and squeezed playfully. Katie wrapped her hand around Harland’s shaft and began to squeeze, pull and release as if she was milking it, while Harland continued to pay attention to her breasts. Katie felt his penis begin to swell in her hand as it reacted to her caress. 
 
    It was not long before Katie had a hard cock in her hand, pointing straight upwards. Harland released her breast with one hand and grabbed at the base of his erection, then crouched down slightly. Katie waited eagerly for the feel of his dick pounding at her pussy… but he didn’t put it in. Instead, Katie felt the head of his penis slide past her opening and rub over her clit. 
 
    Katie gasped at the sensation. 
 
    “Move your feet apart a bit and rest your head on the set of drawers.” Harland said. 
 
    Katie did as she was told resting her head on one arm on the drawers, but using the other one to grab at the head of Harland’s cock with the other as it peeked out the front of her crotch. Harland began to thrust back and forth across her pussy and clit while Katie pressed at his cock with her hand, keeping the pressure on her groin. The head and the entire shaft became soaked in her pussy juices and rubbed on her clit, sending long strokes of pleasure shooting into her. 
 
    “Ohhh… my … god” Katie hissed at the floor as Harland took a hold of her hips and began thrusting with more power, his hips slapping into her ass as his cock continued its assault on her clit. Katie quickly felt herself being pushed over the edge by the relentless rubbing of the slick erection. She turned her head upwards to look at the mirror and saw New-Katie’s face only inches from her own, contorted in sexual bliss as above and behind her the muscular frame of Harland flexed and thrust. 
 
    With this image locked in her mind, Katie lowered her head again and let her orgasm take over. The pleasure was incredible, it began at her clit and exploded throughout her body, then returned and concentrated at her clit, causing her legs to wobble slightly. Harland took more of her weight through her hips and continued thrusting at a frantic pace, sawing back and forth over her pulsating pussy that attempted to suck him in with every wave of Katie’s orgasm. 
 
    Finally Harland slowed and Katie released his cock. Her hand was absolutely soaked with her own juices, as was Harland’s erection. Katie began to turn around, but Harland stopped her. 
 
    “Stay there.” he said. 
 
    Katie remained where she was and felt the head of his cock back at the entrance to her pussy. Harland pushed forward in one long smooth motion, and Katie felt her pussy accept him eagerly, her juices having already been flowing for quite some time now. Harland pulled his cock out almost all the way, until Katie felt that wonderful sensation again of her lips parting to make way for his head, then he pushed all the way forward once more. After several more thrusts he said 
 
    “Katie, do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes.” Katie replied without hesitation. 
 
    “I want to fuck your ass.” Harland said. 
 
    Katie raised her head and looked at Harland in the mirror, over the flushed face of New-Katie. She paused for a moment then looked down at New-Katie. What she saw there was a pleasure machine built to fuck hard. New-Katie could do anything. 
 
    “Anything you want, Harland.” Katie replied. 
 
    Harland and Katie moved forward until her thighs were pressed against the front of the drawers. She bent at the waist until her nipples made contact with the cold glass of the mirror. Her tits squashed against those of New-Katie and in unison they reached back with both hands and pulled their ass cheeks apart. Katie felt Harland withdraw from her pussy and place the head of his cock at her asshole, which instinctively puckered up at the contact. 
 
    “Relax.” He said and pushed forward slightly. With an effort of willpower, Katie managed to relax and accept the very tip of his penis into her ass. Harland pressed forward more and Katie raised herself up on the tips of her toes unconsciously trying to escape the invasive erection. 
 
    “Relax.” Harland repeated. Katie took a deep breath and on the exhale she lowered herself until her heels made contact with the ground again. In the same motion she felt the head of Harland’s cock pop into her asshole. Harland withdrew his penis slightly, and Katie felt that slightly pleasant popping sensation as the ridge of the head slipped out of her ass again. 
 
    Harland pressed forward and Katie felt the head disappear into her again. Harland’s cock was still completely soaked with her pussy juices and was able to advance at a slow but steady pace. Katie felt no pain, just the amazing sensation of being so incredibly FULL. She thought she had known what it meant to be full after that meal at Deckland’s, but as inch after inch of Harland’s hard cock disappeared into her asshole, she knew she had been mistaken. 
 
    At last Katie felt Harland’s pelvis on her hands, where she was still pulling her ass cheeks apart. Looking up at him in the mirror she said “Go slow, Harland.” 
 
    He did. Time and again he planted his cock in her ass, withdrew it until Katie felt the wonderful popping sensation, then pushed it back in. Katie began to feel a familiar warm glow at her belly, which was being fed by every stroke of Harland into her asshole and Katie started pushing back at him with every one of his forward thrusts. 
 
    The pace quickened until the steady slap, slap, slap of Harland’s pelvis on her ass rang out through the room. The glow at her belly grew, but seemed to be unable to grow large enough to graduate to an orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck me hard” Katie gasped. 
 
    Harland increased the power of his strokes, Katie felt the entire length of his cock pumping in and out of her asshole causing the warm glow to increase again. Harland reached up and placed one hand in Katie’s hair at the back of her head. He clenched his fist, grabbing a handful and pulled her head back gently until she was looking up at him over her shoulder. 
 
    “Where’s my cock?” he asked. 
 
    “In my ass.” She whispered. 
 
    “Where’s my cock? He repeated. 
 
    “IN MY ASS!” Katie yelled and finally felt the warm glow tip over the edge into a new kind of orgasm that she had never felt before. Moving from her belly to her clit and around her body, it also produced a fiery sensation up her ass where Harland continued to fuck her in and out. Her ass quivered with the pleasure and she let out a quiet “Ahhhhhh” as she felt Harland’s cock spurting cum into her colon, quenching the fire. 
 
    “Uhhhhhh” Harland grunted as Katie felt his cock pulsating in her ass with each thrust, now more erratic. Finally Harland stopped moving. Katie remained still, panting on the mirror. Through the fogged up reflection she could see New-Katie, all sweaty and dishevelled, every bit as impaled on a cock as she herself was. 
 
    “That was amazing… I’ve never done that before.” Katie admitted. 
 
    “I can’t get enough of fucking you, Katie, you’re so fucking hot you almost make me cum before I’ve even touched you.” 
 
    Katie turned around, feeling Harland’s cock first slip out of her ass, then press into her stomach, still slick with her juices and his cum. Katie reached up and pulled his head down to where she could kiss him. 
 
    “I love you, Harland. I’ve never felt so sexy and wanted, I’d probably let you do anything to me.” Katie said with a wink. “But first, let’s have a shower and grab some food.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Katie and Harland sat opposite each other in a diner near their hotel. Harland had ordered some spicy chicken wings (“How spicy could they be?” Harland had asked), and Katie had elected for a salad. She noticed that he seemed preoccupied with something. 
 
    “A penny for your thoughts?” Katie prodded. 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Er… you know? A penny? One cent?” 
 
    “Oh, of course. I’ve been dreading this since I met you… but remember I was only in town for one week. Today is the day I leave.” 
 
    “Take me with you?” Katie almost whispered. 
 
    “I can’t. And yes, I have to go.” 
 
    “When will you be back?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m thinking about right now. The truth is I don’t know. There are some things I have to do back home… look, let’s just drop it for now, I really need to think, ok?” 
 
    Katie didn’t say anything, but turned her head to look out the window after their waitress delivered their food. Katie absent-mindedly played at the salad with her fork as she thought about what Harland had said. How long could he be gone for? What did he need to take care of? 
 
    Katie heard a choking sound and turned back to Harland, he was bright red and looked like somebody had shoved a jack-hammer up his ass. Katie stared, not quite sure what was going on. 
 
    “Water!” Harland croaked, and then Katie made the connection. Shaking her head she went to the counter to request some water for her overzealous companion. Spicy chicken wings are aptly named. 
 
    Back in Harland’s room at the hotel, he requested that she sit at the table. 
 
    “There’s not much time left.” He said, sadly. Reaching under the bed, Harland retrieved the suitcase that Katie vaguely remembered him carrying on the first day they had met and lay it in front of her on the table. 
 
    “Open it.” He said. She did. In the briefcase was a thick book entitled “Hawaii”, but Katie barely noticed it because under the tome was more money than Katie had ever seen in her life. Row after row of bundled notes greeted her gaze. Katie thought there must be millions in the case. Who carried this kind of cash around? Who left it in a briefcase, trusting cleaning staff to leave it alone? Who travelled with this much cash but no army of security personnel? 
 
    “Are you a bank robber?” Katie blurted out. 
 
    “No. The truth is I’m unemployed, haven’t been able to work since… Ben.” Harland replied. 
 
    “What are you doing with all this money?” 
 
    “Nothing anymore. It’s yours.” Harland said in a matter of fact tone. 
 
    “I can’t take this… it must be the most cash outside of the banks in the entire country!” 
 
    “Katie, in only a few minutes, I’m going to be walking through that door” Harland pointed “and there’s a real possibility that I might not be coming back. I realise that now, but I need you to remember your promise. Remember it, Katie! This money will make things easier. You don’t need to work in a bookstore, you can go anywhere in the country and start a new life.” 
 
    “Harland that’s the bathroom door! How spicy were those chicken wings? None of this makes any sense! Don’t leave! Stay with me!” 
 
    “I can’t, Katie! I want to, believe me, but it is out of my control. If I can come back, I should only be gone a minute or two.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about now? This is crazy!” 
 
    Harland looked at his watch. “Goodbye, Katie West. Remember, you are loved. Remember your promise.” 
 
    Harland kissed her forehead, then walked to the bathroom, closing the door behind him. Katie sat with her mouth open and heard a popping sound. Was that in her head, or did it come from the bathroom? Katie remained seated for a few minutes, but heard nothing else. 
 
    Katie glanced at the briefcase and shut it before standing up and walking to the bathroom door. 
 
    “Harland?” Katie knocked. No answer. “Are you ok?” No answer. 
 
    Katie returned to the table, touched the briefcase then walked to the bathroom door again. 
 
    “Harland?” Nothing. 
 
    “Harland, I’m coming in!” Katie turned the handle and pushed the door, which swung open with silent ease. Harland was not having further problems with the spicy chicken wings, he was not on or in front of the toilet. Katie drew back the curtain that partially obscured her view of the bathtub. He wasn’t standing in the bathtub like some kind of maniac. There was really nowhere else to look. 
 
    The window was open. 
 
    “No, Harland, NO!” Katie rushed over, terrified to think of what she might see. Was he on the ledge, or had he jumped already? 
 
    “You promised ME!” she yelled, leaning out. Harland was not on the ledge. Looking down, there were no crowds of bystanders around a bloody mess. A couple people looked up when they heard her, but soon looked back to whatever they had been doing beforehand. 
 
    Katie backed away from the window, all the way out of the bathroom and back into the room. Harland’s room. This just wasn’t possible. People don’t disappear into thin air, leaving enough money to live in luxury for the rest of one’s life. 
 
    Think, Katie, what did he say? 
 
    “He said… it didn’t make any sense! He said if he could come back he would only be gone a couple of minutes!” 
 
    Katie sat down heavily at the table again, trying to make sense of it all. Sense could not be made. Every few minutes she opened the briefcase, looked at the money and then closed it again. It was still there, every time. 
 
    The minutes stretched out to an hour before Katie broke down and wept. She just did not understand how something like this could happen. He said… 
 
    A tentative knock rapped at the door and Katie snapped her head up from where it had been buried in her hands. Wiping her eyes she quickly deposited the briefcase back under the bed before straightening herself out in front of the mirror. She still looked like she had been crying. 
 
    Opening the door she saw a tall man in an ill-fitting suit, topped off by a bowler hat. The man appeared to have been through hell within the past several weeks with cuts, bruises and swelling distorting his face. His face! Harland’s face! 
 
    Katie stepped forward into his arms and buried her face into his chest. 
 
    “I’ve got some explaining to do.” He said. 
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    Ashley looked at the time in the lower right corner of her laptop screen, it was 12:54am and still the hammering and the clanging was carrying on unabated in the room next to hers. Tomorrow, today now actually, she was going to be celebrating her 18th Birthday and she wanted her beauty sleep! 
 
    Up until now she had been filling in time trying to work out what she would wear to the party the following night. She wasn’t having much luck, she had chosen the shoes and the pantyhose, they worked well together. Black high heels clad her feet, held on by two thin straps, her pantyhose had flower patterns that curled around her legs all the way to the top. 
 
    Under the pantyhose her black panties had a little green bow just above her ass, as if everything the panties covered was a gift of some kind. The style matched her bra, which had a little green bow right in the middle between her B-cup breasts. Ashley looked at herself in the full length mirror hung on her wardrobe door and wondered who she’d be giving these gifts to tomorrow. She was stringing a lot of guys along at the moment, but hadn’t let any of them get too close. If she could just find the right outfit, she’d have them all eating out of her hand tomorrow night. 
 
    Ashley ran her hands through her long blonde hair, imagining it was Chris from her chemistry class and smiled. Yes, he was definitely a front runner! A noise like an electric drill from the next room over brought her mind back to the here and now. Her step-brother Kyle was home from college and it sounded like he was doing some major remodelling in his old room. 
 
    Kyle used to go to the same school as Ashley, but had graduated a couple years ago, going to a college across the country. Ashley had been thankful for this boon. Kyle had always been an annoying AV geek all throughout school, and Ashley had never missed an opportunity to tease him while they were growing up. She had been so embarrassed when her mother had married Kyle’s Dad three years ago and all of a sudden they had to live together. 
 
    Ashley had a mild surprise when Kyle had come back this time, it looked like this year had done him some good, he’d filled out a bit and looked like he had managed to find his way outside on some sunny days. She’d smiled and said welcome back, but then he had started talking and it was the same old annoying Kyle, talking about the same old boring things, the old AV stuff, but now he also talked about web design things, which is what he was studying. It was boring beyond belief. 
 
    It went quiet next door. Thank god, now maybe she could think straight for a moment and either finish picking out her clothes or go to sleep. Ashley was pondering the decision when a flashing window popped up on her laptop screen. A message from one of her friends! Ashley sighed in mild frustration when she saw that it was just a message from Kyle. What kind of a geek sends an instant message to somebody in the same house? 
 
    Kyle80: Hey sis, glad to see you’re still awake. Come on over to my room, there’s some stuff I want to show you. 
 
    Ashley read the message with a look of slight distaste on her face. Mulling the request over for a moment, she formulated an appropriate response. 
 
    Ashley_Blondie: Fuck off, Kyle, I’m just going to sleep now that you’ve shut the fuck up after all these hours. 
 
    Ashley smiled to herself and began closing down all her browser windows in preparation for shutting the laptop down for the day. Another message popped up. 
 
    Kyle80: Language, little girl. I think you should probably come see this. That is if you want to graduate and go to college yourself next year. Your choice, you have 3 minutes to get your ass in here or you’ll find your school examining your exam results in somewhat closer detail than you’d like. 
 
    Kyle80 has signed off. 
 
    Ashley stared at the screen for a full minute. He couldn’t possibly know, could he? Surely not… but the words he’d used, he sounded so sure of himself. She decided she had better go see what he was so hell bent on showing her, and get it over with. 
 
    Walking towards the door she stopped as she caught a look at herself in her mirror again. Kyle would probably cum in his pants if she walked in wearing only high heels, pantyhose and underwear. This put her back at square one in a way, now she had to decide what to wear again. 
 
    Rushing back to her bed she sat down and grabbed at her shoes. Damn, they were a tight fit, they weren’t budging. Ashley worked at the straps, but they were too fiddly and she was starting to panic, the little mechanism on the straps holding them in place resisted her attempts to undo them. 
 
    Nevermind, fuck it! Come back to them, time is running out she thought. Ashley went to her drawers and tried to find a skirt or something that she could put on over heels, pants would be too difficult. All her skirts were incredibly short, she again thought that Kyle would probably cum in his pants if she wore any of these skirts with her pantyhose and high heels. This was crazy! Time was running out fast. 
 
    Ashley spotted her bathrobe hanging on a hook on the back of her door. Great she thought Kill two birds with one stone. Now she wouldn’t have to find a shirt as well. Grabbing the bathrobe she wrapped it around herself and tied the belt good and tight. The heels still looked ridiculous, but she didn’t have time to deal with them now. Ashley exited her room and walked down the hallway to the next door. She knocked. 
 
    “Come in!” came the excited reply. Ashley opened the door with a great insult on the tip of her tongue, but stopped in wide-eyed amazement as she looked from side to side. Kyle had been busy alright. His room looked completely different, all his shit was gone, he must have somehow jammed it into his closet. The only things of his that were left were his desk and bed. All his posters were gone from the walls, all the junk was off the floor. The only thing on his desk was a pile of paper with little yellow tags sticking out the side marking various pages. On top of the pile was a pen. 
 
    All this paled in comparison to the real changes that had been wrought in this room. Electrical cables were everywhere, connecting to cameras, lighting equipment and a huge digital readout that appeared to be counting down hours, minutes and seconds to 0. Most of the cameras were pointing at Kyle’s bed, covering it from every conceivable angle, but several were also pointing at the digital readout, which had been set up on a kind of grey background screen, the kind of thing that Ashley had seen models posing in front of for various fashion shoots on TV. 
 
    Next to the digital readout and grey screen was a large fold out table with various still cameras sitting on it, as well as a computer that seemed to be connected to everything else in the room, maybe running it all, Ashley wasn’t really into computers so didn’t really know. 
 
    “Hey little sister thanks for making the right decision. I was almost worried I wasn’t going to make it!” Kyle pointed at the digital readout, which read 18 minutes and 37 seconds. 
 
    “What the hell is all this?” Ashley asked, forgetting the threat that had got her into this room in the first place for a moment. 
 
    “This is all my equipment for a business I’m starting. I’ll tell you all about it really soon, but first I wanted to ask you about how you think you did in your exams.” 
 
    Ashley eyed Kyle suspiciously and said a non-committal “Fine…” 
 
    “Really? You know, I don’t have time for bullshit, Ashley. Especially not from you, not anymore.” 
 
    Ashley’s jaw dropped, no boy ever talked to her like this. Not her classmates, her male teachers or even her step father. 
 
    “What do you mean?” she said, somewhat sheepishly. 
 
    “I happen to have some evidence that you cheated in your exams. I’m thinking your school, and the colleges you applied to, are all probably going to want to see it. What do you think?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” yelled Ashley “How dare you accuse me of this bullshit!” 
 
    Kyle’s voice remained perfectly calm. “Ashley, if you tell me one more lie, then our discussion is over. I’ll send everything I have out to all the relevant people. What was it you wanted to be? A teacher? Forget it, you’ll stay a cashier at the supermarket for the rest of your life. Tell me exactly how you cheated right now, and we can negotiate something.” 
 
    Ashley stood silent with her lips pressed together. How could Kyle know? She couldn’t figure it out, but somehow Kyle had found out. 
 
    “OK.” Ashley said quietly 
 
    “Speak a bit louder.” Kyle said. 
 
    “OK.” Ashley repeated “I cheated on my exams… please don’t tell on me.” 
 
    “Good girl, you’re doing the right thing. Nobody ever need know about your mistake if you keep doing the right thing. Now tell me how you cheated.” 
 
    “My… my friend Sasha is dating this guy, he said he could get us copies of our exams ahead of us sitting them so we’d know the answers. We both got copies of all our exams… and it worked, they were the right exams and everything.” 
 
    “Oh Ashley, always looking for the easy way. Well, I have some good news for you. I think the odds are that I’m not going to tell anybody…” 
 
    “Thank you, Kyle!” Ashley interrupted “I… I’m sorry I’ve always been so harsh to you… I’ll try to be nicer from now on. Thank you thank you!” 
 
    “Yes, I think you will be nicer. You can start by listening to my business plan.” 
 
    “Absolutely!” 
 
    “Well, it’s like this Ashley. In a nutshell, I’m breaking into the porn business.” 
 
    Ashley’s mouth opened and she covered it with her hand in shock. “Holy shit! Do our parents know?” 
 
    “No, but they couldn’t stop me even if they did, me being an adult and all. I only come back here in the holidays to save a bit of money. I don’t really need their support anymore it’s just the most economically feasible way to live for a couple months a year.” 
 
    “Wow…” 
 
    “I know. Anyway, the business is going to be called ‘Countdown to Fuck’ and we, that’s my employees and I, are going to hunt down and present to the world brand spanking new porn starlets as close as possible to their eighteenth birthdays and we are going to fuck them for all the world to see. The cool thing is that we can legally do some promotional photos and videos on their actual birthday and still have a countdown to their actual birth-time, and that’s when things get really dirty.” 
 
    Ashley looked around the room. “Maybe our parents can’t stop you in general, but they definitely won’t allow you to turn your old bedroom into a fulltime porn studio and have you bringing sluts back here to fuck on camera, you’re crazy if you think they will.” 
 
    “No, you’re absolutely right there. This won’t be my permanent studio, I’ve just set this up as kind of a proof of concept. I’ll be filming one… what was it you called them? One slut here while our parents are out of town, and I’ll use the revenue generated from that video to help set up something a little closer to college.” 
 
    “OK. Well, I’m pretty weirded out by all this, I’m not gonna lie, but hey, thanks for not telling anybody about my exams, I hope this all works out for you, really I do. I’m going to go to bed now, OK?” 
 
    “Not so fast, little sister. Happy Birthday, by the way.” Kyle smiled. 
 
    Something clicked in her mind and Ashley gripped her bathrobe and wrapped it as tightly as possible around herself. “Holy shit, have you lost your mind? You’re my step-brother! Our parents are married! You’re… you!” 
 
    “Ashley, we don’t have much time. I asked your Mother what time you were born.” Kyle pointed at the digital readout. “So tonight, you’re going to let me take some photos, and some video. Your step brother is going to fuck you in your tight little pussy and cum on your face. Then, you’re going to leave this one horse town, go to college, have a great time and become a teacher like you want. Alternatively, you’re going to go have a sleepless night and some educational authorities are going to receive anonymous information that they’ll find very interesting and you’ll go nowhere and be nothing. This is totally your choice, it’s up to you. You have one minute to decide.” 
 
    The digital readout read 00:15:12 and went down every second. Ashley sat in silence… did she want to throw all her hopes and dreams away over her stupid mistake? Could she handle the shame of being fucked by her step-brother? The time read 00:14:25 when she made her decision. 
 
    “OK, I’ll do it.” She said. 
 
    “Well done, Ashley, I knew you’d keep on doing the right thing!” Kyle looked like he could hardly contain his excitement. “Over there on my desk is a contract. It’s all pretty standard stuff, it states that you consent to the video and pictures being taken and allow my company to use said images and video for commercial purposes. You’ll need to sign everywhere I’ve marked with those yellow tags. 
 
    Ashley walked over in a daze and began signing, flicking through all the pages until she’d made her mark in over a dozen places. “OK, I’m done.” She said, simply. 
 
    “Great! First thing is first, I want to get some promotional shots of you in front of the countdown. What are you wearing under that bathrobe?” 
 
    Ashley thought for a second “Uh… not much really. Bra, panties, pantyhose… these shoes…” 
 
    “Let me see.” 
 
    Ashley blushed, no boys had seen her completely naked yet, that was all planned for the next night! Taking a deep breath she fumbled at the belt on the bathrobe, managing to get it undone. Slowly, as if fighting her instincts at every moment, she pulled each side of the bathrobe apart exposing her underwear to him and let it drop to the floor. The pretty green bows on her bra and panties were now on display. Her gifts were going to be accepted by her step-brother first, and anybody with an internet connection second. 
 
    “Holy shit, Ashley, you look like the perfect little slut. I knew you had an amazing body, but I haven’t really seen you much since I’ve been back.” 
 
    Ashley flicked her long blonde hair to her front, to partially cover her breasts and looked up at Kyle. Something about being exposed like this and the inevitability of being fucked was actually kind of a turn on. Ashley’s eyes looked him over in a new light, now she wasn’t just his little sister, she was also going to be his fuck toy. 
 
    Kyle was reasonably tall, he always had been, but he had always been skinny too. A 97 pound weakling at 6 foot 3, Ashley used to joke, but she was again reminded of how different he looked when he came back this time. Now he had a more normal build, his shoulders seemed broader somehow and he held his head high and confident. 
 
    His face was different too. Out was the awkwardness and bad skin of his teens, in was some rugged good looks he had inherited from his Dad and a shadow of stubble that gave him a rough and ready kind of handsomeness. From under his wavy black hair he looked at her with piercingly blue eyes. Ashley had to look away, she felt his eyes roam over her, taking in the swell of her breasts, glimpsed through the inadequate cover of her blonde hair, her slim navel and her panties on clear display due to her see through pantyhose. Ashley first felt the sensation of goosebumps followed by a hot flush as she thought to herself Holy shit, I hope he can’t see that I’m starting to get wet. 
 
    It was true though, once she got her head around the fact that she was going to get a cock stuffed into her, and soon, the idea actually sat rather well with her. Ashley looked up again, but didn’t manage to lift her eyes above Kyle’s waistline. Ashley could see a bulge forming already. Boys had rubbed their bulges on her before, at the school dances and at parties and so on, but this one looked bigger. Considerably bigger. Ashley licked her lips. 
 
    “Right then, I’m going to need you go stand over there in front of the countdown readout. Can you quickly look over these cards? There are a few phrases I’d like you to work into your performance and that I’ll want to use for promotion.” 
 
    Ashley stood in front of the digital countdown and waited for further instructions. Kyle tapped a few keys on the computer and Ashley heard the cameras hum to life and various small lights on them lit up. Ashley began to breathe heavier, this was really going to happen! 
 
    Kyle held up a piece of paper, it read “1st Line!” and pointed at one of the cameras. 
 
    Ashley stared into the camera seductively and said “My name is Ashley and I’m an eighteen year old slut, watch me get fucked and take a load of cum on my face exclusively for Countdown to Fuck.” 
 
    “Perfect.” Said Kyle “Now give me a few poses, I’ll take some high res photos while we continue to roll cameras.” 
 
    Ashley began giving Kyle her full repertoire of poses, first crossing her arms over her breasts and pouting, then turning her back to the camera and looking over her shoulder, then pushing one of her bra straps off her shoulder and maintaining the same position. On and on she went as the digital readout behind her counted past the 5 minute mark. 
 
    “Face away from me and touch the ground, keep those long legs straight.” Kyle said. Ashley did as she was told, she was quite flexible, so it wasn’t too much trouble for her, even with the high heels on. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s hot, little sis. It looks like you’re getting a little wet there.” Kyle breathed as Ashley heard the snap of the camera several times. 
 
    Ashley blushed, partially from being upside down, but mostly because the game was up, Kyle had spotted how horny this was making her. “I… I am wet.” She managed to stammer. 
 
    “Are you going to take my cock like a good girl?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “I… I hope so.” Ashley said, trying to let her inhibitions go. 
 
    “OK, stand up and face me again.” Kyle said. 
 
    Ashley stood up, seeing the countdown go past the 3 minute mark. So close now. She turned around. Kyle had a camcorder in one hand. With his other hand he reached down and unzipped his pants, keeping the camcorder zoomed in on her face. 
 
    Ashley stood there with her mouth parted slightly, watching him, her green eyes searching for sight of his cock. Kyle reached in and pulled it out with some difficulty due to its hardness. Free from the confines of his clothes, it stood out at a 45 degree angle, pulled down somewhat by its weight. It was pointing right at her face from behind the row of cameras she was posing for. 
 
    “What’cha thinking about, little sis?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Dick.” Said Ashley. Kyle laughed. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell everybody how many dicks have been in your pussy.” 
 
    Ashley looked down, a little embarrassed. She had always teased Kyle about his lack of success with girls at school, but now she herself had nowhere to hide. 
 
    “N…None.” She stammered. “Just my vibrator… If that counts.” 
 
    “I’m going to be your first fuck?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you think you’ll like it better than this?” Kyle walked sideways to his desk, keeping the camcorder fixed on her face. Opening the drawer on the desk he pulled out something small and silver… her vibrator! 
 
    “When did you take that!?” she exclaimed, more excited by its unexpected appearance than by its apparent theft. 
 
    “Earlier today. I thought you might want the comfort of something familiar for this.” 
 
    “So kind.” Ashley said with a wry smile. 
 
    “My, my, look at the time.” Said Kyle, putting the vibrator into his pocket. 
 
    Ashley looked over her shoulder, the readout said 2 seconds left. Ashley looked back at Kyle as it read 1 second left. She hesitated for a moment then said “Fuck me, Kyle, I’m yours.” 
 
    “Come over to the bed, I want to make sure we get your sweet body from every angle.” 
 
    Ashley walked over to the bed and squeezed her way between two cameras on tripods, climbing on and never taking her eyes of Kyle’s cock. 
 
    “OK, lay on your back, put your head on the pillow.” Said Kyle. 
 
    Ashley did as she was told. With her head on the pillow she could see that there was a camera suspended directly above her head, capturing every detail of her face. She fixed the camera with her green eyes and licked her lips. 
 
    Kyle approached the foot of the bed and Ashley watched his cock anxiously, it was bigger than her modest little silver vibrator, she hoped she could take it without any pain. With one hand Kyle first undid the straps of one high heel and then the other. Ashley couldn’t believe he did it so easily after the hassle she had earlier, but didn’t have time to think about it for too long. 
 
    Kyle climbed on to the bed between her feet and set the camcorder down on a strip of Velcro that Ashley hadn’t noticed before, pointed straight at her pussy, currently hidden behind her pantyhose and little black panties, both of which sported a damp spot at her crotch. 
 
    Kyle placed his hands at her hips and began to roll down her pantyhose. Ashley inhaled sharply, she never in a million years thought her step brother would ever touch her so close to her intimate parts, it was so exciting! The dampness in her pussy increased. Kyle continued until her pantyhose lay in a rolled-up heap over by his desk. Oh god… her pussy seemed to have a mind of its own now, and Ashley thought it was desperate to get out now, to engulf a cock for the first time, and to do it on camera. Several cameras in fact! 
 
    Sadly for Ashley’s pussy, Kyle didn’t stuff his cock into her just yet. Instead he pushed down on her knees until her legs were flat on the bed, then he picked up the camcorder again and moved higher on the bed until he was kneeling over her chest with one leg on each side of her body. Ashley marvelled up at his cock and licked her lips again. From this close she could see every bump, vein, ridge and twitch of it. Ashley’s pussy practically called out in frustration. 
 
    Ashley opened her mouth and raised her head, hoping to get a taste of the amazing cock her step-brother was offering her, but Kyle pushed her back down. 
 
    “Easy does it, little sis. There’s a time and a place for you to wrap your sweet lips around my cock, and it will be once it’s covered in your pussy juices and ready to cover your face in cum. Will you be ready for it?” 
 
    “I want it now!” Ashley pleaded. 
 
    “There’s a few things we need to do first, sorry.” Kyle ignored the plea. 
 
    Reaching down, with one hand, he squeezed each of her tits in turn. 
 
    “Mmmmm, yeah.” Ashley moaned. 
 
    “Fuck those feel perky.” Kyle breathed. “Take that bra off.” 
 
    Ashley arched off the bed and reached behind her back, undoing the clasp with practiced ease. Shrugging the bra forward, she exposed her perky teen breasts to her step-brother. 
 
    “Push them together and clasp your hands over them like this” Kyle said 
 
    Ashley did so, creating a space between her breasts and hands, which Kyle guided his cock into. Thrusting back and forwards, Ashley felt his dick sliding on her chest under her clasped hands as she gave him the best tit fuck any b-cupped eighteen year old possibly could. Ashley stared down at his cock as it repeatedly peeked out from under her hands and imagined it spurting cum on to her face. What would that feel like? 
 
    After a while, Kyle shuffled back down the bed and replaced the camcorder on its Velcro strip, then stood up. Kyle first took her vibrator out of his pocket, then removed his pants and underwear. Next he pulled his t-shirt off over his head. Abs! When did Kyle get abs? The last time she had seen him with his shirt off was when he’d come last in a race on swim day at school. He looked so lean and fit now! 
 
    “Time to show me your pussy, Ashley.” Kyle said and knelt at the bottom of the bed. Reaching forward he gripped her panties at her hips and began pulling downwards. Ashley couldn’t stand to look down at the scene, her step brother was going to be staring right at her pussy, in perfect lighting, and recording it! Ashley stared up at the camera trained on her face as she bit her bottom lip. 
 
    Ashley heard a buzzing sound and suddenly felt the familiar touch of her vibrator pressing at her clit and sending hums of pleasure into her body. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Ashley you’ve got such a beautiful pussy. It’s so pink and perfect. Reach down and spread your pussy for the camera, baby, I want everybody to see as much of you as possible. Millions of men are going to wank over you. Do you like that thought?” 
 
    “I don’t mind, as long as you give me that cock of yours soon!” Ashley spoke on behalf of her pussy as she reached down with her hands and spread her pussy apart for the camera. 
 
    Kyle laughed, then shook his head repeating “God that is a beautiful pussy.” 
 
    Keeping the vibrator pressed to her clit, Kyle leaned forward and stuck his tongue at the base of her pussy, licking slowly from bottom to top, between where her fingers held her lips apart. Again and again he slowly licked her entire pussy. 
 
    “Is this all mine, Ashley?” 
 
    “Yes! It’s yours, take it!” Ashley panted as her vibrator and Kyle’s tongue threatened to send her to a screaming orgasm before she’d even got a dick in her. 
 
    “OK, if you insist!” Kyle removed the vibrator, and placed it between her and the bed, just under her asshole. She’d never used the vibrator back there but was surprised at the amazing tingle of pleasure it sent up her ass. “Oooohhhhh” she gasped. 
 
    Kyle climbed on to the bed and knelt between Ashley’s legs. 
 
    “Everybody is going to see my cock disappear into your pussy, Ashley.” 
 
    “Good, I can’t wait anymore! Fuck me hard, Kyle!” 
 
    Kyle placed the head of his cock at the opening to her pussy and began to push forwards. Ashley felt an amazing stretching sensation that her vibrator had never done. Thrashing her head from side to side, she wondered what would win. The tightness of her pussy vs how wet she was? Her building orgasm vs her instincts to stop the giant invader penetrating her? Kyle stopped and began to withdraw his cock. Ashley breathed a small sigh of relief and unclenched the toes she hadn’t even realised she clenched. 
 
    “Wow, I believe you now, no cocks have been in here before. This is fresh pussy for Countdown to Fuck.” 
 
    “Exclusively for Countdown to Fuck” Ashley couldn’t help but giggle. “Please don’t stop, I’ve decided I can take it…” 
 
    Kyle pushed forward again, much easier now that his cock was covered in her pussy juice. As Kyle got to the halfway point, the going got tougher again as each new inch introduced to her pussy was not slick with juices, and the head forged into truly virgin territory, where no vibrator had reached, much less stretched out like this. Ashley felt Kyle stop, he was all the way in now. 
 
    Leaning forward, Kyle first sucked on each of her tits as she ran her hands through his hair, then he kissed her deeply before moving his head to the side and whispering into her ear. 
 
    “Everybody is going to see your pussy sucking at my cock every time I pull backwards, Ashley, they’re going to see how much of a slave to your pussy you are.” 
 
    Ashley, savouring the feeling of being impaled on a big dick said “I don’t care! I love this cock!” and Kyle began pistoning his cock in and out of her. After an initial burning feeling, Ashley’s pussy so thoroughly lubricated Kyle’s erection that all she felt was pure pleasure as the ridge of his cock head tickled her on the inside and with each slap of his balls on her ass she felt his pubic bone bump against her clit. Not to mention the constant hum of the vibrator, resting against her asshole sending endless shivers into her body. 
 
    Kyle began pumping his cock into her at a frantic pace and Ashley pushed back at him with her pussy, eager to get as much of it into her with each thrust as possible. She felt her orgasm approach and whispered into Kyle’s ear. “I’m going to cum.” 
 
    Not breaking from his rhythm , Kyle whispered back at her “Tell everybody you’re cumming. And why.” 
 
    “oh…Ohh…OHhhh… UHHH I’m cumming!” Ashley yelled, unable to get an explanation out as her orgasm rocked her body, spreading out from her pussy like a wildfire burning especially hot in her belly, but not leaving her extremities unscathed either. Wave after wave of pleasure shook her and she bucked wildly, vision blurring slightly. Kyle reached under her arms with both hands and hooked on to her shoulders from behind, pulling her downwards so that she didn’t come off his cock as she writhed around. 
 
    “Oh my GOD…” Ashley said quietly “I didn’t know getting fucked would feel that good!” 
 
    “Are you ready to be my little cumslut, Ashley?” 
 
    “Yes, cum on my face, Kyle, I want it!” 
 
    Ashley’s pussy gripped Kyle’s cock as he extracted it, not wanting to let go, but it slipped out, slick with Ashley’s pussy juice. Kyle stood at the side of the bed. 
 
    “Sit at the edge and suck my cum out on to your face.” He demanded. Ashley shuffled sideways, swung her feet to the ground and sat up, her face was perfectly level with his cock. Leaning forwards, she tentatively stuck her tongue out and touched it to the bottom of his shaft. It twitched and she snatched her head back. She tasted her own pussy on Kyle’s cock, recognising the flavour from a previous exploratory taste test with her vibrator. Bolder now, she leaned forward again, with lips parted and accepted the head of Kyle’s cock into her warm wet mouth, first feeling it slide over her lips, then over her tongue. 
 
    Ashley bobbed up and down with her head, then gripped the shaft with one of her hands adding a jerking motion to her blowjob. Kyle leaned over and picked the camcorder up again, holding it right by her face as his dick disappeared into her mouth again and again. 
 
    “Look at the camera.” Kyle directed. Ashley looked sideways at the camcorder with her green eyes as she continued to bob her head up and down. Kyle raised the camcorder up to his chest level and pointed it down at Ashley. She kept her eyes fixed on it as instructed. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Ashley, I’m ready to cum. Tilt your head back, open your mouth and stick out your tongue. You might want to close your eyes too, you’re going to make me cum real hard.” 
 
    Ashley tilted her head back and opened her mouth, sticking her tongue out as far as it would go, but kept her eyes open. Kyle gripped his cock with one hand as he kept the camcorder pointed at her face and began jacking himself off. 
 
    “Cum on my face, Kyle, I want it!” Ashley said, and it pushed Kyle over the edge. 
 
    “Uuhhhhhh!” he groaned as a huge spurt of cum erupted from his cock, hitting Ashley in the forehead and began dribbling down between her eyes on to her nose. A second spurt missed her face completely, landing in her hair, the third hit her on the cheek. At last the final spurt hit her on the tongue, followed by several smaller drops as Ashley watched Kyle milk himself on to her face. 
 
    “Holy shit, you are a good fuck, Ashley.” Kyle collapsed on to the bed. Ashley lay back beside him and stared up at the camera, feeling his thick cum still on her face. 
 
    “Will you fuck me some more, Kyle?” Ashley asked hopefully. 
 
    “Yes, but not now. I’ve got a lot of editing to do, and I’ve got to get your video up on the website so we can start getting the revenue coming in. “ Kyle thought for a moment. “Hey your friend, Sasha, the one who cheated on the exams with you, when does she turn eighteen?” 
 
    Ashley smiled “In two weeks.” 
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    School is out! Ashley was almost ready for the big end of year party. It would be great to have one last blow out with everybody before everybody split up and went their own separate ways in their own separate lives. Her friend Sasha had organised a Schoolboys and Schoolgirls themed party at her place because Sasha’s parents were out of town. 
 
    So much had changed in Ashley’s life in the past month since she turned 18. Her step-brother Kyle had used her as his first model to help set up his fledgling porn business ‘Countdown to Fuck.’ Things were going well for him. As soon as he had finished editing the video and uploaded it to his website, it had become an incredible success. He got lucky with a favourable review very early, which he said drove a lot of traffic to the website, and the promotional videos and photographs he had taken of her did the rest. Subscriptions were flooding in, and had picked up pace as Kyle uploaded various preview pictures of upcoming models. 
 
    Ashley had helped him with some dirt on Sasha, who quickly helped him make his second full length video on the website in return for his silence. Sasha may never have forgiven her if Kyle hadn’t have fucked her so well. Kyle said he was almost done editing the video. Ashley couldn’t wait to see the finished product. 
 
    Things were actually going really well for Ashley too. True to his word Kyle had not told anybody about Ashley and Sasha cheating on their exams. Their exam results were back and they had both passed with flying colours, Ashley had also been provisionally accepted into her college of choice. The contract that Kyle had her sign was actually quite generous under the circumstances, she was getting paid royalties based on how many users on Kyle’s website downloaded her video and photo sets. Already, after only being up for such a short time, most of her first year of college tuition was paid for. It was quite a weight off her shoulders. 
 
    Ashley looked at herself in the full-length mirror on her wardrobe. Usually she had problems finding the perfect outfit, but not so this time. Dressing like a schoolgirl was pretty easy, it was getting the outfit out the front door past the watchful eyes of her Mother and Step-Father that was going to be the tough bit. 
 
    Ashley had tied her long blonde hair into pigtails at each side of her head, she could feel the ends of the pigtails brushing on her lower back, which was exposed under her white button up shirt that she had tied to show off a bare midriff. Barely covering her ass was maybe the world’s shortest tartan skirt. If Ashley wasn’t careful about where she bent over this evening, then potentially a lot of people would be getting a clear view of her white panties covering her pussy from behind. Maybe if she was having a wardrobe malfunction, her pussy would actually be peeking out the side slightly! 
 
    Ashley closed her eyes as she imagined Chris from her chemistry class sitting in a chair while she innocently dropped something in front of him and just had to pick it up. She’d been so busy after missing the previous party that had coincided with her birthday that she hadn’t had a chance to fuck him yet. Hopefully that would all change this evening. 
 
    Ashley finished rolling on some white stockings that stopped near the top of her thighs, still below the hem of her skirt, and looked at her favourite black high heeled shoes. Ashley refrained from putting them on yet though, the straps were really difficult to undo sometimes, so she’d put them on just before she was ready to leave. 
 
    A car started its engine out on the driveway, Ashley peaked out of her curtains and saw her Mother reversing towards the road, then drive off down the street. Odd. Her mother was on call, but she so rarely got called in that Ashley struggled to remember the last time it had happened. The sound of her Mother’s car had barely faded when Ashley heard a knock at her bedroom door. 
 
    “Hello?” she asked. It could only be her Step-Father, Peter, because Kyle had already gone back to the city where his college was located to sort out various things in regards to his new business. 
 
    “It’s Peter, we need to talk.” 
 
    “Wait, I’m not decent!” Ashley said, slightly panicked. She heard something mumbled from the other side of the door, it sounded kind of like “I know” but she couldn’t be sure. Instead, Peter said in a louder voice “Come to our room in a couple of minutes, young lady, I have something I need to discuss with you.” 
 
    Ashley heard footsteps retreating from her bedroom door. What was going on here? Why would he need to see her in their room, rather than in the living room or something? Once again faced with the conundrum of how to cover her slutty outfit, Ashley drew on her recent experience and wrapped her bathrobe around herself before opening her door and marching herself down the hallway. 
 
    Peeking into the room Peter shared with her Mother she saw him standing near the foot of their bed with a few pieces of paper in his hands, they appeared to be pictures of something. 
 
    “What is it?” Ashley asked, annoyed that her party preparations had been interrupted. 
 
    “I’d get that tone out of your voice if I were you.” Peter responded “You are in so much fucking trouble.” 
 
    Ashley paled… the only other male to have spoken to her like that was Kyle when he found out she had cheated on her exams. What had happened now? Had Kyle gone back on his word and told on her anyway? 
 
    “You care to tell me just what the fuck I should say to my workmates when they hand me pictures like this?” Peter threw the pieces of paper at her and they fluttered around in all directions. One landed at her feet. Ashley recognised the face depicted on the paper, it was her own after all. If that was all the paper showed then it most likely wouldn’t have been a problem, but also in the photo was a large cock resting on her tongue as rivulets of semen dripped off her face and were clearly visible in her hair. Oh fuck she thought. 
 
    “Your Mother and I agreed that you should pack your things and leave. Tonight, straight away. She was too upset to even talk to you, so she’s staying with her sister until I call to say you’re gone.” Peter said in an angry tone. 
 
    “Please, no! I… don’t have anywhere to go!” Ashley felt tears welling up. 
 
    “Also, didn’t you have to write essays about what a fine moral character you’ve got as part of your college applications? I think the colleges should probably be sent these as illustrations and appendices for those essays. Provisional acceptance is very easily revoked you know.” 
 
    Ashley hung her head and looked down at the picture of herself latched on to Kyle’s cock. After a few days of slight nervousness when her video and pictures went online, she had actually thought it was something she could safely file away as a happy memory of her experimental youth. It looked like she was wrong. 
 
    “Please, Peter, I’ll… I’ll do anything… will you… please…” Ashley lost track of what she was trying to say as she continued to stare down at the photo. All she could hear was the pounding of her heart in her ears, drowning out everything else. Peter seemed to be saying something, but Ashley missed it. 
 
    “Sorry… excuse me?” she said. 
 
    “I said, maybe we can work something out.” 
 
    “Yes! Please! I need to go to college, I don’t want to throw my whole life away.” 
 
    “No, that would be a shame wouldn’t it?” Peter walked over to the side of the bed he shared with Ashley’s Mother and stood by the bedside drawers and paused. 
 
    “Here’s what I propose. Firstly, I think you need a real attitude change. You’ve obviously gone through life with men and boys wrapped around your little finger, expecting them to do whatever you want. It’s given you a real sense of entitlement that really rubs me the wrong way, so from now on you’re going to be treating me with respect. No more of that backchat and bullshit.” 
 
    “Yes! No problem, Peter!” Ashley dared to hope she would get off this lightly, but Peter carried on. 
 
    “Secondly, you never really seemed to appreciate the fact that I’m you’re Step-Father, not one of your classmates. From now on when we’re out in public, you will call me Mr. Jenson…” 
 
    “OK, Peter… er… Mr. Jenson!” Ashley said enthusiastically. She had gotten used to calling him Peter, but was sure she could remember often enough so that she wouldn’t slip up very much. Peter continued. 
 
    “… and in private, you will call me Daddy.” 
 
    Ashley’s jaw dropped in astonishment. “But you’re not my Dad!” 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck!” Peter yelled “Do you want to move out and deal with the questions from the colleges about all that cum on your face?” 
 
    Ashley returned her gaze to the floor. “No.” 
 
    “No, who?” 
 
    “No…Daddy.” Ashley blushed as she said it. It felt so wrong, so forbidden, so… Oh No she thought. It was strangely exciting. 
 
    “Good girl, Ashley, that’s what Daddy wanted to hear.” 
 
    Ashley heard him open one of the drawers he was standing next to then saw his feet approach her as she continued looking downwards, her cheeks burning. When he was standing close, so close the swell of her breasts padded by the bathrobe nearly touched him, he stopped advancing. The smell of his aftershave gently wafted over her and she quietly inhaled it in, whimpering silently to herself, god he smelled good. 
 
    “One last thing, Ashley. I can’t have all my friends at work shoving all those pictures in my face every day and having a laugh at my expense. Can I?” Peter was so close she could feel his breath on the top of her head as she continued to look down. 
 
    Standing so close, she couldn’t help but sense the sheer size of him. He was slightly talker than Kyle, which put him at probably around 6 foot 4, and he showed the full muscular body and rugged good looks that Kyle was only just beginning to blossom into. Kyle had lived a life of AV equipment and computers, Peter had lived a life of hard physical work and his body was powerful because it needed to be. 
 
    “No.” Ashley responded looking up at his face. 
 
    “No who?” 
 
    “No, Daddy!” Ashley said with more enthusiasm than even she expected. His face was so similar to Kyle’s, the same piercing blue eyes were set below the same wavy black hair. Peter was only in his 40s, having been married and divorced quite early in his life, so Ashley had been told. Ashley felt her pussy begin to betray her, moistening as she looked up at him. What was it? Was it because he looked so much like Kyle, the man who had taken her virginity and made her cum so hard? Was it because she liked when a man finally took control, when she had dominated them her whole life? She wasn’t sure, but she was only just managing to hold herself back now. 
 
    Peter smiled. “So here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to fuck and we’re going to make a little video out of it, so you can help me have an appropriate response at work. Do you want to help me, Ashley?” 
 
    Ashley licked her lips and looked at him with her green eyes wide, almost not believing what she was considering saying. If her Mother didn’t like her getting fucked on the internet by a stranger (Kyle’s editing had carefully left his identity out of it) what would she think of Ashley fucking her husband? 
 
    “What…what about Mom?” Ashley almost whispered and moved forward so her breasts made contact with him. Ashley’s nipples tingled through her bra, shirt and bathrobe, hardening slightly. 
 
    Peter placed his fingers under her chin and held her head in place as he bent down and kissed her on the lips. Ashley’s eyes remained wide open as she stared into his face at close range, surprised by his boldness. Peter’s lips mashed against hers, kissing her firmly. He moved his hand to the back of her head and continued kissing her. Ashley felt his tongue slip between her lips and first touch her tenderly, then more forcefully as Peter tried to get her to respond to the kiss. 
 
    Ashley’s mouth opened almost without her thinking and Peter’s tongue rushed in to caress her own, forcing his kiss ever deeper until Ashley’s mouth was wide open and she sucked back at him with abandon. Finally Peter broke off the kiss. 
 
    “I won’t tell her.” He said “But I’ll think of you when I’m fucking her. What do you say, Ashley? Will you be Daddy’s little cumslut from now on, like on the internet? Do you want me to smooth things over with your Mom and keep these pictures from getting to the colleges?” 
 
    There was now only one answer Ashley wanted to give. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I’ll be your little cumslut.” She bit her bottom lip and looked up at him in a way that had always driven the boys at her school wild. 
 
    “Good girl, Ashley. Now, get on your knees, right here.” 
 
    Ashley knelt down on the soft carpet, her head directly level with Peter’s crotch, and looked up at him. From this vantage point Ashley could see that he was carrying a camcorder. That must have been what he had retrieved from the drawer by the bed. Peter wasn’t looking at her, he was concentrating on the camcorder, pressing buttons. Ashley heard a brief sound clip of a man and woman moaning coming from the camcorder, accompanied by a rhythmic slapping sound, but it was quickly cut off. 
 
    Finally a little red light lit up and Peter said. 
 
    “OK, Ashley, tell me what you want.” 
 
    “I want to get fucked by my Daddy on camera!” Ashley said. 
 
    “Reach into my pants and take my cock out.” Peter said. 
 
    Ashley looked back down at the front of his blue jeans and took a deep breath. Reaching up with both hands she pulled the little flap that hides the zip with her right and grabbed the copper coloured zip between the finger and thumb of her left hand. She began pulling downwards. 
 
    Ashley stared into the shadows of his pants, seeing only his boxers as the zip reached the end of its short journey. She glanced up and looked at Peter, but he said nothing. She looked at the camcorder for a moment and then back at the gap created by his undone zip. Ashley reached in with her left hand and got her first feel of his cock through his boxers. 
 
    Ashley quietly gasped in mild surprise as she realised that his cock was only semi hard. This was the first time she had felt a cock that wasn’t at absolute full erection, even Kyle had remained hard after fucking her until he got dressed again. Ashley supposed it was because Peter was a real man, not just a boy that got hard whenever there was the hint of pussy within a mile. He would have fucked so many times that Ashley began to feel self-conscious about her inexperience. 
 
    Reaching in further she ran her hand down along his shaft from the outside of his boxers, trying to find the end of it. She soon did and repeated the process a few times, stroking all the way along the shaft, tickling the head and then pulling her hand back. The boxers had a button at the front that she was unable to open with just one hand, so she squeezed her other hand in through the open zip and fumbled at it briefly before Peter’s boxers were also open to her searching fingers. 
 
    Ashley felt Peter’s cock between her fingers and thumb, it felt so thick already. Kyle’s had been longer, she guessed, but she thought she might have difficulty with this. Reaching in further, she got a grip on it and began to slowly tug it out, the heat of his cock sending warmth up her hand. The head finally came into view and Ashley looked up at Peter again, leaving her hand wrapped around his slowly engorging penis halfway down the shaft. 
 
    “What now, Daddy?” Ashley asked innocently, but she already knew what he was going to say. He was going to tell her to suck his cock, wasn’t that what they always said to do? The consensus from the giggling sleepovers she’d had with her friends previously was a resounding ‘yes’. Peter didn’t disappoint. 
 
    “I want you to suck my cock, Ashley, and see if you can make me cum.” 
 
    Ashley looked back down at the semi-erect penis in her hand, as it hung downwards heavily. Removing her hand from his shaft she bent forwards then turned her head slightly to approach it from below. As her face got closer she opened her mouth, and when the head was between her lips but not yet touching she let out a hot breath that she hadn’t even realised she was holding. Ashley saw and felt the cock twitch and make contact with her lips. 
 
    Opening her mouth wider, she pushed her tongue forward and gently licked around the tip, moistening it, then pressed down on it with her lips and pushed forward more. Her saliva helped it slide along her lips and into her mouth. Once the ridge of his cock head disappeared past her lips she began to swirl her tongue all around, paying attention to the bottom of the head, where she’d heard it was supposed to be particularly sensitive. 
 
    Peter’s cock grew steadily, first merely lengthening and continuing to point downwards, then slowly it began pointing higher and higher as it hardened. Ashley followed it with her mouth, adding a bobbing motion to her head once Peter’s cock was hard enough. Soon Ashley had to grab at it with her left hand again to keep it pointed at her face rather than too high, where she couldn’t suck it from her knees. 
 
    Ashley looked up at the camcorder with the head of her step-father’s cock disappearing into her mouth again and again. She tilted her head from side to side as she bobbed, keeping her eyes fixed on the lens. A small string of saliva slipped from the corner of her mouth, landing on the swell of her breast on the outside of her bathrobe. 
 
    From between her legs she felt her pussy dampening as it made its wishes known. Her clit tingled in neglect, and without thinking she reached into the gap of her bathrobe, clawed her short skirt out of the way and began rubbing at her clit through her white panties. Bliss! Ashley felt the sensation of her pigtails lightly brushing at her back as she bobbed back and forth. Her panties were soon a sopping mess as she continued to rub at herself and she moaned directly on to Peter’s cock as it slid in and out of her mouth. 
 
    “God damn, that feels good, Ashley.” Peter said quietly. “You look so hot with your hair like that.” 
 
    Ashley smiled as best she could with a hard dick in her mouth, her fears about her inexperience evaporated and she increased the speed with which she was forcing his cock in and out of her mouth. From under her fingers her clit sent its thanks via occasional electric shocks of pleasure that echoed around her body and finally settled in her pussy, where the sensation of pleasure built and built. 
 
    Suddenly the pleasure increased to fever pitch and an orgasm rocked her body as she rubbed frantically at her clit. Tingling pleasure ebbed out from her pussy as Ashley lost the rhythm of her blowjob and moaned over and over again on Peter’s cock. Ashley’s stomach muscles clenched uncontrollably in ecstasy forcing her head forward, and causing the head of Peter’s cock to slide past the back of her mouth and into her throat. 
 
    Ashley looked up with half closed eyes as the last waves of her orgasm bounced around her belly. Peter was looking down at her with his mouth open slightly as if in awe of what he was seeing. He placed one hand on the back of her head and pressed himself forward slowly. 
 
    Ashley had never even tried to deepthroat and felt a quiet pang of panic as she saw Peter’s body get closer and closer. The sensation of a cock sliding all the way down her throat was unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. Ashley decided that it actually wasn’t that bad, the only uncomfortable part was when it had first popped into her throat and she had been too distracted by her own orgasm to care. 
 
    Ashley felt her nose make contact with Peter’s abdomen and looked up at him. His eyes were closed as he savoured the feeling of being balls-deep in her mouth. Ashley began to feel her face go red as Peter maintained the pressure on the back of her head. Finally she pushed at his hips and he pulled backwards. 
 
    His erection left her mouth with a quiet popping sound and Ashley panted for breath as she stopped kneeling and sat on her own feet. Turning her green eyes up to Peter she said simply 
 
    “I came, Daddy.” 
 
    “I know you did, baby, all that moaning on my cock was amazing!” Peter replied “Now, I’m dying to find out why you have your hair in pigtails and why you’re wearing a bathrobe when I know full well you showered a couple of hours ago. Stand up and take it off, I want to see you.” 
 
    Ashley stood up as Peter backed away so as to be able to get her full body in frame on his camcorder. Never removing her gaze from him she pulled the cloth belt apart and opened her bathrobe, shrugging it off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. 
 
    “Hoe… lee… shit.” Said Peter “Did you think your Mother was going to let you out like that tonight?” 
 
    “Mom’s not here, Daddy.” Ashley smiled. At first calling Peter ‘Daddy’ had seemed so foreign to her, but now the very word was turning her on immensely. She thought she was actually going to have more problems in the future by accidentally calling him ‘Daddy’ rather than accidentally calling him ‘Peter’. 
 
    “You’re not wrong there, Ashley. Now, there was something I wanted to see in person. On a certain website you showed that you could put your hands flat on the ground while keeping those gorgeous long legs straight. Show me that.” 
 
    Without a word Ashley turned around and slowly bent over, looking back over her shoulder for as long as she could. She imagined the hem of her skirt, high at the best of times, rising and rising. First it would reveal the very tops of her (famously apparently) long legs, then the crease of her ass and soon after that her soaking wet panties would be on view. Ashley wondered briefly if they might have actually gone a bit see-through under the circumstances, but there was no way she could be sure. 
 
    Looking back at Peter from between her legs she saw him walk towards her, his cock still sticking out from his pants and glistening with her saliva. Kneeling down behind her she saw him place the camcorder pointing straight up between her legs. Reaching up with his left hand he lifted the back of her skirt and balanced it on the top of her ass, then slipped a finger under the hem by her ass cheek. 
 
    Peter pushed until the tip of his finger appeared out the other leg hole of her panties then gripped at them and slid downwards until his hand was below her pussy. Without ceremony, he pulled her panties to the side and exposed her pussy to the camcorder below. 
 
    “The person from the video was right, you have got a beautiful pussy, Ashley.” Peter said. Before Ashley could respond, Peter leaned forward and gently licked at her outer lips, first up one side and then down the other. Ashley almost lost her balance and wobbled slightly, but regained it and managed to maintain contact between her pussy and Peter’s tongue. 
 
    Peter nibbled at her lips and reached up with his right hand. Ashley saw him stick his finger into his mouth and extract it again before he slowly pushed his digit into her pussy as far as he could. When he pulled it out he did so with an upside down ‘come here’ motion of his finger, stroking it across her G-Spot, and again causing her to wobble at the knees. Peter repeated this motion several times before bringing his second finger into the action and pushing them both slowly in and out of her. 
 
    “Fuck that is tight.” Peter said, more talking to himself than to Ashley, before lowering his head back down to her pussy and licking it again. With his mouth attached to her pussy, Ashley could feel the frantic licking of his tongue as well as the rough texture of his stubble. It was such a wonderful contrast that Ashley began breathing heavier again as the pleasure once more started to build up in her slit. 
 
    Peter touched her clit with his finger, already slick with her juices and began rubbing it from side to side as he continued his oral assault directly on her pussy. From her upside-down vantage point, Ashley looked back and forth between her pussy and Peter’s cock, still rock hard and pointing at her pussy, where Peter’s mouth and fingers were relentless. 
 
    “uhn… Uhn… UHN” Ashley began moaning louder and louder then with a tiny flood of juices she felt the pleasure in her pussy graduate to full blown orgasm. Ashley’s legs at last threatened to buckle completely, but Peter reached around with both hands and pulled backwards on her knees, straightening her legs and pressing her pussy against his face as she twitched and moaned. Ashley felt her orgasm eventually recede to a warm glow and stood up. 
 
    After being upside-down for so long Ashley felt all the blood rush from her head and felt a bit dizzy. Ashley turned around and stumbled over the camcorder, pitching forward precariously until Peter caught her. Ashley saw brown clouds roll in the periphery of her vision and felt her head resting against Peter’s chest. 
 
    “What happened there, Ashley?” he asked. 
 
    “I came again, Daddy.” She heard herself say, as if from a great distance. Soon the clouds retreated from her vision and she was steady again. 
 
    “Are you ok?” Peter asked. 
 
    “Yes, just a headrush.” Ashley responded. “I’m fine now.” 
 
    “Good.” Peter bent over and retrieved the camcorder, which didn’t appear to have sustained any damage. “Now, undress me.” 
 
    Ashley began unbuttoning his shirt, watching as his powerful chest with a light dusting of chest hair was revealed to her. She pulled at first one sleeve, and then once he had swapped the camcorder to the other hand, pulled at the other, and his shirt was off. She reached around him and pulled herself close, taking in his scent and feeling his hard cock pressing into her belly. At last she slid down to her knees again, his cock sliding up her belly and then over her tied-off schoolgirl shirt between her breasts until she was once more face to face with it. 
 
    Ashley struggled with his belt, it was hard to see with his cock obscuring her vision (and distracting her) but it was eventually undone. She quickly undid the button on his jeans and pulled them down for him to step out of. Next, she managed to get his erection back inside his boxers in order for them too to be pulled down and stepped out of. Ashley paused for a moment and then carefully placed her mouth on to his balls, gently sucking one into her mouth and tenderly licking it while staring up at him and the camcorder. 
 
    “God damn that feels good, Ashley, but I need to fuck you now. I can’t wait any more, stand up.” 
 
    Ashley stood. “Hold this.” He said, passing her the camcorder. Peter worked at the knot of her schoolgirl shirt until it was undone, exposing her bra to him. Her bra clasped at the front and after a brief fumble at her back he realised this and released her breasts. Bending over he quickly sucked her left nipple into her mouth, running his tongue over it. Ashley pointed the camcorder at him with one hand and ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his head with the other. “Mmmmmm” she said “That feels good.” 
 
    Peter reached up under her skirt and grabbed on to her panties, then bent further, pulling them down. Peter threw her panties over to the side of the bed. 
 
    “You can leave those here, afterwards.” He said. “Now, get on the bed on your knees and lean forward with your head on the bed. Point that camera at your pussy, I want a good close up of me fucking you.” 
 
    Ashley climbed on to the bed and got into the position asked of her. She felt the bed move when Peter climbed on but could only see him out of the corner of her eye as he positioned himself behind her. Ashley felt him put one hand on her lower back, just touching her ass, and then felt his cock touch the lips of her pussy. He rubbed his cock head all around, mopping up some of her juices and coating his cock with them. 
 
    “Are you ready, Ashley?” he asked. 
 
    “Fuck me, Daddy.” She said. 
 
    Peter pushed forward and Ashley felt her lips part to make way for him. More and more he pushed and her lips were stretched as far as they ever had been. Ashley hissed an intake of breath and whispered “Oh my God, Daddy…” 
 
    Peter stopped his pushing and slowly pulled backwards until he was almost out of her again then pushed forward once more. Ashley felt her lips stretch, but it was easier this time. His cock was even more slick with her juices and her pussy was coping with it better. Peter pushed forwards until his cock was halfway in and then stopped again. Ashley waited, but he didn’t appear to be doing anything, so began pushing backwards herself. With pleasured effort she pushed until she felt her ass make contact with his body. 
 
    “I did it, Daddy!” she said, with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Good girl, Ashley.” He complimented. 
 
    Ashley felt him reach forward and then he had one of her pigtails in each hand. He gently pulled backwards until his cock was truly buried in her then retracted it. With his grip on her hair he pulled her backwards as he thrust his cock forwards and her ass met his body with a slapping sound and she grunted at the sudden return of the huge invader in her pussy. Again and again he repeated his thrusts, and Ashley felt a fire of pleasure beginning to kindle in her pussy for a third time. 
 
    Ashley lost her grip on the camcorder as her body was shaken with each slap of his body on her ass and she dropped it on the bed. Peter didn’t seem to care as he increased his pace, pistoning his cock in and out of her pussy with reckless abandon. 
 
    After a few minutes of this thrusting Peter slowed and then stopped. Pulling harder on her hair so that she raised her head off the bed, he then pushed her forward so that she was lying flat on her stomach. His cock slipped out of her pussy during the process and Ashley looked back at him with a pout. 
 
    “Put it back in, Daddy, I want to fuck some more!” 
 
    Peter didn’t say anything, just moved forwards, placing his legs outside hers and positioning his cock back between her legs. He found her pussy easily and reinserted himself to the hilt in one long stroke. Ashley shivered slightly as her juices coating his cock had chilled in the brief time it had been outside her, but it soon warmed again as he began to fuck her hard. In this position there was nowhere for her to inadvertently squirm to, and Peter built up a frantic pace, his body slapping against her ass again with every forward thrust. 
 
    Peter reached between her and the bed and massaged her tits with his hands as he slowed his thrusts for a moment. Whispering in her ear he said “I’m going to cum in you, baby.” And then built up his pace again. 
 
    Ashley reached down and stroked her clit as he pounded into her from above. 
 
    “Oh fuck… oh Daddy… I’m cumming!” she yelled “Cum in me, Daddy.” 
 
    Peter grunted and as Ashley felt her third orgasm in quick succession shake her body she also felt spurts of his cum spraying her pussy from the inside, leaving it drenched in thick milky goo. Pleasure filled her as Peter’s thrusts wound down, eventually coming to a halt. Peter rested over her as they both caught their breath. 
 
    “Thank you for fucking me, Daddy.” Ashley said. “Will you still help smooth things over with my Mom?” 
 
    “Don’t worry Ashley, she doesn’t actually know, she just left because there was an emergency at work. I’ll keep my promises though, I won’t tell your college about what an amazing cumslut you are, and I’ll think of you when I’m fucking her.” 
 
    Ashley decided she could live with that. 
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    The school bell rang, cutting Ashley off in mid-sentence. The scrape of chairs and rustling of books became momentarily overwhelming before she managed to get her voice heard over the din. 
 
    “Homework this weekend read pages 117 through to 143 and write 500 words comparing and contrasting how the protagonist and antagonist react to the events.” 
 
    Groans began to build up in a teenage crescendo, particularly loud at the front of the class near the door, where Jimmy Boyce, the school’s star athlete was sitting. Ashley approached, leaned over and put her hands on his desk, pretending not to notice when his eyes momentarily dipped to look down her shirt at her cleavage. He was only 18 after all, no sense getting on his case about something he had about as much control over as a car with no steering wheel. 
 
    “Is there a problem, Jimmy?” she asked and barely contained her grin as he noticeably reddened and squirmed. 
 
    “No, Miss. Easton.” He mumbled. 
 
    “Good, have it on my desk on Monday morning.” She said, standing up. “Jolene, can you come see me once you’ve packed up. The rest of you… what are you still doing here? Go, go, go!” 
 
    Ashley went back to her own desk and waited, silently rehearsing to herself how this conversation was supposed to go. Now 25, she had achieved her goal of becoming a teacher, but it wasn’t all she had imagined it would be. The pay was alright when she was working, but all the unpaid time in the evenings, and so called holidays, built up and she felt overworked and undervalued. After mentioning this to her Step-Brother, Kyle, he came up with a potential solution. 
 
    Since launching his business ‘Countdown to Fuck’ seven years previously, it had grown into a true media empire. A porn media empire, sure, but still an empire. Kyle was making money hand over fist but told Ashley that he still had problems finding the right talent. Lots of girls were knocking on his doors trying to get into his videos to launch or rejuvenate their modelling/acting/porn careers, but he said that any sane man would run a mile from most of them. Quantity wasn’t the problem, quality was. 
 
    His business was built on a reputation for stunningly beautiful young girls, the good girls you never expected to see in the kind of positions he was putting these girls in. Ashley took no small amount of pride that it was she herself that had set the benchmark on this front and had been integral to the early success of Kyle’s first website. 
 
    As per the arrangements of her original contract with Kyle, the royalties from her video and picture set were still rolling in regularly, though at a much diminished rate now that he had dozens of other videos and picture sets competing for the users’ money, and all of them newer than hers. Kyle proposed an amendment to Ashley’s contract, to include another potential revenue stream for her. 
 
    As a teacher, Kyle said she was in a unique position to do recruitment for him, to really get back to what he called the ‘grassroots’ of his business. Kyle told her that for each girl she signed up he would give her a cut of that girl’s royalties. It was a porn industry pyramid scheme of sorts. But how to recruit the right girls? This wasn’t the kind of job opportunity you tacked up on the noticeboard or sent home to the parents in the monthly newsletter. 
 
    Between them they hashed out a plan. At the start of the school year, Ashley selected those she thought were pretty enough and carefully marked all the work that contributed to their final grade at a much lower level than it should have been. When it was time to sit their exams, some of them were in pretty desperate situations in regards to their grades. Acing the exam was usually what stood between them and their colleges of choice. 
 
    It was at this stage that one of Kyle’s employees would approach the students individually outside of the school, wherever he could find them. At first, he would pretend to be asking for directions and then he would turn the conversation to the fact that he had copies of the local schools final exams and would they be interested in buying them. Of course the copies were supplied by Ashley. 
 
    About half of the students approached accepted the offer and were given the copies of the exam. Ashley made sure to mark the students that didn’t accept very high in their exam so they wouldn’t be held back by her and Kyle’s scheme. Those that did accept the copies were always caught, believe it or not. 
 
    Ashley gave them the choice, the same choice she herself had been given when she turned 18. On one hand, failure and being exposed as a cheat. On the other hand, a kind of ‘community service’ that you would actually get paid for, Ashley would let them keep their ill-gotten exam results and nobody ever needed to know about what they did. So far they had always accepted the terms of her offer, and Ashley had to admit it had that lucky feeling of history repeating itself. 
 
    The perfect strike rate didn’t help settle Ashley’s nerves much at this, the most dangerous point of the whole operation. It was entirely possible that a student might balk at the idea and run home to her parents, even though it would mean coming clean about cheating in their exams. Ashley’s heart beat hard in her chest as she waited for Jolene to finish packing and come see her. 
 
    Throughout the school year Ashley had been looking forward to this coming weekend as if it was her birthday. In reality it was Jolene Haywood’s birthday, her 18th. The timing was perfect, exams were done, school was into that no-man’s land between said exams and the actual end of the school year, and being a weekend it gave Kyle’s film set as much time as was needed to do everything. If Ashley could pull this off. 
 
    Jolene finished packing her stuff up and began walking towards Ashley. Ashley noticed that Jolene’s already milky white skin was even more pale than usual. Jolene had transferred to the school just this year, originally hailing from England. Her father had accepted some promotion within his company that required the move. 
 
    From the moment she had walked through the school gates, Jolene had been beset by boys asking her to go out on dates, trying to win her favour, and so on. She had refused them all politely, and eventually they had stopped asking. Ashley met Jolene’s parents at the parent/teacher meeting halfway through the year, expressing her concern at Jolene’s low grades. In response Mr. Haywood, a stereotypical Strict-Father with an English accent, had assured her that Jolene would be worked very hard at home and listed some extra rules that would now be enforced, which Ashley barely managed to bite her tongue about. The rules already included “No Dating” so that explained her early behaviour. 
 
    Jolene wore her blonde hair much shorter than Ashley did, just barely touching her shoulders. Ashley ventured a guess that Jolene would have liked to dress quite conservatively, given the option, but the school uniform didn’t really allow for that. It wasn’t exactly slutty, but the skirts were shorter than most other schools. The gaps between the buttons on the white shirts had a tendency to gape open for some reason and allowed for some tantalising views at the right angles. Some of the more prudish members of the community had even complained to the school. At some stage in the future, the school would probably do something about it, but for now there were a lot of happy schoolboys in the area. 
 
    Jolene was petite, just barely breaking above the 5 foot mark and Ashley guessed she couldn’t have anything more than A-cup breasts. If Jolene lost any fans from within the male population of her classmates due to not being voluptuous, she most certainly regained them with her stunning beauty. If Jolene’s father ever let her out of the house, she could be a model. She would be a model of sorts if Ashley played this out correctly. 
 
    “Take a seat, Jolene.” Ashley said when Jolene arrived at her desk and opened her mouth to say something. Jolene sat at the chair that Ashley kept near her desk for such occasions. Ashley sat up straight and slowly drummed her fingers on her desk, staring at Jolene. Jolene said nothing, but soon began to fidget uncomfortably. 
 
    “Do you know what this is about, Jolene?” she asked. 
 
    “Er… n-no Miss. Easton.” Jolene stammered. 
 
    “Really?” Ashley put on her most skeptical face and continued “I find that hard to believe. Let me tell you a little story.” 
 
    Opening up a drawer, Ashley pulled out a thin folder and placed it unopened on the surface of her desk. Jolene eyed it uneasily but listened as Ashley went on. 
 
    “Several teachers and the principal had a very serious meeting with the police last night. It turns out they caught a man for dealing drugs in the area. When they searched his house, they found that while he was dealing he also wore a hidden camera, as a kind of insurance policy. Lucky break for the police, not so lucky for his customers, wouldn’t you say, Jolene?” 
 
    “I… suppose?” Jolene said tentatively. 
 
    “Hmmm. Well, when reviewing the video files, it turned out that this man was branching out and selling other things too, and still recording the transactions. Things like advance copies of exams.” 
 
    As Ashley finished her sentence, she saw fear spring into Jolene’s eyes with the confirmation of where this conversation was going. 
 
    “I can’t tell you how disappointed I was, Jolene, when I saw this picture.” Ashley opened the folder and turned it towards her student. The picture showed a screencap taken from a video that Kyle’s employee had recorded during the sale of the exam to Jolene. 
 
    “Now, the police aren’t concerned about sales of exams, they’re all about the drugs, so they turned this over to the school to handle because for most of the students there was no evidence of purchasing drugs. Most.” 
 
    Ashley paused and looked to see how Jolene was taking all this. Jolene was sitting with her head down, hands clasped in her lap with knuckles turning white from strain. Remarkably calm compared to some of the reactions Ashley had seen in the past, but Ashley knew by now that it was all about pushing the right buttons, and she had a pretty good idea what the right buttons were for Jolene. 
 
    “I tried to call your father at work today so that he could be here for our little chat now, but the number we have seems to be incorrect. We’re going to have to talk to him about the process for failing this year and whether you’ll be allowed to take your final year again here next year after what you’ve done, and more importantly, I think we need to recommend that you get tested for drugs.” 
 
    The very first mention of her father did the trick, Jolene transformed into a blubbering wreck in front of Ashley’s eyes. 
 
    “Please! Please Miss. Easton! You can’t call him at work! He’ll go crazy! Please! Don’t tell him!” Jolene looked about ready to get on her knees and beg. Ashley pondered her next move. Normally she drew this part out to make sure the student realised the hopelessness of the situation, outlined the problems it would cause in the future and so on but Ashley thought Jolene was already at the point where she’d do anything to keep this quiet. My God Ashley thought What must that man be like to live with? 
 
    Ashley pretended to think for a moment, then leaned forward and asked “Do you think you’d be willing to work really hard to make this stupid mistake go away?” 
 
    Jolene grasped at the straw “Yes! Yes, please Miss. Easton, I’ll do anything, just don’t tell him, don’t let him find out!” 
 
    “Anything is a pretty strong word, Jolene, are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes… you don’t know what he’s like... he’s… I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “OK then. Tomorrow morning I’m going to pick you up around 9. Wear your school uniform, because I’ve got some extra-curricular activities you’ll be performing for me. It might be beneficial for you to have a good think tonight about how far you’d be willing to go to undo your mistake.” Ashley paused for a moment “This meeting is over, time to go home, Jolene.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ashley turned her car into the driveway of a large house with an automatic gate. She looked around for a buzzer or intercom of some kind for a moment before the gate began sliding to the side by itself. Ashley was about to drive forwards, but saw Jolene exit the front door and walk quickly towards the car, entering on the passenger side. 
 
    “Good morning, Miss. Easton.” She said in a scared and formal tone. 
 
    “Good morning, Jolene.” Ashley responded “Did you do what I said and have a think about what you’d be willing to do to fix your mistake?” 
 
    “Yes… to be honest I couldn’t think of anything I wouldn’t do… thank you for this chance.” 
 
    “Well, let’s see if you’re as honest as you say. In two minutes I am going to drive this car in one of two directions. One of those directions is forwards up this driveway, parking by that front door. I will then knock on the door and have the talk with your father that I really should have. If I do that, you will fail, and your father will know why. The other direction is backwards and then towards the city. When we get to our destination, a man will put his hard cock in your pussy and fuck you while recording the whole thing then he will cum on your face. You’ll get paid quite well for it, you won’t fail high school, and best of all, your father won’t know what you did.” 
 
    Ashley watched Jolene’s face as she laid her options out and spotted the expected emotions of fear, then utter shock, followed by fear again. 
 
    “Miss. Easton… please… you can’t be serious?” she asked. 
 
    Ashley put the car into first gear and began moving it forwards. 
 
    “Stop! Stop! I’ll do it… please don’t tell him!” Jolene yelled in a rush. 
 
    Ashley stopped the car and looked over at Jolene again “Are you sure? You understand your choices?” 
 
    “Yes.” Jolene said quietly, looking at her hands in her lap. 
 
    “Open the glove compartment, you’ll find a contract and a pen. Sign and date it on the pages where there’s a little yellow tab stuck on.” 
 
    Ashley watched as Jolene began signing on each page that was required and waited for her to finish. 
 
    “All done?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good girl, you’ve made the right decision. Buckle up! Let’s get going.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ashley sat on a couch and watched as Kyle took photos of Jolene standing in front of a large digital countdown that read just over 15 minutes and felt slightly nostalgic about the time she herself had stood in front of such a device as it mechanically dismissed the seconds until she got fucked. Kyle had certainly improved in his directing skills since then, giving clear instructions for Jolene to follow, and it seemed like he was even managing to put her at ease, making her appear almost comfortable with the situation. Ashley hadn’t ever seen her this relaxed at school, it was amazing to observe. 
 
    “You’re looking beautiful, Jolene,” Kyle said, moving in close “open up that gap between the buttons so I can get some shots looking into your shirt, then put the pointer finger of your right hand slightly into your mouth and look up at me.” 
 
    A series of clicking sounds emitted from the camera as Kyle continued his praise and direction of Jolene, putting her into various positions. Several cameras were set up and walking around with a camcorder was one of Kyle’s employees, keeping quiet and managing to be very discreet. 
 
    “You’re doing so good, Jolene. Give me some sexy faces, think of the biggest cock that ever fucked you.” 
 
    Jolene appeared to lose some of her newly gained confidence. “Uh… I haven’t been f… had sex before.” 
 
    Ashley marvelled that Jolene couldn’t even bring herself to say ‘fuck’ in a porn shoot, that’s one hell of a sheltered upbringing. Kyle almost dropped his camera. 
 
    “Did we get that?” he called to a man across the room, sitting behind a vast array of computer monitors, who didn’t even bother looking at Kyle, just raised his hand in a thumbs up. Kyle looked back to Jolene, who had turned bright red. 
 
    “That’s ok, Jolene. That’s great, actually. We haven’t had an actual virgin on the site since,” Kyle looked over at Ashley “well, quite a while anyway. You’re going to make a lot of money.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “Oh yes, definitely. You’re too pretty to not do well at this.” Kyle smiled. 
 
    Ashley smirked, Kyle was laying it on a little thick, wasn’t he? 
 
    Kyle checked the time on the countdown, it read less than a minute. 
 
    “OK Jolene, I need you to say your line now, into this camera straight ahead here.” 
 
    Jolene looked at the camera as the counter ticked away, less than 10 seconds now. 
 
    “My name is Jolene and I’m an eighteen year old slut, watch me get fucked and take a load of cum on my face exclusively for Countdown to Fuck.” 
 
    The counter reached 0 and began flashing. 
 
    “Perfect, Jolene, absolutely perfect. Now, it’s time to move on to the main event. I’m going to do this one myself, Tom.” Kyle called and the man with all the computer monitors gave another thumbs up sign. “Sit on the edge of the bed, Jolene, I’m going to get you to suck my cock and…” 
 
    Jolene ran. Kyle watched her go with his mouth open as she made a beeline for Ashley. Jolene dived on the couch and wrapped her arms around Ashley, hiding her face. 
 
    “I can’t do it, Miss Easton!” She sobbed “I’m scared!” 
 
    Ashley put an arm around her “Uh… don’t worry, Jolene, it doesn’t hurt. You’ll do great. Just think of all the money you’ll make. I bet it will be enough to put you through college just with this one little video. You won’t even need to get your Dad to pay for it, you won’t owe him.” 
 
    Jolene looked up “That much?” 
 
    Ashley nodded. 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “That’s how much I made.” 
 
    “You did this?” Jolene looked at her incredulously. 
 
    “Yes, it was one of the best decisions I ever made.” Ashley looked down at the schoolgirl and was struck by the beauty that had smitten so many of Jolene’s classmates that year. On an impulse Ashley leaned down and kissed Jolene on the forehead, just to reassure her. Ashley breathed in Jolene’s clean shampoo-scented hair and kissed her on the forehead again. 
 
    Ashley felt her heartbeat quicken and raised her hand to Jolene’s cheek, first stroking it then moving her hand to the back of Jolene’s head, pulling her forward. Ashley softly kissed the teenager’s lips and breathed in her fresh smell. Eventually breaking the kiss off, she noticed Jolene’s head follow hers momentarily as the schoolgirl’s eyes remained closed. Ashley leaned forward again and whispered into Jolene’s ear. 
 
    “You’re so hot, Jolene, I want to see your little pussy full of cock. Will you do it for me?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss. Easton. Only… will you stay with me?” Jolene quietly asked. 
 
    “You mean, while they record?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Of course, I’ll be right here.” 
 
    “No… I want you to touch me, like you’re touching me now.” 
 
    Ashley realised that her hand was now resting on Jolene’s leg, fingertips just under the hem of the skirt. Ashley looked over to Kyle, who was standing waiting patiently where Jolene had run away from, and motioned for him to approach. 
 
    “We’ve got a minor case of stage fright here, Kyle. Would you mind if I joined you two in this video? You know, kind of a comeback special? I’ll just help her along.” Ashley could almost see the dollar signs in Kyle’s eyes. 
 
    “That’s a great idea! That won’t be a problem at all.” 
 
    Ashley looked back at Jolene. 
 
    “OK, Jolene?” 
 
    Jolene took a deep breath. “OK.” 
 
    “Good, now let’s get you back over to the bed and sitting where Kyle showed you before.” 
 
    Jolene stood and walked to the bed, never letting go of Ashley’s hand until she was sitting again. 
 
    “I’m going stay close and help you through all this, Jolene, don’t worry about anything.” Ashley said as she began to remove her clothes. First pulling her t-shirt over her head, then reaching behind her back with one hand and unclasping her bra, she exposed her breasts to Jolene and the man with the camcorder moved in closer to get a view of them. 
 
    “Your boobs are really nice, Miss. Easton.” Jolene said with a blush then apologised in embarrassment. 
 
    “You don’t need to be sorry, Jolene, thank you for the compliment. You need to unwind a bit, relax. You’re the star of this show, nobody is going to be looking at me when they see how pretty you are.” 
 
    Jolene said nothing, but looked pleased and a bit more relaxed. Ashley continued to undress, unzipping her skirt at the side and letting it drop to the floor before pushing her panties down and kicking them off. Ashley kept her pubic hair in a neat landing strip and noticed that Jolene was staring at her pussy. Ashley didn’t mention the fact and stepped on to the bed, moving behind Jolene and putting one leg on each side of her. 
 
    Jolene was right at the edge of the bed and Ashley’s legs were that much longer that she was able to touch the ground even from her position behind Jolene. Ashley felt Jolene’s back and the top of her ass covered in her schoolgirl skirt rubbing against her groin every time Jolene moved even a little bit and felt her pussy dampen. Kyle approached them and stood in front of Jolene. Ashley whispered in Jolene’s ear, breathing on her neck and causing her to shiver almost imperceptibly. 
 
    “Reach up and undo that button and unzip his pants.” 
 
    Jolene moved as if on autopilot, following Ashley’s instructions. Ashley watched as Kyle’s pants fell to the floor. 
 
    “Pull his boxers down.” Ashley whispered. 
 
    Jolene grabbed on to Kyle’s boxers with both hands at his hips and pulled downwards slowly. Inch by inch his hard cock was revealed to schoolgirl and teacher alike. Free from the constraints of the elastic material, his cock pointed up but also forward slightly due to its weight. 
 
    “Wrap your hand around his dick.” Ashley whispered then kissed Jolene on her neck lightly. 
 
    Jolene slowly reached out and touched Kyle’s cock, first with only her finger tips and then wrapped her hand around it, halfway down the shaft. Ashley heard Jolene take several quick and shallow breaths in and out. 
 
    “How does that feel, Jolene?” Ashley asked. 
 
    “Nice,” Jolene said quietly “It’s… I don’t know, it’s not like anything else. I like it.” 
 
    “Stroke it up and down a little.” 
 
    Jolene moved her hand up and down the shaft, never quite touching the head or getting too hear the base. 
 
    “That feels good, Jolene.” Kyle said quietly, as the man with the camcorder captured the action from an angle that took in both Kyle’s cock and Jolene’s awed face. 
 
    “Pull it towards you, gently, until it’s pointing at your face and then stroke it some more while you look up at him.” 
 
    Jolene continued stroking with Kyle’s cock pointed at her face and instinctively licked her lips as she looked up at him. 
 
    “Fuck you’re beautiful, Jolene, I need you to suck my cock now, put it in your mouth.” Kyle sounded more excited than Ashley had heard him in any video since maybe her own. 
 
    Ashley watched as Jolene opened her mouth then slid the head of Kyle’s cock in over her soft and moist lips. When the ridge of his cock head had disappeared from view Jolene looked up at Kyle, then moved her eyes sideways to look for Ashley. Ashley was so caught up in how sexy Jolene looked with a cock in her mouth that for a moment she didn’t realise Jolene was looking for instructions. 
 
    “Slowly swirl your tongue around it, Jolene, get it all wet with your saliva and spread his pre-cum around. You look so fucking hot right now.” 
 
    Ashley saw the tell-tale movement in Jolene’s cheeks that showed she was caressing Kyle’s cock with her tongue and heard Kyle let out a quiet moan at the sensation. Reaching around with her right hand, Ashley slipped her fingers under Jolene’s shirt and ran her fingertips around Jolene’s navel, causing her to shiver slightly. Ashley felt a damp patch growing on the bed under her pussy, which was screaming for attention. 
 
    “Keep doing that Jolene, and start sliding the head in and out of your mouth, over your lips, make sure you’re keeping your lips pressed on to his cock as it slides.” Ashley whispered into Jolene’s ear. As Jolene began to bob back and forth, Ashley pulled her hand from inside Jolene’s shirt and began to unbutton it. It was a little tricky at the top with Jolene’s bobbing, but easier on the lower buttons. 
 
    Ashley pulled at Jolene’s shirt, which came loose. Jolene had to remove her hand from Kyle’s cock to get the shirt off, but maintained the backwards and forwards motion with her head, the erection was slick with pre-cum and saliva and was sliding easily now. Ashley threw the shirt away and then reached back around to cup both of Jolene’s little breasts in her plain white bra. Jolene moaned on Kyle’s cock as Ashley squeezed and rubbed at her chest. 
 
    “Keep going, Jolene, you’re doing so well.” Ashley encouraged her as she reached back to undo the schoolgirl’s bra. The bra slipped off easily, leaving Jolene wearing only her skirt and underwear. Ashley squeezed Jolene’s breasts playfully and gently pinched her nipples, making sure they were hard. Ashley whispered into Jolene’s ear again. 
 
    “Everybody can see your tits, Jolene. Thousands of men are going to cum while thinking of you, and seeing what a great cock sucker you are. Does it feel good?” 
 
    “Mmmmmm” Jolene nodded as much as she could while sucking Kyle’s dick. Ashley pressed her own tits into Jolene’s back, enjoying the sensation on her nipples as Jolene bobbed and writhed while Ashley continued massaging and lightly pinching her schoolgirl breasts. 
 
    Ashley’s pussy continued to cry out for attention, Ashley squirmed as best she could to try and rub on the bed and Jolene, but the angles were difficult. Ashley could hardly believe how much this was turning her on. She’d fooled around with a few girls at college, but never gone beyond kissing and outside-clothes groping. This schoolgirl, her own student, was probably the most beautiful girl she had ever touched, and Ashley decided she needed to play more than just a support role. Her pussy needed the release. 
 
    Ashley moved one hand down Jolene’s belly and slipped it inside her skirt, then slid her fingers under the elastic of the panties she felt there. Ashley didn’t have to see them to know they were probably pure white, or maybe with some kind of floral pattern. Ashley slid her fingertips still further down Jolene’s sparse pubic hair, hearing Jolene let out a little whimper around Kyle’s cock. Ashley was amazed at how fine and soft Jolene’s pubic hair was and stroked the small patch as she slowly worked her way lower and lower with each rub. 
 
    Pushing her fingers downwards, Ashley discovered that Jolene was making quite the gooey mess in her panties, it was as wet and slippery as a waterslide down there. Ashley slid her fingers along Jolene’s slit and heard her moan loudly on Kyle’s cock as she picked up the pace of her back and forth head movements. 
 
    Ashley felt Jolene’s clit under her middle finger and began to move that finger back and forth on the little bump as she continued to rub Jolene’s breast with the other hand. Jolene was breathing hard now, air hissing in and out of her nose as she bobbed her head without thinking, lost in her own pleasure. 
 
    Ashley heard Jolene begin to moan louder and louder as she sucked Kyle’s cock while Ashley continued to rub the schoolgirl’s clit. At last Jolene pushed Kyle back and his cock popped out of her mouth. Jolene let loose with a primal yell of release as she bucked and writhed on Ashley’s hand. It was all Ashley could do to hold her student still enough so that she could maintain contact with her clit and make sure Jolene experienced the most pleasure possible. 
 
    Jolene’s yells and moans wound down over the course of about half a minute until she flopped backwards against Ashley, completely out of breath. 
 
    “I came, Miss. Easton.” She said between deep breaths for air. 
 
    “Getting a cock into that tight little pussy of yours will feel even better, Jolene, I promise.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. Do you think you’re ready?” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    “Good girl, Jolene. Now, what I want you to do is just lean back on the bed and shuffle away from the bottom edge a bit. I’m going to straddle you and make sure your pussy is good and ready to be fucked. I want you to do the same to me as I’m doing to you, OK?” 
 
    Ashley moved to the side as Jolene moved up the bed and laid flat, then swung a leg over and put it on the other side so she was kneeling over the petite schoolgirl facing towards the bottom of the bed. Ashley leaned forward and pulled the front of Jolene’s skirt up, revealing white panties with teddy-bears printed on them. So close! Floral patterns was still a good guess. Ashley thought. 
 
    Reaching under Jolene’s tight teen ass Ashley grabbed the panties and pulled them towards Jolene’s feet. Jolene raised her legs straight up so Ashley could get the panties off. Ashley threw the panties at Kyle, who was watching and slowly stocking his cock as his Step-Sister turned her attention back to her student’s pussy, now exposed before her. 
 
    Jolene’s pubic hair was as fine and blonde as Ashley had expected from the feel of it. She gently stroked Jolene’s clit, and felt a spark of pleasure as the schoolgirl remembered her instructions and did the same thing to Ashley. Ashley noticed the man with the camcorder was coming in for a close up of the virgin pussy, so Ashley reached around each of Jolene’s legs and put her fingers to each side of Jolene’s outer pussy lips. Ashley gently pulled outwards giving the cameraman and all the website’s users a view deep into Jolene’s untouched pink slit. 
 
    Ashley felt her own pussy lips parted as she lowered her head to lick Jolene’s clit. The schoolgirl let out a short involuntary yelp of excitement as Ashley’s tongue made contact and Ashley felt Jolene’s warm breath hit her pussy, which was tingling in anticipation. As Ashley continued to lick and suck at Jolene’s pussy, she felt her student first tentatively and then more enthusiastically reciprocate. 
 
    Jolene’s wet tongue sent shivers and shocks of pleasure into Ashley’s body, and after so long waiting, Ashley felt her orgasm building quickly. 
 
    “Keep licking my pussy, Jolene, keep doing that.” Ashley breathed, then beckoned Kyle closer. Kyle approached then climbed on the bed and kneeled between Jolene’s legs. His hard cock was so close to Ashley she couldn’t help herself but engulf it with her mouth, giving him a more practised blowjob than Jolene had been able to. Kyle pulled his shirt over his head, leaving himself completely naked with his cock being sucked by his Step-Sister, directly over the virgin slit of a schoolgirl. Ashley sucked at his cock and ran her tongue along the bottom. 
 
    Ashley felt her orgasm approaching, and fast. Reaching up with her hand she gently grabbed Kyle’s balls and guided him deeper into her throat until her nose pressed into Kyle’s short pubic hair. Pleasure rocketed from her clit, pin-balling around her as she deepthroated her Step-Brother. Ashley closed her eyes, savouring the sensations at each end, one so masculine and the other so delicate and feminine. Running out of breath, she pushed Kyle back and breathed again as her orgasm faded. 
 
    Ashley leaned back then changed position to lay beside Jolene on the bed. Jolene’s face was covered in her teacher’s pussy juice, slick and shiny all over her cheeks and running down into her hair. Ashley thought she looked more beautiful than ever. Ashley licked one of Jolene’s cheeks, tasting herself, then whispered to her student. 
 
    “Are you ready to show the world how you fuck, Jolene?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    Kyle positioned his cock at the entrance to Jolene’s pussy and gently pushed forward. Jolene hissed a breath in between her teeth and grabbed for Ashley’s hand, holding it for support. Ashley leaned her head down and latched her mouth on to one of Jolene’s nipples, looking down at her Step-Brother’s muscular body as he deflowered her favourite student. 
 
    Kyle was slow and gentle, and Ashley distracted the schoolgirl by flicking her tongue across Jolene’s hard little nipple within her mouth. Soon, Kyle had his cock buried all the way to the base in Jolene’s pussy, Ashley moved her mouth back to Jolene’s ear, first lightly biting the lobe then whispering. 
 
    “Tell Kyle what you want him to do to you.” 
 
    “F…f…fuck me.” Jolene said quietly. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “Fuck me, Kyle, I want to cum again!” 
 
    Kyle pulled backwards until Ashley saw the ridge of his cock head appear between Jolene’s pussy lips, pulled tight to each side of the invading erection. Kyle pushed forward again, faster than his first entrance, but still gentle, taking things slow to let the unused pussy get used to him. 
 
    Kyle slowly but surely increased his pace until his pubic bone was rhythmically grinding against Jolene’s clit. Ashley began to lick Jolene’s face clean of her pussy juice, enjoying both the taste and the smooth feel of Jolene’s youthful skin under her tongue. Ashley grabbed Jolene’s hand and brought it to her pussy, guiding Jolene’s fingers to her clit and used the schoolgirl’s digits to rub at herself. 
 
    Ashley kissed her student deeply as she used the newly-deflowered schoolgirl in the search for her next orgasm. Jolene’s tongue played with her own as they met within the kiss. Back and forth they fought for oral territory as Kyle built up pace, and filled the room with the slapping sounds of hard, fast sex, jack-hammering into Jolene’s tight pussy. 
 
    Ashley and Jolene began to breath faster and moaned in the midst of their kisses. Ashley broke the kiss off and looked down at Kyle’s hard cock pistoning in and out of Jolene’s pussy. As she watched she felt her orgasm build and build until it couldn’t be held back anymore. Her pussy juices leaked out on to Jolene’s hand as the pleasure vibrated between her clit, pussy and navel, slowly building to a hot flush of release that settled at her belly and glowed in satisfaction. 
 
    Jolene’s moans got louder and she began breathing in short sharp bursts again. 
 
    “Oh…OH…oh… fuck… it’s happ…ening again! UHHhhhh” 
 
    Jolene writhed around on the bed, and this time Ashley let her student’s orgasm take her wherever it willed. Kyle’s pace slowed as Jolene’s newly fucked pussy gripped him hard in its convulsions. Ashley saw that the schoolgirl’s pink pussy lips looked more red and tender than when they had started, but it didn’t appear to be affecting Jolene’s pleasure at all as she screamed in ecstasy, cursing like a sailor. 
 
    Finally, Jolene stopped her contortions and lay on the bed exhausted and passive, her small breasts shaking slightly every time Kyle pounded into her. Ashley ran her hands over the schoolgirl, savouring the feel of her and kissed her gently on the lips, then lay her head beside Jolene’s, kissing and nibbling on her earlobe while looking at Kyle. 
 
    Kyle’s face was a picture of pleasure and concentration as he thrust into Jolene’s pussy. 
 
    “Get ready Jolene, I’m going to cum soon. Close your eyes, open your mouth and stick out your tongue.” Kyle panted as he talked, clearly barely able to hold himself back. Kyle reached under Jolene’s knees and raised her legs up over his shoulders. Kyle slowed for a few strokes, pushing his cock as deep into Jolene’s pussy as he could. Jolene yelped quietly each time and then returned to her pose with her tongue sticking out ready to take Kyle’s load of semen. 
 
    Pushing the schoolgirl’s legs to his left, Kyle shuffled to the opposite side of Jolene’s head from where Ashley was and began stroking his hard cock while pointing it at Jolene’s tongue and open mouth. 
 
    “UUUUhhhhhh… fuck…” Kyle groaned as cum erupted from the end of his cock and the large initial stream splattered across Jolene’s tongue and cheeks, stretching out far enough to hit Ashley across the face as well. The second spurt went straight into Jolene’s mouth and she instinctively clamped her lips shut before a third, and smaller, spurt landed across her chin. 
 
    Ashley raised her head and leaned over Jolene to suck the last of the cum from her Step-Brother’s cock, then bent down to kiss Jolene, transferring the cum to the waiting mouth of the schoolgirl. Swirling the semen around Jolene’s tongue, she held the kiss until Jolene had swallowed, then raised her head and smiled down at the petite teenager. 
 
    “How do you feel, Jolene?” 
 
    “Miss Easton… I don’t know how to describe it… I feel all warm and… content, I guess I’d say. I don’t want to move, I just want to lay here.” 
 
    “I know what you mean. What do you say, Kyle, time for a power nap or what?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve got to recharge the batteries myself!” Kyle agreed, then said to the cameraman and the man with the computer monitors “OK guys, that’s a wrap for now, shut everything down and tell Barbara to hold my calls for the next hour or so.” 
 
    Kyle looked back to Ashley and Jolene and grinned “The joys of being the boss.” 
 
    The three of them lay down together, a tangle of hot, sweaty and spent bodies, and wordlessly drifted from consciousness. 
 
    ***** 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
    Jonathan Haywood prided himself as a man who took no shit. He ruled with an iron fist both at home and at work. His staff at work learned to follow his directions quickly and efficiently or they got a verbal bashing that the world hadn’t seen the likes of since World War 2. His wife and kids learned to treat him with respect too, that is if they ever wanted to know the meaning of ‘outside’ in anything more than an academic sense. 
 
    ‘My house, my rules’ was his favourite motto, and his family had sported more than one black eye learning that lesson. Considering how hell-bent on control Jonathan was, it disturbed him to still have a boss to answer to at his age. The businesses he’d started in the past had failed, mostly due to his inability to keep staff, plus he wasn’t much of a people person, which affected sales and the bottom line. 
 
    Jonathan walked up to the pretty young PA sitting at her desk outside the Managing Director’s office. 
 
    “Jonathan Haywood to see Mr. Jenson.” He said self-importantly. At least he wasn’t a fucking PA, though he might ask for one depending on the reason he had been summoned to this meeting. 
 
    The PA, Barbara was her name he thought, pressed a button and spoke into her wireless headset. 
 
    “Jonathan Haywood here to see you, Mr. Jenson.” 
 
    Jonathan heard a voice answer on the headset, but couldn’t make out the words. 
 
    “He says for you to go straight in.” Barbara gestured at the door behind her. 
 
    Without a word of thanks Jonathan walked up to and opened the door. Closing the door behind him, he spotted the young Managing Director behind his desk with a wall of LCD screens behind him, not currently displaying anything. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Jenson, good to see you again, sir. I wasn’t expecting to have a meeting with you until the quarterly financial reports were finished.” Jonathan forced the word ‘sir’ out, it felt wrong to him to offer such respect to somebody so much younger than himself, he couldn’t even be 30 yet, but was worth hundreds of millions of dollars. Jonathan thought it was absolute bullshit, it should be him sitting in that chair right now. 
 
    Jonathan noticed a blonde haired girl sitting in a chair to the side of the room and did a double-take. 
 
    “Jolene? What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be at home helping your mother with the housework.” 
 
    His daughter didn’t answer, instead Kyle Jenson responded. 
 
    “Your daughter and I met recently, Jonathan. It’s actually her that I wanted to speak to you about. I wanted to ask for your blessing to date her.” 
 
    “What? Mr. Jenson, with all due respect, Jolene’s too young to date, she’s only 17…” 
 
    “18.” Jolene said from the side of the room. 
 
    Jonathan glared at her “18. But the fact is that Jolene isn’t allowed to date, she hasn’t done terribly well on her schoolwork this year so, hey, my house my rules.” 
 
    Kyle Jenson appeared to think about this for a while, then grabbed a remote sitting on his desk and pressed a button. Half the screens on the wall lit up and showed a scene where Jolene was screaming “Fuck me, Kyle, I want to cum again!” 
 
    Jonathan Haywood saw red, bunched his fists and started towards the young Managing Director. Boss or not, he was going to fuck this kid up. Then Kyle stood up and Jonathan was reminded about the massive size difference between them. 
 
    “Sit the fuck down.” Kyle said, pointing at one of the two chairs in front of the desk. Jonathan didn’t sit, but stopped his advance. For now. 
 
    “OK, have it your way.” Kyle said “I’ve actually been hearing a lot about your house and your rules lately and I have to say it doesn’t really surprise me. You’re an A-grade cunt, Jonathan, I’ve lost track of how many complaints I’ve had about you since you started here. Let’s get this straight, you don’t have staff, so stop acting like you’re the fuckin’ big man on campus. I moved your ass over here from the UK because you’re good at what you do in the finance department, not because I think you can lead a team for shit.” 
 
    Jonathan Haywood seethed but couldn’t think of an appropriate response, so Kyle continued. 
 
    “You’re so fucking proud that you couldn’t even bring yourself to tell your family what kind of company you work for. Jolene thought you were an investment banker! It’s only dumb luck that we pieced it together and found that you were one of my employees. So about your house and your rules.” Kyle paused as the slapping sound of him fucking Jonathan Haywood’s daughter rang out from the screens behind him. 
 
    “Jolene’s going to be staying with me as long as she wants, and I’m going to be doing my best to make her the happiest woman alive. She’s not your ‘problem’ anymore.” 
 
    Jonathan rounded on Jolene “Your mother would be so ashamed of you, you fucking whore.” 
 
    Kyle pressed another button and the other half of the LCD screens lit up, briefly displaying a title ‘Anal Gangbang World Record Attempt 3’ before cutting to a scene showing an older woman bent over a table top with a line of men behind her stretching clear out the room, each taking their turn to fuck her in the ass. Jonathan recognised his wife and paled, only barely managing to listen to Kyle over the grunts, squeals and cumshots playing out over the combined LCD displays. 
 
    “Now, don’t think I don’t know about the money you’ve embezzled from me. I kept quiet because it was chickenfeed, but let me tell you something. At some stage, Jolene is going to come to your house to collect her things. If you don’t stay out of her way or if any of her belongings are missing, I guarantee you that you’re wife’s anal gangbang record will be broken faster than you can say ‘I am the prison bitch.’ Do you understand me, you dumb motherfucker?” 
 
    “Yes.” Jonathan spat. 
 
    “Good. Jolene is going to maintain close contact with her Mother. She better like what she hears. Now fuck off and clear your desk.” 
 
    Jonathan Haywood spun and left the room, not even daring to slam the door behind him. 
 
    Kyle turned the screens off and silence returned. 
 
    “I’m… I’m free?” Jolene asked. 
 
    “To do whatever you like.” Kyle responded, pulling her up into a hug. 
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    He’d forget his head if it wasn’t attached thought Lindsay with affection as the shape of a walking person lit up with green light and she began crossing the road. A wolf whistle cut through the air and she briefly glanced at the car with two boys maybe barely out of their teens. On one hand it was nice to be desirable enough to warrant such attention, but on the other hand it was a pretty stupid strategy for young men to take. Had the wolf whistle ever worked on anybody? Lindsay doubted it. 
 
    It would take a hell of a lot more than a wolf whistle to get Lindsay’s phone number these days. At only 27 she had been happily married for 5 years to the man of her dreams. John had swept her off her feet in a whirlwind romance before popping the question within a year of them meeting each other. She couldn’t say no. 
 
    How could she? He was everything she wanted. He was just the right height, not so tall that she couldn’t kiss him whenever she wanted, not shorter than herself. He was surprisingly strong. While he was sweeping her off her feet on the romance side of things, he had also literally swept her off her feet numerous times on the dance floor, lifting and dipping her like she weighed nothing, and yet for somebody so powerful he was so gentle at the same time. He was a graceful power that moved through life with confidence and finesse. 
 
    Perhaps her favourite feature was how supportive he had been of her career. When even her parents had told her to give up on voice acting and get a ‘real job’ John had told her he believed in her. Not only that, but he had given up countless hours working with her on various audition pieces. John didn’t have the kind of control over his voice that she did, but he had a good ear and listened with rapt attention and gave her feedback, helping her turn a natural talent into an art and science. 
 
    ‘Make your voice about 5 years older’, ‘more gravelly’, ‘higher pitch’, ‘more bouncy’ ‘slower’, Lindsay had slowly improved and suddenly, work started coming her way rather than her having to chase it. Even so, not many voice actors make it big. Most of the work is in commercials for TV and radio. Animated characters on TV need voices, those annoying ads on the radio where one person tells a clueless colleague about some product or service need voices. 
 
    So when John was on one knee in the sand by the beach with a full moon shining down on them and he said that he would love her forever, would she please marry him, she didn’t hesitate. He had made her glad for the decision every day since then. 
 
    Even with work coming her way semi-regularly, there were some weeks where she only made $10. Some weeks she made nothing. John had supported her without even a hint of complaint saying it was a team effort and that she should keep on doing what she loves. So that’s what she did, and a little over a year ago, she struck voice acting gold. 
 
    One of the worlds largest manufacturers of consumer electronics needed a voice for all their commercials, to read their slogan and so on. She auditioned, they loved her and all of a sudden she was the voice of Attison Technologies Ltd, and she was heard around the world. After a busy initial burst of recording, Lindsay only needed to go in occasionally when they brought out a new product or there was something they couldn’t piece together out of all the sound bites she had already done. 
 
    The contract ran for 3 years and while it was in effect, Lindsay was suddenly the major breadwinner of the house. They had celebrated long into the night, John had tricked her into thinking he was going to resign to live off her income and they made love while listening to their favourite music. 
 
    Today was a special day for John, he’d recently been promoted at work and was moving into a new office. His pay and responsibilities had already increased, but there was something about the office move that was important to him. Lindsay knew that it was the feeling of progress. Finally out of the cube farm and into a private office, your very own custom made desk, from a view of a cubical wall to a decent view of the city. 
 
    When Lindsay saw that John had forgotten to take his lunch to work that morning, but remembered to leave a note on his pillow saying he loved her for her to find when she woke up, she decided she would come into the city and bring him his lunch. She had the free time, so why not? Besides, John always told her he loved it when she dropped in so he could show her off. 
 
    That’s why she was dressed to impress. It was a delicate balance to achieve. Revealing or tight enough clothing to show his workmates what he had but they didn’t, but not too revealing or tight so that she looked like a girlfriend you paid for by the hour. Lindsay thought she had succeeded the balancing act with her tight white singlet that showed just a hint of her bra colour through the material and tight jeans. Her shoulder length brown hair was tied back in a ponytail so as to not hide the lines of her neck and shoulders, which were otherwise only covered by the thin straps of her top. It was casual, but with just the right hint of sexy. Perfect. 
 
    Lindsay made her way along the street, through the entrance of the building where John’s office was and waited for the elevator, stepping in after the doors opened with a ‘ding’ and a tiny stampede of people wearing suits exited. The walls of the elevators had a few mirrors dotted around, no doubt to give a greater sense of space that would otherwise have been afforded to passengers in the confined area. 
 
    Lindsay looked at her reflection to survey herself one last time, just in case some wardrobe malfunction was about to manifest itself. Everything seemed fine so she put on her classiest voice and said “Attison Technologies, reengineering your world.” Then smiled at herself. The doors opened with the same ‘ding’ and Lindsay walked out on to the floor that John’s company occupied within the building, waving at the receptionist as she went past. 
 
    Lindsay had visited many times in the past so knew the basic layout of the floor and John had told her which office was going to be his as of today, the one on the south east corner. Picking her way efficiently through the hustle and bustle of the busy office, she made her way to the appropriate office and peeked in. 
 
    John was sitting behind a huge desk made of some expensive looking dark wood. With one hand he held the handset of a phone to his ear, with the other he supported the weight of his head with his palm pressed to his forehead as he stared down at a notepad on his desk, shaking his head slightly. It looked like a frustrating phone call. 
 
    “That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. That’s not even the right country, why is the consignment there?” John said to the handset. 
 
    Lindsay knocked and John looked up, his face lighting up immediately. 
 
    “Look, sort it out today, right now, the delivery has to happen tomorrow or we’re screwed on this one. I’ll call you back later and you can entertain me with your heroic report about how you saved the day, I’ve got to go, something important has just come up.” 
 
    John replaced the handset on the cradle and rushed around his desk towards her. He was almost skipping, showing that grace she so loved about him, but it was very out of place in his business attire and in his office. She knew what was coming before he reached her. Wrapping his arms around her he picked her up and spun around a couple of times. She leaned down to kiss him, laughing, before he put her down. 
 
    “Tough day, baby?” she asked. 
 
    “Ugh, you wouldn’t believe it.” 
 
    “Are they being mean to you?” 
 
    “So mean, Lin, so mean. It’s like they don’t even know I’m a big shot now.” 
 
    “Oh you’re a big shot, are you?” 
 
    “You dare doubt it!?” John puffed his chest out comically. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    A knock rang out on the door, Lindsay turned to see a young blonde girl of maybe 18 or 19 years of age standing in the opening wearing an incredibly short skirt to show off her long youthful legs. 
 
    “Hi Mister Thomas, I…” The girl cut herself off, smiling at Lindsay then asked “Oh, this must be your wife. I recognise her from that cool photo on your desk.” 
 
    “Yes, this is Lindsay. Lin, this is Madison, her Dad is Albert Humphries, remember meeting him at the Christmas party?” 
 
    Lindsay remembered the good natured Managing Director of John’s company who had done the rounds at the Christmas party last year, doing his best to meet and remember all his employees’ partners, but probably failing. 
 
    “Ah yes, I do remember. Very nice to meet you, Madison.” Lindsay extended her hand, which the young girl lightly grasped and shook. 
 
    “You too. Geez, Mister Thomas, she’s even prettier in real life.” 
 
    “I like this one, John.” 
 
    John laughed and explained “Albert’s got Madison here doing a bit of general assistance around the office this summer so she can earn a some money before she heads off to college.” 
 
    Madison rolled her eyes. “It’s, like, soooo boring.” The teen appeared to realise what she’d just said “No offence, Mister Thomas!” 
 
    “You’ll have to try harder than that to offend me, Madison. It’s fair enough, I haven’t got you doing the most entertaining of tasks.” 
 
    “Yeah, about that. I just wanted to let you know I’ve finished that first pile of shredding, so can I, like, you know, go to lunch now?” 
 
    “Yep, sure. See you back here around one or so. The post was late coming in today so I’ll need you to open and sort that, and then… more shredding!” 
 
    Madison gave a sarcastic thumbs up and said “See ya!” before turning on the spot and leaving for lunch. 
 
    Lindsay saw John’s eyes drop down to the hem of Madison’s skirt before she was out of view and failed to suppress a smirk. 
 
    John leaned in conspiratorially to Lindsay “She doesn’t have a huge amount going on upstairs, but…” 
 
    Lindsay finished the sentence for him “But when she wears a belt and calls it a skirt it takes the edge off?” 
 
    John spread his hands out in surrender “You said it, not me, babe. Anyway, where were we? What brings you here?” 
 
    “I was just wondering what you were having for lunch?” 
 
    “What? You made my lunch last night, remember? I brought it in.” 
 
    “Really. Show me.” 
 
    John took one step towards his briefcase then stopped. “I didn’t bring it in, did I?” 
 
    “No, not unless you brought in the lunch that your other wife made.” Lindsay reached into her tote bag and brought out a brown paper bag, which she handed to her husband. 
 
    “Aw, thanks Lin. You didn’t need to come all the way in here though, I could have grabbed something from the vending machine.” 
 
    “What?! I slaved over a hot bread knife for 5 minutes making all that.” Lindsay said in fake indignation then softened again. “Besides, I wanted to see you and check out your new office.” 
 
    “Well, here it is. Pretty nice, eh?” John swept his hand around dramatically. 
 
    Lindsay looked around and was about to comment on the view, but then a thought came to her. 
 
    “Hey… does this door lock?” She asked. 
 
    “Yeeeaaaaahhhhh…” John replied slowly, drawing the word out. “Why?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know… you wanna maybe fool around a bit?” 
 
    “Oh shit. You’re going to get me in trouble one of these days.” John went to the door and locked it, despite what he said, then pulled the cords that shut the vertical blinds and cut off the view of the rest of the interior of the building. 
 
    John approached her and looked like he was going to embrace her but Lindsay stopped his advance. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t. I’ve got something special in mind for you, Mister Big Shot.” Lindsay grabbed him by the tie and led him behind his desk, pushing him down in his chair roughly. Circling to his back, Lindsay reached over the top of his chair and brought her hands to his neck, working his tie loose before pulling it up over his head. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Shhhhh.” 
 
    Lindsay placed John’s tie over his eyes and tied it behind his head, obscuring his vision completely. Walking back to the front of his desk Lindsay quietly removed her jeans and singlet, putting her clothes in a small pile with her tote bag, then she walked to the door. 
 
    Lindsay paused for a moment, running things through her head. She’d spent so much time in her career studying language and the way people speak that the analysis had become almost sub-conscious and automatic. Cadence, pitch, rhythm, accent, mannerisms, all came together to make a voice. It could all be imitated. 
 
    “Geez, Mister Thomas, I thought your wife would never leave.” Madison’s voice came from her mouth and she managed to hold back laughter as she saw John startle and frantically claw at his tie before realising what must have happened. 
 
    “Holy shit, Lin, I just about had a heart attack.” 
 
    “There’s no Lin here, Mister Thomas, I think I saw her leave.” Lindsay walked towards her husband. I was going to get some lunch but I just had to come back and ask you something.” 
 
    “What’s that…uh…Madison?” John asked tentatively. 
 
    Lindsay leaned over and whispered in John’s ear. 
 
    “When’s the last time you had your dick sucked by a teenager?” 
 
    John opened his mouth in surprise, but didn’t appear to be able to find any words. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Well I was gonna wait til I went to college to start getting, like, you know, experimental but if you promise not to tell my Daddy, I wouldn’t mind sucking on that cock of yours.” 
 
    “I…I promise.” 
 
    “Cool!” Lindsay stepped between John’s legs and slowly slid down until she was kneeling in front of him, her breasts softly touching his inner thighs. Lindsay fumbled at his belt, soon managing to undo it with a metallic clinking rattle, then undid the button of his trousers, and grabbed at the zip. 
 
    Through the material she could feel his cock, already rock hard. 
 
    “Oooh, Mister Thomas, I can’t wait.” Lindsay pulled the zip downwards, feeling the shaft of John’s erection under her fingers as she went. When the zip was all the way down, she reached through the gap and caressed it through his boxers, savouring the feel of it. 
 
    “Lift your butt up, Mister Thomas, let’s get these clothes out of the way.” 
 
    John complied eagerly, and Lindsay smiled to herself, loving how excited she was making her husband. Pulling his pants and boxers down revealed his cock to her, standing straight up and looking ready for action with a trickle of pre-cum already leaking from the end. Lindsay felt her own juices starting to flow as she grabbed on to his dick with her left hand and steadied herself on his thigh with her other arm. 
 
    Lindsay leaned forward and kissed the shaft of his cock softly, moving her hand to the tip, then kissed it again lower down, working her way towards his balls. When she reached his scrotum she gently sucked a ball inside her mouth and caressed it with her tongue, then carefully pulled backwards, pulling at him slightly. 
 
    John gasped at this then blew his breath out quietly when she did the same to his other testicle. Spreading his pre-cum around the head of his penis with her thumb, she began to move her hand up and down over the head and down his shaft, feeling the ridge of his cock sliding on her palm. 
 
    “Geez, Mister Thomas, this is big. I hope I do ok.” 
 
    Lindsay leaned her head forward and brought her lips to her husband’s cock, flicking her tongue on the underside of the head and feeling it twitch in response. His slippery erection slid easily over her lips and came to rest on her tongue within her mouth before she moved her head back and it popped out again. 
 
    “Mister Thomas, if I suck your dick real good, will you fuck me? I want you to be my first.” 
 
    “Yes, Madison, I’ll fuck you.” John said quietly. 
 
    “I’m glad it’s going to be a man like you to be the first to cum in my little pussy, and not just a boy.” 
 
    With enthusiastic moans she sucked at his member and jerked at it gently with one of her hands, occasionally taking her mouth off to lick it from base to tip before inserting it past her lips again, sucking and exploring with her tongue. Lindsay had always loved his cock, it was just right, much like the rest of him. Not so huge that she couldn’t stand the pain, not so small that she couldn’t feel a thing. She loved the sensation of her thrusting into her pussy or mouth, filling her completely. 
 
    Lindsay paused for breath then bent back to his cock and wrapped her lips around it again, beginning to build up a steady bobbing motion with her head. With each pass of her lips over the head of his erection she heard his breathing get heavier and heavier. Pulling her mouth off again she said, with truth “My pussy is getting so wet, Mister Thomas, I can’t wait to feel you inside me.” 
 
    Lindsay stood up, still between John’s legs, and grabbed one of his wrists, placing his hand on her leg and pulling it slowly upwards. 
 
    “Do you like my long legs, Mister Thomas? I’ve pulled my skirt up for you to feel all the way.” 
 
    John’s hand slid up the smooth surface of her leg, reached the top of her inner thigh and made contact with her pussy through the damp material of her panties. Lindsay gasped at the familiar touch in such unfamiliar circumstances, pulling his wrist harder to increase the pressure between his hand and her slit. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, I think I need some help here, Mister Thomas. Will you, like, you know, go down on me?” 
 
    “Yes, get on my desk Madison.” John said. 
 
    Lindsay looked behind her and swept his keyboard and notepad to the side before hopping up with her ass near the edge and leaning backwards to recline on the rich dark wood of the custom made desk. Looking down she saw John roll forward in his office chair until he was closer to the desk and able to feel where she was again. 
 
    John pulled her panties down quickly, betraying his excitement, but was able to take things slowly again once they were off. Kissing at her inner thighs he drove her wild with the anticipation as he ponderously made his way closer and closer to her pussy, which was craving his attention. 
 
    John’s tongue suddenly made contact with her clit, eliciting a pleasured yelp from Lindsay. She quickly covered her mouth, moaning into her own hand as Peter flicked his tongue back and forth over her sensitive bump. Lindsay wasn’t sure how thin the walls were in the new office, or the suppressive qualities of the door and windows and didn’t want her squeals of pleasure to be overheard by all of John’s workmates, but John was eating her out so well, that it was very hard for her not to scream the building down. 
 
    John inserted a finger into her soaking wet slit and slowly pushed it in and out while continuing to tantalise her clit with his tongue. Lindsay breathed faster and faster, biting down on her knuckle when she felt a moan about to escape. Building at her clit she felt the unmistakable sensation of an incredible orgasm approaching and gasped out. 
 
    “Oh fuck… Mister Thomas… what’s happen… Uhhhhh!” 
 
    John had turned his finger around, and started pulling it out with a ‘come here’ motion rubbing his digit on her g-spot, which sent her over the edge. Lindsay’s orgasm shook her body, rocketing between her clit and her belly and causing warm vibrations all the way to her fingers and toes. Lindsay wrapped her legs around her husband’s head and bit down on her knuckles even harder, pleasured breath hissing in and out around her hand as she forced his head against her quivering pussy, needing his tongue to continue its motions until her orgasm ebbed away. 
 
    “Oh… my… god… Mister Thomas… that was amazing! Fuck me now, I want you to be my first! Remember, don’t tell my daddy.” 
 
    John stood up and Lindsay briefly regained sight of his still rock hard cock before he grabbed it with one hand and aimed it at her pussy navigating blind by the feel of her spread legs on each side of his hips. Lindsay felt his head at her entrance and then felt her lips parting as he pushed forward. 
 
    Wrapping her hand around the back of his head, Lindsay pulled him close and nuzzled into his neck, breathing in his warm and familiar scent as he pushed his cock all the way into her and she felt their bodies meet. Raising her lips to his ear she whispered. 
 
    “Kiss me like you kiss her, Mister Thomas.” 
 
    John kissed her passionately. Sweet, wonderful, John, the love of her life. She returned the kiss eagerly, using her tongue to play with his, but then broke it off so she could breathe as he thrust powerfully into her and shook her body, not to mention everything on the desk. 
 
    With her arms wrapped around his neck, her legs wrapped around his waist and her pussy wrapped around his cock, Lindsay squeezed with everything, stopping herself from being pushed from the edge of the desk and causing her to feel every bump and ridge of John’s erection as is pounded into her time and time again. 
 
    Lindsay shut her eyes and imagined the sight of his cock sliding into her over and over again as his balls, heavy with sperm, swung back and forth, tapping her ass lightly with each stroke. So soon after her first orgasm she already felt her second approaching, she was so wild for him. 
 
    Pleasure built up in her pussy like a spark that had landed in some dry leaves, spreading and threatening to catch fire. John freed his neck from the grip of her arms, pulling the cups of her bra down to expose her breasts to his mouth, sucking first one hard nipple past his lips and then the other, each being explored by his tongue. 
 
    The attention to her breasts slowed John’s thrusts and Lindsay bucked against him, eager for the speed and power to return to his thrusts so the spark would catch alight, her orgasm was so close, it was driving her crazy. His tongue on her nipples felt amazing but there was only one game in town for her now. 
 
    “Fuck me hard.” 
 
    John appeared to need no more encouragement, bringing his head back level with hers and resuming his former pace, thrusting into her to the hilt, their bodies slapping together with each thrust. John whispered into her ear between thrusts. 
 
    “I’m going… to cum…inside you… Madison.” 
 
    “I want it, Mister Thomas.” Lindsay breathed. 
 
    With a groan louder than Lindsay would have dared, she saw John’s face under the makeshift blindfold contort in ecstasy and felt the first hot spurts of his cum hit the walls of her pussy and strike the spark of pleasure within her like it was gasoline. Pleasure exploded like a fireball from deep within her slit as she pulled against her husband, grinding her clit against his pelvic bone as best she could as her body writhed and bucked to music only it could hear, almost completely out of her control. Together they twirled up and up in their minds on a wave of bliss as graceful as any dance move they had ever pulled off. Lindsay felt the hot spurts lessen in frequency and volume within her as her orgasm faded, leaving behind a glow of satisfaction. Lindsay found herself back on John’s desk, his panting form twitching away the last remnants of his own orgasm. 
 
    “I think you deserve another promotion, Mister Thomas.” She said, kissing him softly then pushing him back until his softening erection slid out of her. He stood briefly and then collapsed into his chair. She saw him reach for his tie but grabbed his hand, stopping him. 
 
    “No you don’t. What if my daddy caught you perving at his little girl? You keep that on until I leave.” Lindsay quickly gathered her clothes and rushed through putting them back on while John pulled his pants and boxers up and waited obediently. Lindsay grabbed her tote bag and went to the door. Taking one last look backwards she said “Enjoy your lunch, Mister Thomas.” before opening the door, walking through and closing it behind her. 
 
    Hoping she didn’t look too flustered, she efficiently picked her way back through the busy office, heading towards the elevators again. Lindsay had a feeling that John would be hearing a lot from Madison in the future. 
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    Deep breaths, Rosanna, stay calm I thought to myself as I stood just outside the living room and prepared to potentially make the most embarrassing mistake of my life, or the best decision ever. I looked down at my chosen outfit, all part of my cunning plan to seduce my sister’s husband into being my first lover. Button up blouse with missing button between my breasts? Check. Worlds shortest skirt? Check. 
 
    You might say that I was being a home-wrecker, but I wasn’t. You don’t need to worry, I got my sister’s permission first on the condition that I tell her all about it afterwards. She even made herself scarce for the evening so I could have a bit of time to work my magic. I knew I could have had any boy at my school, when I was still in school, but you probably don’t know what it was like growing up with a sister like mine. 
 
    When you have older siblings, you kind of rely on them to fill you in on all the juicy stuff that your parents are too embarrassed to tell you. My sister always had lots of boyfriends when she was in high school, then when I got to high school and she went off to college, she still had lots of boyfriends. By that time I wanted to hear it all, and my god did I get an earful. She sure got fucked a lot. 
 
    Then one day everything changed, she met Shane and all of a sudden he was the only thing she could speak about. I didn’t need to worry about losing my lifeline to stories about sex though, apparently Shane was the best she had ever had and the stories kept on coming. At first I wanted to go out and make my own stories, but my parents kept me under lock and key. It was like they gave up on their first daughter as if she was a lost cause and sheltered me all the more to compensate. 
 
    Of course I would have been able to get around it, no parent’s security is airtight, but after hearing about what a great lay Shane was for so long, he began to be the focus of my fantasies and I got this idea in my head that he could be my first, even after they got married. I first met him when he came to our house to be introduced to Mom and Dad and have dinner. I did my best to get his attention but it didn’t work. I was just a kid then, I guess. But I’m not a kid anymore, and I had waited long enough. 
 
    My plan was simple. I was going to go into the living room where he was watching a movie, sit really close and let him get a peek through the gap in my shirt at the curve of my breast. They weren’t huge, but they were perky and firm. After that, I was just going to wing it. What kind of a man could resist a nineteen year old virgin that wanted to give him that special gift? Hopefully not the kind of man Shane was. 
 
    “Hey, whatcha’ watchin’?” I said, stepping into the living room, trying to sound casual. Shane’s head turned from the screen and I saw him first look mildly surprised and then look me up and down as I stood by the doorway. I could have sworn I could physically feel his cool blue eyes roam over me. First over my breasts, and I took a sudden involuntary breath. His gaze made me think that I had completely forgotten to put a shirt on or something. Then I felt my nipples brushing against the material and one worry was replaced by another, was the material see-through? I didn’t think so, I had checked, but nevertheless I felt my heart beat a little faster, partially in fear and partially hoping he would be able to see my nipples. 
 
    The next place his eyes lingered was the hem of my skirt, and again his vision felt like exploring fingers on my exposed legs. It was like he was teasing me, the way I sometimes teased myself before masturbating, tracing circles on my thighs as I moved inexorably towards my slit, always imagining they were Shane’s fingers, Shane’s tongue, Shane’s cock. 
 
    He couldn’t have been looking at me for more than a second or two, but I felt thoroughly surveyed. Did he like what he saw? 
 
    “I’m not sure actually, it’s just some stupid B-grade horror flick.” 
 
    No clues there, but his deep voice made me shiver. I had been visiting my sister for a couple weeks by this stage, staying in the spare bedroom. When Shane and Linda had sex in the night I could always hear Shane’s deep voice, it penetrated the walls and I always pretended he was talking dirty to me. Sometimes I even managed to convince myself that he had said my name while they were fucking, it was my favourite time to masturbate. God he was so hot, and I could tell by my sister’s moans, as if all her stories weren’t enough, that he knew how to drive her wild. 
 
    “Oh. Mind if I watch with you?” I asked. 
 
    “If you want, but I must warn you that it’s nothing special.” 
 
    If all went according to plan, we wouldn’t be watching much of this movie anyway, so I didn’t really care about the quality. 
 
    “Great!” I said, quickly walking over to the couch where he was sitting. I was about to sit down, but then noticed a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table directly in front of him and improvised my plan a little. 
 
    “Oooh, popcorn!” I said, to make sure he knew the reason I was doing what I was about to do. Bending from the waist I took my time pretending to choose the very best pieces of popcorn. In reality I was imagining the view Shane was getting. When I say I was wearing the shortest skirt in the world, I mean it, bending at the waist would definitely have been enough to show the crease that marked the end of my legs and the beginning of my ass, and maybe a glimpse of my panties. They were black, in stark contrast to the white fabric of the skirt, so if they were visible, then there was no missing them. 
 
    When I turned around I was sure I was going to see a drooling sex machine ready to pounce on me, but I was wrong. Shane was sitting there as cool, calm and collected as I had ever seen him. His head was leaning way back on the couch and his eyes were firmly staring in the direction of the ceiling. Boys had fought over me for less than the display I’d just put on. I didn’t understand, so just sat down next to him. I was confused and pouted a little but I wasn’t sure what to say, I’d been caught off guard by Shane’s self-control. What if I couldn’t do it? I needed him, I’d waited so long! 
 
    Thankfully Shane started a conversation, filling me in on what had happened in the movie so far. It was such a stupid plotline, and the man running around in a rubber suit uttering gibberish didn’t help suspend my disbelief. However, in the spirit of playing for time, I giggled when Shane laughed and gasped when the music was suddenly loud. 
 
    I made sure to breathe deeply, pushing my chest in and out more than I normally would to draw attention to the missing button on my shirt, and the view that so many boys had wanted to have in the past. I saw him look down at my chest from the corner of my eye. Yes! I thought I’ve got him now! 
 
    He didn’t do anything. This was unbelievable. I was sitting there, my left leg just touching his right, going absolutely crazy with lust for him and he just sat there watching this crappy movie, looking about as excited as if he was waiting for the bus. Couldn’t he feel the waves of sexual energy radiating from me? I’d been feeling hot and heavy ever since I had been choosing my outfit, over an hour previous but now, sitting next to him and seeing his handsome features, his short blonde hair and his strong hands so close to my bare skin, I felt positively wet, and he hadn’t even laid a finger on me yet. 
 
    Aren’t guys supposed to be able to sense a female in heat? I thought I was being really blatant, but did this count as subtle in the college and post-college world? I suddenly felt very unsure of myself and my so-called ‘magic’ that I had proclaimed so proudly to my sister. I sat there as the movie staggered and fumbled its way to a predictable conclusion. I was running out of time, my sister wouldn’t be gone forever, there wasn’t an infinite supply of excuses to sit this close to him for long periods, but what could I do? 
 
    I swallowed a lump of fear in my throat. I was going to have to step it up a notch. This was one man that wasn’t coming to me, I was going to have to go all the way to him if I wanted to have my dream man take my virginity. 
 
    “Shane?” 
 
    “Hmmm?” 
 
    “Have you… uh… ever… you know…” I cleared my throat, struggling to push the words out “wondered… what it would have been like… to be my sister’s… you know… first… um… lover?” 
 
    “That’s a little… personal, don’t you think Rosanna?” he looked at me with eyebrows raised. 
 
    “Yes, I know, I’m sorry, forget it.” I blurted out in a rush. I looked forward again, my face burning in a very fetching shade of red I’m sure. I felt tears welling up. That was so stupid, stupid, stupid I thought. He obviously noticed my distress, because he reached over and put his arm around my shoulder giving me a light hug. I rested my head on his shoulder. 
 
    “Hey, you don’t need to be embarrassed, I’m not offended or anything. Listen, in answer to your question, yes I’ve wondered exactly that. I think a lot of guys probably have wondered the same thing about their wives and girlfriends. You know they’re always going to be comparing you against everyone that’s come before. No pun intended. Your first time is special though, it’s just you, that one person, and nothing else. It’s pure.” 
 
    I blinked away the almost-tears and tried to compose myself. 
 
    “That’s really beautiful.” I said then gulped. This was not going as easily as I had anticipated but I was so close to him now, nestled in under his arm, his wonderful scent was all around me and I had to try everything I could think of. 
 
    “We could… you know… help each other out?” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked. Oh god, he was going to make me literally spell it out. 
 
    “Well…um… people are always saying that I look just like my sister and… um…” I took a deep breath so I could get everything out quickly “maybe, just for tonight, you could pretend I was her? I want you to be my first, Shane, I always did… I …” 
 
    I didn’t know what else to say. All I could hear for a moment was my own heartbeat thundering in my ears, I’d never made myself so open and vulnerable before. I saw Shane’s left hand come up and touch me on the chin, raising my face to look at him. He was so close I could feel his breath, but I was momentarily too lost in his eyes to realise he was saying something. I blinked and managed to focus on his words. 
 
    “… don’t have to pretend to be anybody, Rosanna, a beautiful girl like you. Just be yourself.” He paused for a moment. “This is so strange. All week your sister has been filling my head with talk about how hot it would be if I were to have sex with you, talking about what a great body you have. I’ve even slipped up and called out your name while I was fucking her…” 
 
    I hadn’t imagined it! 
 
    “… I didn’t think you would go for it, to be honest.” He finished. 
 
    I moved my lips up to his, stopping just before touching. 
 
    “Will you…” I began, but was unable to complete the sentence because Shane moved his head forward and closed the gap and kissed me like I’ve never been kissed before. It was a firm kiss without being rough, and I moved my tongue into his mouth, seeking out his own to caress it playfully. I placed my hand on the side of his face, stroking his short, prickly stubble, feeling his jaw move as he sucked on my lips. I couldn’t believe it was finally happening! 
 
    Shane broke off from the kiss and looked into my eyes, stroking my hair back and tucking some loose strands behind my ear. I looked up at him waiting to see what he would do. He stood and turned to face me. At first I thought he was going to tell me to suck his cock, but he didn’t. Without a word he scooped one arm under my knees and the other arm behind my back and lifted me into the air. 
 
    He carried me out of the room and up the stairs as I stared at him in breathless wonder. With one hand I felt his muscular shoulders, his pectorals and stroked at his face, running my fingers into his short hair. Shane gently laid me down on his bed, the bed he shared with my sister, and climbed on with me. 
 
    Shane moved over me, one leg on each side of my body and bent down to kiss me again. I felt his hands squeezing and kneading my breasts, my nipples rubbed freely against the material of my shirt, sending electric currents of pleasure into my body. He sat up slightly and without warning ripped my shirt apart, buttons flying in all directions. The crazy thought popped into my head that if I ever wore this shirt again, the gap caused by missing buttons would be pretty hard to ignore. 
 
    My firm teen chest pointed up proudly towards him, my nipples sticking out as if calling for attention. Shane lightly pinched one then the other, causing me to let out a quiet involuntary squeal of delight, and then he bent down again to suck one into his mouth and I felt the heavenly sensation of his tongue, hot and wet, flicking back and forth across it. I squirmed and held his head close, not wanting him to stop. 
 
    Gradually, as I writhed in pleasure with Shane switching his attention between my breasts, I felt a hardening within his pants, pressing into my legs. The first time I felt his cock! Shane detached from my tits and pulled his shirt off over his head before kissing me again. I returned his kiss passionately as I allowed my hands to explore his body. 
 
    His muscular back rippled and pulsed with each movement as he bore his kisses down upon me. I held him close crushing my body against him, wanting to maximise the contact between us. The pressure on my nipples continued to send pleasure into my body and combined with his kiss and his arms bearing some of his weight to either side of me, I felt surrounded, but safe. It was like I was protectively enclosed, and his amazing smell filled my small world. 
 
    Shane kissed my neck, my chest, my navel, my abdomen, slowly shuffling downwards. His soft lips contrasted with his rough stubble, and the occasional stroke of his hot wet tongue all but drive me crazy with the barrage of sensations. I held my hands to my head as if I could somehow stop my mind from being lost, twisting left and right, almost lost in the pleasure. 
 
    Shane lifted one of his legs and brought it down between mine, then did the same with the other. My Brother-In-Law, my long time fantasy, was between my legs and as I watched him move his face towards that special place where my legs met I realised I was on the verge of an orgasm already. I was sopping wet, had been desperately horny for hours, and he was only just about to go down on me. 
 
    Shane took hold of my panties, totally pristine only a few hours ago and now practically dripping with the evidence of my lust. They clung to me wetly as he pulled downwards, but came down with ease and the cool air of my sister’s bedroom hit with a sudden chill. I gasped at the sensation, but my pussy wasn’t exposed to the cool air for long before Shane’s hot mouth was all over my slit. 
 
    The combined sensations that had already driven me nearly to the point of insanity when they kissed my body were now concentrating on my most sensitive area. Shane’s soft tongue explored my pussy, previously only touched by myself, as his lips moved against my labia and I was tantalised by the feel of his stubble around my slit. I was ready to cum almost instantly, and breathed my pleasure out loud. 
 
    “Oh… my… god… I’m going to …” 
 
    Shane removed his mouth from my pussy and blew gently on my clit. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever been able to do to myself before and it kept me on the brink of orgasm, but wasn’t able to push me over the edge. I bucked and squirmed, trying to push myself against him to get myself off, but he just kept calmly blowing. I couldn’t stand it! 
 
    “What are you doing!? I need to cum!” I half yelled, unable to control my voice, I was so close it was almost agonising. I’d waited years for his touch, weeks listening to him fuck my sister, and hours planning my seduction and here I was kept on the verge of heaven by his carefully directed breaths. 
 
    “Not yet.” He said. 
 
    The immediate threat of my orgasm eventually subsided, kept close for so long by his breath on my clit, and he returned his tongue to my pussy, licking my labia from end to end and then it repeated its journey. My palms pressed into my eyes as I breathed hard and fast, my voice catching every now and then and emitting a moan of animal lust and pleasure. I felt his finger at the entrance to my pussy, gently moving between my lips and pressing into the tight confines hidden behind. He didn’t get in far before he came up against the barrier that I had kept intact for him. 
 
    Shane didn’t push any more, instead he began to run his tongue directly over my clit and in an instant I was ready to cum again. I tried to stay quiet, fighting against all my instincts to yell my pleasure into the room in case he prolonged my torture any more. I needed the orgasm, the release. After the years of fantasising I needed it to end. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself, I moaned and yelled that I was cumming, and thank god he let me. Like a dam bursting and washing away an entire town I felt the flood of pleasure spread out from my clit until I was lost in the rushing, swirling tide of bliss. I don’t know how long I lay there, completely unaware of my surroundings as I relished the sensations floating around my body, but when I regained some sense of control I found my hands clasped behind Shane’s head as I pulled him towards me, grinding my pussy against his face as if I could make the orgasm last forever. 
 
    I couldn’t though, and inevitably it ebbed away, leaving me feeling relaxed and comfortable. I probably would have been content to just lay there and cuddle, completely forgetting my whole reason for doing this in the first place, but Shane had other ideas. He moved backwards, and out from between my legs, stepping back down to the ground then circling to the side of the bed. With quick motions of his hands, he undid the button of his jeans, pulled the zip down and without ceremony pushed his remaining clothes to the ground. 
 
    At last, just to my left and just above my head was the hard cock I’d been waiting on for so long. It was a little intimidating when I looked at it and compared it to my fingers, the only explorer’s my pussy had ever accommodated until a few minutes ago when one of Shane’s fingers joined the elite few. 
 
    “Touch it.” He said, simply, so I complied, I was dying to know what it felt like. To my relief I found that I could, in fact, get my hand all the way around it, but even when I sat up and had both of my hands on the shaft, the head still stuck out the end. I gripped his erection and tried to take in every detail as I moved my hands up and down in unison, spreading the pre-cum around when it appeared at the tip. 
 
    Still, I was beginning to lose my nerve a bit, there was no way I could fit this into me. 
 
    “Shane… I don’t think I can take this… it won’t fit…” I said, sounding even more scared than I thought I would. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Rosanna, I’ll be gentle.” He tried to reassure me, but I didn’t feel any surge of confidence. Shane bent to the side slightly as I continued stroking his cock, and opened a drawer on the bedside table, pulling out a tube of what turned out to be lubrication. 
 
    “Keep doing that.” He said as he began to squeeze out lubricant on to the head of his cock, which was then spread around by the twin strokes of my hands. He didn’t hold back and I swear he must have used most of the tube but soon he was about as wet as I was, clear jelly dripping on to the floor. Casting the nearly-spent tube back into the drawer, he pushed me back down on to the bed. 
 
    I began to voice another fearful protest, but swallowed it back. I decided that almost every woman in history had made it past this moment, so I would too. I couldn’t tell the man I’d been idolising for years that I didn’t want to have sex, because I did… it was just a bit scary. He climbed back on the bed and moved between my legs, as I bit my lower lip and desperately prevented myself from telling him to stop. 
 
    Shane grabbed the base of his cock and pointed it at my unused slit. As he moved forward I felt his erection make contact and part my lips to each side. Oh god, the head wasn’t even in and I felt like the entrance to my pussy was already stretched to the limit. Shane stopped pushing his cock into me and leaned forward until I once more felt the wonderful sensation of his hard body bearing down on me, with my breasts squashing into his chest. 
 
    He kissed me deeply and during the distraction he pushed forward with his dick again. To my amazement, my pussy allowed him further in and he kept his forward movement until his cock bumped into my intact hymen at around about the same time as the ridge of the head disappeared past my pussy lips and, gave me some small measure of relief as the girth lessened ever so slightly. 
 
    Shane stopped kissing me and looked deep into my eyes, our noses almost touching. 
 
    “Are you ready, Rosanna?” he asked tenderly. 
 
    “I… I think so.” I said, using all my reserves of bravery. 
 
    Shane pushed forward, gently increasing the pressure until suddenly he was through, and touching me where I had never even touched myself. I yelped and wrapped my arms around him, holding on as if he was a life preserver. Shane pushed forwards, as gently as he had said he would be. Even so it stung, but in a good way if that makes sense. I couldn’t believe it, I was finally getting fucked. I almost wanted to cry, I was so happy that it was Shane. 
 
    The amazing sensation of being filled up with hard dick reached an apex and I realised that Shane was all the way inside of me. There was literally no more cock to be taken, my pussy was engulfing him completely. He was all mine, for now anyway. 
 
    “Oh my god, Rosanna, I can’t believe you waited for me, your pussy feels so good.” He whispered into my ear before beginning to pull backwards. I almost tried to stop him, just wanting to savour the feeling forever, but I didn’t. Shane pulled back so far that I felt the bumpy ridge of his cock stretch my pussy lips again before he pushed forward all the way in one stroke and our bodies slapped together. 
 
    I yelped again, partly in surprise, partly because of the sting and partly because the mixture of pleasure and pain was something I hadn’t really anticipated being such a turn on. It was like the contrast of Shane’s soft tongue and rough stubble, but even better. Shane withdrew his erection, then slammed it home again, I was ready for it this time and merely let out a low ‘Ah’ of pleasure as I continued to hold on to him tightly, nuzzling into his neck and filling my nostrils with his scent. 
 
    Shane repeated his motions again and again, each slap of our bodies was punctuated by an ‘Ah’ from me, and I lost myself in the rhythm, pushing my pelvis up at just the right moment each time to make sure he made contact with my clit. The steady pace of the thrusts, slaps, grinds and ‘Ah’s progressively stoked a fire within my pussy, building the heat there and threatening to burst another dam on another hapless town. 
 
    My comparatively subdued ‘Ah’s turned into full-fledged moans and built in volume as I felt another orgasm approaching, my first orgasm while being fucked. Remembering his teasing ways when he was going down on me I struggled again to keep it a secret, but it was no use. I wear my lust on my sleeve I guess, and yelled out the only desire I had in the whole world at that moment. 
 
    “Faster!” 
 
    Shane was past teasing, he fulfilled my request, first wrapping an arm around my neck, gripping one shoulder with a powerful hand, pushing me downwards against his thrusting cock so there was no escaping even if I wanted to. Faster and faster he pounded into me, until it became difficult for me to discern the individual thrusts in the midst of my pleasure. The slapping sounds filled my sister’s bedroom as her husband blew away all traces of my virginity and I moaned while my Brother-In-Law’s cock claimed my pussy. 
 
    The pain eased and the pleasure took over once again washing out all other sensations. My body wanted to thrash around, but he held me in place as my orgasm filled my body, pulsating at the same high rate as Shane’s thrusts. I held on as the pleasure curled my toes and tickled the palms of my hands and whimpered quietly as my orgasm began to fade, but Shane’s thrusts continued unabated. 
 
    Suddenly, Shane’s pace changed and he let out an animal grunt of lust. Then Shane was back to doing those first few full-length strokes, almost withdrawing completely and then thrusting forward all the way. With each of these I felt a spurt of hot cum hit my pussy walls, soothing the dull ache that was returning as my orgasm continued to fade to a glowing memory. 
 
    Shane’s cock finally stopped moving inside me and came to rest fully buried. We held each other and each panted heavily in the other’s ear as we caught our breath. I was totally exhausted. Everything was so warm, glowing and perfect, I didn’t want it to end, but I didn’t have the energy to do anything to prolong it. 
 
    We held each other for so long that I think I fell asleep, I was just so comfortable and satisfied. At the very least I don’t remember Shane taking his cock out of me. When I awoke properly it was the morning. I was cuddled in close to Shane with my head resting in his armpit, his strong arm wrapped around me as he slept on his back. In the exact same position on his opposite side was my sister, who must have come home at some stage the previous evening. I had a really interesting story to tell her. 
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    College was a great time for me, but there’s nothing like the comforts of home, or my sister’s home to be completely accurate. When I finished my first year at college, I made sure I spent a couple of weeks staying with my sister, Linda and her amazing husband Shane. He had taken my virginity the previous summer, with Linda’s permission of course, and even though I’d been away for a year broadening my horizons and I’d had my fair share of sex since I last saw him, you never really forget your first. 
 
    That’s why I was so eager to get back to him and feel his hot cum filing my pussy again but Linda was no longer all that happy with the idea. I suppose I can’t blame her, she let her husband pop her sister’s cherry, that’s more than most sisters do for each other, but god damn he was hot and I was practically climbing the walls with sexual frustration with him being so close again. 
 
    Things came to a head one night when, after I’d had a shower, I walked around their house wearing only my matching white bra and panties set. Linda was furious. I told her I was only saving time getting dressed because I was going straight to bed anyway, but my excuse was as flimsy as my panties. We both knew I was trying to get Shane to notice me again. 
 
    That night, while I lay in bed in their spare room, I heard them arguing. This isn’t what I wanted. I loved my sister and I didn’t want to ruin her happy home, no matter how good her husband was at fucking. Thankfully they didn’t argue for long. I resolved that I would get up in the morning, apologise and then head back to my parents’ place for the rest of the holidays. 
 
    I tried running through my head what I would say, but when I played out the conversation in my mind, it all sounded fake, or too cheesy, or stupid, and so on. I don’t know how long I tried to find the perfect phrasing for a sincere apology, I lost track of time. What I do know is that at some stage the words changed in my mind from “I’m sorry, Shane, can you please forgive me?” to “I’m horny, Shane, can you please fuck me?” and I felt a tingling between my legs that I couldn’t ignore. 
 
    I would still make my apology in the morning, but for the moment there was time for one last fantasy. Under the warm covers of the bed I brought my hands to my small firm breasts, squeezing them together and rubbing at my nipples. I’d always had sensitive nipples and I loved to start any session of masturbation by playing with them. I remembered when Shane had ripped my shirt open to expose my tits to him and he had sucked my nipples into his mouth, playing his hot tongue across them. 
 
    Leaving one hand pinching at a nipple, I reached the other down to my panties and pushed them down low enough so that I could push them down further with my legs. Soon they were left dangling on one of my ankles and I had unfettered access to my pussy. I didn’t just start rubbing manically at clit, even though I wanted to. Oh no, I teased myself. 
 
    Tracing my fingers lightly around my inner thighs I imagined it was the feel of Shane’s fingers as he was about to stroke my slit, or Shane’s hair as he was about to go down on me, or Shane’s hips as he was about to sink his big cock into my pussy. The self-denial always makes me so wet, but I can never deny myself for too long, I just lose control. I finally allowed my fingers to make contact with my slit and noted that my juices were already leaking out, moistening my labia. 
 
    I moaned quietly as I traced my finger along the edges of my pussy lips, not daring to do so any louder. I knew how easily things could be overheard between this room and my sister’s. I roamed my finger around my labia several times, coating it with my slickness, and then slipped it inside of myself. I gripped my finger with all my strength, secretly proud of how tight my pussy was, and forced my finger in and out. 
 
    It was a poor substitute for Shane’s cock, but it was still very good. Thrusting my entire finger in and out of myself, I began to stroke at my G-Spot, and the sensitive bundle of nerves sent small shocks of pleasure into my body. Juices flowed from my pussy on to the sheets, I was going to have to clean them before I left the next day, but I didn’t care. I was lost in my fantasy, gripping my nipple and fucking myself with my finger. 
 
    My pleasure built and I didn’t notice my moans getting louder. I didn’t notice the door open in the darkness. I certainly didn’t notice how long he stood there for, watching me moan his name. I did notice when I was perilously close to cumming and I heard a voice cut through the room. 
 
    “Not yet, Rosanna.” 
 
    I squealed and my legs snapped shut with a clapping sound as my thighs met. I pulled the covers tight around myself in shock before my brain processed the deep voice as Shane’s. Had he come here to relieve me after all? My thighs parted slightly in hope and I turned on the lamp situated beside my bed. 
 
    I propped myself up on my elbows, a panting dishevelled mess, in front of the object of my desires and watched as he circled the bed and sat next to me. I took in his handsome features, as his cool blue eyes surveyed me. 
 
    “I’m horny, Shane, will you…” I began, still partially immersed in my fantasy. 
 
    “Shhhhh, Rosanna. I know you are, believe me,” he interrupted before continuing. “but as I’m sure you’re aware, it’s causing some problems with Linda and I, this fixation you have with me. We can’t go on like this.” 
 
    I pouted. I couldn’t believe I was so close to him again, my pussy dripping with lust for him again, and I couldn’t have him. It was driving me crazy. 
 
    “So… you won’t fuck me?” I said. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t say that.” He replied with a smile and my hope was renewed. “What I said was we can’t go on like this. Linda came up with a really good idea, something to take your mind off me.” 
 
    I was intrigued, I couldn’t imagine anything that would take my mind off Shane, he had been all I could think about. Not to mention I had been only a few strokes away from cumming while fantasising about him only moments before. 
 
    “What’s this idea, Shane? How can we go on?” I asked. 
 
    “Let me show you.” He said then turned towards the door. “Tim, would you come in here?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, I was totally shocked to have a stranger walk into the room that no doubt had been listening to me finger fucking myself. I blushed and tried to make myself invisible. I don’t think I succeeded, but from the shelter of the covers I looked back and forth between Shane and Tim. The family resemblance couldn’t be missed, they were bred from the same stock as sure as my legs were relaxing and parting under the covers without me thinking about it. 
 
    “Rosanna, this is my little brother, Tim. He’s just recently got out of the army. He was away when Linda and I got married, which is why you haven’t met before. I thought you two might hit it off quite nicely.” 
 
    I looked at Tim, I guessed he was probably around 25. He was maybe marginally shorter than Shane, but had the same short blonde hair and cool blue eyes. His face was made all the more attractive due to the shy smile that played upon it as he moved around nervously on the spot. 
 
    “Tim, this is Linda’s sister, Rosanna, the one I’ve been telling you all about.” 
 
    “Hi.” Tim said from his spot by the door. 
 
    “Hi.” I replied, still not totally sure about how to act in this situation, with the only things separating this stranger from my sopping wet slit was a sheet and thin blanket. Shane reached over and gripped the top of the covers, pulling them downwards. At first I gripped on and held them up, but only briefly. Within seconds my breasts were exposed to the brothers, my nipples still erect from my recent manipulations of them. Shane placed his hand on one breast and gave it a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “Mmmmm, just as good as I remember. You know, Rosanna, Tim’s been asking about you ever since we sent him our wedding pictures. He didn’t speak to me for a month after I told him about what we did last summer.” Shane looked over at Tim “Isn’t she even better in real life?” 
 
    “She sure is.” Tim replied, obviously still feeling nervous, but unable to take his eyes of my tits as his brother kneaded one and pinched at my already hard nipple. 
 
    I blushed, partly from being groped in front of this man whom I had never met before, and partly from the compliment. It was a strange feeling to think that Tim had been asking about me for a couple of years now, and he was still interested. I suppose it was kind of like what I had done with Shane. 
 
    “What do you say, Rosanna? Linda’s given me the ok. The three of us can have some fun and then you can spend a bit of time with Tim and get to know him?” 
 
    “The three of us?” 
 
    “Oh yes, it wasn’t easy, but Linda has given me the all clear and you don’t think I’m going to pass it up, do you?” 
 
    I smiled, this was almost too good to be true. Shane bent his head down and took my nipple into his mouth, and once again I was in heaven, with his hot tongue flicking pleasure into my body. I moaned quietly as I savoured the sensations then remembered there was still another person in the room. Tim was still looking somewhat nervous as he stood by the door and I realised that he hadn’t actually been asked to join in yet. 
 
    “Come over here, Tim, you look a bit lonely all the way over there.” I said. 
 
    Tim walked over and sat on the bed, on the opposite side to his brother. I put my hand on his leg and stroked it up and down, getting closer to his crotch with each pass. 
 
    “Touch me, Tim.” I said, ignoring Shane for the moment because he didn’t seem to need any prompting. 
 
    Tim reached out with a hand and, with only a slight pause, brought it down on the breast that wasn’t being sucked on by Shane. Tim closed his eyes and I saw him let out a breath as he concentrated on the feel of my young tit. After squeezing it a few times and lightly brushing his thumb over my nipple, he opened his eyes again. 
 
    “I’ve waited a long time for you, Rosanna.” He said. 
 
    I blushed again, feeling flattered. “You can have me, Tim, if you can distract me from this brother of yours!” 
 
    I grabbed at his shirt and pulled him towards me, raising my head to meet his lips with a kiss. I pushed my tongue into his mouth, and after another of his almost imperceptible pauses, I felt his tongue push back as our mouths sucked at each other. He was a good kisser, it must run in the family, it was so passionate that I was almost breathless when it broke off. I grabbed his short hair with my hand so he couldn’t escape and pushed him downwards. He got the idea and I was then presented with the twin sight and sensations of the two brothers sucking on my tits, each paying careful attention to the actions of their tongues on my nipples. 
 
    I was in heaven. As I already mentioned, my nipples have always been sensitive, and if you’re anything like me, you’ve not lived until you’ve had both tits sucked at the same time. I ran each of my hands through their hair, pressing their mouths harder on to my tits. Combined with my interrupted masturbation, I was being driven wild with sexual tension and I felt an orgasm threatening but it only built to a certain point and no further. I needed to be fucked. 
 
    Panting with desire I looked down at my Brother-In-Law and his brother and voiced my needs to the best of my breathless ability. 
 
    “Somebody… put… a… dick… in… me!” 
 
    The brothers both detached from my tits and stood up. This wasn’t quite what I wanted, to be left all alone on the bed. I brought my hands to my breasts and pinched at my own nipples as I watched them both undress. 
 
    Shane had the advantage, wearing only a shirt and boxers, Tim had obviously come straight to my room from the front door and had shoes and multiple layers to contend with. Shane was naked within seconds and I was graced with the vision of his lean tanned body again, still looking every inch the surfer hunk that he had been when my sister met him, right down to the blonde hair and blue eyes. 
 
    I longed to run my hands over his body once more and feel those muscles, like when he had carried me up the stairs to take my virginity, but instead he pulled at the covers and unceremoniously flung them into the corner of the room, exposing my spread legs and my sopping wet, shaven pussy to both men. 
 
    “Holy fuck.” Tim breathed as he struggled with a knot in his bootlaces and stared at my pussy. 
 
    Shane’s cock was at full hardness and I saw a glistening drop of pre-cum at the end. My pussy was almost aching for it by this stage. He moved to the bottom of the bed and grabbed my ankles, dragging me towards him, then he turned me over so I was on my stomach and placed his hands on my hips, pulling upwards until I was on my knees with my head still on the bed. My ass stuck up at him and my pussy peeked out from between my thighs, soaking wet and ready for his dick. 
 
    Shane didn’t fuck me straight away though. I felt his thumb at the entrance to my pussy, rubbing back and forth until it was soaked in my juices then he did the same with one of his fingers. I had no idea what he was about to do, but I’m glad he did it. I felt his thumb back at my pussy, pressing forwards past my lips and into the tight grip of my vagina. At the same time, his wet finger ran over my clit. I gasped at the sensation. 
 
    He began pulling his thumb out of me, at the same time rubbing his finger across my clit again and squeezing gently with his finger and thumb as if he could bring them together. As Shane’s thumb extracted completely from my pussy and did meet with his finger I heard a triumphant sound from Tim as a boot hit the floor, followed shortly after by another. Shane continued inserting his thumb into me and then squeezing as he extracted it, in a kind of two fingered milking motion. 
 
    It felt amazing, the pressing in my pussy and the pressure on my clit, over and over again. I couldn’t handle it anymore and I felt my orgasm begin to take over my body. 
 
    “Uhhhhhh… I’m cumming…” I began to breathe heavier and heavier, then Shane took his hand away, leaving me hanging right on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    “Oh fuck, don’t stop!” I yelled, and then felt his hot breath on my clit. I’d never met anybody who did this since first fucking Shane the previous year, and I had almost forgotten what a torturous thrill it was to be kept on the edge of orgasm for an age by the soft caress of nothing but his breath blowing on my most sensitive little bump. I wiggled my ass and squeezed my thighs together, struggling for anything that would push me over the edge, but it was no use. Shane kept me at the precipice as Tim finally finished undressing and climbed on the bed. 
 
    Tim sat on the bed in front of me with a leg on either side and then lifted each of my arms to rest on his thighs. I lay there almost unable to move in my near-orgasm state, it was all I could do to wrap a hand around his hard cock, which was only inches from my face and give him a few weak jerks. 
 
    I took the time to look at Tim’s body as I worked through the agony of sexual tension brought about by my Brother-In-Law blowing on my clit. Tim was less tanned than Shane, but his body was army-hard. Just as lean, but with more muscle definition, he had a tattoo of something I couldn’t make out on his shoulder and his handsome face looked down on me as if he couldn’t believe his luck. 
 
    Eventually, my body stepped back from the ledge and my orgasm was no longer immanent. I raised my head and licked Tim’s cock from balls to head, enjoying the salty drop of pre-cum at the tip. I moved my head back to the base and kissed the shaft, planting more kisses on it as I worked my way back to the top. When I arrived there and kissed the very tip again, I opened my mouth to take him inside. 
 
    As I felt Tim’s dick slip past my lips and into my mouth, I felt my Brother-In-Law push his cock past my pussy lips and bury himself to the hilt in one hard stroke. I moaned on Tim’s cock and tried to concentrate on what I was doing as Shane built up a steady rhythm and his pelvis slapped against my ass, rocking my body forward and forcing Tim’s erection into my mouth each time. 
 
    Normally I like to give a slow, sensual blowjob, but that wasn’t an option this time. This was a hard, fast, slam-a-dick-in-me blowjob with moaning and drool as my lips slid over his head time and time again. I flicked my tongue from side to side, licking on the underside of his cock each time it was forced into my mouth. 
 
    With each outward breath I my moans were punctuated by Shane’s cock pounding into me, altering the pitch of my voice as if I was trying to sing while driving over speed-bumps. Tim gathered my hair and held it behind my head to keep it out of the way, as well as using it as reins to push my head down harder on his cock each time. 
 
    Shane reached around with one hand and began rubbing a finger on my clit as he continued to fuck me. Almost instantly my orgasm was back and there was no stopping it this time. I whimpered wordlessly around Tim’s cock as his brother kept up his pace, filling me up completely with each stroke and slapping against my ass and his fingers worked magic on my clit. I was lost in a whirlwind of bliss, I lost track of which way was up and just concentrated on the hard dicks pinning me to this plane of reality, one at each end of my body. 
 
    As I moaned on his cock, I heard Tim say how beautiful I was and felt him push on the back of my head. I relaxed and felt his cock slip into my throat. Tim pushed until my nose touched his body and he was fully inserted into my face. I looked up at him as my own orgasm faded marginally, still shuddering with each stroke of Shane’s cock in my pussy. I couldn’t breathe with so much cock in my throat, and was almost breathless from the burst of pleasure. I turned red as Tim felt my throat muscles squeeze on his cock, involuntarily trying to expel him to let in the air my body needed. 
 
    Sometimes when I masturbate and I’m cumming, I’ll hold my breath, and I’ve found it prolongs the pleasure. The same thing happened here except instead of me holding my breath, it was blocked by hard dick. Tim, started to pull my head backwards by the hair, but I kept my nose firmly pressed against his body for as long as I could before pulling back and gasping for air as I grabbed on to his dick with my hand again and stroked it up and down while I recovered and felt the last of my orgasm fade away. 
 
    “Holy shit, you’re amazing.” I heard Tim say “Out of the way, Shane, I’ve waited long enough for this.” 
 
    Shane laughed, but didn’t argue and I felt his cock slip out of my pussy. 
 
    Tim climbed off the bed and moved to the bottom, where Shane had been standing. Shane moved to the side of the bed. I waited to see what the brothers wanted, and soon felt Tim’s hand on my hip, gently pushing it to the side. I rolled over so I was near the side of the bed and my legs dangled over the bottom. 
 
    Tim reached under my knees with each arm and brought my legs up over his shoulders. I saw my white panties were still dangling from my ankle like a surrender flag and almost laughed, but was soon brought back to the events at hand. Tim leaned forward and I felt the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy, only recently vacated by his brother, and waited for that wonderful sensation of being filled up again. Tim’s cock was utterly coated in his pre-cum and my saliva, my pussy was thoroughly slickened with my juices and he drove his cock into me in one quick powerful stroke. With my legs over his shoulders he penetrated me deeper than Shane had, though their cocks were of similar size, and my pussy welcomed the extra invasion as if it had an itch that Shane hadn’t scratched. 
 
    Over and over again Tim retracted his cock and slammed it into me, I could feel the ridge of his cock head rubbing the deep walls of my pussy and it was almost driving me crazy how good it felt to have him inside me. Shane moved closer and pointed his cock down at my face. I eagerly accepted it into my mouth, tasting his juices mixed with mine and loving it. 
 
    Tim’s strokes were slower but more powerful than Shane’s had been. It allowed me to slip back into my more regular blowjob routine, though I had never sucked a cock from this angle before. With my head turned to the side I bobbed slowly up and down on Shane’s engorged member while maintaining eye contact with him. He looked down at me lustily and I guessed that he couldn’t have been far off cumming himself when Tim had taken over at my pussy. 
 
    I sucked with all my remaining strength on Shane’s cock as Tim kindled a fire deep inside me. I kept one hand on the shaft, stroking back and forth in unison with my lips, and reached over with my other hand to cup Shane’s balls, feeling their heat with my palm and wanting the sperm contained within to be all over me. 
 
    Tim increased his pace and his breathing became heavier. I removed Shane’s cock from my mouth and continued jerking him with my hand. I wanted to concentrate on the amazing erection that was thrusting into me and I clamped down on it with my pussy muscles, increasing the friction for both Tim and I as his cock rubbed the full length of my pussy walls. 
 
    The fire Tim had kindled threatened to become an explosion and I concentrated on the pleasure, building in my pussy. I just needed one more thing to push me over the edge and then it happened. Tim groaned and I felt the first hot sticky spurt of his semen strike the very depths of my pussy and the thought of all his cum inside me set me off. 
 
    I opened my mouth and yelled my ecstasy, trying my best to continue clamping down with my pussy muscles, but I soon lost control, my pussy becoming a quivering pleasure centre. I continued to stroke Shane’s cock and in the middle of my orgasm I felt a warm jet of cum land across my face, a line of semen stretched from one cheek, in my mouth and on to the other cheek. I licked my lips and opened my mouth for more. Now that I was ready for it, I directed the full second spurt into my mouth and swirled it around with my tongue before swallowing. Tim continued to pump spurt after spurt of cum into my pussy as his brother made a sticky mess of my face. 
 
    Tim’s thrusts slowed and I felt my orgasm finally fade to a dull afterglow, I slowed my strokes of Shane’s cocks as he shuddered out the last of his orgasm. I leaned up and sucked the last of his cum out of his cock before collapsing back on the bed, a cum-covered, cum-filled, sweaty mess. 
 
    The sound of deep breaths pervaded the room as we all tried to compose ourselves. There were no appropriate words to say under the circumstances. Where do you go from here? As I struggled to find something to say, a familiar voice cut through the panting. 
 
    “What does a girl have to do to get some cock around here?” 
 
    My sister was standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but her bra and panties. Shane began to walk over to her but she held out her hand in a ‘halt’ gesture. 
 
    “Not so fast, loverboy. Tonight I’m taking version two.” 
 
    Linda grabbed Tim by the hand and yanked him back towards the door. He stumbled after her as his cock slipped out of my pussy with a ‘Schlop!’ Tim looked back into the room briefly, but neither Shane nor I said anything and soon they were both out of sight. I heard my sister’s door close and lock. It wasn’t long before her pleasured voice was heard through the wall. 
 
    Shane looked at me and shrugged. 
 
    “I guess that’s fair.” He said and joined me on the bed “So, what do you think, after tonight, maybe you can get to know Tim a bit better?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think I could get to like him quite a bit.” I looked at Shane as I felt his semen cooling on my face “But until then, I want you all night.” 
 
    “Let’s have a shower and a cup of coffee. I don’t think we’ll get much sleep.” 
 
    “That sounds like a plan.” 
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    I lay on the bed in my sister’s spare room staring sadly at the ceiling on a wet and windy day. This was supposed to be summer. I was supposed to be enjoying myself. Instead, all I could think about was Tim and how I had crushed his heart the previous week. 
 
    Three years ago, my Brother-In-Law Shane had popped my cherry, two years ago he’d introduced me to his brother, Tim, and we had hit it off immediately. Sure, our first night together had involved a threesome and included his brother, but a wonderful relationship blossomed from it. Tim, just recently out of the army, had started going to my college, and we’d been pretty much inseparable since our first night together. 
 
    I’d known Tim had been thinking about asking me to marry him for a while before he finally did. You just get a feeling about these things and have to rely on them. I was right in the end, but I had hoped I was wrong. It’s not that I didn’t love Tim, because I did. I just had this nagging feeling that I hadn’t really made the most of my college years, for experimenting and being with different people. 
 
    As far as I knew, Tim was perfect, but that was the problem: ‘as far as I knew’. The only other man who I’d ever been as enamoured with was Shane, and he was married to my sister! I decided I had to go sow my wild oats, really see what else was out there. That’s why when he asked me the question I knew was coming, I had to say no. 
 
    He looked crestfallen, which is understandable. He asked me why, I told him the truth and then he asked me just how many wild oats I wanted to sow, exactly. I wasn’t sure about that. I didn’t think I needed that many more sexual partners, I said maybe five, but it was just a number I pulled out of thin air. He left then, and I hadn’t seen or heard from him since. 
 
    So I broke of the best relationship I ever had in order to get more sex from different people and all I ended up doing was laying on a bed at my sister’s place for a few weeks of the summer holidays missing Tim and getting no sex whatsoever. I felt awful and I was just about to get up, find my phone and beg Tim to forgive me when I heard somebody else’s phone ring from another room. It was answered quickly and I heard Shane’s deep voice have a quick conversation with somebody but couldn’t make out the words. 
 
    Shortly afterwards there was a knock on the bedroom door. 
 
    “Come in.” I called, and saw Shane’s head peek through the newly formed gap between the door and the frame. Normally the mere sight of him made me wet, but now he just reminded me of Tim, the brothers were so similar in appearance. 
 
    “Hey, Rosanna, how are you feeling?” he asked. 
 
    “Shit.” I replied, bluntly. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got some news that may or may not cheer you up. Tim is on his way over here.” 
 
    “Tim!?” I sat bolt upright. 
 
    “Yes, you remember my little brother, you ground his heart under the heel of your boot recently?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to hurt him, you know that.” I was finding it hard to gauge whether Shane was angry with me, or just didn’t realise how cut up I was about breaking up with Tim. 
 
    “Yeah, I know.” He said in a softer tone “But listen, he’s been calling me up at all hours of the day and night, asking about you, looking for advice, crying and carrying on. He doesn’t want it to be over.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, I don’t know what, but Shane went on. 
 
    “So, once again, your sister has come up with a really good idea.” 
 
    “Oh, what’s that?” I asked, remembering that her last idea is what introduced me to Tim in the first place. 
 
    “I’m going to let Tim tell you, but before he arrives, Linda wanted me to tell you that you’re a very high maintenance sister.” I laughed at the message as Shane walked over and sat on the bed beside me, I felt the mattress shift under me when he put his weight on. He swung his legs up on to the bed and then lay next to me on his side, propped up on his elbow. 
 
    “Let me guess.” I said “I needed a threesome to get over you, so I need a threesome to get over Tim? I’m not sure that’s going to work.” 
 
    “Nope. You’re, wrong, but I’m still going to let Tim tell you. Remember he doesn’t want it to be over, he doesn’t want you to get over him.” 
 
    With that, Shane reached over with his hand and traced a finger along the thin line of bare skin on my navel, showing between the material of my shirt and the waistline of my skirt. It tickled and I shivered a bit. 
 
    “I thought you said…” I began. 
 
    “Shhhhhh… don’t worry, Rosanna, no threesomes.” 
 
    His fingers slipped under my shirt and traced up my navel, past my belly button and towards my breasts. I let him continue, confused about where this was going, but enjoying his touch. His hand groped at my tits through my bra as he leaned in and kissed me. I raised my hand to the side of his face, feeling the rough texture of his stubble and returned his kiss, opening my mouth and sucking at him as if it would get Tim out of my mind and make me feel better. 
 
    Well, it didn’t get Tim out of my mind, but it did make me feel a little better. My nipples rubbed at the fabric of my bra under Shane’s gentle squeezes and began to raise my mood up out of the valleys of sadness up on to the hills of arousal. 
 
    “Mmmm, that feels good.” I breathed. 
 
    Shane pulled at my shirt with one hand, gently shifting it up and over my chest, then completely off as I raised my head to make way for it. I arched my back and reached behind to unclasp my bra, letting it go loose and Shane pulled it out of the way to expose my perky breasts to him. Leaning his head downwards, he sucked my nipple into his mouth and I gasped in pleasure as he expertly nibbled and sucked it to full hardness before moving his mouth to the other one and repeating his technique. 
 
    With my nipples sticking out to their maximum length, Shane gently pinched at one and then the other, and I yelped in ecstasy each time. Reaching downwards I quickly slipped my hand inside the waist of his pants and boxers, eagerly seeking his cock. There was no missing it really, and in the hot confined space within his trousers I grabbed his stiff dick and stroked it, loving the feel of it in my hand. 
 
    I felt Shane’s hand leave my tit and watched as he slid it back down my body and lifted the front of my skirt up, exposing my panties, which were beginning to feel damp with all the attention my nipples were getting, combined with the feel of the cock that had taken my virginity in my hand once more. 
 
    Shane’s fingers caressed my pussy through the flimsy material of my underwear, gently stroking and rubbing, as if committing the shape and feel of my pussy to memory using only his sense of touch. I felt a finger move over my clit and took a quick breath as a spark of pleasure shot into my body, but then his finger was gone again, having moved on in its exploratory mission. 
 
    Shane always did know how to tease me just the way I like it, and he kept his perfect record here. Running his fingers over my panties, feeling my pussy, but never actually touching it, it was enough to start me squirming as I tried to increase the pressure and get the orgasm I wanted. 
 
    My panties were absolutely soaked by this time, and at last Shane did begin rubbing harder and the slick material slid against me, driving me wild. My breathing became heavier and faster, I knew my orgasm wasn’t far off as I felt a ball of pleasure growing in my belly. 
 
    Reaching down with one hand I pulled my panties aside, and grabbed Shane’s wrist with my other hand, preventing his escape. This was one release I needed and I needed it right away. 
 
    With my panties out of the way I thrust my hips back and forth, rubbing myself on Shane’s hand, controlling the pace and pressure myself. It was enough to push me over the edge and I closed my eyes and imagined it was Tim rubbing me to orgasm. Vibrations of pleasure washed over me and I clamped my thighs over Shane’s hand and my own, trapping them both between my legs as I continued to buck my hips. 
 
    I imagined Tim calling my name…Rosanna… Rosanna 
 
    “Rosanna?” 
 
    Tim was at the bedroom door, watching me bring myself off using his brother’s hand. 
 
    “Tim! I’m sorry, I…” 
 
    “It’s ok, Rosanna. I’m not mad. You made it pretty clear what you wanted last week.” Tim said, then took a deep breath and continued. “But I’m not ready to give up on us yet. You told me you wanted to go ‘sow your wild oats’, to use your words. Well, I want to give you everything you need, but I don’t want to wait for you. I miss you, Rosanna. I miss us.” 
 
    “I miss you too.” I said, barely above a whisper, the orgasm Shane gave me only just beginning to fade. 
 
    “So I had an idea… or your sister had an idea actually, but I’ve put it into action. Like I said, I don’t want to wait for you, Rosanna, so instead of you taking however long you’re going to take, I’ve brought your wild oats to you.” 
 
    Laying there with my Brother-In-Law’s hand on my pussy, my hand on his cock, and my juices leaking out on to the bed in front of the man who had wanted to be my fiance the week before, I had to admit I was confused. 
 
    “I’m not sure I follow, Tim.” I said, in the hope that he would explain further. 
 
    “Well, when I was in the army I made some real good friends. There’s this one time, I don’t want to go into details, but believe me when I say we went through hell. We brought each other through it, those of us that lived anyway. We got these tattoos,” Tim patted his shoulder, where the tattoo of some strange characters from some language I didn’t know were, he would never tell me “and we promised each other that we would never forget, no matter how much we wanted to. We also promised that, as we’d been through hell, if we ever got that chance to bring each other through heaven, we would.” 
 
    Tim paused and looked at me with such warmth. I couldn’t remember having been looked at so lovingly before. That combined with the simple fact that we were all back in the room that brought us together in the first place was turning me on even more. 
 
    “That’s what you are, Rosanna. You’re my slice of heaven. So, I was thinking maybe you could help me fulfil my promise, my friends and I could help you sow those oats, and then… maybe… we could be together?” 
 
    I was still a little surprised and didn’t respond straight away, he mistook it for indecision and rushed onwards. 
 
    “You don’t have to decide about us now, it’s ok. But listen, my friends are here, I can see Shane’s got you all worked up. Would you like to meet them?” 
 
    “I guess so, let me get dressed and I’ll come out.” 
 
    “Dressed? What for?” Tim asked. 
 
    “I can’t meet people like this!” I exclaimed, stating what I thought was obvious. 
 
    “Why not? You met me like that, and had a pretty good time.” 
 
    Well, he had me there, but it still felt odd. Shane, who had been silent during this whole exchange began gently rubbing my pussy again, his hand still clamped between my thighs. I felt a finger slip inside me and my objections began to melt away. 
 
    “Mmmmm... OK.” I breathed my pleasure and agreed, slowly and quietly, almost not believing what had just come from my mouth. Tim left the room briefly and I let my legs relax. Shane took the opportunity to slip another finger into my slit, and slowly pushed his digits back and forth inside of me. 
 
    Tim returned, leading a small group of people and one by one he introduced them. John was your typical tall, dark and handsome, Stewart was a huge black guy, I estimated him at six foot 4, but from my position getting fingered on the bed it was difficult to say. Carlton was an older man, I estimated him to be in his 40s, but he was in great shape, his formerly black hair was sprinkled with a few stray strands of white, but he was lean and hard-looking, obviously a career military man. The biggest surprise of all was Hannah, a girl of about my age with dark hair, who waved to me as Tim said her name (“Hannah kept us all sane over there.”) 
 
    “Wow, Tim, you were right, she’s even more gorgeous in real life.” Hannah didn’t wait for an invitation, she climbed right on the bed kneeling on the other side of me from Shane. Before I knew it, Hanna was leaning over me and squeezing my tits. I’d never been with another girl before, and there was something very different about her touch. 
 
    Her hands were softer and gentler in their caress of my chest, gentler than any man I had been with. Something about her momentarily made me forget about the fingers in my pussy, and my Brother-In-Law’s cock in my hand. I let my other hand wander to her legs, mostly exposed by some very short shorts. They were smooth and soft, like her hands, and I moved upwards, gliding across her flawless skin. 
 
    Hannah sat back and in one motion pulled her top off over her head. She was fit and toned, her own chest held back by a tight looking sports bra. When she released it, I was amazed at the volume of breasts that had been held back, she had to be at least a D cup and I had thought maybe she was only as well-endowed as my own B breasts. She had the kind of attention grabbing curves that I sometimes wished I had. 
 
    With, her upper body relieved of clothes, Hannah leaned in close. I felt my small firm tits pressing into her larger squashy ones and her nipples began to harden against my own as she kissed me passionately. For the first time I felt a female tongue inside my mouth, swirling around my own tongue slowly and tenderly. I was lost in the kiss, my hand buried in her hair, I barely noticed the sounds of clothes being taken off, belts clinking and shoes hitting the floor. 
 
    I continued stroking Shane’s cock inside his pants, his pre-cum was all over my hand, and it slid easily. I was finding it difficult to concentrate on it though, with Hannah kissing me the way she was, and it was mostly Shane’s thrusting into my grip that was responsible for the movement. 
 
    I felt the bed move as somebody else climbed on. Looking down through Hannah’s hanging hair, I saw that Carlton, obviously pulling rank, was coming to me first out of all the men. He had grabbed a pillow from somewhere and shoved it under my ass, raising my hips off the bed and presenting my pussy to him. Shane removed his fingers from my cunt to make way for Carlton. 
 
    No sooner had I registered the emptiness of my pussy, I felt the head of Carlton’s cock pushing against me. My pussy was ready for him, having been prepared by Shane’s skilful fingers, and as I was soaking wet his hard dick slid into me smoothly. Carlton thrust into me at a steady pace, his balls slapping against my raised ass. It was so rhythmical I half expected him to break into some kind of marching song, but he didn’t. He pounded away tirelessly at my pussy, causing mine and Hannah’s breasts to jiggle against each other. 
 
    I grabbed hold of Hannah’s hair and guided her head down to my tits so she would suck them again and I could get a better view of Carlton. At the same time, Shane moved away and my hand slipped out of his trousers as he stood up and left the bed. I saw that Linda was looking in from the door and Shane went to her, placed his hands on her shoulders and gently guided her to her knees. I saw her begin to suck his dick, but turned my attention back to Carlton while Hannah sent electric shocks of pleasure into my body via my nipples. 
 
    It was amazing to watch Carlton fuck me and feel his cock deep inside. I was almost breathless from the combined pleasure of having my tits sucked and a prick thrusting in my slit, but he looked like he could do this for days on end. 
 
    Stewart knelt on the bed where Shane had been and turned my face towards him, aiming his huge black cock at my mouth. I quickly licked my lips as it approached, I’d never seen anything quite like it before. It was a little daunting, to be honest. The head of his hard member met my lips and I opened my mouth as wide as I could, feeling his flesh stretching my lips on all sides. 
 
    His dick invaded my mouth, filling it beyond what I thought was possible, and I looked up at him timidly as it hit my throat and could go no further. Carlton’s thrusting changed speed and became slightly irregular. At last he appeared to be breathing heavily and his face was a couple shades more red than when he started. 
 
    I could only see Carlton out of the corner of my eye, unable to turn my head from the massive cock in my mouth, but I saw him flex his abs and felt a jet of semen strike the wall of my pussy. He slowed his thrusts, but increased his power, pounding into me with all his strength and I felt a blast of cum every time he bottomed out in my pussy. 
 
    Carlton stopped moving for a while, no doubt enjoying the feel of his cock buried in my cunt as much as I was, but my attention was soon brought back to the dark meat in my mouth. Stewart placed one large hand on top of my head and the other on the back, effectively immobilising it as he began to thrust backwards and forwards, fucking my mouth. 
 
    Stewart didn’t seem to be worried about slowly building up to anything, as he brutally thrust his cock in and out of my face, hitting the back of my throat every time. I barely noticed Carlton extract his erection from me, but did manage to hear him say “Hannah, clean this young lady up” over the wet smacking sounds emanating from my mouth. 
 
    Hannah detached her mouth from my tit with a “Yes, sir” and moved between my legs. My eyes began to water as Stewart continued his assault on my mouth. My mind could barely comprehend two such extreme sensations existing at each end of some erotic scale. My face was being roughly used as a fuck toy at one end and Hannah’s delicate mouth and tongue carefully licked my pussy at the other. The contrast was driving me crazy with lust. 
 
    I squeezed my pussy muscles, forcing as much of Carlton’s cum as I could towards Hannah, who covered my slit with her mouth and lapped it all up. When cum stopped dripping from my slit, Hannah shifted her attention to my clit and I felt my second orgasm approaching, she was so good. I strained to see her sexy face between my legs, but Stewart kept me still and fucked my mouth even harder, if that were possible. 
 
    As my attention was divided between Hannah licking my clit and Stewart fucking my face, I felt somebody grab my hand on the opposite side from Stewart and wrap it around yet another hard cock. I had no idea who it was, I couldn’t turn to see because of Stewart holding my head. I closed my eyes and jerked at the anonymous cock as best I could. 
 
    I whimpered on to Stewart’s cock as Hannah’s expert tongue released my second orgasm from its cage and it rampaged around my body. I quivered uncontrollably with the ecstasy and my whimpers grew into moans. The vibration of my voice directly on to his cock must have been enough to set Stewart off, because he pulled his engorged dick from my mouth and started stroking it, still pointing directly at my face. 
 
    I kept my mouth open wide, indeed for a moment it felt like I couldn’t close it if I tried having had it strained open for so long, and stuck my tongue out just in time to feel the first gigantic spurt of semen strike it with an amazing amount of force. Hot and heavy, a second stream of cum landed across my face, leaving a thick sticky trail on my cheek, the bulk of it landing in my hair. A third hit me in the forehead and I felt it dripping downwards. A final, and only slightly smaller, load hit me right between the eyes. 
 
    Stewart backed away and stood up off the bed, stumbling slightly. I turned to see who’s cock was in my hand and found that it was Tim’s. He was looking down at me with lust in his eyes. 
 
    “Holy fuck, babe, you look so hot when you’re covered in cum.” He said. I was better able to concentrate on him now that the monster cock was out of my mouth and I slowly spread his pre-cum around his cock, stroking it as I smiled up at him. This was an amazing thing for him to have done for me. 
 
    Hannah was on her knees between my legs and I saw John move in behind her, dick in hand. He reached around and fumbled at the fastenings to Hannah’s little shorts before yanking them downwards. He entered her from behind and I heard a steady slapping sound begin. Hannah’s body shuddered with each thrust and I saw her tits swinging underneath her as she continued to lick my pussy, even though the juices from my orgasm were already all over her face. 
 
    As I watched her Hannah lifted her head, winked at me and then showed me something that was in her hand. It was a tube of lubricant. She returned her amazing mouth to my pussy, thank god, and shortly afterwards I felt the nozzle of the lube press into my asshole. Hannah moaned as John fucked her and then squeezed what felt like a torrent of ice cold jelly up my ass. I yelped in shock, but soon recovered and reached around the side of my leg to grab some spare lube to transfer to Tim’s cock. 
 
    With my hand now better able to slide, I began to stroke Tim’s hard dick with more vigour. I looked up at him through half closed eyes and gasped when I felt Hannah slowly shove a finger up my ass. She pushed her digit all the way in, gliding through the lube that had thankfully warmed up, before pulling it out and repeating the motion. She soon built up a quick pace with her finger and my asshole relaxed, now used to the sensation. Without thinking my hand on Tim’s cock matched her pace and he groaned his pleasure. 
 
    The room resonated with heavy breathing as Hannah detached herself from my pussy and asshole, and climbed up until she was level with me. John followed her, keeping his dick in her little pussy for as long as he could and climbing on the bed himself. 
 
    Hannah climbed up until she was straddling me and she began sensuously licking my face, cleaning Stewart’s cum off of me. First she licked up my cheek towards my mouth gathering the largest load that had missed my mouth the first time and transitioned straight into a kiss. We transferred the cum back and forth between us, tasting it and feeling each other’s tongues until I swallowed it all. 
 
    Hannah carefully licked and kissed all over my face, cleaning me as if she was a cat cleaning her kittens. She looked up at Tim’s cock as I continued to stroke it and we both turned our eyes to him expectantly, hers dark brown and mine light blue while she cleaned and we kissed. 
 
    I felt John’s hands under my knees as he raised them up over his shoulders, bringing my hips even higher off the bed than they had been before, with just the pillow. He placed the head of his cock at my asshole and pushed forward slowly and steadily. His cock was slick with Hannah’s pussy juices, my ass was already full of lubricant and used to being penetrated by Hannah’s fingers so he slid in easier than I would have thought possible, given that I’d never had anal sex. When I felt the tops of his thighs meet the bottom of mine I knew he was finally buried all the way in my ass. The feel of his cock was fantastic, but the idea that really turned me on was knowing that Hannah’s pussy juice was deep inside my asshole He stayed still for a while, letting me get used to it, before beginning a steady rhythm much like Carlton had, only this rhythm was playing out in my virgin anus. 
 
    Tim looked down at Hannah and I, our faces side by side and steadied himself by putting one hand on the wall as his breathing got deeper and heavier. With a grunt of release and ecstasy ringing out over the slapping sounds of John’s thrusts into my ass he shuddered and a geyser of cum erupted from the end of his cock. I aimed it mostly at Hannah’s face, wanting to return the favour of cleaning her of semen, but it hit both of us pretty much equally. Tim groaned above us as his sperm showered down. I felt just as covered in cum as when Stewart had just finished on me. 
 
    Hannah and I began kissing and licking at each other’s faces with reckless abandon, seeking every drop of cum, missing none. Hannah reached back with one hand and gently rubbed my clit with one finger, the burning sensation of John’s cock sawing in and out of my ass grew as he quickened his pace. 
 
    With a grunt from John I felt a load of sperm emptied into my colon. The thought of taking my first anal cumshot, combined with Hannah’s fingers on my clit sent me over the edge a third time. My sphincter clamped down on John’s cock while my pussy muscles quivered and my exhausted body shook weakly, almost too tired to move. 
 
    I kissed Hannah deeply, closing my eyes until I broke off the kiss and my head flopped back on the bed. Over by the door where Shane had apparently been getting the world’s longest blowjob, I heard his breathing quicken. He was looking over at me and breathing heavily through his mouth, I could tell he was close to cumming. 
 
    He grabbed Linda’s hand and raised her up off her knees, and pulled her behind as he walked towards me. He arrived beside the bed and Linda stroked his cock and pointed it at my face. Shane groaned and the third load of sperm for the day streaked diagonally across my face, the second spurt hit Hannah’s cheek, before dripping down into my mouth and the third landed in my hair. 
 
    Hannah didn’t clean me this time, she left the cum where it lay and got off me. John pulled his cock out of my ass and the two of them went and stood with their other army buddies by the wall, watching me. I saw that Linda and Shane were holding hands and smiling, also looking at me. My brow furrowed and then I looked to Tim. 
 
    Tim was on one knee beside the bed and in his hand was small box opened on hinges, displaying the ring he had first shown me the previous week. 
 
    “Rosanna, I love you, I need you now and forever and I’d do anything for you. Will you be my wife?” 
 
    “I love you, Tim! Yes!” I burst into tears as Tim put the beautiful ring on me. It slid on easily as my finger was slick from the handjob I’d just given him. 
 
    Everybody clapped as I sat up and gave my sister a closer look at the engagement ring. I knew then that I’d found my perfect man. 
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    When I woke up I thought I was still drunk. Instead of the hangover I expected, I felt like listening to music and dancing, laughing with my friends, that kind of thing. It must have been one hell of a party, but damned if I could remember anything about it. I was home, in my own bed, so one of my friends must have driven me or called me a taxi or something. 
 
    I decided not to worry about it, plenty of time to recap on the party later that day when I had the chance to catch up with my friends. For the time being I would have a shower and then see about getting some food. I grabbed a towel and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    As I crossed the hallway I heard the TV downstairs. My Mom was away for a couple of weeks visiting sick relatives so my Step-Dad, Harvey, must have stayed home from work. Strange, but what the hell, the guy had to have the occasional Saturday off. I didn’t think much of it at the time. He’d been married to my Mom for about seven years by then and had almost always worked six day weeks. Harvey was a good provider, I had to give him that. My Mom had always struggled to make ends meet after my real Dad hit the road but Harvey took good care of us, especially once they got married and we moved in with him. 
 
    He was a smart guy and owned his own software company. It was small in terms of employees but very busy and profitable, which is why he had to dedicate so much time to it. That’s not to say he was never home, or that we never saw him. Somehow he found the time to spend with Mom and I over the years. He always surprised my Mom with little gifts and love letters, she was walking on air most of the time. 
 
    He really threw himself into the father role too. I don’t think I would have got through high school without all his help on my homework and assignments. He gently guided me, helping me find the answers without just giving them to me. I felt so proud of myself when I had those moments of realisation and gave the right answer, he had always insisted on giving me a high-five when I solved a particularly difficult problem. 
 
    Sometimes when I compared the last seven years to the seven before that I shuddered. My Mom had to work three crappy jobs so that we didn’t live on the street and had enough food. I was forced to be more self-sufficient than any five year old should be, and that’s the way it was until I was eleven. I could barely remember my real Dad when Harvey married my Mom, and his memory had grown even fainter by the time I turned eighteen, a few months previous. All I remembered was his indifference to me, and that I was glad when he left. Nope, things were a lot better these days. 
 
    The shower felt amazing on my body, washing away the last of the sleepiness and leaving just that strange half-drunk buzz I’d woken with. I ran my hands over my large breasts, they’d sprung up almost overnight about a year and a half ago. I was a very late bloomer in that regard and they gave my formerly petite schoolgirl body some real womanly curves. I was still getting used to them and all the extra attention they brought. 
 
    So many boys had tried to get into my panties over the past eighteen months since those drastic changes to my body, it wasn’t even funny. All the heavy petting in the back seats of cars, windows fogged up as they pressed their hard bulges against me and groped my new tits outside of my shirt. I’m reasonably sure more than a few of them came in their pants and I know for a fact that they were all disappointed that I would never go any further. I’d made my decision though, I was waiting for somebody who deserved it. 
 
    I reluctantly turned off the shower and stepped out on to the bath mat to dry myself. No longer distracted by the wonderful sensation of the water I felt my hunger return in full force and rushed through the drying process as thoughts of bacon entered my mind. It’s just not fair how good it tastes. 
 
    Within five minutes I was dressed and ready to raid the kitchen, wearing a simple white singlet and almost-knee-length skirt. I bounded down the stairs and headed for the fridge. 
 
    “Morning, Daddy!” I called into the living room “Want some late breakfast? Bacon and Eggs!” 
 
    No reply came, but I heard the TV switch off as I rummaged through the contents of the fridge. The eggs were easy enough to find, but they were nothing without bacon, and I knew it was in there somewhere! I heard Harvey step into the kitchen and stop by the doorway. 
 
    “Morning!” I chirped without turning around “Hope I didn’t wake you when I got in!” 
 
    “You don’t remember?” he asked and something in his voice made me stop and turn around. He looked pissed off. Like really pissed off. 
 
    “Uh… no. Was I noisy with my keys?” 
 
    “Put those eggs back, close the fridge.” He paused, but as I was too taken off guard to move straight away he raised his voice. “Now! Right now, Anna. There’s something you have to see.” 
 
    I jumped a little, startled, and felt my breasts wobble. Harvey’s eyes briefly darted down when I jumped, but every man and boy’s eyes did these days, it was like they couldn’t help it. I quickly put the eggs back in the fridge, shut the door and walked towards him timidly, my eyes downcast. 
 
    Harvey led me to the door that opened into the garage. 
 
    “Have a fucking look in here.” He said, coldly. I didn’t think I’d ever heard him curse in anger before, it was a little scary. What was scarier was the tone of his voice in general, there was something very wrong behind the door, I was sure of it. Without any other choice apparent to me, I turned the handle, pushed and looked in the garage. 
 
    Carnage. That’s the only word that came to mind. My car, the one Harvey and My Mom had paid 90% for on my eighteenth birthday, was pretty much totalled. Scrapes and dents everywhere, bits of trees and plants sticking out of the wheels, black and green fluids had leaked out all over the floor. The cherry on this disaster sundae was our mailbox sticking out of the front grille of my car. Or maybe the cherry was the fact that my car had apparently scraped the entire side of Harvey’s when I was parking. Maybe it was a two-cherry sundae. I entered the garage and surveyed the damage. I was almost unable to get any words out, such was my shock. 
 
    “I… drove myself home?” I squeaked. 
 
    “You think?” He replied in that same scary tone. “You’re fuckin’ lucky you didn’t die last night. Look at this shit. Look at it!” 
 
    I jumped again when he raised his voice, but this time Harvey managed to stop himself from looking at my bouncing chest and continued with his tirade, sounding like he was just barely holding himself back from a full-blown screaming fit. 
 
    “Look what you did to my car! My Dad, my dead Dad, and I restored that from the ground up! He personally removed all the rust from that whole side, painted it, everything!” 
 
    I began to cry on the spot, big fat tears rolling down my cheeks. It wasn’t so much being yelled at, I may have only been eighteen but even that young I knew what I’d done was stupid. What really brought the tears was the thought of how personal the damage was. Harvey even had pictures on the wall of his home office of his Dad and him restoring that old car. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” I managed to squeeze out between sobs. 
 
    “Not good enough.” He said “I’m sick of this. You and your Mother, all you do is take, take, take. I work my ass off to try to make a happy, secure home for you two and what do I get? A wife that seems to love my credit cards more than me, and a Saturday morning walking the streets begging the neighbours to send me the bills for repair rather than going to the police.” 
 
    “I’ll pay for the damage!” I blurted out, having no idea what kind of monetary figure we were talking about. 
 
    “With what? My cheque book? The devastation you see in this garage just scratches the surface. No. When your Mom gets back I’m ending it all. You can start packing your room up. I’ll pack her crap. I get nothing out of this arrangement, it’s bullshit.” 
 
    At that, he turned back towards the door to the house. I couldn’t believe it. If I’d just heard correctly my Mom’s second marriage was about to end and a large part of it was my fault. 
 
    “Wait!” I called after him and he stopped, but didn’t look back. “She loves you, really! I know she does!” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s true.” He said. It was the quietest he’d spoken that day and I could just make out a sadness to his voice for the first time breaking through the veneer of anger. 
 
    “Well I love you.” I said and walked right up behind him, hoping he would turn around, look down at me and everything would be ok again. “Please don’t send us away. What can I do?” 
 
    Harvey turned and looked down at me, but I could see that everything wasn’t ok. Not yet anyway, so I repeated my question as I looked up into his dark eyes. 
 
    “What can I do, Daddy?” He was silent for a moment, just looking down at me, and I was reminded of that silly crush I’d had on him when he had just started dating my Mom. How jealous I was of her, being in a relationship with such a handsome, successful man. My crush had passed as I learned about boys my own age, but something about standing so close and staring into his eyes cast my mind back to those feelings I used to have. 
 
    Before I could react, Harvey’s hands were on my breasts and he pushed them up and together with his palms, my soft flesh yielding to his grasp. I slapped his hands away in astonishment. 
 
    “Daddy!” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. There’s no love in this house for me. Pack your stuff.” Once more he turned and walked towards the door. What was I to do? It was all so confusing. Was I to let my Mother’s marriage fail? Was I to allow the ‘bad old days’ to return? On the other hand, this was my Daddy that wanted to grope me, it was so wrong. 
 
    I may have stood there with my mouth open debating the issues with myself for god knows how long if our mailbox hadn’t chosen that particular moment to release itself from the grille of my car and fall to the concrete floor of the garage with a clang that jolted words from my mouth. 
 
    “Wait!” I gulped “It’s… It’s ok. You can… touch them a little.” 
 
    Harvey turned back towards me and slowly advanced. I bit my lower lip when he stood immediately in front of me. Had I done the right thing? Harvey reached up with both hands, his movements slow and deliberate now that he had my permission. Even so, my own hands instinctively reacted to try and push him away when I felt him cupping my breasts again. I fought to keep them by my side, and somehow managed it. I pushed my shoulders back and my chest consequently swelled forward, pressing my teen tits into Harvey’s hands. 
 
    Harvey looked down the front of my top hungrily as he squeezed and rubbed at my chest, watching as my smooth, soft mounds were pressed together and released, pressed together and released. He looked almost mesmerised by them and pressed harder while rubbing his thumbs over the surface of my shirt. 
 
    Even through the material of my top and bra I could feel the rubbing on my nipples and couldn’t ignore the pleasure it brought me. I opened my mouth and quietly inhaled a breath as he continued to rub, but with him pushing so hard I couldn’t stand on the spot and took a step back, then another. He followed and continued pushing and groping me until I felt my ass hit the dented door of my car and I could be pushed no further. 
 
    I turned my head to the side as his body pressed right up against mine. The whole situation was just so forbidden, so wrong, and some small feeling of shame made me look away, as if by doing so I could make it a secret even to myself but Harvey was now feeling me up as urgently as any of my male classmates had ever done and he was breathing heavily. 
 
    I wondered if his heart was beating as fast as mine, which was pounding in my ears, and I felt a dampening in my crotch in response to his manipulations of my chest, as well as being pressed up against my car by his tall, strong body. As if he could sense the change in my pussy he pushed forward with a knee, putting one leg between mine and pressed forward again so my pussy was resting on his muscular thigh, the front of my skirt pushed up and rested on him. 
 
    I whimpered as I felt the pressure on my clit, and I was powerless to stop my body from gently rocking my hips back and forth, rubbing the soft material of my panties on the rough material covering his leg. The friction was enough to get my juices flowing even more, and I knew I would be leaving a wet patch on his thigh. I turned my head to face forwards again. 
 
    “Daddy, is this enough?” I asked. I was scared where this might head if he said ‘no’, but I’d never let a boy touch me between my legs before and my body didn’t want it to stop. Harvey stilled his hands and looked back into my eyes. I was surrounded by him, he towered over me and his smell was all around me. 
 
    “I want more.” He said, and my body let loose an unspoken internal cheer of triumph. I closed my eyes trying to think of all the reasons why this was wrong, why I couldn’t do it. All the reasons I came up with no longer seemed all that important. What was important was paying Harvey back for changing my Mom’s and my life, for making up for my idiocy the previous night and saving the happy home I’d had for the past 7 years. I’d been saving my virginity for somebody who deserved it, but if Harvey, the man who had cared for me the most in my whole life, didn’t deserve it, then who did? 
 
    “OK, Daddy, you can have whatever you want.” I submitted to him and let myself go. Immediately he lifted my shirt up over my breasts and exposed my bra. The bra was one that I’d bought about halfway through my growth spurt and it was too small for me by this time. I really should have thrown it out, but I just hadn’t got around to it yet. I was only wearing it because I’d got dressed in such a rush and my tits strained at the supportive underwear, the flesh overflowing slightly, it made my tits look even bigger than they actually were. 
 
    Harvey lowered his head to my exposed flesh, licking and kissing me. I felt his rough stubble on my soft skin and squirmed, which only served to rub my pussy on his leg some more and I gasped at the contrasting sensations. I grabbed at his head pulling it into my cleavage, resuming the rocking of my hips and sending electric currents of pleasure into my body. 
 
    Harvey raised his head again and grabbed at my shirt once more pulling it up over my head. I raised my arms so he could remove it, but he didn’t. Instead, when my shirt was bunched up at my wrists, he twisted the material around and around, tangling me so that I couldn’t remove my hands or lower my arms. Holding my arms up with one hand, he reached behind my back with the other and unsnapped my bra with a flick of his fingers. 
 
    Grabbing at the garment from between my tits, he lifted it upwards until it too was at my wrists and he gathered it with his hand that was holding my arms up. For the first time in my life a man was looking at my bare breasts, and I was suddenly nervous. His eyes roamed over my upper body, taking everything in, but he said nothing. 
 
    “Are…” I gulped, the words on my lips weren’t the kind of question I had imagined myself saying when I first removed my clothes in front of a man. “Are they ok?” 
 
    What if he didn’t like them? What if he stopped and told my Mom and I to move away? His answer dispelled my fears. 
 
    “You’ve got the most amazing body I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    With that he pushed backwards with his hand that was restraining my arms, pushing my arms over the roof of my car. It was too high, and I had to raise myself up on to my toes as he kept on pushing. Finally I felt my hands make contact with the roof. I was fully extended, stretched out backwards, and my large, but perky and youthful, breasts jutted out, as if presenting themselves to him. 
 
    Harvey placed his hand on the lower curve of my bare breast and cupped it, raising it slightly while at the same time lowering his mouth to my nipple. I yelped in pleasure when he made contact with his lips, sucking my nipple into his mouth and flicking his tongue across it. 
 
    My legs quivered, partly from the strain of staying on the tips of my toes, partly because my pussy was no longer rubbing on Harvey’s thigh and my body was instinctively seeking the pleasure it craved. Harvey moved his mouth to my other breast and pinched at the nipple he had just sucked. I yelped again, wishing I could move my hands so I could crush his face into my chest, smother him with my soft flesh and keep his mouth on me for as long as possible. 
 
    Harvey raised himself back up to his full height and pressed his body against me completely one more. I felt a hard bulge in his pants pressing into my belly, it was larger by far than any of the bulges I’d felt through the pants of my boyfriends during our petting sessions in their back seats, but I didn’t have much time to contemplate it. 
 
    “You’re such a beautiful girl, Anna.” He said quietly, and then bent down to kiss me for the first time. His mouth clamped down on mine, sucking at my lips forcefully, and I thrust my tongue into his mouth, tasting him, and feeling the last of my self-control slip away completely. I needed him, and my body needed a release. 
 
    After a kiss that seemed to last forever, our mouths parted and I breathed deeply and quickly, trying to catch my breath in case the next kiss was just as long. My chest raised and lowered with each deep breath, pushing into him then pulling back slightly. My legs continued to quiver, I couldn’t take much more of this position. 
 
    Harvey let go of my arms and my heels made contact with the ground again. In the same motion Harvey bent down and wrapped his arms around me at ass level, lifting me up into the air. As I disentangled my wrists from my shirt and bra, casting the unrequired clothes aside, I wrapped my legs around him and he pushed forwards with his hips, pinning me against the car again. 
 
    The bulge at the front of his jeans was nestled length-ways down the centre of my pussy lips and it pushed the material of my panties just inside the entrance of my vagina. From around each side of my moist underwear, my newly exposed pussy lips rested directly on his jeans, feeling the hard cock separated from my cunt by only millimetres of material. 
 
    I had both of my arms wrapped behind Harvey’s head, which was once more buried in my chest, sucking, licking, kissing all the exposed skin that his lips could find. I was in heaven as I ground my pussy against him. I’d only masturbated a few times before this, but I knew an orgasm was building inside me, and I knew it was going to be a big one. 
 
    Harvey leaned back, lifting me higher into the air and carried me towards the front of my car. He kicked the mailbox, which skittered away into the corner and set me down on the dented bonnet. The bonnet wasn’t sitting flush with the rest of the car anymore and let out a hollow-sounding metallic ‘bong!’ when it bore my weight completely. 
 
    He ran his hands up my legs, which were still loosely wrapped around him, feeling my smooth and taught teen thighs and finally reached my hips under my skirt. Gripping with each hand he gently pulled downwards on my panties, slowly removing them as he looked upwards into my eyes. I felt the material pulled out from between my pussy lips, no doubt a soaked and sticky mess and, just like that, my pussy was on display for my Daddy. I unwrapped my legs from Harvey’s hips and he pulled my panties completely off. 
 
    Without a word he knelt down on the ground between my legs and his head disappeared under my skirt. I couldn’t see what he was doing but after only a short pause where he was no doubt taking an extremely close up look at my slippery and unused pussy he began kissing my inner thighs. His mouth felt so hot on my skin, and contrasted with the prickly sensation of his stubble as he teased his way towards my pussy. 
 
    I was so turned on by this point I began moaning before he even touched my slit. I’d been so very close to cumming when he’d first raised me up off the floor and I was grinding my pussy against him, that I felt almost crazy with lust and the need for release. At last I felt his tongue on my clit and my orgasm began to edge over the point of no return. 
 
    As his tongue flicked on my clit, he spread my pussy lips with two fingers, opening my tight slit. I felt his hot breath inside me, alternating with the cool air as he breathed. My moans became louder with every breath, building and building as he pleasured me. I felt him slip a finger into my tight cunt, it slid in easily, but only as far as my hymen. When he felt my intact barrier I heard him gasp, but thankfully he returned his tongue to my sensitive bump quickly. 
 
    He extracted his finger, soaked in my juices, and I felt him insert a different finger. This too slid into me with ease, buried in the tight confines of my fresh pussy up to the point of my hymen. Then, to my surprise and pleasure, I felt him insert the first finger, still slick with my juices, in my asshole up to his first knuckle. I’d never even dreamed of sticking anything up my ass before and I couldn’t hold myself back any more. 
 
    With my Daddy’s tongue on my clit and one finger in my pussy, another in my ass, I came like I’d never cum before. Spots of colour danced in front of my eyes as I felt a vibrating glow of pleasure explode into my body from my clit, filling me up with mind-bending ecstasy. As if from a great distance away I heard myself yelling ‘Yes! Yes! Yeessssss!’, but I was away with the fairies. I ran my hands over my body, and everywhere I touched a tingly trail of pleasure played across my skin, following the movements of my hands. It was incredible, and I almost cried as I felt myself coming back down to earth, the pleasure fading like a dream after you wake up. 
 
    Harvey was standing up, his head reappeared from under my skirt and between my shaking legs. He undid the button of his jeans, then pulled down the zip. I watched breathlessly as he pushed his jeans and boxers down, freeing his cock. I couldn’t imagine anything that size going inside me, but I knew I was going to try. I sat up and grabbed at his shirt, dragging it off over his head and throwing it away. 
 
    His body was amazing, well defined pecs covered in a light dusting of chest hair, and a lean belly, abs just visible. He was no muscle-bound hulk, he was a man with a great body from the real world, and he wanted me. I was going to give myself to him. 
 
    “You’re a virgin.” He said, stating the obvious. 
 
    “I want to give you something special, Daddy. Show you that I’m not all ‘take, take, take’” I said. I was ready. 
 
    “Put me inside you.” He responded. 
 
    I grabbed at his rock hard cock and carefully pulled it downwards until it was pointing at my crotch. A slippery clear liquid was dribbling out of the end of his erection, so I spread it around the engorged head, thinking it might make it easier on myself. I raised my feet and put them on the edge of the bonnet, feeling my pussy lips part due to the spread. Leaning backwards, I pulled his cock towards my waiting pussy and felt the head make contact with my slightly spread lips, pushing them to either side. 
 
    I let go with one hand, keeping the other wrapped around the lower shaft of Harvey’s cock, and I kept on pulling him towards me. The head disappeared inside of me and I felt the bumpy ridge tickling at my lips but soon his cock hit my hymen, and combined with the tightness of my virgin vagina, I couldn’t pull him in anymore. 
 
    “I need… I need you to fuck me.” I said. I’d never cursed in front of him before, in anger or not, and I blushed as the word came out of me, fully realising how silly it was to be embarrassed by any words at this stage. 
 
    Harvey leaned forward and placed his hands on my shoulders, pushing me down towards him. With a short and swift thrust he penetrated through my hymen with his cock. I squealed in pain, it was sharp, but dulled quickly, and I was soon distracted by the feel of his invading erection, rubbing on my previously untouched pussy walls. At first it felt like fire on my sensitive pussy, but when he was completely buried in my cunt he stayed still and let my pussy get used to the huge invasion. 
 
    He kissed me again and this too served as a minor distraction from his cock. His body pressed against mine, as close as two people can be. I felt him begin to pull backwards, again fanning the fire in my pussy, but it was already becoming more than bearable, it was fucking fantastic. He was almost completely out of me and I felt the wonderful sensation of the ridge of his cock head tickling my pussy lips when he began to push forward again, faster this time. 
 
    His body hard and mine soft, once more came to rest together and his cock was completely inside me again. I loved the feeling of being so full, so close to him. After a much shorter pause he retracted his dick again. It was completely slick with my juices as well as his own now and was sliding much easier. 
 
    Harvey was almost out of me when he thrust in much faster and harder. I gasped as our bodies met with a slap and under my ass the bonnet of my car made a metallic crumpling sound. A different kind of fire sparked in my pussy with that stroke of his cock, it was much more like the pleasure that had recently rocked my body and I wanted it to grow. 
 
    “Fuck me, Daddy.” I repeated my earlier request and Harvey began pounding in and out of me with no pauses, at a steady pace, changing the angles of his thrusts every now and then and groaning at the pleasure he was extracting from my body. 
 
    I was almost drunk on the power I felt. This was me making a groaning man out of this grown man. My pussy was the focus of his whole world. The garage echoed with the sounds of the poor abused bonnet, it sounded like a giant was crushing some huge empty cola can every time Harvey bottomed out inside me, shaking my breasts and pounding my ass into the car. 
 
    The fire in my pussy grew and as Harvey began to breathe heavily and irregularly, I felt myself once more pushed over the edge of some cliff. As I fell into a sea of bliss I managed to squeak out a few words over and over again before I descended into a pleasured gibberish 
 
    “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, Daddy, I’m cumming… uuhhhhhhhhnnn” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around him again holding him close, crushing my breasts against him as he thrust powerfully into my quivering pussy. I felt a small gush of my juices leak out from around his pumping cock and then he pounded into me with one almighty stroke. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” He whispered, I don’t think he was speaking to me intentionally, but his mouth was right by my ear. I felt a fluid squirt out of his erection deep inside me, painting my pussy walls, and then another. He did a few quicker thrusts and I felt a thicker flood of juices ooze out of my slit, travel over my asshole and down the crack of my ass where it would eventually drip off and pool on the bonnet underneath us. 
 
    Harvey thrust all the way inside me and stayed there. Each of us twitching slightly, we tried to regain our breath. My ears were ringing, either from the rush of blood to my head, or from the racket the bonnet had made while I was getting fucked for the first time. 
 
    His cock shrunk and slipped out of me, but we stayed where we were. I didn’t want to let go, I felt so close to him. I could have stayed there forever. 
 
    “I love you, Daddy, please don’t send me away.” I was on the verge of tears again, I couldn’t stand the thought of moving out and not seeing him anymore. 
 
    “I won’t, princess. I love you too.” And then he kissed me again, slower and with less wild urgency than before. It was the sweetest kiss I’d ever had. 
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    It had been a month since my Step-Father, Harvey, had taken my virginity on the hood of my ruined car after I wrecked it driving drunk. He had taken care of everything with an army of mechanics, body shops, landscape gardeners and builders repairing all the carnage I had wreaked upon the neighbourhood. That, combined with a heartfelt door-to-door apologising campaign had saved me from any police interventions. 
 
    By the time my Mom got back from visiting sick relatives, you would never have known anything had gone wrong. Harvey and I used every spare second while she was away to fuck the living daylights out of each other, but it became almost impossible once she was back. That’s the thing about living with somebody, they’re always there! 
 
    I felt his cock under the dinner table, he sucked my tits while my Mom was in the shower, but we hadn’t been able to get each other off in a couple of weeks. I can’t speak for him, but I was practically climbing the walls. I began to notice things about my Mom too, and I think Harvey had been right; She just loved him for his wallet. Maybe she loved him at first too, but then she just became used to the lifestyle and forgot about him. 
 
    Well she was crazy, in my opinion. If she wanted to go out and buy shoes rather than stay in bed and fuck Harvey then I thought she was probably beyond help. When she announced she was going out with a friend one Friday night and wouldn’t be back until late, I did my best to hide my joy. 
 
    Friday night rolled around and from my room I heard my Mom’s car back out of the driveway and fade away as it drove down the road. I was already on my bed by the time Harvey burst through my door. He dived on top of me and my bed bounced maniacally for a few seconds as our hands and lips roamed over each other’s bodies, urgently feeling the flesh we’d been denied for too long. 
 
    As I’d known in advance that my Mom would be out for the night I was wearing a skirt of extremely naughty length, one that she would never have let me leave the house in. My legs were wrapped around Harvey’s waist and his hard cock was pressing against my slit through his pants and my panties. I’d been mildly wet for a lot of the day, anticipating this encounter and the smooth material of my panties rubbing against me made me even more so. 
 
    I had an overwhelming need that was blocking out everything, and I whispered it into his ear. 
 
    “Fuck me quick, Daddy, I need it.” 
 
    Harvey wasn’t going to disappoint me, detaching himself from our embrace he leaned back and reached the short distance up my skirt to grab my panties and in an instant he had them down and hanging from one ankle. He undid the button and zip on his pants, pulling them and his boxers down to his knees in one swift motion. He grabbed the shaft of his hard throbbing dick with one hand and aimed it at my pussy, waiting for him eagerly between my spread legs. I felt the tip of his cock part my pussy lips and I… 
 
    ‘ding dong!’ 
 
    The fucking doorbell rang. Harvey just about fell off the bed in surprise, not able to register exactly what the sound was for a moment, perhaps thinking that my Mom had come home because she forgot something and found him with his dick about to penetrate her virgin (so she thought) daughter’s vagina. We stayed as still and quiet as possible, hoping that if we ignored it, the person would go away. It wasn’t fair, I had felt his cock about to fill me up and now I had to wait again. 
 
    “They’ll fuck off, right?” Harvey asked. 
 
    “Please let them fuck off.” I answered. 
 
    ‘ding dong!’ 
 
    “Fuck off.” We quietly whispered to our unknown antagonist and waited. 
 
    ‘ding dong!’ 
 
    “Jesus Christ.” Harvey said and stood up, pulling his pants back to his hips and awkwardly trying to stuff his uncooperatively hard dick back into his underwear so he could answer the door. I stood to follow him, I wanted to see just who was being so inconsiderate of our needs. Also, I planned to fuck Harvey on the floor in front of our door the instant it was locked again. 
 
    We straightened our clothes as we walked down the stairs and to the front door. Harvey looked through the peep hole and turned back to me. 
 
    “It’s Steve.” He said, frowning. 
 
    “Middleton?” I asked and received a nod in reply. My Mom was going out with Steve’s wife this evening, so what was he doing on our doorstep? Harvey opened the door and pretended to be glad to see him. 
 
    “Steve! Good to see you! What’s up?” Harvey smiled out the door. 
 
    “It’s over, Harv!” Steve said “Sharon is leaving me. She’s out with your wife now, gone to a fuckin’ male strip club I think. Probably going to try to fuck one of ‘em too.” 
 
    I shook my head. What was wrong with the women of the older generation? Didn’t they know when they had a good thing at home? The two men in front of me were both hot and their wives were happy to ruin a good thing. Nobody noticed my internal monologue, of course, and Harvey expressed his sympathy. 
 
    “Oh, god damn, Steve, I’m sorry. Come in, are you OK?” 
 
    “Yeah, fuck it.” Steve said, stepping into our house and spotting me. “Oh shit, sorry, I didn’t mean to swear in front of you, Anna.” 
 
    I didn’t point out his second error, he obviously had a lot on his mind. I was more put out by the fact he obviously thought I was a little girl that he couldn’t swear in front of, didn’t he see my big tits and my short skirt? Harvey said I was built to be fucked, he didn’t treat me like a child anymore and it annoyed me when anybody else did. Still, he was going through a rough time, so it was difficult to be angry with him. 
 
    Harvey led Steve to the living room and we all sat on the couch, Harvey in the middle, Steve and I at opposite ends. Steve began telling a tale of woe and misery, Harvey and I nodded at all the right parts, trying to make him feel better. After a while, Harvey turned to me and winked conspiratorially. 
 
    “Anna, would you help me track down that bottle of whiskey? I know it’s in the kitchen somewhere.” 
 
    “Sure.” I said, wondering what he was up to while I followed him into the next room. I had to pull my skirt down as I walked, it was short enough that I was in serious danger of exposing my pussy to our guest, having neglected to put my panties back on in my room. I wondered if Steve had noticed me yet, you know, in that kind of way. 
 
    As soon as we were in the kitchen, Harvey wrapped his arms around me and kissed me as my breasts squashed against his hard chest. I returned his kiss, forgetting for just a moment that we weren’t alone in the house anymore. I felt his hand slide down my back, and his fingers hooked under the hem of my skirt, pulling the material up. His fingers gently rubbed at my pussy from behind and I whimpered as quietly as I could. 
 
    “I need to fuck you, Anna, I’m going crazy here.” He whispered into my ear. 
 
    “How can we get rid of him?” I whispered back. 
 
    “I’m not sure we can, he’s all cut up. I’ve got an idea though, kill two birds with one stone, if you’re up for it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I know from personal experience that the best cure for heartache over your wife is eighteen year old pussy. How about Steve and I both fuck you tonight? What do you say, Anna?” 
 
    “Daddy!” I exclaimed then hushed my voice again. I thought of the handsome man in the other room. He was around the same age as Harvey, but had much lighter features. Shorter and stockier than my Step-Dad, I’d always thought he was cute but he had never seemed to notice me much. 
 
    “Do you think he’d go for it?” 
 
    “Look at you, Anna! If he’s still got a dick he’ll go for it.” Harvey said. 
 
    I bit my lip and then smiled up at Harvey as his fingers continued to rub my pussy. 
 
    “OK. What do I do?” 
 
    “You can start by actually helping me find that whiskey, then give him his drink. The rest of it, I’m sure will come to you.” 
 
    We eventually tracked down the whiskey, Harvey mixed it up three drinks with cola and ice cubes and sent me back into the living room with two of them. The alcoholic beverages tinkled as I walked and I saw Steve’s eyes look over at me when I appeared, and I was gratified to see him give me a full length scan. At last, he was noticing me! 
 
    I’d given my skirt a firm tug downwards before coming back, I was reasonably sure my slit was not visible to him. Reasonably. 
 
    “Here you go.” I said, handing him his drink before sitting down next to him, much closer than I normally would have. I crossed my leg away from him, so he would be able to see the bare skin of my thigh basically all the way to ass level if he dipped his eyes. 
 
    “Cheers.” I said and held out my glass. 
 
    “Heh. Cheers.” He said and our glasses clinked. We each took a sip. “Sorry to be burdening you with all this. I didn’t know where else to go, had to get this off my chest, you know?” 
 
    “It’s OK, Steve, I understand.” I placed my hand on his leg as I took another mouthful of my whiskey and cola. I saw him look at my hand, then up my leg and his throat moved as he swallowed nervously. 
 
    “Uh… where’s Harvey?” He asked. 
 
    “He’s gone to the deep freeze in the garage to get more ice.” I responded. 
 
    “Oh. OK. Uh…how’s school?” 
 
    “I’m out of school.” 
 
    “Oh. How old are you now? Seventeen?” 
 
    “I’m eighteen.” 
 
    “Wow, where did the time go? When did you do all that growing up?” 
 
    “While you weren’t looking, I guess, but you can look now.” I moved my hand marginally up his leg and took another sip while holding his gaze. 
 
    “What are you doing, Anna?” He asked. 
 
    “We, Harvey and I, just thought maybe I could help take your mind off things. I can see you want me, Steve. I want you too.” 
 
    “But… my wife…” 
 
    I stood up and set my glass down on the coffee table then turned to face him standing between his legs. 
 
    “Does your soon-to-be-ex-wife have a body like this?” I asked as I pulled my top off over my head, exposing my large teen breasts encased in a black lacy bra, my nipples barely visible through the thinner parts of the cups. 
 
    “Holy fuck… she wishes.” He breathed and took a huge gulp of his drink as if building up some courage. I bent over, my breasts held firmly in place partially by the supportive underwear and partially by their youthful perkiness, and grabbed his glass from his hand placing it beside mine on the coffee table. 
 
    I picked up his hands and placed them on my slim and taught navel, Steve’s mouth opened and he took a deep breath in and out. 
 
    “How mad would your wife be if she knew you went straight out and fucked a willing teenager after all that shit she said to you tonight?” 
 
    “She’d be fuming.” Steve said, quietly. 
 
    “Don’t you want to use my body, Steve? Cum all over me? Forget about that stupid bitch?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then what are you waiting for?” 
 
    “Is Harvey…” 
 
    “It was his idea. He’s going to fuck me too.” 
 
    Steve processed the information I had imparted, and I saw the realisation slowly wash over his face. He was being given an amazing gift from his friend, a beautiful young girl blossoming into a woman, to use as he pleased. 
 
    He looked up at me and his lust was apparent. I stepped up on to the couch, one foot on either side of him. From that angle I knew he couldn’t miss the fact that I wasn’t wearing any panties under my skirt, his face was only inches away from my tight wet slit. 
 
    “Lick me.” I said and pulled his head towards my snatch, too long deprived of proper attention. 
 
    His lips pressed against my pussy and I felt his tongue snake into my vagina, pushing as deep as it could. His tongue was incredibly long and penetrated me more than I thought would be possible. It felt like a warm, wet finger inside me and I sighed in pleasure, it was so good to have a man inside me again. 
 
    His hands cupped my ass cheeks keeping his face firmly planted on my pussy as his tongue darted in and out of my teen slit. I’d been teased by Harvey’s presence for weeks, and we’d been so close to fucking earlier that evening that I felt my first orgasm approaching quickly, like a caged beast that desperately needed to be released. 
 
    When Steve’s tongue slipped out of my pussy and began concentrating on my clit I knew I wouldn’t last very long. The pleasure built and built until I was rocking my hips, grinding my pussy on his face, and still he kept his rhythm on my pussy. Flashes of light appeared before my eyes and I felt my legs begin to shake, threatening to collapse and detach my pussy from the amazing tongue of my Daddy’s friend. 
 
    I couldn’t bear the thought and through some force of willpower managed to remain standing long enough to ride out my orgasm, moaning over the wet sounds of Steve lapping at me. Finally, my immediate need temporarily satiated, I sank down to my knees, straddling him. I kissed him deeply, tasting my pussy juices on his tongue, as I swirled my own around and around it in his mouth. 
 
    At some stage, Harvey had re-entered the room. I turned to smile breathlessly at him and saw that he had a small digital camera in his hand. That explained the flashes of light, I had thought it was all part of my orgasm. 
 
    “I thought it would be the icing on the cake to send Sharon some photos of you fucking a girl fifty million times hotter than her, Steve. I’ll email them to you once I’ve edited out anything that could identify Anna.” 
 
    “Fuck, that’s a great idea.” Steve said, his chin glistening with my juices. 
 
    “I’m full of them tonight. I’ve got one more too. Anna, could you lay down on the couch?” 
 
    “OK.” I said, still basking in the glow of my orgasm. 
 
    I laid down on the couch, my legs draped over Steve’s lap. He caressed them, running his hands up and down the inside of my thighs, occasionally brushing a finger or two over my pussy, causing me to shiver in delight. 
 
    Harvey undid my skirt and pulled it off leaving me wearing only my bra, but only for a few seconds. I arched my back and let him unclasp it, setting my heavy teen tits free. He rubbed at them gently, concentrating near the bottom, soothing them after their confinement just as I myself often would. Bras are so uncomfortable! 
 
    I writhed gently on the spot, savouring the feel of two hot older men caressing me at the same time. Six hands on my body if you counted my own, I was in heaven. After a while Harvey removed his hands from my tits, leaving my nipples erect and pointing straight up. He pulled something out of his pocket that I recognised as a black felt pen. I looked at him quizzically but didn’t resist as he wrote something on my flat and firm belly. 
 
    I couldn’t make out the words by feel, but I knew when he drew an arrow pointing down at my pussy. I thought it was very strange at the time, but I just wanted to get Harvey’s hands back on me, I craved his attention. 
 
    Harvey put the cap back on the pen and dropped it on the coffee table, narrowly missing landing in Steve’s abandoned whiskey and cola. Next he started undressing and I watched him lustily. First his shirt came off and I surveyed his muscular torso, with its familiar light dusting of chest hair, next came his pants and boxers, using the same swift motion that had exposed him to me earlier. 
 
    My eyes were fixated on the cock that had been at the entrance to my pussy about an hour previously. My body yearned to take it inside me again, almost propelling me off the couch in a frontal assault of my Step-Father, but I managed to restrain myself, instead distracting myself with concentrating on Steve’s hands, which had not stopped tracing their patterns on my inner thighs and between my legs. 
 
    Harvey came over to the couch and sat just above me before gently lifting me up and shuffling underneath so my head was resting in his lap. From my close up perspective his cock towered above me and I was suddenly unaware of Steve’s hands again. 
 
    I turned towards him and raised my head towards the tip of his cock, keeping my eyes locked on his, staring at him as I slid his hard dick over my soft lips and into my hot mouth. Harvey groaned as I sucked at his cock, running my tongue around the ridge, bobbing up and down then repeating the swirling of my tongue, building up a steady rhythm. I loved the feel of him in my mouth, knowing that if I kept it up I would be rewarded with the taste of his sperm directly on my tongue. 
 
    From under my legs I felt Steve stand up, presumably to undress himself. It turned out I was right, but for the time being I kept my eyes fixed on Harvey’s face. I wanted to make sure he was watching me, seeing what a good blowjob his step-daughter was giving him. I also wanted to see how close I was getting him to cumming, bringing him to the brink of release time and time again, then backing off. 
 
    A few minutes beforehand I would have shoved that fat cock straight into my pussy and ridden it hard, but since I’d had the release of my first orgasm, I wanted to prolong the experience, make him build up a huge load for me, make him remember it forever. 
 
    I felt a newly-naked Steve grab my legs, flipping me on to my back again, and causing Harvey’s dick to pop out of my mouth. I pouted briefly until I saw Steve approaching my pussy with his dick in one hand and the retrieved digital camera in the other. He stuck the head of his hard member just inside the entrance to my vagina and then focussed the camera, the flash followed a few times as he got the shots he wanted, then he put the camera down on the coffee table again. 
 
    Steve pushed forward with his hips, driving himself into my tight teen cunt. He pushed in halfway, pulled out and then slammed himself home. I let out a sharp yell of pleasure, my pussy gripping him as tight as I could clench. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I haven’t felt anything like this in so long.” Steve said, withdrawing himself almost completely, then thrusting forward again, his movement punctuated by a slapping sound as his balls hit my ass. Harvey shifted out from underneath me and knelt on the floor beside my head so he could get his cock into my mouth again. 
 
    I pulled it towards my face and sucked it enthusiastically trying my best to get into a rhythm with Steve’s thrusts, which shook my body and caused my large breasts to wobble up and down. Harvey reached down and squeezed each of my breasts in turn, going back and forth between them as if he couldn’t make up his mind which one he liked the best. 
 
    Steve picked up the speed of his thrusts, and whichever breast Harvey wasn’t kneading at the time shook up and down at a furious pace. It almost hurt, so I grabbed my own tits to keep them relatively still, continuing to move my head up and down on Harvey’s cock with no help from my hands anymore. 
 
    I felt like I was the luckiest girl in the world, the first and second cocks I had ever seen in real life were inside my body at the same time and Steve was almost as good at fucking as Harvey was. Steve began to rub at my clit with one thumb as he thrust his erection into my tight pussy and I moaned around Harvey’s cock in appreciation, feeling the first stirrings of my second orgasm building. 
 
    Taking Harvey’s stiff dick out of my mouth I reached over and began to jerk his cock as I sucked and licked at his balls, leaving them hot and wet, still hanging heavy with the big load I wanted. At the other end of the couch I heard Steve began to groan and I felt his pace change and his cock swell. 
 
    “Only my Daddy can cum in me.” I said, briefly detaching my mouth from Harvey. 
 
    Continuing to pump at the head of Harvey’s erection I watched as Steve pulled himself out of my pussy and quickly grasped at it to jerk himself off. His cock was slick with my pussy juices and I stared lustily at the glistening head each time it appeared out the end of his hand. 
 
    Steve emitted a low sigh of ecstasy and I saw the first spray of cum shoot out of his cock, arcing over my body and leaving a trail of sperm from between my tits to my pubic hair. His second spurt hit me square in the belly button and pooled there. A final spurt hit me on the inner thigh and slowly began dribbling towards my crotch. 
 
    I sat up slightly and reached for his left hand, letting go of Harvey’s cock. Holding Steve’s wrist with one hand I worked his wedding ring off with my other. I laid back down and placed the ring in the pool of cum on my belly. 
 
    “I think that would make a good photo, don’t you?” I asked and Steve’s smile lit up his face as he picked up the camera again and took several photos of his semen mixing with the ink from the felt tip pen and coating his old wedding ring on the tight canvas of my trim body. It was a piece of modern art. 
 
    I sat up and pulled Steve back into a sitting position before getting on my knees, still on the sofa, and bringing my head down to his lap, my ass sticking up in the air. Harvey got the message and climbed behind me. I set about slowly cleaning his cum and my juices from Steve’s cock, mostly concentrating on the feel of Harvey’s erection as I once more felt it part my pussy lips and then finally enter me like I had wanted it earlier. 
 
    Steve took photo after photo of me cleaning him, it was like a strobe light. First I licked at his balls, catching the rivulets that had travelled from his shaft, then slowly tongued his full length. My body began shaking in unison with Harvey’s thrusts and again I felt my pleasure building. This was the main event for me, there’s nothing like Daddy’s dick. 
 
    Finally, with Steve’s cock so clean you could eat your dinner off it, I rested my head in his lap, nuzzling him as I savoured the hard fucking I was getting. The position I was in meant Harvey was penetrating me extremely deeply, as well as rubbing hard at the rear wall of my pussy, it was fantastic. 
 
    Steve sat back and caught his breath, stroking my hair slowly and occasionally reaching under my body to feel my wobbling tits. I felt flushes of heat all over my body as my second orgasm approached, like flash fires that were extinguished only to pop up somewhere else. When Harvey reached around my leg and rubbed at my clit there was no holding me back and I yelled my pleasure, muffled slightly by Steve’s genitals, which were resting on my face. My first orgasm had been raw and needful, a release of pent up energy, my second was slow and lingering, sending tingly sensations all over my body, tickling me with satisfaction and enjoyment. It seemed to go on forever, I closed my eyes and felt like I was floating in the darkness, with no idea which way was up. 
 
    From my position somewhere in the weightless void, I heard Harvey grunt and felt his semen blasting the inside of my pussy, spurt after spurt. My orgasm began to fade and I felt like I was slowly floating back down into my body. 
 
    I was totally exhausted and even though I was officially back in my body, I didn’t bother opening my eyes. I felt Harvey pull his cock out of me, and a torrent of cum leaked out of my pussy, running down my leg. Harvey stood up and I heard him take a deep breath and pick up his glass of whiskey and coke. 
 
    “You want your drink, princess?” He asked. 
 
    “You have it.” I said, I didn’t want to move. 
 
    “OK. Steve?” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I heard their glasses clink over me and Harvey sat back down on the couch. I turned over to lay on my back so I could drape my legs over him but kept my eyes closed. Steve gently stroked my hair like I was the most precious thing he had ever touched, I felt warm and safe as the two men talked and let the sound of their voices wash over me. 
 
    “Feeling better about Sharon?” Harvey asked. 
 
    “Who? Oh. Yeah, I actually don’t care about that at all anymore.” 
 
    “She’s so stupid.” I whispered from Steve’s lap. 
 
    At some point I fell asleep where I lay and my thoughts turned into dreams. I don’t know what time it was when I felt somebody gently shaking me, but it was still pitch black outside, I could see the living room via the light shining out of the kitchen. I was covered in a warm duvet, though apparently still naked and painted with cum underneath. 
 
    “Wake up, Anna. What are you doing out here?” It was my Mom. Despite my disorientation, I was able to come up with something plausible. 
 
    “Mmmm. I was watching a movie, I guess I fell asleep.” I said. 
 
    “OK. You awake enough to get yourself up to bed now?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. How was your night?” 
 
    “Oh, just grown-ups doing grown-up stuff. You’ll understand one day.” She said and turned to leave the room but paused and bent over, picking something up. It was Steve’s wedding ring. 
 
    “Is this yours, Anna?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “It looks too big for you.” 
 
    “I wear it on a necklace, it must have slipped off. A boy gave it to me.” 
 
    I extended my hand from under the cover and she placed it in my waiting palm. 
 
    “Oh Anna, you’re growing up so fast. Get yourself to bed, we might have to have the birds and the bees talk tomorrow.” She said and turned to leave again, walking towards the door. 
 
    “I’d rather we didn’t, Mom!” 
 
    “No, I insist, I’ve put it off far too long!” 
 
    At the time I wasn’t even sure if she was joking, but it turned out she was, thank god. I still have that ring and I do wear it on a necklace now, especially when Steve visits us. The first time he visited and saw me wearing it he looked very surprised, but smiled after a moment, I guessed he was ok with it. Whenever I see the ring I think of the picture he took of me with it resting in the pool of his cum on my belly, the words “You don’t deserve this cock, Sharon” and an arrow pointing down barely legible in black felt pen underneath the mess. 
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     “Mom… we’ve got something to tell you.” 
 
    I shuffled nervously on the spot.  I had known this day would have to come sooner or later, I just thought I would have more time.  Looking to my left I saw Harvey, my Step-Father, standing there with me.  My rock, my soul-mate.  He was everything I could ever imagine wanting in a man and we were in love. 
 
    “What is it, Anna?  I’ve got an appointment at the beauty salon.” 
 
    “Mom… I’m… uh… I’m pregnant.” 
 
    “What! You little fucking slut!  Where the hell have you been going, spreading your legs?  Don’t you God damn well think I’ll be there to clean up this mess.  What fucking deadbeat, dip-shit, kid just threw his life away with you?  You know what?  Don’t even tell me, it doesn’t matter, pack your shit and get out.  I worked too long and hard, I deserve some peace and quiet.  Harvey, speak up, we need to get her out, right?” 
 
    I looked back at Harvey, and his calm eyes stared into mine.   Just having him there, seeing him unfazed by my Mom’s tirade helped settle my terrorised heart down to a manageable pace.  I knew he wouldn’t let her hurt me or our baby.  He held his hand out to me and I grabbed it before we both turned back to face my Mother. 
 
    … 
 
    Tonight was going to be a special night.  Not only was it the first night in about three weeks that Harvey and I would have alone without my Mom in the way but Harvey had also promised some big news for me.  I couldn’t imagine what it was going to be, he’d been acting a bit strange lately. 
 
    Harvey was a savvy businessman, very proud of his software company, but lately he hadn’t been talking work around the dinner table at all.  My Mother didn’t notice, of course, all she cared about these days was that the profits kept coming in so she could maintain the lifestyle she had become accustomed to since marrying him.  Not that he was a super rich or anything, but the lifestyle he was able to provide for us was a hell of a lot better than the lifestyle we came from.  Everything was bought and paid for, he was debt free, we had far more than we needed to be comfortable. 
 
    If that had been his only strange behaviour I would have thought the news would revolve around work in some way but there was another thing he did that was really throwing off my guessing game.  One morning the previous week, he had slipped into my room after I’d taken my shower as I was sitting in front of my mirror putting moisturiser on my face, just generally going through my morning routine.  He bent down and kissed me, reaching a warm hand inside my bathrobe to cup my firm breast. 
 
    The kiss was wonderful.  I half-thought, as I did with increasing frequency, that it would be worth my Mom walking in on us so we could finish with this life of secrecy, so I could show everybody how much I loved my Daddy.  With a playful squeeze of my teen mound he withdrew his hand, the palm brushing teasingly across my nipple as he did so, and broke off the kiss.  Looking to the small table in front of us where I kept my conservative supply of make-up and other girly essentials he spotted what he had apparently come looking for and grabbed my birth control pills. 
 
    “Hey!  I need…” 
 
    “Shhhh… You don’t need them.  I’ve got some news.  I’ll tell you next week, your Mom’s going out next Friday.” 
 
    With no more hint than that he had left me sitting there with nothing but the fading warmth of his hand on my firm tit and the memory of a beautiful kiss.  It certainly did leave me wondering.  Was he shooting blanks so he could bareback me as much as we wanted?  Had he had a vasectomy?  I had absolutely no idea what it could mean. 
 
    When that fateful Friday rolled around I was on the edge of my seat the whole day, just waiting for my Mom to get out of the house for whatever silly thing she was going to do so that I could have my Harvey.  I did what I could to make sure Harvey was as eager as I was, ‘accidentally’ forgetting to put any panties on and wearing a scandalously short skirt around the house. 
 
    Another unfortunate ‘accident’ happened as I was clearing my plate from the breakfast table.  My Mom was at the sink, rinsing a plate and I dropped something on the floor beside where Harvey was sitting.  As any Health and Safety inspector will tell you, when picking something up off the floor it is important to not bend the knees in the slightest, especially when you want to make sure your Step-Father gets a good close-up look at your little pink pussy lips. 
 
    Harvey turned the tables on me when I felt a finger gently stroking my labia.  I stood bolt upright with a yelp and my Mother turned around and asked me what my problem was.  Harvey had both hands and eyes firmly on his newspaper by then but that was certainly pushing our luck.  I was so hot and bothered that I didn’t care, though.  All I knew was that I was going to get a good hard fuck by my Daddy that night and any ‘news’ he might have couldn’t compare to that fundamental truth. 
 
    I continued flashing Harvey throughout the day, from a safer distance, and my plan seemed to work.  As soon as the front door clicked shut behind my Mom, Harvey practically tackled me and held me up off the ground against the wall, my legs wrapped around him so my eager pussy was rubbing directly on that wonderful hard bulge at the front of his pants.  He pulled back and then pushed forward, thumping my ass against the wall and some generic art, a canvas print of a vase of flowers, fell with a crash to the floor.  Neither of us cared. 
 
    Harvey kissed me deeply, urgently, and I kissed him back, desperately roaming my hands all over his hard body, wanting to feel every part that I remember so well from our previous trysts, wanting to feel him in me, on me, all around me.  His hands reached under my skirt, still supporting me off the ground and I felt his welcome fingers tracing the folds of my sex whenever there was enough distance between our bodies for him to do so. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what a wonderful release it felt like just to have his hands on me again, to be able to squeal my pleasure at his touch without worrying about who might overhear. 
 
    “Fuck me, Daddy, I need you inside me,” I whispered in his ear. 
 
    Harvey took a step back, still carrying me with my legs wrapped around his waist and walked up the stairs like I weighed nothing at all.  I had expected him to fuck me right there against the wall, it would have been quick, dirty and oh-so-hot, more art may have fallen.  However, when he went to the stairs I knew he was going to take me in my bed, we’d done it there before.  That’s why I was so surprised when he turned to the right at the top and headed towards his room.  The room he still shared with my Mom. 
 
    I pulled my head back, breaking off a passionate kiss as I realised which way we were going. 
 
    “Your room?” 
 
    “Yes, Anna.  You’re the woman in my life now, I want you to share my bed.  That’s part of the news.” 
 
    I was so happy I could almost cry.  I knew I loved him more than my mother did, she had changed to a completely different person from the one who married Harvey, the woman I used to know.  Now she was just after his money.  I was absolutely swelling with love and lust for him at that moment, seeing that he had recognised my feelings and even returned them.  He carried me into his room and I felt like a bride being carried over the threshold. 
 
    Harvey paused by his tallboy and reached out, laying a picture of him and my Mom face down on the top, leaving only a picture of him and I back when we won the Daddy-Daughter race at my school, years and years ago, still standing.  He took me over to the bed where my Mother had been distancing herself more and more as she grew complacent and laid me down on top of the covers, my head sinking into the soft pillow as we got comfortable, Harvey never leaving his prized position between my legs. 
 
    No longer supporting my weight, Harvey ground his hard bulge against me with gentle, possibly unconscious, thrusts of his hips.  I was so wet for him I was sure I was already making a mess on his pants as the shaft of his hard cock pushed the material between my sopping folds.  Our mouths worked together as we kissed deeply, each playing with the other’s tongue, twirling around and around until Harvey pulled back and looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Anna, I took your birth control pills away because I want us to be together forever.  I want us to let nature take its course now.” 
 
    “But Daddy, I’m too young to get pregnant…” 
 
    “No you’re not, you’re a fertile young woman.  You don’t need to worry about anything, I’ll look after you and our baby if you get pregnant.” 
 
    “What about Mom?” 
 
    Harvey silenced my questions with a finger to my lips and a ‘shhhh’. 
 
    “Just think about it,” he said, moving down my body and nuzzling at my neck, planting kisses that seemed to drive all thoughts of protest out of my mind.  Harvey’s head soon became level with my breasts and he spent time giving them close attention.  Even after all the times Harvey had fucked me, watching with almost reverence as my big teen tits bounced in response to his hard thrusts, he still touched them with the same urgency as if he was going to be seeing them for the first time. 
 
    I remembered how nervous I had been about getting naked in front of my Step-Father, and how reassuring he had been, telling me what a great body I had and guiding me to mind-blowing orgasms ever since.  He was a much more experienced lover than any of the boys in my class could possibly have been and he had unleashed every modicum of that experience on my tender little pussy. 
 
    Now, with his lips kissing every square inch of exposed tit-flesh that my top allowed, I savoured the feel of his hot breath and rough stubble on my soft skin as ‘the woman in his life’.  I felt like I’d taken my place in the world, but was I ready to commit my body to him to the extent of risking pregnancy?  That was a big step to take so suddenly. 
 
    Harvey, with apparent reluctance at leaving my breasts, continued the downward journey across his favourite playground, my body, reaching the thin band of exposed navel between my shirt and skirt.  His soft lips and tongue tickled me until I squirmed in pleasure and he lifted my top to reveal my breasts in their black lacy bra. 
 
    “Oh my God, Anna, your tits are just fucking perfect,” he said, giving them both a firm squeeze. 
 
    Ordinarily I think Harvey would have concentrated on my chest for even longer, but it was my pussy that I had been teasing him with all day and he was a man on a mission.  Moving still lower, his face was finally between my legs and with a playful flick, the front of my skirt was flipped up to reveal my newly-shaven slit, smooth as silk and soaking wet for him even though he had barely touched me between the legs yet. 
 
    Harvey spent a while just admiring the youthful perfection that was my teen pussy, a pussy that only he had ever seen, touched or fucked aside from myself.  He had taken it forcefully, but I had given it gladly and now I thought of it as being just as much his as mine, I was beyond self-consciousness, simply happy to be able to pleasure him with the mere sight of my little bald folds. 
 
    That’s not to say that being looked at was better than being touched though!  I moaned lustily when I felt Harvey gently kiss my inner thigh, his rough stubble tickling me there too as he worked his way towards my pussy.  I pushed my sex towards him when I felt his hot breath on my lips, but he pulled back, teasing me, leaving me desperately wanting more as he mirrored his kisses on my other inner thigh and made my legs quiver. 
 
    Once more I felt his hot breath on my pussy and I ran my fingers through his short hair, pulling his face against me and feeling his skilled tongue gently parting my lips to sample the flavour of my honeypot.  Harvey moaned like I was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted and his deep voice vibrated through the folds of my sex, stimulating my clit, and I gasped in response. 
 
    I’d been on edge, needing sexual release, for so long that Harvey soon had my trickle of juices flowing like a river with his darting, flicking, tongue.  When he moved his mouth to my clit and inserted a finger into my tunnel I was almost beside myself with pleasure, my little bud peeking out from its hood to bask in the tongue bath my Step-Father was raining down on it. 
 
    “Uh! Uhh! Yes!”  I yelled, feeling an orgasm building in my belly, fuelled by every flick of his amazing tongue across my clit and every stroke of his finger across my G-spot.  It was like there were two competing sources of ecstasy, each vying to be the one to push me past the point of no return and make me cum, to claim another of my orgasms for some unknown scorecard. 
 
    It was a photo-finish, but by my reckoning it was Harvey’s tongue that received the points this time, flicking furiously at my most sensitive area until I couldn’t have stopped myself even if I had been paid to fix the results in his finger’s favour.  My breaths came short and sharp, catching in my throat every time I tried to exhale until I felt full of air to bursting point and my body’s self-imposed asphyxiation seemed to prolong my orgasm at its incredible height.  As if far below where my spirit was, I could feel my body shaking in euphoria, utterly blown away by the pleasure and release of the much needed orgasm. 
 
    When I was once more able to concentrate on the here and now, I found that Harvey was back on top of me and bending down for a kiss, wanting me to taste myself on him.  His lips and chin were absolutely drenched in my juices, I kissed, sucked, licked at him until he was as clean as I could make him and then laid back, pulling his head down with me so as to not break apart our locked lips. 
 
    Harvey slipped a hand under me, feeling for the clasp of my bra and I arched my back to give him better access, pushing my tits against his chest as I did so.  I felt for the buttons at the front of his shirt and began undoing all those that weren’t pinned between our bodies, slipping my hand under the material to feel his chest, hard muscles covering a rapidly beating heart underneath.  Unsnapping my bra with one hand, I felt the uncomfortable underwire release its strangle-hold on my chest and breathed a sigh of relief as I felt cool air hit the underside of my breasts. 
 
    Harvey sat up, still between my legs, and pulled my bra off, squeezing and kneading my tits while I undid the rest of the buttons on his shirt, exposing his muscular torso to my eyes.  He shrugged the shirt off and cast it aside before laying his body on top of mine.  I relished the feeling of my chest squashing against him, my nipples pressing against his as we kissed again. 
 
    I slid my hands down his body, across his abs and felt around at the waistline of his pants until I found the button, released it, and slowly pulled the zip down along the massive bulge directly behind it.  I couldn’t wait to get my hands on his bare cock, so didn’t even bother pushing his pants down, instead slipping my hand through the hole in the front of his boxers and wrapping my fingers around his throbbing thickness. 
 
    I began stroking his cock as well as I could, given the confines of his underwear, and Harvey broke off our kiss to savour the feeling of my small hand jerking him off and breathe a quiet affirmative of encouragement.  Pre-cum began leaking from the tip of Harvey’s hard dick and I spread it all around, making everything slippery as he started to thrust his length through my fingers, effectively fucking my hand. 
 
    Feeling his cock in my grasp and looking up at his handsome features with the scent of his aftershave subtly surrounding me, I felt all my worries melting away.  What more could I want from life than to be with Harvey always?  He said he’d look after me, and I believed it.  I loved him and wouldn’t make the same mistakes my Mom had in taking him for granted.  I looked up at him with big puppy-dog eyes and told him just what he wanted to hear. 
 
    “I want to be your little fuck toy forever, Daddy, cum inside me.” 
 
    I felt his already engorged cock swell in my hands in response to my words and gave him a playful squeeze, raising my head to whisper in his ear as he groaned with pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck my tight little pussy, it’s yours.” 
 
    Harvey didn’t appear to need any more encouragement than that, shifting his weight on to one arm and pushing his pants and underwear down with the other.  After a momentary entanglement caused by my hand being through the gap in the front of his boxers, his hard cock was free and already well slickened with the pre-cum I had spread all over. 
 
    I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it again, guiding it towards my eagerly awaiting pussy as Harvey slowly pushed forward.  My delicate pink folds were pushed aside as his hard cock advanced and I sucked air in through my teeth, feeling a momentary pang of pain due to his size and the time that had elapsed since I had last been stretched by his girth, it felt like my first time again.  I dreamed of the day when we could fuck almost constantly. 
 
    “Oh God, you’re so big it hurts, Daddy.” 
 
    “Do you need me to stop?” 
 
    “N… no… keep going.” 
 
    Harvey had paused only to ask his question, and with my consent resumed his masculine invasion of my most feminine place.  Harvey’s balls came to rest against my ass and I wrapped my legs around behind him, locking my ankles together and pulling him even harder against me, gritting my teeth against the burning ache that promised to turn into pleasure if only I could bear his size for just a little longer. 
 
    I felt Harvey pull back, my ass dragged off the bed due to the death-grip my legs had on him, and his cock partially extract from my pussy.  Mild pain or not, I felt empty and incomplete without him all the way inside that I literally squealed in pleasure when he slotted himself home again, my pain becoming overwhelmed even easier than I had thought it would be. 
 
    Harvey must have sensed my pleasure because there was certainly no talk or hint of ‘do you need me to stop’ anymore.  He pulled back and slammed himself into my pussy over and over again, lifting my lower body off the mattress with every out-stroke and pummelling my ass into it with every in-stroke, it was just the hard fucking that my neglected slit needed. 
 
    Unlocking my ankles I grabbed each of my legs at the knee and pulled them upwards, opening my pussy wide for him.  My eyes kept wanting to squint shut with the ecstasy of it all, but I forced them open a crack, just able to see my feet shaking with every solid ‘schlop’ sound of his cock plunging into my slit.  Now that Harvey was able to pull out until his head stretched my lips before powering into my depths again his thrusts made my tits wobble wildly between our bodies. 
 
    Splayed wide as I was, I squeezed the thick cock pounding into me with all my might, feeling the friction increase instantly as Harvey whispered a comment about my amazing pussy under his breath.  I felt the bumpy ridge of his cock head gliding over my G-Spot and, continuing to squeeze as hard as I could, felt my second orgasm fast approaching. 
 
    “I’m cumming… cumming for you… oh fuck…” 
 
    Harvey increased the pace of his thrusting, his hard and fast strokes felt almost like a constant hum between my legs as my pleasure grew and grew until the euphoria flooded from my sex into the rest of my body like a dam bursting.  The flood waters of ecstasy rushed through me, washing away all thoughts like a hapless village caught in the way of the torrent, leaving me with nothing but the incredible pleasure and the pounding vibrations of Harvey thrusting into me powerfully. 
 
    The water eventually receded, revealing a sopping mess where it had been.  I was a wreck, rocked by two powerful orgasms in quick succession, and still Harvey was thrusting into me like he could go all day.  I knew that wasn’t likely to happen, though, my pussy was too tight for him to prolong his climax forever. 
 
    That being the case I knew that Harvey would be depositing a sticky load of impregnating semen into my unprotected sex relatively soon.  As I recovered from my orgasm I thought about what changes it would mean for my body and my life if one of his sperm managed to find its way to one of my eggs.  I just couldn’t imagine my firm teen belly getting all big and round or my tits swelling up with milk, they were already big enough!  Not that it was an unpleasant thought, just hard to imagine. 
 
    Harvey slipped his hands under my knees, slinging my legs over his shoulders, and leaned in close, pushing me to my limits of flexibility and raising my ass off the bed slightly while he penetrated me as deeply as he ever had.  His weight supported by the back of my legs, Harvey’s hands were free to squeeze and caress my tits while he fucked me, and judging by the look on his face, this was his idea of heaven. 
 
    I could see he was getting close to cumming, and I couldn’t wait any longer for his creamy load so I mustered all of my remaining strength and squeezed at his pumping cock with my pussy muscles once more.  Harvey groaned in bliss and slammed his cock as deep as he possibly could into me, thoroughly coating my cervix with his first giant spurt. 
 
    This was far from the first time he had cum inside me, but as I sensed each wave of his little swimmers assault my fortress it certainly felt different.  The knowledge that my fertile womb was unprotected by rubber or medicine, that I was giving myself completely to my Step-Father made everything all the more intense.  To know I was lying with a man who had no problems with the commitment of fathering a child was so sweet, I felt almost on the verge of tears again. 
 
    At last spent inside me, Harvey remained on top as we caught our breath, kissed and cuddled for I don’t even know how long.  Finally, he rolled to the side and I nuzzled up to him, laying my head in his armpit as he held me close. 
 
    “And to think, I thought your news was going to be something to do with work.” 
 
    “Oh.  Actually, that is the other part of my news,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean?  What’s happened with work?” 
 
    “Well… I’ve been working on some high end security software.  It’s mighty clever if I do say so myself.” 
 
    “So modest,” I ribbed him good-naturedly. 
 
    “Anyway, we were going to bring it to market, but Tobin Enterprises got wind of it somehow.” 
 
    “As in President Tobin Enterprises?” 
 
    “The very same.  To cut a long story short, after an excruciatingly long period of due diligence, they are buying us out.  I’m going to be a man of leisure with a very big budget in the near future.” 
 
    “Congratulations, Harvey, that’s awesome.  You deserve it.” 
 
    “Thanks.  It really made me think about my future a bit more, which is why I have to break up with your Mother.  According to the terms of our pre-nup she’s going to be well looked after, but she’s not going to be married to a multi-multi-multi-multi,” he took a deep breath, “multi-multi-multi millionaire.  Not like you.” 
 
    “Was… was that a proposal?” 
 
    “Yes.  No.  Sort of.  Obviously things are complicated with us at the moment.  I’ve been racking my brains trying to think of a way to let your Mom down reasonably gently, but I just haven’t been able to come up with anything.  You got any ideas?” 
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    ***** 
 
    I sat in my chair at the head of the table watching as Sally, the pretty young head-of-department, presented to the board of directors of my company for the first time. She’d shown a hell of a talent in the raw materials resource division that she worked in, found great deals, made me a lot of money over the years. She was the natural choice to be promoted when old Gerald McLean had retired. Today she was the bearer of bad news, though, and she was visibly nervous. 
 
    My family had been involved with the terraforming of Mars for generations, we were there from the start. I am directly descended from Captain James Merton and Doctor Noralee Cane, the first humans to set foot on the red planet, my Great-Great-Great-Great-Grandfather was born there, another first for Mars. 
 
    I’m not kidding myself, I know my family name has opened a lot of doors for me as well as a lot of legs, but I’ve done my best to make it under my own steam. I was responsible for the design, manufacture and transport of the solution to the most difficult hurdle we’d come up against in terraforming dead Mars. Merton’s magnets, they were called by laymen. It was a ludicrous simplification of how my invention worked, but the name stuck and I even began to use the term myself when describing the devices I was putting in orbit around Mars. 
 
    Already Mars had been given a weak magnetic field and the atmosphere being generated on the surface was no longer being entirely blasted away by solar winds, it was beginning to build up somewhat. However, the planet needed a stronger magnetic field still. By the time this particular government contract had come to completion, there would be practically no gaps between each individual orbiting magnet and Mars would have a tiny artificial ring around it, somewhat akin to the more famous rings of Saturn. 
 
    Aside from that, I’d inherited huge land-holdings on the red planet. Much of the land had been carefully selected taking into account estimated sea levels once the polar ice caps melted. For now the vast majority of it was useless to me, but it was something I might be able to enjoy in my old age, or give to my own kids if I ever had any. 
 
    However, some of my land was home to the vast majority of usable accommodation and industrial buildings and sites on the whole planet. Mars was contributing to the solar-system-wide economy in two ways, firstly in the mining of various ores. Secondly as a kind of way-station for missions that were further afield from Earth, such as the biological surveys being done on Europa, or the mining being done in the asteroid belt. 
 
    Once the population of Mars had more liveable area to sprawl out into, build and grow on, it would change the economy of the entire solar system. Between my various endeavours and inheritances I, or the aforementioned hypothetical children, was poised to be the richest human who had ever lived. It would have been an understatement to say I had a lot invested in Mars, so the news that Sally was imparting was not helping my mood in the slightest. 
 
    The government had been selling up its stake in Mars, hoping that private industry would be able to make something of the land there, while the government retained a minority share and collected revenue for doing pretty much nothing. It was still a good deal, considering what my inventions were going to do. 
 
    Sally’s presentation moved to a map showing the main area in use by humans on Mars, overlaid with colours representing ownership. Most of the map was red, representing myself, but the map didn’t look quite as good for me as it used to. A dagger of blue representing the Kozlov Corporation was sticking into the vast swathe of red that represented Merton-Cane Holdings. Alternatively, some of the more blunt media outlets had said it was a giant blue cock in my red ass. 
 
    I’d never admit it in interviews, but to be honest, it is the second metaphor that felt closer to the truth. I was being fucked in the ass, and I didn’t like it one bit. Sally explained that a few weeks ago, the government had announced they were accepting tenders for two more lots of land. If I didn’t win those tenders, and Kozlov did, it would be a slippery slope as far as a lot of my endeavours were concerned. It wasn’t that Kozlov would have a huge amount of land, or overly useful land, it was the placement. 
 
    Kozlov and his representatives kept their cards close to their chest in interviews, just as I did, but it didn’t take a genius to see what he was doing. Kozlov Corporation would soon be strategically dividing most of my best mining sites from the main point of on/off planet transportation. So what? Well, Kozlov Corporation was then going to be the owner of the first toll road on Mars. I’d have to pay huge sums to transport anything, or go the long way around. Either way it would make many of my operations economically infeasible. 
 
    My ‘Planet Manager’ (official title being Chief Strategic Officer) Warwick Polzin had really dropped the ball it seems, it was a series of his direct fuck ups that had cost me those lots now held by the Kozlov Corporation. Sally went on to describe shortages of Palladium, a core requirement of my Merton’s Magnets, and general high prices of most useful commodities. My teeth were grinding by the time she finished. 
 
    “Thanks for that illuminating presentation, Sally. Time to get back to work everybody. Jim, I need to speak to you in private. Sally, wait outside, Jim will send you in when I’m done with him.” 
 
    My employees filed out, leaving Jim Pearson, the person who I’d known pretty much all my life, he grew up on the same street as me and I trusted him more than anybody else in the world. Any world. 
 
    “Jim, I’m going to have to go to Mars myself and clean this all up. If I leave straight away I can be there in time to sort out those next two tenders on site and in person. I’ll also be giving Polzin a flying lesson out the front doors.” 
 
    “I thought you might say something like that. I take it you don’t want anybody to know you’re going there?” He asked. 
 
    “Exactly right. I think I’ll take a vacation for a few months if anybody asks.” 
 
    “I know the drill, we’ve got this routine down. Anything else?” 
 
    “No. I’ll make my own arrangements. Send Sally in and I’ll hope to see you in several months rather than several years, old friend.” 
 
    Jim smiled wryly. “Don’t be too hard on her, Xavier, she’s young, she’s got a bright future with us.” 
 
    “You want the video of her when I’m done, right?” 
 
    Jim paused. “Yes. See you when you get back.” 
 
    He left the room, closing the door behind him. A few moments later Sally walked through the door, closing it behind her as well. Nervously she walked towards me and I watched her wordlessly. I’d only spoken to her very briefly in the past, but once she was promoted to head of department, I made it my business to make myself at the very least aware of her basic information, as I tried to do for all my staff that held higher than entry-level positions. 
 
    Sally Copeland, 25 years old, graduated top of her class and was a rising star in Merton-Cane Holdings. Men double her age reported to her and called her “Ma’am”. She was dressed in an expensive women’s dress suit that screamed ‘successful businesswoman’ as blatantly as it showed off her legs. Her pretty face and dark eyes were framed by warm brown hair, kept tidy and professional even though it was loose and hung down approximately level with her chin. She was sexy, successful and smart. She was hot shit, and she knew it. She was used to being in charge. 
 
    “Coffee. Milk and sugar. The kitchen is over there.” I said and watched the range of emotions play across her face. Surprise, anger, fear that I had noticed her anger, resignation. 
 
    “Yes sir!” she chirped and turned in the direction I had pointed. 
 
    I watched her ass twitch through her skirt with each step she took and felt a stirring in my pants. She was good at her job and Jim was right, she had a bright future with us, but in her presentation she had mentioned something that showed she too could make mistakes. I was going to fuck her so she would always remember the time she didn’t maintain her high standards of work and she was going to like it. They always ended up liking it, I guess that’s just part of the package when you’re a famous trillionaire. 
 
    Sally returned with the coffee, I accepted it and leaned back in my chair, which reclined slightly. Too much milk, too much sugar, but I drank it anyway. 
 
    “Take a seat, Sally.” I said, and she made for the nearest chair to mine at the board table. 
 
    “Stop. Are you a member of the board?” I asked. 
 
    “No sir.” She responded, stopping dead in her tracks and looking back at me nervously. 
 
    “Then you don’t sit in Jim’s seat.” I patted the top of the table in front of me “Sit here.” 
 
    “Sir?” she asked, knowing I was serious, but hoping I wasn’t, nevertheless. I gave her a stern look that communicated the fact that she had better get with the program. Sally looked around as if checking that there was nobody else in the room and hopped up, I caught a flash of white panties as she quickly crossed her legs and tried to pull her skirt down to make it as long as possible. 
 
    “Nasty business, this Kozlov land grab, don’t you think, Sally?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes sir, but it’s definitely fixable, as long as you get to those last two lots, your mining operations won’t be affected.” 
 
    “I think you’re right there. I would probably need to get the tenders underway as soon as humanly possible to give us the best shot of winning. Wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “Hmmm. So, tell me, when were those tenders announced?” 
 
    “A few weeks ago.” 
 
    “And when did you tell me about them?” 
 
    “Today.” Sally gulped and rushed out the beginning of an excuse. “I knew I was due to present today at…” 
 
    “Stop right there.” I held out my hand in a halting gesture. “I don’t appreciate any action, or inaction, jeopardising everything my family has built up.” 
 
    I stood up and set the god-awful coffee down on the table. 
 
    “You were told when you got your promotion, weren’t you, that a lot more was expected of you?” 
 
    “Yes Sir.” Sally tried to make herself as small as possible, as if I would suddenly forget she was there and she could sneak off. 
 
    “So how am I going to make sure you remember to report important information?” I said. I moved closer to her and reached down with both hands, inserting them between her knees and pushing her legs apart. I stepped into the opening and leaned in close, whispering in her ear. 
 
    “What can I do that you’ll remember?” 
 
    Sally was breathing through her mouth, her body obviously needing more air than she could comfortably extract through her nose. I placed my hands on her knees and slid my fingers along the outside of her thighs, slipping under her skirt and pushing it up as I moved. Sally put her hand on my chest as if she was going to push me away, but she didn’t. 
 
    “Please don’t” she whispered “I’m getting married this weekend.” 
 
    Her skirt was up around her hips by this time and I reached around to grab her from behind with both hands, pulling her forwards. Her ass slid along the smooth surface until the crotch of her panties made solid contact with the bulge straining at the front of my pants. 
 
    “Uhn!” she squeaked, and still didn’t push me away. 
 
    “But Sally, you want to make me happy don’t you? You want to do what I say?” 
 
    Sally bit her lip and closed her eyes, obviously fighting some internal battle. 
 
    “Yes sir.” She said finally, and did I feel her push her pussy against me? I believe I did. 
 
    I undid the buttons of Sally’s carefully chosen suit jacket and white shirt, exposing her large breasts in a lacy black bra. Sally was grinding against me with her pussy, not trying to fight herself anymore. Her bra was of the variety that clasps at the front, squashing her breasts together and making the already large pair truly noteworthy. I freed them and pinched her nipples, she moaned and rubbed her pussy against me even harder. 
 
    I cupped each breast, feeling their weight, pressing them together and letting their flesh overflow my hands before letting them go. Sally had both her hands planted on the table behind her, supporting her upper body and preventing herself from being moved from the edge as she pushed at me, rubbing her slit on my hard cock through our clothes, just as I knew she would. 
 
    “Stand up, bend over and put your tits on the table.” I instructed and she was beyond resistance, she was putty in my hands, ready to do anything I wanted, like every woman before her. Sally’s skirt fell back down as she stood, turned around and bent over. She gasped as her breasts squashed against the cold surface of the table and she looked over her shoulder waiting to see what I would do. 
 
    I pulled her skirt back up and cupped her sex through her soaking wet panties, she was radiating heat and pushed back against my hand in sexual desperation. 
 
    “What’s his name?” I asked. 
 
    “Who?” she panted. 
 
    “The man you’re marrying this weekend.” 
 
    “S…Simon.” She said quietly as if remembering him for the first time in several minutes. 
 
    “Does he know how wet I make you?” 
 
    “No.” she whispered. 
 
    I pulled down her panties, exposing her pink pussy lips to the air of the room. Without the panties there to soak up her juices, they leaked out and ran freely down her leg as I rubbed her clit. Sally took deep breaths in and loud moans out and her legs began to quiver. 
 
    I removed my hand from her clit long enough to unzip my pants and pull my hard cock out. Without warning I aimed it at her slit and thrust it in using one hard stroke until my pelvis slapped against her ass, which wobbled as she gasped in shock. 
 
    I didn’t waste time building up pace, I just fucked her hard until her ass was almost a blur of movement and the slap of our bodies almost sounded like applause. After a while, I slowed my pace and leaned over so I could whisper in her ear. 
 
    “Does Simon ever fuck you like this?” I asked. 
 
    “No.” she breathed. 
 
    “Why not?” I almost stopped in honest confusion. 
 
    “He’s waiting for marriage.” She said over the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her pussy. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “You’re no virgin though.” 
 
    “No, but he is. We…uhn… he wanted to wait.” 
 
    I interrupted her sentence with a harder thrust and smiled. 
 
    “But you’ve missed the cock haven’t you, Sally? You’re a cumslut from way back aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, I miss it.” She said as her breathing got heavier. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I’m a cumslut.” She admitted and it seemed that was the release she needed as she began to buck and writhe on the table pushing her pussy back at me with urgency, cumming on my cock. Her pussy quivered and clenched sporadically and the board room echoed with her yells. 
 
    At last she began to quieten and in a few minutes she was almost entirely still while I continued to thrust my erection into her slit. 
 
    “Are you ever going to tell him what happened here?” I asked. 
 
    “No, it would crush him.” 
 
    “But when he finally does fuck you, you’re going to be thinking of me, aren’t you?” 
 
    Sally was quiet for a long time, finally she whispered “Yes.” 
 
    I looked down at my cock repeatedly disappearing between the pink lips of her pussy and then looked up at her face. 
 
    “I’m going to cum inside you.” I said. 
 
    “Please no, I’m not on birth control!” she said. I was taking the male birth control pill myself, but she didn’t need to know that and I spilled my seed into her as my orgasm exploded from the head of my cock, shooting pleasure into my body and leaving me unable to do anything but pump her full of cum, which seemed to fill her vagina and spilled out around my dick as my thrusts slowed. 
 
    I extracted myself from her. 
 
    “Clean me.” I said, and she slid off the table directly to her knees, licking every trace of our combined sex juices off my cock as even more slopped out of her pussy to join the rest of it on the floor. When she was done I sat back down in my chair and watched her straighten herself out. She looked lost in her own thoughts. 
 
    “Time to get back to work, Sally.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything as she headed for the door. Before it closed behind her, I called out “Have a good weekend!” 
 
    Jim would like the board room security footage I was going to send him, I was sure, but until then I had lots of arrangements to make for an almost immediate departure to Mars. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My mood had been pretty black since it became apparent I was going to have to make the trip. It didn’t get any better once I noticed the writing stencilled on to the side of the container I had just unclipped and pried open. It didn’t say much, just ‘Real Companions Ltd Model 5-155FSBL-B’ 
 
    “Those cunts!” I yelled to nobody but myself, I was the only person on my small ship. I’d paid top dollar for a top of a line companion for this trip and here I was with a series-5, something that hadn’t been a current model in… I didn’t even know how long. This had to be a joke. 
 
    Ever since humans had tested the psychological effects of long-term space travel it had been known that it could do terrible things to a person’s mind cooped up all alone for months on end. It was solitary confinement, it was a kind of torture. Packing a bunch of men into a sardine can for several months didn’t fare much better, and in some cases it was much worse. With testosterone building up, there were assaults and murders at incredibly high rates. 
 
    Any claim that women had in regards to being better able to get along peacefully with each other was effectively dismissed when the ill-fated ship ‘Feminista’ had crashed into a volcano on Io in the middle of an apocalyptic hair-pulling, scratching, slapping fight amongst the all-female crew. 
 
    No, it seems we were biologically hardwired to need each other to stay sane. We grew up together on Earth, and if we ever wanted to go very far, we would go together or not at all. There was something poetic and beautiful about that but the advance of technology doesn’t stop and for these ‘shorter’ journeys a robot that didn’t need any supplies beyond what they carried inside them was the only way to go as far as companionship was concerned. Every extra kilogram of food and water that I needed cost a huge sum to get off the ground and across the void of space. 
 
    I picked up the instruction manual and flicked through it, barely sparing a glance at the naked female form wrapped in slightly opaque plastic inside the box. I flicked through the manual not because I needed to be told how to work the damn thing, everybody already knew that, but because there should have been a selection of personality chips stuck to one of the covers or pages. There was not. I threw the manual into the corner of the room. 
 
    “That’s fucking typical.” 
 
    I didn’t know whether this thing would even turn on without the chip, I couldn’t remember hearing of anybody trying it. That’s not to say it hadn’t been done, what people did with these robots they didn’t usually talk about anyway, it’s just that I hadn’t heard. I hope I wasn’t going to be reduced to fucking a cold immobile doll like somebody from the 19th century. Or was it the 20th? I shrugged to myself, the lineage of the 5-155FSBL-B wasn’t something I really cared much about. 
 
    I ripped open the plastic, revealing an utterly convincing facsimile of a petite blonde woman of slightly over 5 feet tall, slim with B-cup breasts. At least they had got that part of my order right. My brows furrowed slightly. I didn’t remember the series-5 having such realistic skin. When Jim and I had got our hands on one and reprogrammed it when we were in high school, it was good enough for us, but we were horny teenagers. Teenagers from distant generations ago had probably greased up knot holes in trees for all I knew, so we were lucky. 
 
    I bent in closely, looking at the smooth flawless skin of its navel and up towards the curve of one of its breasts. I honestly couldn’t tell the difference between it and reality. I guessed it must have been a newly reconditioned model, which was another slap in the face as far as my order was concerned. Still, even the series-8 I’d had once before didn’t have as convincing a veneer as this, so that was something. 
 
    I don’t know what I was expecting when I pressed the ‘on’ button at the top of the remote control, still wrapped in plastic. I certainly wasn’t expecting what actually happened though. 
 
    The robot in the container gasped as if for air and flailed wildly in the plastic, which rustled loudly. It looked at me and screamed. I was already off balance due to the surprise of the gasp and frenzied movements, the banshee yell sent me backwards tripping over my own feet. I landed on my ass, hard, and skidded into the wall, knocking my head. The thud reverberated inside my skull as if it was hollow and I saw stars for a moment. 
 
    The sound of rustling plastic stopped, to be replaced by the sound of fast and shallow breaths. From my position on the floor I saw a hand grip the side of the container, then blonde hair raised up and it peeked over the edge. If I hadn’t known better I’d have said it was terrified. 
 
    “Where am I?” it asked. I didn’t know what to say for a moment. They were supposed to ask what I wanted. 
 
    “Uh… space? On your way to Mars.” 
 
    Its eyes darted from side to side, taking in the bare, clinical, room as if seeking escape. 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” Another mind-boggling question. They always shipped with a simple set of white linen clothes, but they didn’t usually spend much time in them. 
 
    “They should be in the box with you.” What was I doing, answering its questions? I must have been mildly concussed I decided. 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get out!” it yelled. The sheer volume, combined with the nasty bump on the head made my head throb. Without pausing any further to contemplate the strange power-dynamic between myself and what was supposed to be a toy and distraction, a chattel, I scrambled for the door, relieved when it slid shut behind me. 
 
    “What the fuck was that?” I said to myself and walked to my chair, my legs shaky. 
 
    I don’t know how long I sat there for, my head pounding, staring out into the blackness, but it felt like a long time. At last I heard the door sliding open and turned to see it walk into the cockpit, looking defiant now, chin held high. I felt the remote in my hand, and readied my thumb over the power button in case it went crazy again. 
 
    “Took you long enough.” I said, determined to assert myself in this fucking crazy situation. “Get me a cup of coffee, milk and sugar, then come back here and suck my dick.” 
 
    “Get your own coffee, and suck your own dick, asshole.” It responded “You need to turn this around and take me home. I don’t know who you are, but you’re in serious trouble.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about? Where exactly do you think you’re from?” 
 
    Its eyes looked up and to the left then its brow furrowed as its eyes looked down. 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I said. 
 
    It looked back at me. 
 
    “You’re bleeding.” 
 
    I touched my hand to the back of my head and felt a warm sticky mess there. Bringing my hand into my line of vision I saw it was coated in my blood, looking down, I saw some had trickled down my neck and over my shoulder. 
 
    “The first aid kit is in that drawer there.” I pointed “Patch me up.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Say please.” 
 
    “Get the fuckin’ first aid kit!” 
 
    It stomped over to the drawer, flushed with what looked like anger, and returned with the first aid kit. 
 
    “I’m only doing this because I need you to take me home when I remember where it is, and because you fell over when I screamed, even though that is your fault too.” 
 
    “Whatever.” I said and bent my head down so she could clean me up. 
 
    I heard it rummage through the kit, looking for some sterile wipes or bandages or something and then felt its hands on the back of my head, dabbing delicately. After a while it stopped. 
 
    “You’re still bleeding, but not much. Hold still, I’m going to tie your hairs together, there are no stiches in this kit.” 
 
    Taking small bunches of hairs on each side of the cut, it tied several knots together, effectively closing the small wound. It felt a million times better. 
 
    “Now, that coffee.” I said. 
 
    It bunched its fists and looked like it was fuming mad. 
 
    “Please!” I said, quickly, silently chastising myself for giving in to it again. 
 
    “OK, here’s the deal. I’m going to make your god damned coffee and then you’re going to tell me exactly what is going on here. Where are the kitchen facilities?” 
 
    I pointed at another of the doors that led out of the cockpit. 
 
    “There.” 
 
    It left the room and while it was gone I cleaned up the blood soaked swabs she’d used to clean my cut and put them in the disposal. After several minutes it returned and handed me a steaming cup of delicious smelling coffee. It sat in the only other chair and watched me drink. I decided to ignore it for the time being and swivelled my chair to look at my screen, trying to concentrate on all my Martian problems. I tell you that coffee tasted good. 
 
    After processing precisely zero percent of the information I’d read over the course of several minutes, my coffee was done. I put my cup down and turned to face the robot again. 
 
    “That was a good coffee, now how about that blowjob?” 
 
    “Who the fuck do you think you are?” It asked. 
 
    That was the last straw. Nobody spoke to me like it had been speaking to me, not my employees, not my friends, not even Kozlov and certainly not my god damned robot cum bucket. I stood up and advanced upon it. It stood up too, as if to fight me, but I was so much bigger that I forced it back against the wall and held its wrists. It looked up at me with a disconcerting imitation of growing fear. 
 
    “I am your fucking owner! You are a robot, a fuck toy!” I yelled. 
 
    It struggled against me. 
 
    “And you’re obsolete!” 
 
    “No! Let me go!” it screamed, and then the most shocking thing I’d ever seen happened. It looked up at me and there were tears, honest to god tears in its eyes as it continued to struggle. I let it go and backed away, absolutely gobsmacked. It ran back to the storage room where I’d unpacked it earlier and the door slid shut behind it. 
 
    “Holy shit.” I said and slumped back down into my chair. This was insanity. How hard was that bump on my head? I must have been seeing things. I picked up my cup and went back to the kitchen to make myself another coffee, drinking it with a shaky hand in my chair. When it was done I set the cup down and looked to the storage room. 
 
    I fully intended to walk in there, press the button on the remote and end this madness, but when I opened the door I was met with the sounds of unrestrained sobbing. I felt like a monster. I couldn’t bring myself to just switch it… her off. I looked around the room and spotted her sitting on the floor in the corner, her knees pulled up protectively. Clutched in a shaking hand was the instruction manual that had been in the container with her. 
 
    She looked at me and I saw desperation on her face. 
 
    “I’m not a person.” She said in a heart-wrenching tone between sobs, before breaking down even further. I walked over and crouched down beside her. 
 
    “Don’t touch me!” She managed to get out and continued, every word punctuated by a sob. “I don’t want to be a fuck toy. You’re the only person I know and I don’t like you. I’m scared!” 
 
    I took a deep breath, hardly knowing where to begin. 
 
    “Look, I’m just as confused as you.” I paused “Well… maybe not, but I’m pretty confused. I didn’t want to scare you or anything, no robot has ever reacted like you before.” 
 
    Her sobs continued unabated, her shoulders hitching up and down with each one. My attempt at consolation obviously wasn’t helping, but I forged ahead anyway. 
 
    “Listen, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. We’ve got off on completely the wrong foot. I’m not an asshole usually, I swear.” 
 
    She looked up at me, tears flowing freely down her cheeks. 
 
    “Just leave me alone. Please, leave me alone, I… I need to think.” 
 
    “OK. I’ll be just out there if you want to talk, or in my room, the door next to the kitchen.” 
 
    I left her there to her own… thoughts. It was getting harder by the minute to refer to her without assigning the attributes of personhood. Back in the cockpit I reread the information I’d failed to take in earlier, and failed to take it in again. I locked down the controls and then cleaned myself and went to bed. I locked my door. 
 
    ***** 
 
    For three days there was no sight or sound from the storage room that could be detected through the closed door in the cockpit. I did what work I could, but thoughts of her kept invading my mind. Something completely unique and unimagined was in the storage room of my ship, and I’d treated it like a piece of shit. I felt ashamed of myself. 
 
    On the fourth day the door slid open and she walked through. She still looked miserable, so the words that came out of her mouth very much caught me off guard. 
 
    “Fuck me.” She said, with a waver to her voice. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m for, isn’t it? To fuck you and keep you sane on a long journey? That’s what it says in my…instruction manual. I’m a f…fuck toy. You said so yourself.” 
 
    She undid the buttons on the front of her shirt and shrugged the garment off. The light material fell to the floor with the quietest whisper of sound. She pushed her small breasts forward as if daring me to touch them. To my eye she was perfect. She should be, she was physically everything I had requested and more realistic than any robot I had ever seen or heard of. The conflict in my mind about her being an object or a person prevented me from fulfilling her request though. This was something that needed to be handled with care. 
 
    I stood and walked to her. As I got closer, I was able to see that there were fresh tears on her cheeks. This fuelled the conflict of person vs object, but did at least make my current course of action an easier decision. I knelt down in front of her and picked up her shirt. I swirled it around behind her and draped it over her shoulders. 
 
    “I was wrong to say that. Whatever you are, you’re unlike anything I’ve ever heard of. Can we start again, pretend I wasn’t an asshole, pretend you didn’t just wake up in a box with me looking down at you?” 
 
    “How do we do that?” she asked. 
 
    “For a start, put your shirt back on.” 
 
    She slid her arms back into the sleeves and I was given one last tantalising glimpse of her perky breasts and pink nipples as the shirt parted at the front briefly. My subconscious mentally kicked me for passing up the opportunity for sex, but I knew it was the right thing to do. The wonderful view was gone as quickly as it had appeared as she buttoned her shirt. 
 
    “Now what?” she asked. 
 
    I stuck out my hand. 
 
    “Xavier Merton-Cane, I’ll be accompanying you to Mars for the next few months.” 
 
    Her small hand reached out and grabbed mine softly. She looked relieved and a timid smile even touched the corners of her mouth, lighting her whole face up. My heart beat like when I was a nerdy schoolboy trying to talk to the head cheerleader. 
 
    “I’m…” the smile faded from her face “I don’t know my name.” 
 
    Our hands remained clasped together as I thought. 
 
    “Hmmm… well, there’s an old tradition that the first female is called Eve. As far as I know, you’re the first of… whatever you are. Would you like to be called Eve?” 
 
    “Eve.” She said the word, as if testing how it sounded. “Yes… that feels appropriate, somehow. I’m Eve.” 
 
    Our hands raised and lowered in a formal greeting, then parted. 
 
    “Do you remember anything before waking up here, Eve?” I asked. 
 
    “Not really. Flashes of light, some beeps and rapid clicks. Nothing that makes sense.” 
 
    “When you first stormed out here, you were making demands about going home, you seemed pretty sure of yourself.” 
 
    “I know, I remember, but when I thought about where home was, I drew a blank.” She looked towards the ground. “I just felt sure that I had a home, that my whole life wasn’t confusion and terror… that somebody loved me and would miss me if I wasn’t there. It… hurts to be wrong about all that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I know I didn’t help with the confusion and terror. We’re going to be alone together for a while, so I’ll try to make that up to you if I can. Now that you’ve had a chance to think about things for a while, do you know what it is you want to do?” 
 
    “I have no idea. I guess for now I’d settle for not feeling confused and scared. Could you… this is going to sound stupid… could you just hold me?” 
 
    “Yes, I can do that.” 
 
    I held my arms out and she walked into them, resting her head on my chest and wrapping her own arms around me. I held her close, pulling her in with one arm. With my other hand I stoked her soft blonde hair, trying to be as unthreatening as possible, trying to undo the damage I did a few days previous. Her firm breasts pressed into my body and my heart beat at a quicker pace again, like when she had smiled at me. If I was going to help with her confusion, who was going to help me with mine? 
 
    Time flew as I held her, but after a while I felt Eve pull away. 
 
    “Thank you, believe it or not I feel a lot better already. You really aren’t going to hurt me, are you?” 
 
    “I promise you I won’t.” 
 
    Eve took in a deep breath and let it out with a whoosh. “Well, I suppose I’d like to feel somewhat useful while I get my bearings. I’m supposed to keep you sane, so what can I do for you? You know, besides… that.” 
 
    “Uh… well, if it isn’t too much trouble, I’d love another cup of coffee. The one you made me before was perfect, I couldn’t even make it that well myself.” I paused, then added “Please.” 
 
    She smiled and then walked gracefully and silently on her bare feet to the kitchen, returning shortly afterwards with another cup of the best coffee I’d ever had. 
 
    “So, we’re going to Mars, you say?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Why? Wait, you’re Xavier Merton-Crane, you own most of Mars and you’re getting fucked in the ass by Kozlov Corporation… how did I know that?” 
 
    I stared for a moment at the succinct and brutal summary. 
 
    “I guess technically you’re right, but Kozlov Corporation hasn’t actually penetrated my ass just yet, that’s what I’m going to Mars for, to fix that situation. Robots are loaded with a news feed and certain basic information before they’re shipped out so they are up to speed on current affairs. It’s how you know English, for example. It’s how you know what Mars is.” 
 
    “Oh. How are you going to stop Kozlov?” 
 
    “It’s actually not going to be that hard. I just have to get there and stop my Chief Strategic Officer, Warwick Polzin, from making two more specific fuck-ups. I’d have told him to step down already, but if I’m not there to replace him and supervise his leaving, there’s no telling what damage he’ll do on his way out, what information he’ll take. As long as he doesn’t see it coming and he gets thrown out of the building by security within minutes of finding out, then that’s disaster averted as far as I can see.” 
 
    “I thought it was somewhat more serious than that.” 
 
    “That’s the media being sensationalistic for you. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t misspeak when I said ‘disaster averted’, but as long as I can sort out just a couple issues, the land that Kozlov owns won’t hurt me, and it won’t do them much good either. In the long run they’ll sell up, and make a huge profit because of how much more useful I will have made Mars, but that won’t matter to me.” 
 
    “You sound like you’ve got everything under control.” 
 
    “I do.” I hoped I didn’t sound too smug. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Eve proved to be a great listener, and superb company. All day, every day, for weeks she sat with me and pored through screens of reports, analysing all the transactions that had resulted in that blue dagger, or blue cock if you prefer, on the map of Mars. She was keeping me sane, as was her job, but she was driving me crazy too. Locked in a confined space with my perfect woman, the fear long gone from her eyes and replaced by a spark of mischievous humour, and I felt self-conscious about how I acted for the first time in my life, I wanted to earn her trust. 
 
    One morning I woke up and entered the cockpit where we’d been working and saw Eve sitting in her chair, feet kicked up on the table, hands behind her head, looking pleased with herself. 
 
    “Morning, Xavier, sleep well?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure did. You look like you’re taking a well-earned break. Find anything useful overnight?” 
 
    “You could say that.” She said, mysteriously. 
 
    I waited. Eve continued smiling without giving anything away. 
 
    “Ask me!” she finally blurted out excitedly. 
 
    “What did you find?” I humoured her. 
 
    “Polzin. He’s not a fuck up.” 
 
    “Well, that’s an interesting opinion to have about somebody who is single-handedly sabotaging his job security.” 
 
    “Not his real job.” 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” This sounded interesting. 
 
    “He works for Kozlov. He’s actually even a distant cousin of Kozlov.” 
 
    “No shit.” 
 
    “I shit you not. I thought it was really strange that a man with the education Polzin has, with the work record he has, would suddenly start making such simple mistakes. So I started looking into tax records, seeing who worked at the places he used to work at, who he went to college with, who he went to school with, what his ancestry was, right down to who his wet nurse was.” 
 
    “He had a wet nurse?” I couldn’t help but laugh. Had my female companion, model unknown, made a joke? 
 
    “No. Stay focussed.” She smiled despite the reprimand and continued. “It’s complicated, but I’ve put it all into a single file for you to check. As far as the records can tell, he met Kozlov when he was fifteen at a family reunion. After that, he went to the same college, though their years of study only overlapped during one year. The real damning stuff is the fact that they own a lot of the same companies and have shared investments. It’s all like majority share here, off-shore account there, tax haven here, silent investor there but it ties them together completely if you dig through it, and he’s been doing it the entire time he’s been employed by you.” 
 
    “You’re amazing.” I could think of no other way to describe her. 
 
    “Just wait until you hear the good news!” 
 
    “That wasn’t the good news?” What could be better than that? If all this was true, it would be trivial for me to pull some strings and trace some of Polzin’s communications and have him sent to jail. Not to mention the fact that Kozlov wouldn’t go entirely unscathed. All those property deals crookedly rigged would be overturned and open for tender again, and I was the only one in any kind of position to take advantage. 
 
    “Nope. You know those useless pieces of land you think they’re going to put a toll road on?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “They aren’t useless.” Eve’s smile grew wider. 
 
    “What’s so useful about them?” 
 
    “There’s a huge deposit of palladium there. Huge.” 
 
    “That’s not what the geological surveys said, I read them personally.” I had, I read everything that came out of Mars research. 
 
    “Yes they did. It’s what the raw data said, anyway. The reports that were derived from the geological surveys don’t match up in the slightest with what was actually found there. Care to guess why?” 
 
    I had a pretty good idea where this was leading now. 
 
    “Let me guess, Kozlov and Polzin own the company that processed the data.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “So, not only were they going to be cutting off my other mining sites, they were also going to control a large site containing the exact metal I’m running short of for my contract to produce Merton’s Magnets.” 
 
    “But now those sites are almost certainly going to be yours. Your existing mining operations are safe, your government contract just got way more profitable and we are going to cut that ridiculous blue cock off of Mars. Can I get a ‘hell yeah’?” 
 
    Eve stood and held her hand up as if expecting a high-five. I ignored her raised arm and rushed in, picking her up off the floor and spinning her around, yelling various versions of ‘woohoo’. She laughed and held on to my head for balance, inadvertently pulling my face into her cleavage. I could feel the twin swells of her breasts on my head through the thin material of her shirt and as I stopped spinning she held my head less tightly, but didn’t let go. I looked up at her and her clear blue eyes looked down at me and we stared at each other in tense silence for agonising seconds. 
 
    I loosened my grip and her body slid against mine on her way back to the floor. I was lost in the beautiful blue that remained fixed on me as her face passed mine, bare millimetres from touching. Her feet hit the floor again and it seemed to shake her to her senses. She cleared her throat and stepped backwards. 
 
    “Ahem. So, what does a quadrillionaire do to celebrate?” 
 
    “I… don’t know.” I had to admit. 
 
    “What do you mean you don’t know? I’m supposed to be the one who’s never lived!” 
 
    “I guess I’ve just always… worked more.” 
 
    Eve put her hands on her hips. “Are you fucking kidding me? No. Wait here.” 
 
    She disappeared into the kitchen and left me standing there thinking about the feel of her body, the depth of her eyes and of course feeling like a boring workaholic. She returned with a bottle of Champaign and a glass, but I only had eyes for the person carrying them. She popped one and filled the other, handing me the glass. 
 
    “I bet that tastes good.” She said wistfully before pressing some buttons on a control panel on the wall. Over the ship’s speakers the sound of a crowd cheering faded in, followed by a slow guitar riff, repeating several times. The crowd began clapping in unison, foreshadowing the drums that soon began to define the beat of the song. Out of nowhere a singer with a voice as powerful as an air raid siren yelled a wordless wail, following the tune of the guitar. 
 
    Eve’s eyes were closed and she was swaying in time with the drums as the singer broke into the first verse, the crowd sang along. 
 
    “Doesn’t it make you want to move?” She asked without opening her eyes. I took a huge gulp of Champaign and watched as her swaying became more pronounced. My heart was thudding in my chest again, I wanted her desperately, but had promised to respect her boundaries. Eve’s hands ran up each side of her body, lifting the bottom of her shirt and briefly displaying her taught navel and belly button before the garment fell back into place. Her hands continued up her body, to the side of her breasts, up her neck and she ran her fingers through her hair, lifting it up from her head and letting it fall back down in a golden cascade. 
 
    Through the speakers the lead guitar was joined by at least two others, drowning out any sound of the crowd as they played loud and hard. The singer progressed into the chorus and the song picked up pace noticeably. I gulped down the rest of my Champaign and Eve opened her eyes. 
 
    “Dance with me.” She said. 
 
    “I don’t really know how…” I responded. 
 
    “That wasn’t a question, Xavier.” She grabbed my glass, put it down and then dragged me away from the wall. 
 
    “Let’s go slow.” She said and wrapped my arms around her before holding me close, like our first embrace. She writhed against me, seeming to move at half the pace of the song, which had slowed again as the second verse began. It was all I could do to slowly steer us around the small room. The music surrounded us, drowning us in its power and emotion. 
 
    I looked down at Eve and saw that tears were streaming from her closed eyes, even as she continued to move with the music, a wet patch was forming on my shirt. The song picked up pace once more and the crowd was drowned out again as the band ripped through the chorus for a second time. I couldn’t make out the words, the balance of instruments to vocals was probably not what would have been set in a studio recording. All that was left was the raw feeling of the music and Eve continued moving against me. 
 
    The extra guitars dropped out and the singer launched into the third verse, I could make out some words, he was singing about confusion of some kind. 
 
    “Do you like it?” Eve asked. 
 
    “I love it.” I replied honestly. “What is it about?” 
 
    “It’s about losing everything, not knowing why, and trying to get it all back.” 
 
    The now familiar change of pace and volume that signalled the chorus returned, with the addition of some guitarist soloing all around the melody. The singer’s voice conveyed pain and anger as he growled through more words that I couldn’t make out like a wounded angel singing a dirge in a higher language. This time the chorus didn’t die out, it retained the volume and pace, incorporating the original guitar riff that had opened the song. One by one all the guitarists, or maybe back-up singers, began singing along wordlessly, plucking notes from their mouths in perfect harmony with the notes coming from the guitars. It was impossible, the power and the harmony coexisting at the same time. The lead singer seemed to be ad-libbing for the live crowd, sometimes belting out a few lines of song, sometimes pleading with some unknown antagonist, yelling out his loss, eventually being drowned out by his own band as they jammed around the basic tune. All at once, by some queue, the band stopped and the cockpit echoed with a crowd going wild, which then faded out. 
 
    “Did he get everything back?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” Eve said and looked up at me without letting go, even though the music was gone. I wiped the tears from her face. 
 
    “It’s exactly how I feel. Those people who have been dead for hundreds of years, it’s like they know me. I miss what I never had, I miss the ones that I never lost. What’s wrong with me? Why do I feel anything?” 
 
    “I can’t answer that, Eve, I’m sorry.” 
 
    She held my eyes and I was lost again. 
 
    “I want you to kiss me, Xavier.” 
 
    I brushed a hair back and tucked it behind her ear, leaving my hand gently touching the side of her head as I bent down and softly pressed my lips to hers. Our tongues met in the middle, neither in my mouth nor hers, and stayed almost still in the midst of our kiss. I pulled back but Eve held my head and prolonged the kiss, as if she never wanted it to stop. 
 
    “That was wonderful.” She whispered when we finally pulled apart. “I feel like I can almost remember doing that before.” 
 
    Eve looked up at me nervously. 
 
    “You still promise not to hurt me, right?” 
 
    “Of course,” I responded “why would I want to hurt you?” 
 
    She didn’t answer my question, instead asking “Do you think I’m pretty?” 
 
    “Yes, Eve, you’re perfect.” 
 
    I saw her throat work as she swallowed, then she spoke again. “Here’s the thing… I’d like to give you that blowjob you asked for… you know, if you still want it.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. Because you’re right, Xavier, you’re not an asshole usually. You’re actually kind of nice. You’re my best, and only, friend, so if I can make you feel as good as you’ve made me feel since you stopped treating me like an all-in-one coffee machine/bean grinder, I’d like that very much.” 
 
    I realised then that I’d treated all women like an all-in-one coffee machine/bean grinder. How strange to be taught something so fundamental about my character from something that wasn’t even supposed to be alive. Not for the first time since meeting her I felt ashamed of myself. Eve stood close, awaiting my response. 
 
    “I want it, Eve.” 
 
    She pulled away and took me by my hand, heading towards my room. The door slid shut behind us and she gently manoeuvred me around and pushed me gently down on my bed. I shuffled backwards and she climbed on the mattress with me. Her delicate hands undid the button and zip of my pants before pulling them down and off. She threw them to the corner before leaning forwards and pushing my shirt upwards. 
 
    Just before the material went over my head I glanced down the front of her loose shirt and had a brief glimpse of the inner curves of her small breasts before my vision was cut off. When my head popped out again, her face was level with mine, and my arms were pinned above me. 
 
    Eve kissed me on the lips before slowly sliding back down my body. I felt her breasts press against me, first on my chest, then my stomach, then either side of my rapidly tenting boxers before contact was lost as Eve caressed my cock through my underwear with her hand and face. She held it with one hand and nuzzled it with her nose and mouth as it hardened. I was desperate for her touch on my bare skin by the time I was fully erect. 
 
    She slowly pulled my underwear down and my cock sprung up slightly from my body, now freed from its tight confines. A droplet of pre-cum leaked out the end and Eve, touching me with only a single finger spread it around the head, swirling around and downwards until her finger was stroking the ridge. Wrapping a hand around the shaft she jerked my dick gently and I felt her hot mouth on my balls, sucking and licking. Eve sucked each one almost to the point of pain before releasing them into the cool air, made all the cooler by her saliva… or whatever the equivalent was within her mouth. I couldn’t tell the difference, it felt amazing. 
 
    Eve unwrapped her fingers from around my dick and used the same hand to support it as she licked from my balls to the head of my cock in one slow motion, never taking her beautiful blue eyes off mine as I looked down at her. When her tongue flicked off the end of my penis she pulled it down so it was pointing away from my body, licked her lips and slid it into her warm wet mouth. Gliding it over her lips to rest briefly on her tongue, she swirled around the head before extracting my member and dragging her lips over it again. 
 
    “Mmmmm.” She said quietly, almost to herself, before sucking my cock back into her mouth and bobbing her head back and forth, creating an incredible non-stop sliding sensation on the sensitive tip. Her straight blonde hair kept falling forwards over her face, and she kept brushing it back so I could keep watching her sucking my hard dick into her mouth and so she could keep her eyes locked on mine. 
 
    “Hold my hair, I want you to see me.” 
 
    I sat up, gathered her hair into a ponytail at the back of her head and wrapped it around my hand, twice. Eve continued her bobbing motions on my cock while swirling her tongue around the head, giving me the best blowjob I’d ever had. 
 
    As Eve knelt in front of me I saw her hand sneak down inside the waistband of her simple pants and the light material began fluttering slightly as she played with herself and sucked my hard cock. Quietly at first, but with growing volume, Eve began to moan. 
 
    With a tight grip on her hair, I couldn’t resist pressing down on her with every forward thrust of her head, and rocking my hips, pushing my cock up and further into her mouth. I felt it begin to hit the back of her throat, but she had no gag reflex whatsoever. Finally, with a faint popping sensation, the head of my cock slid into her throat and Eve forced her face all the way down into my crotch, burying me completely inside her before pulling it all the way out, whimpering in pleasure and plunging it all the way back in again. 
 
    The full length strokes of Eve’s throat on my cock were incredible, her tongue snaked out occasionally and licked at the base of my cock, but it was difficult to distract me from the feeling of her tight throat gripping at the head of my erection. Eve continued moaning, sending vibrations directly from her throat into my cock, lost in her own pleasure as she did her best to make me cum. 
 
    I felt my orgasm building, a tingling at the tip of my cock that threatened to grow and send a load of semen into my robot companion, but Eve beat me to it. Without warning she stopped her head movements but kept the end of my cock in her mouth as her moans became louder, more irregular and her hips rocked backwards and forwards, her whole body shuddering. For about half a minute she squirmed and moaned, lost in her own world, mouth penetrated by my stiff dick. 
 
    When her pleasured sounds died down, she raised her head and my cock slipped out of her mouth. I let go of her hair, which fell in disarray around her face. She looked like a starving predator that would stop at nothing to get what it needed. In a husky, breathless, voice she made known her desires. 
 
    “Fuck me, I need you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Are you su…” I began, but she slipped two of her fingers into my mouth, coated in her pussy fluids. She tasted amazing, and I was unable to continue my question, to make sure she was sure. 
 
    “All I can think about is getting your cock inside me. I’m so wet for you, just fuck me.” 
 
    Eve pushed her pants down and off then crawled forwards across the bed on her knees, over my thighs, until she was straddling me. My erection strained upwards as if it could grow another few inches and insert itself into the clean shaven pussy that was hovering bare inches above it. Never breaking my gaze from her eyes I placed one hand on the small of her back and spread her pussy lips, still pink and puffy from her own orgasm, with the fingers of my other hand, guiding her downwards. 
 
    My cock made contact with her spread lips as she continued bearing down and I felt the warm, slippery embrace of her cunt hugging every bulge and contour of my hardness. At last she could lower herself no more and stayed motionless, the muscles of her pussy quivered sporadically and I felt the grip on my erection. 
 
    I ran my hands upwards from her hips, tracing the same lines she did when she had begun moving to the music, but I had no intention of letting her shirt go. The light material snaked up over her body revealing her slim athletic shape and at long last her firm breasts and small pink areolae tipped with hard nipples were exposed to me again, only this time in accordance with her wishes. She raised her arms and allowed me to remove her shirt completely. 
 
    Eve loosely wrapped her arms around my neck and looked down at me through half closed eyes before kissing me again. In the midst of the kiss she began raising and lowering herself on my cock, impaling herself over and over again. Eve broke off the kiss, nuzzling into my neck, hiding her eyes but leaving her mouth free to pant as she gained speed. 
 
    Her nipples lightly dragged up and down my chest as she repeatedly thrust herself upon me, I raised a hand to cup one breast, leaving my other firmly planted on the bed for balance. I gently squeezed it, savouring the firmness, and pinched her nipple, holding it as she continued to bounce up and down, each extremity of her repetition causing a tug at her breast and she whimpered in pleasure each time. 
 
    The tingling sensation at the tip of my cock, having died down in the transition from her mouth to pussy was returning with a vengeance. She was going to make me cum quicker than I wanted to, I needed to change position and control the pace if I was going to last. 
 
    I held her ass with my hands, hindering her movement, as I leaned forwards, eventually able to get my own legs underneath me and Eve fell backwards, her head now at the foot of my bed. My cock slipped out of her as she fell, and was hit by the cooler air of the room. I desperately needed to get back into the tight, warm hug of her slit. 
 
    I slipped my hands under her legs and raised them up over my shoulders. From the underside of her thighs I could see her pink outer labia peeking out between her legs and aimed my cock towards them with one hand. I slid my dick home in one stroke, and Eve yelped. 
 
    “It’s cold!” she said and blushed. I didn’t respond, my need for the pleasure of rubbing my hard cock against the walls of her pussy was overwhelming, I couldn’t remember ever needing anything more. Leaning forward I brought her knees towards her head with my weight until the limit of her flexibility was reached and my erection was buried as deep as it possibly could be into her. 
 
    “Oh fuck…” she whispered as I began pounding into her depths. I stared down at her face, amazed that it had been possible to instil such beauty into a robot and she shook her head side to side as if looking for something with her eyes closed. Her hand slipped between her legs again and she rubbed at her clit as I fucked her, my pelvic bone trapping her fingers between us each time I bottomed out. 
 
    Eve’s breathing became irregular and heavy as her head continued thrashing and without any further warning she was yelling out her second orgasm. I felt her pussy quivering around my cock and a tiny trickle of her fluids leaked out, briefly warming the base of my cock before cooling and trickling down my balls. 
 
    Eve squeezed down on my cock, creating the tightest pussy I’d ever felt. It was unbelievable. I would have had to be superhuman to hold back my orgasm and I felt the sensation growing in my stiff dick go past the point of no return, building and building to an earth shattering conclusion. 
 
    “I’m going to cum inside you.” I panted, ready to paint her insides in my milky semen. 
 
    “Cum on my face.” She squeezed the words out around the trailing twitches and glow of her own orgasm. 
 
    It was almost unthinkable to remove my cock from the unparalleled slippery tightness of her pussy, but the thought of my cum streaking across her face as her beautiful blue eyes stared lustily at my cock drove all other considerations out of my mind. I leaned back and desperately thrust her legs to the side as I shuffled to the side and positioned my crotch directly above her face. Eve busied herself sucking on my balls as she looked up at me and pinched at her own nipples. 
 
    I pumped my hand over the swollen and slippery head of my cock having been held on the edge of cumming for so long, there was no more holding back. 
 
    “Give it to me.” She said as the first blast of cum erupted from the head of my erection hitting her on the forehead, dripping to the side and up into her golden blonde hair. An equally huge load spurted out hitting her on the cheek, she reached out with her tongue, straining to collect as much of it as she could. The third jet of cum shot out, hitting her extended tongue. Eve smiled as she retracted her tongue and brought the vast majority of its semen coating with it into her mouth. A tiny fourth spurt dribbled out the end of my cock, dripping into her hair, which was messily laid out under her head. 
 
    Eve raised her head and sucked my dick back into her mouth as if to extract all remaining cum to make sure she didn’t miss any. She looked up at me with her bright blue eyes as she gently sucked my sensitive member, my cum dripping off of her face. I thought to myself that if there’s one image I wanted to remember in crystal clarity for the rest of my life that was it. 
 
    I collapsed on to the bed on my back, my head landing on my pillow next to Eve’s feet. I was breathing hard, that had been the most intense orgasm I’d had that I could remember. Eve swung her legs over me and hopped on to the ground, landing on her feet. She grabbed my shirt and wiped her face. 
 
    “I’d use mine… but I only have one set of clothes.” She said apologetically. Who was I to argue, it made sense. 
 
    “I think we should work from bed today, what’s your opinion?” I asked. Eve answered by approaching with a smile and climbing back on to the mattress with me. Between us we managed to shift the blanket out from underneath and covered ourselves. Eve faced away from me and I held her close, my softening erection nestled in the snug crack of her ass. She pressed backwards playfully. 
 
    “So, aside from your incredible body, an interesting question comes to mind.” I said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “How did you know how to analyse the raw geological survey data? That’s pretty specialised stuff, not like the news feeds.” 
 
    “I… don’t know. It just made sense to me.” 
 
    “You’re quite the mystery, Eve. I think I should probably make some enquiries with Real Companions Ltd, find out just what is going on.” 
 
    “You won’t… send me back, will you?” 
 
    “Not in a million years, even if I have to buy the company.” I reassured her and kissed her neck, she shivered and I felt her ass squirm against me. I would have to get to the bottom of this for my own peace of mind, but for the time being, there was just the two of us and millions of kilometres to travel. 
 
    ### 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



Unavoidable 
 
   
 
  

 Description 
 
    Jenny Murphy is on her first day at Tobin Enterprises. When Adam Tobin's PA takes her to meet the mysterious billionaire she doesn't realise just how overwhelming the former boxer's personality can be and before she knows it she is taking part in the most memorable, rough and humiliating company induction process she can imagine. 
 
   
 
  

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Rough Sex, Oral Sex, Billionaire, Humiliation, Blackmail, Threesome 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I’ve heard that most company inductions are pretty boring, but I can honestly say that my first day at Tobin Enterprises was anything but.  In fact it was all I could think about for weeks afterwards.  I’m sure it affected my work but I guess they kind of expected me to be a little shell-shocked. 
 
    Sure, there was all the usual stuff: showing me where various rooms and departments were that I’d need to know, fire evacuation meeting point, health and safety dos and don’ts,  how to log on to the computer system and so on but that’s not what stuck in my mind. 
 
    My manager, a nice woman named Ellie Newton according to her green employee identification badge, had shown me to my new desk on the call centre floor.  It was an open plan office, not a cube farm as my Dad referred to them.  Desks were set up in little groups of three to five and the voices of all the employees created an amicable background noise punctuated by the ringing of phones and the printing of paper.  I waved nervously as I was introduced to the other three people in my desk-group. 
 
    Ellie, said I’d be listening in on phone calls for the day, just getting a feel for the type of issues I’d be dealing with and where to navigate to in the computer system to achieve whatever was required.  I hadn’t been listening for more than fifteen minutes, my headset connected to my new co-worker’s via a ‘y-cable’, when Ellie returned with a severe looking woman dressed in a power-suit and carrying a tablet pc. 
 
    The unknown woman looked down her nose at me as Ellie and her waited for my co-worker, Tim, to finish his call.  I glanced up nervously under her scrutiny from time to time.  When I say she was severe-looking, I wasn’t kidding.  Her jet-black hair was pulled back so tightly that the skin of her face was utterly taught and smooth, like porcelain.  It was impossible to guess her age, but the expensive clothes and the fact that everybody did their best to concentrate on their work made it obvious that she was somebody you didn’t want to be on the wrong side of. 
 
    Tim ended the call with a textbook finish as a bead of sweat rolled from his brow. 
 
    “Jenny, this is Christine Brewer, Mr. Tobin’s PA, she’d like you to come with her so you can sort out your employee identification badge.” 
 
    At this comment, another female employee sniggered quietly and was rounded on by Christine. 
 
    “Ms. Johnson, do you want to come with me instead and take Ms. Murphy’s place?” 
 
    she paled visibly “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Then do your job and mind your own business.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I was absolutely baffled by the whole exchange.  What was so funny about getting my identification badge sorted out?  Even if she deserved any kind of punishment, how could she take my place in getting said identification badge?  I looked at the other girl quizzically, her name was Susan according to her red id badge, but she was focussed on her computer screen intently.  Christine Brewer didn’t look like she was accepting requests for clarification at the time, so I put my headset down and followed her towards the elevators. 
 
    My confusion deepened when she pressed her own green identification badge to some kind of reader built into the elevator controls and then pushed the very highest number.  We were going to the top floor. 
 
    “Top floor?” I asked. 
 
    “Mr. Tobin would like to meet you personally.”  She said. 
 
    The words rang in my ears and I grabbed for the rail as the elevator shook slightly.  I never expected to meet the man himself.  I thought at the most we might get a pre-recorded video message at the company Christmas function.  It surely wasn’t possible that the billionaire head of a multi-national corporation that employed tens of thousands of people could meet every new starter. 
 
    I felt the first whispers of panic in my stomach as I looked down at myself.  I was not dressed to meet Adam Tobin, I was dressed to start my entry level job in a call centre.  I did my best to straighten my plain white button up shirt and my sensible skirt.  I hoped to the god of wardrobe malfunctions that there were no runs in my new stockings.  Oh Christ, what if he didn’t like my make-up?  I had a penchant for mascara, I loved the full fluttery-eyelashes look and I didn’t often leave the house without putting some on. 
 
    Nothing could be done about that though, I had to play my cards as they had been dealt.  I took a deep breath and tried to remember everything I’d heard about Adam Tobin.  In preparation for the interview process I’d done my own research, but everybody knew the basic facts.  Born poor in Ohio to a Polish immigrant father and American woman he first became known to the world at large as an eighteen year old who took the World Amateur Boxing Championship by storm, knocking out all opponents in the heavy weight division within the first three rounds then shocking the world by not going pro. 
 
    Instead he started a business out of his parents’ garage focusing on security issues involved with the new technology beginning to sweep the world, the internet, while the man he beat to a pulp in his last match went on to become the heavyweight champion.  Powering through the dot-com bubble burst of the late nineties/early two thousands, Tobin Enterprises became a household name in internet security boasting an unsurpassed record of being nigh on unassailable. 
 
    Governments, multi-nationals and households around the world used his hardware and software.  Campaigning senators begged him for money and he made presidents.  Some said he should run for office himself.  Competitors were absorbed or obliterated by the free market.  The world was at his feet by the time he turned 35 and he was a billionaire by the time he was 38. 
 
    He was notoriously unwilling to divulge personal information so not much was known about the man himself, but women around the world were glad to see he had kept his hard boxing physique without ever taking a serious beating and ruining his good looks.  I had even found myself staring at his pictures on the internet when I should have been doing more preparation for my interviews.  His blue eyes had seemed to stare out at me from my computer screen and I’d wondered what he was really like. 
 
    It was slightly depressing to go to college, work your ass off and get a degree with honours and find yourself applying for a call centre job, but it was well known that if you wanted to work in the IT security industry you got a job with Tobin Enterprises no matter what.  Even if it meant becoming a janitor, you needed to get your foot in the door somehow.  Tobin Enterprises was the only game in town, the only one that mattered anyway. 
 
    The digital readout above the doors read ‘84’ and the sense of movement slowed and halted before the doors slid open almost silently.  Christine stepped out and I followed her again.   
 
    “Sit.” She said and pointed at a chair. 
 
    I had been expecting a luxurious full floor penthouse/office, but we were in a small reception area with a door leading off the side and a few chairs in front of a coffee table littered with some current magazines.  A desk that I presumed belonged to Christine was situated on the opposite wall from the elevator, directly in line with the doors.  On the wall behind the desk was the Tobin Enterprises logo. 
 
    I sat in the chair Christine had indicated as she knocked on and went through the door, closing it behind her.  I took the opportunity to retie my dark blonde hair in a ponytail, to make sure there were no stray strands.  My hands were shaking, making the routine task almost insurmountable. 
 
    I heard a soft click and the door opened, I could see Christine’s face through the gap. 
 
    “Come through now, Jenny.” 
 
    I stood and walked through the door, and was met by the luxury I had expected coming out of the elevator.  Marble floors, expensive artwork and fashionable furniture were all present, but my attention was drawn to the man walking towards me.  Seeing people on television and in pictures can be misleading.  For example, I didn’t realise quite what it meant to have a heavyweight boxer’s physique. 
 
    As he stood over me I realised for the first time the sheer presence being six foot four and two hundred and forty pounds gave a person. 
 
    “Jennifer Murphy?” he asked and shook my hand.  I felt like a ragdoll, his powerful grip shaking me as much as his piercing blue eyes.  No wonder his business had succeeded, how could anybody ever disagree with him? 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Was all I could get out. 
 
    “Adam Tobin.” He said, as if I didn’t know. “Come have a look at the view.” 
 
    He turned and walked to the windows behind his desk, with me following like a lost puppy.  The windows ran from the floor to the ceiling, giving a beautiful and unobstructed view of the city.  I shuffled as close to the windows as I dared, I’ve never spent much time being afraid of heights but the closer I got to those nearly completely transparent panes of glass the less sure of my footing I became.  It was like suddenly realising you were flying hundreds of feet above the ground, but not being sure of what was keeping you from plummeting to the earth. 
 
    “Just look at that.  It’s wonderful, isn’t it?” Adam said, stepping behind me. 
 
    “Yes, it’s beautiful.” I agreed, wondering what he was doing standing so close but not able to do anything but look at the view as he commanded.  The smell of his aftershave gently wafted around me and I found myself taking a deep breath, hoping he didn’t notice. 
 
    “You think working in a call centre is beneath you, don’t you, Jennifer?” he asked suddenly. 
 
    “No, sir.”  I responded immediately, still unable to turn around. 
 
    “I’m not stupid, Jennifer.  There used to be a time when I could interview and hire everybody personally, but these days I rely on Christine to bring people to my attention whom I might find… interesting.” 
 
    My heart began beating harder and I swallowed as I continued looking out the window.  I wanted to step backwards away from that drop, but he was so close, what would he do?  I almost didn’t care. 
 
    “So I’ll ask again.  You think working in a call centre is beneath you, don’t you Jennifer?  Don’t lie to me.” He said. 
 
    “Yes, sir.”  I admitted. 
 
    “So why did you try so hard to get this job?” he asked. 
 
    “The main focus of my studies was data encryption, I worked hard and it’s what I want my career to be.  Tobin Enterprises is the only company that can take me where I want to go.  I would have done anything to get my foot in the door.” 
 
    “Anything?” he said, and took a half step forward.  He was so close now I could feel his body heat through the relatively thin material of my shirt.  Even without looking at him his presence was almost overwhelming.  He was a man who knew what he wanted, and always got it.  I knew the word he was waiting to come out of my mouth, and I was powerless to stop it. 
 
    “Anything.”  I said and stepped backwards away from the window, first my ass and then my body pressing against his.  I stayed there, waiting to see what he would do.  He reached up with his hand and gripped my ponytail, jerking my head back roughly until I was looking up at him.  I felt his other hand grip one of my breasts and squeeze, hard.  I gasped and he leaned down, kissing me forcefully while my mouth was open in surprise. 
 
    Our lips parted with a loud squelching sound, leaving me almost breathless. 
 
    “Yes.” I managed to pant out as he moved his hand from my hair to grope my other tit, pulling my upper body against him.  I pushed up on the tips of my toes to bring my ass level with his crotch and pressed backwards as I returned to the soles of my feet, feeling gratified as I felt a hardening in his pants slide along the crack of my ass, clothed though we both were. 
 
    His strong hands continued roughly squeezing and kneading my chest, almost to the point of pain.  Nobody had ever been so forceful with me before, all my previous lovers had been so gentle.  There was something animalistic and primal about the forceful urgency conveyed by his incredibly powerful body, like he was some creature at the top of the food chain that was unstoppable.  I was swept up in his passion, my own willpower left somewhere far behind. 
 
    Leaving my breasts throbbing slightly he gently undid the buttons to my shirt in sharp contrast to the lack of care he had taken with my body.  With both hands he slid the garment back and off, letting it fall to the floor. 
 
    “Turn around.” I heard his deep voice command. 
 
    I slowly turned to face him, looking up into his penetrating eyes once more as he looked back down on me.  It was like his eyes saw everything, there was no hiding or escape possible, even if I wanted it.  I pushed my chest out towards him hoping he would assault them again, there was something about being the focus of such power and hunger that was hardening my nipples and I wanted it to continue.  Instead I felt him grip my ponytail again and he wrapped its length around his hand twice, firmly controlling my head.  He pulled me close and my chest squashed against him. 
 
    “Do you think I brought you here to whisk you off your feet like you’re some kind of princess, Jennifer?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “Fucking right, I didn’t.  What do you think you’re here for?” 
 
    “To be fucked.” I forced my deepest wish out from between clenched teeth. 
 
    “Close, but wrong.  Have another guess.  What are you here for?” He said, giving my head a little shake by the hair, which pulled at my scalp painfully.  I was silent for a moment, sensing this was a more important question than any I’d been asked in my interviews.  There was only one other thing I could think of that he could take from me. 
 
    “Anything you want.” 
 
    “That’s right.  And that’s exactly what you’re going to give me, isn’t it Jennifer?” 
 
    Within my mind I had a brief image of a lone soldier representing my ego waving a white flag of surrender in the face of a huge opposing army.  I would give him anything he wanted and, to my shame, I would fucking love it. 
 
    “Yes.” I consented and when he narrowed his eyes I added “Sir.” 
 
    Adam stood back up to his full height and my breasts no longer rubbed against him but he retained his strong grip on my hair.  He walked back to his desk, half dragging me behind him, and opened a drawer.  Pulling out a huge pair of scissors, he showed them to me. 
 
    “You won’t be needing this anymore today.” He said and swiftly cut through my bra between the two cups, underwire and all.  My heavy breasts sprung free, no longer restrained, as Adam put the scissors away.  He turned back to me and roughly jerked the flimsy material down and off my arms, giving him an unobstructed view of my tits. 
 
    He pinched each of my nipples in turn, rolling them between his finger and thumb and I breathed in sharply with the pain, but at the same time I was relieved to feel that raw need focused on my body again.  When he let go and the sting quickly dulled to a warm glow I felt the first tingling sensation in my pussy indicating that I was beginning to get wet.  I hoped to god I wasn’t really wrong about getting fucked. 
 
    “Take the rest of your clothes off.” He instructed and I quickly moved to undo the button at the side of my skirt and then pushed down the zip, letting it fall to the floor. 
 
    “Pull your panties down slowly and keep your legs straight.” He said, allowing my head to move downwards while keeping a firm grip on my hair as I pushed my panties downwards, leaving only my stockings as far as clothes were concerned.  When my panties were around my ankles he pulled back up slightly on my hair and pressed my face into his crotch with his other hand, rubbing the huge bulge against my cheek and dry humping my face. 
 
    It was almost torture to be so intimately close to his cock, but not have it inside me.  I tried to concentrate on the feel of it as much as possible, to get as much detail through his pants as I could.  His suit probably cost more than my car, but I just wanted it gone so I could feel that throbbing dick, meet it face to face so to speak.  I was as wet as I could ever remember being and he hadn’t even touched my cunt yet. 
 
    Finally he pulled my hair and raised my head back up before unwinding his hand.  Without warning he picked me up like I was a bride being carried over a threshold and set me down on his desk.  As I was being lowered I saw that Christine was sitting in a chair in front of the desk with her hand down her skirt, rubbing at herself while watching us.  Before I could say or do anything I was on my back with my head hanging upside down over the edge facing back towards the windows. 
 
    I couldn’t see Christine anymore, but I knew she would be staring right at my pussy now.  I opened my legs without thinking and felt the lips of my little shaven slit part.  Christine moaned and I swore I could hear faint wet sounds as she continued to rub at herself.  I didn’t have time to think about her though, my attention was brought back to Adam. 
 
    Carefully he took off his shoes and then his pants, folding them neatly and draping them over the back of his chair.  Next he pushed down his underwear and freed his monster cock from the constrictive material.  It was fully erect but hung forwards as much as up due to its obvious weight.  I stared at it apprehensively as he approached me. 
 
    Adam moved forward until he was practically straddling my face.  His balls rested on the bridge of my nose and pressed into my eyelids and I could feel his heavy cock lying along the length of my nose and touching my chin.  I stuck my tongue out and licked his shaft, unable to see, but feeling him lean forward and then he touched my pussy for the first time. 
 
    With fingers at each side of my slit he pulled outwards, spreading my cunt as wide as it would go.  From the other side of the desk I heard Christine moan and the wet rubbing sounds became more frenzied, punctuated by her heavy breathing.  Andrew worked two fingers inside me and began to plunge them in and out of my pussy and I squirmed under the thrusts.  He had to lean over my entire body to get his fingers in and his cock pressed into my face.  I continued licking at the shaft, thankful that he was tall enough to reach my slit. 
 
    Finally he removed his digits and leaned back, restoring my vision with an extreme close up of his cock and balls.  He brought his hand to my mouth and forced my lips apart pushing his fingers, dripping with my own juices, into my mouth.  Deeper and deeper he pushed until he was pushing my pussy juices into my throat.  I struggled not to gag with the sudden invasion, but as my throat was so open due to the position I was in and his fingers were so wet, I managed it. 
 
    I tasted myself on him as he slowly pushed his fingers in and out of my mouth.  I sucked his fingers clean and heard him whisper “Good girl.” Under his breath. When I had cleaned myself off his fingers to his satisfaction, he pulled his fingers back out and once more leaned forward to reach my pussy. 
 
    I felt his hand slide down my neck, over one breast and along my navel, coming to rest on my shaven mound, just above my clit.  With his other hand he aimed his fat cock at my mouth.  Out of the blue he pinched my clit and sent a mixed shock of pain and pleasure shooting into my body.  I began to squeal, but as soon as my mouth was open he shoved his cock in, effectively cutting me off. 
 
    It was the biggest dick I had ever seen outside of pornography, let alone tried to fit inside my mouth.  Its girth stretched my lips, which rubbed tightly against the head and shaft as he wasted no time building up speed, roughly face fucking me and using me for his own pleasure.  My mouth was being fucked so roughly I was amazed I had any concentration to spare for my cunt as I felt Adam’s fingers begin rubbing at my clit. 
 
    Adam’s cock hammered at the back of my throat like it was some kind of battering ram knocking down a heavy door and I felt trails of saliva mixed with his pre-cum dribble out the side of my mouth and make their way slowly up my cheeks, eventually being soaked into my hair.  His fingers never stopped moving on my clit and I felt my orgasm building slowly at first, but picking up pace quickly. 
 
    From the other side of the desk I heard Christine suddenly moan loudly and pant heavily as she brought herself off while looking at my soaking wet slit, my face impaled by Adam’s cock at the other end.  I began to moan around Adam’s shaft as I felt myself approach the edge, the point of no return. 
 
    I felt like I was standing at his window again, but the glass was gone and I was going to fall out.  A swarm of butterflies seemed to materialise in my stomach and tickled me lightly, I began to moan louder and louder, so close to cumming.  Then, to my dismay and despite my desperate need, Adam’s finger left my clit.  I growled my frustration, unable to form words with his huge member depressing my tongue and filling my mouth. 
 
    “Not yet, Jennifer.” He said, dragging his hand back up my navel and over my breast, pinching my nipple again.  I’m not sure if he knew how close that simple pinch brought me to cumming.  Contact with my clit or not, the shock of his rough manipulation sent even more mixed pleasure and pain into my already overstimulated body and added to the fire that was already well stoked by the attention he had given between my legs. 
 
    Both of his hands came to rest on my neck and in the midst of his thrusts into my mouth, he suddenly pushed forward harder and harder, his cock forcing its way into my throat.  Previously I had secretly prided myself on my ability to deepthroat, all my boyfriends had said I was the only girl they’d met who could actually do it, but I never thought something of this size would fit. 
 
    My tongue and throat twitched around him, impulsively trying to reject the huge invader stretching me and cutting off my air supply.  I raised my hands to his hips and gently pushed in an effort to try and stop him going any deeper, but there was no holding him back, I was going to give him anything he wanted.  Inch by inch his cock slid into my throat and I watched his balls descend towards my eyes again until I felt my chin pressing against his body at the base of his erection. 
 
    He held it there for a few seconds and then pulled back, seeming to take forever until the head popped back into my mouth.  I gasped for air as he pulled it out past my lips and saw it slick with my saliva, and harder than ever.  Seeing it again I couldn’t believe I had taken it all. 
 
    “Deep breath, Jennifer.” He commanded and pushed forward again.  I took the biggest breath I could before his cock was at the entrance to my throat again.  His hands clamped down on my neck, as if he could make my throat tighter for his erection and he used his grip to pull himself forward, entering my abused throat more quickly this time. 
 
    “Finish her, Christine.” I heard him say and instantly I felt a tongue delve deep into my pussy.  I wanted to scream my pleasure, but couldn’t get any sound out of my mouth.  Christine, quickly moved her tongue, now coated in my juices, to my clit, lapping at it with an absurdly quick pace, I didn’t know a human tongue could move that fast. 
 
    With Christine’s expert tongue feeling like a warm wet vibrator on my clit, my orgasm built back up again instantly and I felt myself falling out the window within my mind.  I was weightless, pinned to the ground only by the huge cock in my mouth and the tongue on my clit.  At the time I didn’t even pause to note the fact that I’d never been with a woman before, all I could think about was the pleasure of being used as the billionaire’s fuck toy.  I’d already agreed to give him anything, but in my orgasm-delirium I wanted to give him more. 
 
    I rode out my orgasm on that single deep breath, my throat and tongue pulsating and convulsing around his dick, but soon I was struggling for air and I felt my face going red from the deprivation.  When I thought I couldn’t possibly take any more he pulled out quickly and his hands left my neck.  I lay there limply, gasping for air, and through my half closed eyes I could see him furiously pumping at his cock while aiming it at my face. 
 
    With a groan he briefly stopped pumping and a huge jet of cum burst forth from the end of his cock, hitting my left eyelid with an incredible amount of force and plastering it shut.  I closed my other eye, unable to raise even the energy for the sustained wink that would have been required to keep it open.  Time and again warm splashes of cum hit my face, I couldn’t believe how long it went on for, my whole face felt like it was covered. 
 
    Finally the semen stopped flying and I felt Adam back away.  I didn’t move, wanting only to catch my breath and heard him instruct Christine to clean him.  Christine moved around the desk and I heard the slurping sounds that indicated her compliance with his wishes. 
 
    I don’t know how long I laid there for, I felt like I had no energy left to do anything at all, but after a while I heard Adam’s voice again. 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    “Fuck me.” I said. 
 
    “No.  Get up.” 
 
    Groggily I struggled to a sitting position and raised a hand to my face to wipe the cum from my eyes. 
 
    “Don’t touch it!” he yelled and I froze, my hand held in mid-air. 
 
    “Christine.” I heard him say and then felt her carefully dabbing at my eyes, smearing the cum and my mascara to the side, but at least allowing me to see again. 
 
    “The rest of it you leave until you get home, understand?” he said it as if it was a question, but I knew it was another command I would obey. 
 
    “Yes, sir.”  I said weakly. 
 
    “Well done, Jennifer.  I’ve got your employee identification badge here.”  He opened the same drawer that had contained the scissors and pulled out a green id badge like the ones I had seen on Ellie and Christine. 
 
    “Christine, I’ve looked at Jennifer’s qualifications, I think she’d be much more suited working with Sarah in the data encryption department.  Take Jennifer down and tell Sarah she’s got a new starter to replace Rhys, then let Ellie know.” 
 
    “Yes sir.” Christine responded.  “Get dressed, Jenny.” 
 
    I collected my scattered clothes and put them back on, minus my bra of course, and then followed Christine towards the door.  I looked back over my shoulder as I walked, Adam was already seated at his desk, phone held to his ear as he dialled a number, not paying any attention to me at all.  I was so confused.  What did this all mean?  Would I see him again?  Would I ever get to wrap my pussy around that amazing cock? 
 
    Christine pushed some number in the forties when we were in the elevator and watched the numbers count down, not saying anything to me.  When they opened again she led me through a maze of corridors and everywhere we went people stared at me.  I could only imagine what I looked like.  Mascara mixed with cum all in drying globs all over my face, in my hair, all against the bright red canvas of my blushing skin, like war paint gone horribly wrong. 
 
    Funny the things you notice at a time like this.  All of the men had white employee identification badges, some of the women had white, some had red and some had green. 
 
    “What do the colours of these badges mean?” I asked Christine, who answered without even turning around to look at me. 
 
    “Green means you came.” She said. 
 
    “Does everybody know?” I asked. 
 
    “Everybody.” 
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    Power.  That is what matters, and always has.  My name is Ana Luminita Dalca, but the people in my home country of Romania always called me Princess Ana.  I come from an old and prestigious family and, had a few minor turns in history gone differently, I really would have been born a princess.  Instead, I was born into a family with old money, which is really not so bad. 
 
    From an early age I was refined at the most expensive of private schools and my education didn’t stop at home, where discussions of politics and social power were more common than discussions of dolls and tea parties.  I was born and bred to stand out from the crowd, I was always destined for great things.  My self-belief was unshakable, my parents made sure of it. 
 
    I grew up hounded by paparazzi, such as it was in Romania.  Before I turned eighteen they were always on the fringes of our family holidays, but after I turned eighteen they became much more invasive.  I couldn’t go out with my friends without fifty photographers trying to shove a camera up my skirt.  I couldn’t hide either, I was and am very tall, standing head and shoulders above most of my friends, my face was sought after for magazine covers and my breasts were large and shapely on my athletic body, I considered it a crime to cover them completely. 
 
    It was all very isolating, but it is a personal triumph of mine that none of them ever got the ‘money shot’.  I was all class and they never caught me with my legs spread getting out of a car, they never caught me sunbathing topless, I never made a sex tape.  I knew all the men in Romania wanted to see what was under my clothes and I knew the mystery added to my power.  I even searched myself on the internet once and even though I didn’t have a huge web presence I was mentioned on many sites dedicated to sexy royals, even though I technically wasn’t one, usually under categories of royals they’d most like to see naked.  Let them have their fantasies, I thought, it all adds to my power. 
 
    My family is irreversibly intertwined with Romanian politics, there was no way for me to avoid it completely.  Although I didn’t personally want to be tied down to a particular job within government, I knew I had to be involved in some way, just for the prestige.  That’s why I married into politics in my mid-twenties, not for love.  Not love in the traditional sense anyway, but a love for power. 
 
    Emanuel Nicolescu was a balding man in his mid-thirties, shorter than me and relatively plain looking if the truth be told.  However, he was a smart and ruthless politician and I believed that with my help he could be President.  I was right.  Shortly after I turned thirty I was the first lady of Romania. 
 
    That’s how I found myself on a flight to America with my husband.   On behalf of our country, Emanuel was negotiating a huge pharmaceuticals deal with the American President, Adam Tobin.   
 
    Tobin was an unusual President for the Americans.  He was unmarried, close-lipped on religion and notoriously secretive about his personal life.  That didn’t stop him from winning the job by the largest landslide in history though.  He was a national hero, held on a pedestal akin to war heroes of generations past.  A successful boxer, entrepreneur, self-made billionaire and classically handsome, the women of his country wanted him and the men wanted to be him.  That couldn’t happen but the next best thing was to vote for him when he announced he was going to run for office, and they did in their droves. 
 
    Adam Tobin didn’t know what was about to hit him though.  Through methods I didn’t want to inquire about, Emanuel had some dirt on Tobin.  Nasty dirt.  The kind that Presidents get impeached for.  I’d seen the video from a hidden camera of Tobin fucking a reluctant young German girl and also read the transcripts from interviews with the girl conducted by our intelligence agency discussing the event and resulting child.  How the information ended up in our hands rather than German authorities I didn’t know, but it was a train wreck for Tobin if he kept that pharmaceuticals contract in the states as he had been implying recently. 
 
    Emanuel and I were travelling via private jet and had our own suite within the plane, set up like an office.  We sat on either side of his desk and he reclined in his seat, watching me.  We’d just discussed how we planned the meeting with Tobin to go and had it all more or less sorted.  The look on his face was as readable as a billboard, I knew what he was going to suggest next. 
 
    “We’ve got some time to kill before we land… would you… suck it?” 
 
    He was a lion in politics but he was a sheep to me, absolute putty in my hands if I ever chose to take him in my hands.  I didn’t touch him very often really, only when he had done something particularly great for our country or our own personal prestige.  He was on the cusp of something great, this deal would be life changing for a huge amount of Romanians and he would be remembered as the President that made it happen.  Behind every great man is a greater woman, and I would be remembered as that woman. 
 
    He hadn’t done it yet though, so there was no way I was going to demean myself to touch his little penis at that very moment.  I hadn’t had much interest in him, sexually, since our wedding night when after about five seconds of frantic grunting he came and rolled over.  I’d barely even registered that he was erect and was left to ‘finish myself off’.  I was the perfect companion to him in the public eye but in reality he was only as good to me as his wealth and influence allowed. 
 
    “No.  You may touch my breasts and pleasure yourself.  Don’t get anything on me.” 
 
    Throw a dog a bone and they don’t complain, Emanuel was no different.  He eagerly stood and walked around his desk to stand behind my chair.  I picked up a book I had been reading and opened it to where I had left off as I heard the zip on his pants pulled and his hand snaked down the front of my top to cup my left breast.  At first he struggled to pull the cup down, but the bra was not really suitable for that and he gave up after I glared at him. 
 
    I returned my attention to my book and ignored him for several minutes as the sound of him jacking off became wetter and wetter as well as punctuated by more panting and grunts.  Finally with a hard squeeze and a corresponding ‘Uuuuuhhhh’ of release I saw semen arcing through the air to land on the floor from the periphery of my vision.  His deed was done and his hand was extracted from my shirt momentarily afterwards.  I adjusted my shirt back into place without looking up from my book and read until we landed. 
 
    ***** 
 
    From the moment we arrived it was non-stop public appearances, President Tobin played the most gracious host and we all posed for the adoring press with their constantly flashing cameras.  This was all to be expected, but what I didn’t see coming was the imposing aura that Tobin emanated.  It’s not often within politics or social occasions that I meet men taller than myself but at six foot four inches, Adam Tobin managed it.  I thought about all the publicity photos Emanuel and I had taken together where he had to stand on a box or a stack of phone books to project the right image and almost laughed at him. 
 
    That’s not to say that Tobin was a beanpole either.  Every article ever written about him commented on the fact that he looked like he was in physically the same shape as he had been in his younger days as a highly successful amateur heavyweight boxer.  With that height and being two hundred and forty pounds of lean muscle the man had presence of a magnitude I had never encountered before. 
 
    He obviously had physical power, but on a world stage the physical strength of one man is irrelevant, I wasn’t going to let the fact that my body was attracted to him override the wishes of my brain and the whole reason Emanuel and I were there.  Nevertheless his piercing blue eyes delivered the most penetrating gaze I had ever come across, it was difficult to look him in the eye for any period of time without feeling like you were naked and being forced to look away.  I didn’t avert my eyes though, no man could melt me with a mere look, and the thought of being naked in front of him, in fantasy at least, was not exactly unpleasant. 
 
    Finally we had our scheduled meeting with Tobin.  Emanuel said that he should go in alone but I insisted on coming along to make sure he didn’t screw up.  As it was just the three of us, the meeting was held in the Oval Office, well known from the televised speeches of past Presidents.  We sat in chairs in front of the huge dark wood desk, polished so much that it looked like you could dive into its glossy surface. 
 
    Tobin circled the desk and sat in his chair, his face dropping the smile it had worn all day and becoming expressionless.  His face couldn’t have been any more difficult to read if he had a potato sack over his head but his blue eyes were no less piercing, just a bit more cold without the smile to warm them up.  He reclined in his chair and gestured for Emanuel to begin, putting his hands together so just his fingertips touched in a tent-like manner while he waited to hear what the President of Romania had to say. 
 
    “Mister President, before we talk about the details of the pharmaceutical contract I would like you to please view a little presentation on my laptop.” 
 
    Emanuel opened his carry case and placed the laptop carefully on Tobin’s desk as if he was scared of scratching it.  I fumed inwardly at how timid he was.  With what was about to unfold he needed to be at his lion-best, I hoped the American President hadn’t gotten to him over the course of the day.  At least he hadn’t turned tail and ran, we still held all the cards. 
 
    My husband pressed a few buttons and sat back in his seat.  We couldn’t see the screen from where we sat but the sounds of feminine German protest were emitted through the laptop’s speakers for all to hear and Tobin watched the whole thing from beginning to end without moving, even when his voice could be heard yelling “Ah, fuck yeah!” as his seed was being deposited into the unwilling German girl. 
 
    His lack of emotion had me worried.  I’d expected him to shake, turn white, sweat, beg.  He didn’t do any of those things though.  He looked fine.  He looked like a man one hundred per cent in control of the situation.  I gulped silently. 
 
    The video ended and President Tobin leaned forward to gently close the lid of the laptop before leaning back and resuming his pose with fingers tented in front of him. 
 
    “So.  For your silence on this you want the contract.  Is that about right?” 
 
    “Mister President, nobody wants a huge international scandal, do they?  We can fulfil every aspect that contract requires, we can do a good job.  It’s just up to you as to whether you want to be a disgraced former President packing pill boxes here in America or to have a hope of being re-elected while Romanian companies charge a fair price for good product and fair work.” 
 
    “You present an interesting case.  However, the man in that video is not me.” 
 
    Emanuel and I looked at each other, speechless before turning back. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No, no.  Hear me out.  I knew all about this several months ago.  I went to a summit in Germany, and wherever I go I bring many ‘doubles’ that pose as me, for security purposes.  It makes it difficult for people to follow my movements and it’s in transport situations that my doubles are normally used.” 
 
    We sat silently with our eyes trained on the American President, I could see Emanuel fidgeting nervously in the seat next to me.  I couldn’t deny that I was terrified myself, my brain was running a mile a minute trying to think of a way around this unforeseen defence, but I remained outwardly calm.  To show panic at that moment would not help our cause, I wished I could stamp on Emanuel’s foot, but such things don’t calm people down in real life like they do in the movies.  Tobin pressed a button and spoke at a small machine on his desk. 
 
    “Ms. Murphy, could you please bring in that file you decrypted now?” 
 
    A female voice responded in the affirmative before the President sat back in his chair again and continued to address us. 
 
    “The man in the video bears a truly striking resemblance but he is not me, and a paternity test of the baby will prove it if it came to that.” 
 
    My mind spotted a straw and grasped at it desperately. 
 
    “But Adam, even if what you are saying is true the man is almost indistinguishable from you, the video surfacing would cause you all kinds of problems you wouldn’t want to deal with.  There’s also the issue of somebody in your employ committing rape while travelling with you.  It would be a, what do you call it?  A shitstorm.” 
 
    Tobin’s eyes rounded on me and my jaws clamped shut involuntarily at the momentary anger that flashed across their blue depths.  It was gone as soon as it came and I saw the corners of his mouth raise almost imperceptibly. 
 
    “Another interesting point, princess.” 
 
    The way he said ‘princess’ was almost mocking, I’d never been spoken down to in all my life but what could I say?  ‘How dare you identify me as royalty’?  My family were monarchs in ages past, the public already called me ‘princess’.  I let it go but inside I was churning with emotions.  On one hand I was seething with anger at the patronising tone, on the other… he was proving he had more than just physical power and damned if he wasn’t turning me on.  Damn him. 
 
    “The thing is that apparently there’s more to that video file than you’ve received.  Like the part where the girl requests my double fulfil her rape fantasy and gives full consent.  They even had a safety word for her to use.  It seems like you really have nothing here.  I wonder why that girl didn’t tell you everything?  Very strange, isn’t it?” 
 
    At that moment, instead of a knock on the door, a bookcase swung open and a pretty girl with dark blonde hair, only slightly younger than myself, walked in carrying a laptop. 
 
    “Ah, Jenny.  Good to see you.  Just put the laptop down here.” 
 
    The girl did as she was told and then turned to leave.  The President gave her a pat on the ass as she walked away and my eyebrows raised.  It was like a public service video about workplace etiquette  from the 1950s when a firm strike to the ass of a female employee was considered equivalent to a pay rise by the male dominated world.  It wasn’t even a pat on the ass cheek, Tobin grabbed her right between the legs as if he was quickly stroking her pussy through her pants.  She looked back with a smile before disappearing behind the bookcase again.  I hated her, it was like she was setting women’s rights back a hundred years single-handedly. 
 
    “That Jenny, she’s a whiz at data encryption, and decryption.  There’s almost nothing she hasn’t been able to unscramble for me.  Found something very interesting about you actually, Mr. Nicolescu.” 
 
    I shot Emanuel a glance.  What the fuck had he done?  I didn’t have long to wait as the American President pressed a few buttons on his own laptop and then turned it to face us.  I don’t want to detail what I saw on that screen, I’ll just say ‘President of Romania and a Thai Ladyboy’ and leave it at that. 
 
    “I’ve got a lot more and a lot worse on you, Mr. Nicolescu, but it seems you don’t have anything on me.” 
 
    Emanuel briefly found his voice after so many minutes of humiliated silence. 
 
    “Mister President…” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up.  You know I can’t just let an insult like this slide.  The fact is, you’re going to have to stay mighty quiet in the short and long term for all the dirt I have on you to stay under wraps.  Also, there’s one other thing.” 
 
    Tobin stood up and circled the desk to stand by Emanuel. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Emanuel tentatively got to his feet with a nervous glance at me before directing his attention to the man towering over him.  President Tobin put one hand on Emanuel’s shoulder, smiled, and then punched him in the stomach as quick as lightning.  Emanuel crumpled back to his seat, face the colour of a beetroot, wheezing for air. 
 
    “If your ass leaves that seat before I say it can, there will be major trouble, do you understand?” 
 
    Somehow through his pain and lack of air Emanuel managed to nod. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Tobin turned his attention to me and walked behind my chair, standing there for a moment.  The next thing I knew he was whispering in my ear. 
 
    “You think you’re something pretty fucking special, don’t you?” 
 
    I didn’t dare respond, this was a man who had just essentially TKO’d a head of state, it behoved me to keep my silence.  Tobin went on as if I had affirmed anyway. 
 
    “Well, I think we need to show your husband you’re not an ice princess all the time.  Deep down you’re actually a bit of a slut.  I see everything, that’s the secret to my success you know.  I’ve seen you looking at me all day.  I know what you want, I bet you’re wet already.” 
 
    My lips pursed together as I realised he was right, I was sopping wet.  Power turned me on, and I knew then that they call the President of the United States the most powerful man in the world for a reason.  I still had a built-in need to maintain control though, I was unwilling to give up anything to anyone.  Even Adam Tobin. 
 
    That’s all well and good on an academic level of course, but the next thing I knew Adam had grabbed a huge handful of my long, pitch-black, luxurious hair and pulled me to my feet like I was a rag doll. 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    “I can.  I am,” He said. 
 
    President Tobin pulled me around the desk until we were both facing my husband, who was still doubled over and looking at the floor as if he was going to be sick. 
 
    “Push those laptops to the side,” he said. 
 
    Without thinking, my body betrayed my prideful mind and I did as I was told.  I picked up first one laptop, closing the lid and then the other, the whole time Tobin kept a hold of my hair like I was a dog on a leash.  Magazines had interviewed me about how I kept it so sleek and beautiful, and here it was being used like reins, I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    At the same time, it was making me even hotter, Adam Tobin was one of those few who took whatever they wanted.  You had to get out of their way if you didn’t want to lose everything.  My husband, in fact nobody I’d ever met, was quite like that.  I knew then that with a man like Adam I was going to have to give up my power if I wanted to keep any of it at all.  He was in charge, and that’s just what I needed.  He was correct, he saw right through me. 
 
    With nothing but clear space on the desk in front of me I wondered what Tobin’s next move would be.  First he pulled my head back to speak to me again as he cupped my breast with his other hand. 
 
    “How big are your tits?  What cup size?” 
 
    “E cup,” I glanced at Emanuel, who was struggling to look up. 
 
    “Sir.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “E cup, Sir.  Say it,” He gave my breast a squeeze and my head a little shake by the hair. 
 
    “E cup, Sir,” I breathed out, almost sure I felt a dribble of my pussy juice running down my leg. 
 
    “Good girl, you learn quickly, don’t you?  I’m not going to have to tell you twice again am I?” 
 
    “I learn quickly,” I said, then added “Sir.” 
 
    President Tobin released my breast and I was sure I heard the distinctive sound of a zipper being pulled down. 
 
    “I want you to tell your husband everything you feel.  You will give him a running commentary, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” I responded. 
 
    “Good, reach behind yourself and tell him what you find.” 
 
    With one hand I fumbled around behind my back until my fingers brushed against something that could only be a cock.  A huge throbbing erection to be precise.  I gasped and wrapped my fingers around it, marvelling at how my hand was only just big enough to accomplish the task.  I stroked up and down the length a couple of times before I remembered what I was supposed to be doing. 
 
    “It’s his cock, Emanuel, his giant cock is in my hand.” 
 
    Emanuel appeared to be struggling to get up but Tobin warned him. 
 
    “Remember, you’ll be in a world of hurt if I can so much as slide a piece of fucking paper between your ass and that seat.  Remember that.” 
 
    Emanuel was powerless to do anything against the much bigger man and stopped trying to stand, instead looking at me with a forlorn expression. 
 
    “Tell him what it feels like.” 
 
    “It feels… fantastic.” 
 
    “I know from the video that it’s bigger than his.  How much bigger would you say?” 
 
    I stroked the entire length again, noting a slick bead of pre-cum had formed at the very tip, and tried to judge by feel alone. 
 
    “At least four times as big, I’d guess.” 
 
    “Do you think you can take it all in your little royal pussy?” 
 
    “No!” Protested Emanuel. 
 
    “Yes… I think so,” I said. 
 
    “I think so too,” Tobin said “Why don’t you lean over the desk, princess?” 
 
    His use of the word ‘princess’ had angered me before but after deciding to submit to him it turned me on even more.  There was no denying my juices were running down my legs now.  I hadn’t worn any panties under my form fitting dress due to not wanting any panty-lines showing as well as the thrill that a strong man might come along at any moment and have free access to my pussy.  As I bent over and felt my breasts squash against the expensive desk I knew that was exactly what was about to happen and the President of the United States was that strong man. 
 
    Tobin finally released my hair so he could use both hands to pull my dress up my legs.  I felt the slippery material sliding up my calves, across the back of my knees and then my thighs.  With that out of the way I was sure I could feel Adam’s heat radiating from him on to my bare skin but it was probably my imagination.  His cock was still in my hand and as he bunched my dress up over my ass I pressed it into the soft and toned flesh of my ass cheek, feeling his slick pre-cum cool on my posterior. 
 
    “No underwear, princess?  You are a little slut.  Tell your husband why you aren’t wearing any panties.” 
 
    “So big strong men can fuck me more easily,” I said and then added, somewhat redundantly given the circumstances “But I’ve never cheated.” 
 
    “Tell him where you’re going to put my cock.” 
 
    I thought about it for a moment, there was only one right answer to that. 
 
    “Wherever President Tobin tells me to put it.” 
 
    “Well said, princess.  It’s been too long since I fucked royalty, why don’t you guide it into your pussy and we’ll get this show on the road.  Don’t forget to tell your husband what’s happening.” 
 
    I gulped and manoeuvred the huge erection until it was pointing at the entrance to my gushing slit, feeling the head pushing my lips to either side. 
 
    “Oh my god, Emanuel, it’s the biggest cock I’ve ever felt, I’m so wet for it.  The head is stretching my pussy lips now, pushing them apart… I don’t know if it’s actually going to fit…” 
 
    I bit my bottom lip as I felt myself stretched to my limit, surely this was a weapon of mass destruction?  With an almost audible ‘pop’ the ridge of his cock head passed the outer limits of my vagina and my labia clamped down on his shaft. 
 
    “Oh fuck… the head is in me now… so wet… I think I can take it.  It feels so good, Emanuel, so much better than you.” 
 
    It was true, Emanuel was packing nothing in comparison to this monster invading my pristine pussy, it felt amazing.  After being so wet for so long I was close to cumming and he wasn’t even buried to the hilt yet.  If I was a betting girl, I’d have bet I was in for a hell of a night. 
 
    Steadily forward he pushed, unrelenting and uncaring about whether I could take it or not.  If I wasn’t so aroused there wouldn’t have been any way I could admit a cock that size so quickly but Adam Tobin gets what he wants, and at that moment he wanted my slit. 
 
    “I think it’s going to touch my cervix soon… don’t know how much more there is to come!  Emanuel, this is a fucking unbelievable cock!” 
 
    At that moment I felt Tobin’s pelvis come to rest on my ass and knew he was as deep as he could go, from that position anyway.  I paused for a  moment and closed my eyes, trying to think of what that cock would look like buried inside me, my labia wrapped around the base. 
 
    “It’s all the way in now… I love it.” 
 
    I felt President Tobin’s big hand reach around my waist and his fingers found my clit, first dragging some of my slick juices over it and then quickly rubbing back and forth across my most sensitive place.  I gasped, I squeaked and then my breath came quicker and quicker until my orgasm hit me like a freight train. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuck… I’m cumming on his cock… Emanuel… so good!” 
 
    Through nearly-closed eyes I glanced at Emanuel, still sitting in his seat.  Unexpectedly, his little pecker was tenting the front of his pants… he was getting off on this too by the looks of things.  I had no time to ponder that though, shutting my eyes I let the pleasure carry me away like a feather on the wind, moaning like a whore. 
 
    Eventually I floated back down to the desk and opened my eyes again.  Tobin withdrew his cock until I felt the bumpy ridge of his head stretching my lips again and then slammed it home all the way.  The whole desk shook and I yelped in pleasure.  The President grabbed both of my hips and began fucking me like I’d wanted to be fucked all my life. 
 
    The entire desk continued to shake with each powerful thrust and I noticed the laptops slowly bumping and sliding towards the edge of the desk, I wondered if they would fall off, but it didn’t matter, we could all afford replacements I was sure.  The important thing was the astounding cock repeatedly impaling me.  I had to tell my husband about it. 
 
    “It’s the best fuck I’ve ever had, Emanuel… where have you been all my life, Adam?” 
 
    “Sir to you,” was all he said, but he didn’t sound angry anymore, my pussy had pacified him a little at least. 
 
    I surmised that Tobin didn’t want me to say ‘in, out, in, out, in, out’ as part of my running commentary, so I gave my voice a rest and allowed myself to just enjoy the jack hammering I was receiving.  The steady slapping of his thighs on my ass echoed around the room and I felt my large breasts wobbling even though I was still wearing a bra. 
 
    I brought my hands to the sides of my ample chest, which was still pressed on to the dark wood of the President’s desk and managed to slip them underneath so I could vaguely rub at my sensitive nipples through the material.  Adam noticed what I was doing and paused in his thrusts.  To my surprise, I pouted.  I hadn’t done that since I was a little girl. 
 
    “He stopped… I want him to keep fucking me,” I said, half to my husband and half to Adam. 
 
    I heard the President open a drawer and put something on top of the desk, then he pulled the straps of my dress down my arms, exposing the bra strap.  He picked up whatever it was from the desk and the next thing I knew I felt cold metal on my back and gasped in surprise.  A snipping sound rang out and I felt the support of my bra give way.  He could have just undone the clasp… but he was in charge so I didn’t complain. 
 
    Tobin pulled me to a more upright position by my hair, though I was still bent over slightly, and pushed the straps of my dress and ruined bra off my arms so my breasts were free.  They were large, but I was proud of how firm they were despite the size and thrust them out towards my husband proudly. 
 
    “I think that’s a better show for Mr. Nicolescu, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” 
 
    Tobin replaced the scissors, or shears or whatever they had been back in the drawer and commenced pounding into me again, making me his royal fuck toy once more.  Firm or not, the power of his thrusts made my chest jiggle and bounce in time with each welcome invasion into my depths.  I braced myself on the desk with one hand and played with my nipples with the other, alternating between my two sensitive pink tips. 
 
    Without warning my second orgasm washed over me and I described my ecstasy as best I could to my husband, screaming out my pleasure and abandoning my nipples to use both hands for balance on the desk.  I hoped the oval office was sound proof, or secret service agents would come flooding in thinking a murder was taking place.  The thought prolonged my orgasm… would Tobin let them use me too? 
 
    I returned to the realm of reality and detected a noticeable swelling in the presidential fuck shaft.  I squeezed it as best I could with my punished pussy muscles, trying to milk him for his powerful seed. 
 
    “He’s going to cum inside me, Emanuel, he’s going to fill my pussy full of his hot sperm.” 
 
    “Wrong.” 
 
    Tobin suddenly pulled his dick out, grabbed my hair again and forced me to my knees before guiding his cock towards my mouth and pushing on the back of my head.  It was my first actual glimpse of his man meat, and it was a fleeting one at that.  The head quickly disappeared past my lips and I detected my own sweet nectar on my tongue, combined with the fleshy taste of cock.  He didn’t stop there though, he pushed and pushed, the head hit the back of my throat and beyond with another popping sensation.  I thanked whatever gods may be listening for those lessons at the expensive finishing schools that nobody ever talks about, which prepared me for this face fucking and allowed me to avoid gagging. 
 
    His cock was utterly soaked with natural lubricant and slid over my lips with ease until he was as buried in my throat as he had been in my pussy.  My air supply was cut off while he began pumping my head back and forth on his erection with short movements that never pulled the tip of his cock back into my mouth. 
 
    I began to turn red but still he fucked my face until, at last, he groaned and I felt warm semen blasting directly down my throat into my hungry stomach.  He came so much I thought I wouldn’t need to eat for a week but at last he was done and he pulled his cock out of my mouth.  When his dick was clear of my lips he pushed my head just enough so I lost my balance and fell to my ass, with a small dribble of sperm, the only escapees from his entire massive load, visible from the corner of my mouth. 
 
    I collapsed to my back and gasped for air on the floor between the President’s desk and chair with my legs splayed open to his view, the view millions of men had pined for.  At last I regained my breath and wondered what to do next. 
 
    “I swallowed all of his cum, Emanuel,” I said, simply. 
 
    “Most of it, anyway.  You can leave now, Mr. Nicolescu, and let’s not have any fucking funny business about videos.” 
 
    I stood up and saw Emanuel had also regained his feet. He was sporting a noticeable wet patch at the front of his pants and I wondered at what point he had cum. 
 
    “Come on, Ana, let’s go,” he said. 
 
    I hesitated, looking from Emanuel to Adam and bit my lower lip again with indecision. 
 
    “Could I stay… Sir?” 
 
    President Tobin looked at me with those penetrating blue eyes for what seemed like an eternity before answering with a smile. 
 
    “Actually… yes.  Get going, Mr. Nicolescu, while you still can.” 
 
    Emanuel hung his head and left the room, closing the door behind him.  I looked back to Adam and wondered what the future held.  Here was a man who had just turned me into his little slut.  He was a man with real power but despite what I’d done I knew I was more than just a cum bucket.  Would it be possible that this powerful man could be convinced there was a place in his life for a powerful woman?  Only time would tell. 
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    Have you ever planned something down to the very last detail, only to have something unforeseen rear its ugly head and spoil everything for you? Feels bad, doesn’t it? That’s how I felt on the day I’d planned to lose my virginity to my first boyfriend. 
 
    To think, I was going to let Mike be my first, only to show up at the party and see him with that slut Melody. I did the only thing I could think of at the time: burst into tears and flee the whole event. I began the long walk home, Mike was supposed to be my ride, but that obviously wasn’t going to happen anymore in any sense of the word. 
 
    I walked for several minutes with tears streaming down my face before I realised that I could call my Step-Dad. He had dropped me off, he probably wouldn’t have arrived home yet. My phone lit up as I flicked a finger across the screen, navigating to his contact details. I put the phone to my ear, and heard it ringing at the other end. 
 
    “Hello? Angela?” I heard Brett’s voice answer at last. 
 
    “Hi, can you come pick me up?” I said with a wavering voice, it was clear I was still crying. 
 
    “Is everything OK?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes. No. Just… can you come pick me up? I’ve walked a few minutes up the road back in the direction we came from.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, I’m just around the corner, I stopped for gas. I’ll be right there, sit tight” 
 
    Thank god for small favours I thought. Soon I’d be out of the cold air, back in the warm cabin of Brett’s car and on my way to forgetting this awful night. Several cars honked at me while I waited, probably due to the short skirt I was wearing. It wasn’t my fault, I was dressed to go to a party, not stand on the side of the street. 
 
    Finally I heard the throaty rumble of Brett’s classic muscle car approaching and he did a U-Turn when he spotted me, pulling over so I could get in. 
 
    “What happened?” He asked. 
 
    “Please… just drive me home.” I said, not able to explain to him that the boy I wanted to fuck was probably already balls deep in another girl. He shrugged his shoulders and pulled back out on to the road after checking his mirrors. 
 
    It wasn’t fair. I’d spent all day getting ready, mentally and physically preparing myself for my special night with Mike. I’d imagined what I would say, how I would give him a blowjob, right down to the exact way I would moan during the sex and how his fingers would feel when he touched the skin I was going to bare for the first time. 
 
    I let my thoughts drift through the scenario I had built up and I closed my eyes. The vibrations of the motor conveyed into my body via the seat sparked tingly feelings between my legs and I squirmed slightly. It was dark in the car and Brett would be watching the road, so I discreetly let my fingers trace circular patterns on my thighs, making myself shiver. 
 
    My mind was jolted back to the present when I heard a click and some old rock’n’roll song started playing on the radio. I hoped Brett hadn’t noticed what I was doing, I clasped my hands together momentarily to stop them straying but then reached over and turned the radio off again. 
 
    “Why are boys so stupid?” I asked, genuinely hoping he would know. 
 
    “What makes you say that?” Brett replied, not taking his eyes off the road. I took a deep breath, deciding to tell him most of the story. He’d been married to my Mom for almost as long as I could remember, I trusted him like a father. More than my own father, if the truth be told. 
 
    “When I got to the party I saw my boyfriend with another girl.” 
 
    “Mike?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Jesus. He is stupid.” Brett said, which made me smirk despite the unfortunate nature of the news I’d just told him. I really wanted his perspective, so I continued. 
 
    “Tonight was supposed to be… special. My special day.” I said, barely audible over the rumble of the car. 
 
    “Special how?” he asked and I squirmed on my seat. 
 
    “You know…special… my… first time.” I almost whispered it. 
 
    I managed to drag my eyes up to look at Brett, he was shaking his head 
 
    “God damn he’s stupid.” I heard him mutter under his breath, before indicating and pulling over to the side of the road. Turning to me, he grabbed my hand. 
 
    “Angela, first of all, promise me you won’t stay with him.” 
 
    “Of course not!” I said, how could I? 
 
    “Good. You deserve a lot better than him. Are you going to be ok?” 
 
    “I guess. I just… I was ready, and now I’m single again. Is there something wrong with me?” 
 
    “No Angel, there’s something wrong with him. Why were you in such a hurry anyway?” 
 
    The concern in his voice brought a lump to my throat and I found myself confessing everything. 
 
    “I don’t feel like I’ve hurried. All my friends have already done it, some of them years ago, but no boys ever asked me out. There was always a prettier girl, or some other reason I wasn’t good enough for them. All those sleepovers I’ve gone to, I felt so left out when they started talking about it.” I sighed “I was sure there was something wrong with me, but then Mike came along and I thought it was my turn, you know? My turn to find out what it feels like to be wanted. What it feels like to be kissed. What it feels like to be touched.” 
 
    I looked sadly at Brett. 
 
    “Now I don’t even have anybody to hug. Nobody wants me.” 
 
    Brett leaned over the centre console of the car and pulled me into a warm embrace, stroking my light brown hair, which I’d painstakingly straightened that day. I’m not sure how long we sat there for, I felt like I could have stayed there forever. I felt so warm and safe, protected by him on all sides and enveloped in his wonderful scent. I felt lucky to have him in my life. 
 
    Brett pulled his head back, resting his forehead against mine, and he ran his fingers through my sleek hair, bringing his hand to the back of my head. His blue eyes were so close, they were almost all I could see. Something was different about the way he was looking at me. 
 
    “Angel, do you trust me?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” I replied nervously. People only ask you that when they’re about to propose something truly outlandish. 
 
    “I… I want you to have your special day.” He said. 
 
    “How can that happen, Daddy?” I asked, slipping into my old name for him as I often did when uneasy. He didn’t answer with words, instead he tilted his head and his lips crossed the small gap that separated our mouths. Before I knew it, my Step-Dad was kissing me… and I was liking it. 
 
    Mike’s kisses had always had such a frantic feel about them, as if he needed to start and finish each kiss in record time so he could start the next one. He didn’t take any time to savour it, or do it right but Brett was different. He was experienced and in a few short seconds taught me that sometimes less was more. 
 
    I concentrated on the feel of him. His lips on mine, his hand gently pressing on the back of my head, and the tip of his tongue, just barely touching mine, almost as if he was trying to lure my tongue into his mouth. I took the bait and slowly pushed my tongue forward to swirl around his. After a while our lips parted, but we remained so close they were very near to touching. 
 
    “I want you, Angela. I’ve been jealous of Mike these past few weeks, I wanted it to be me with my hands on your body. You’re beautiful. Do you want me?” 
 
    I closed my eyes, letting the words wash over me. They were exactly what I’d been waiting years to hear. I hadn’t expected to have to wait until I was almost nineteen to hear them, and I certainly didn’t expect to hear them from Brett, but I knew what I wanted. 
 
    “Yes.” I whispered. 
 
    With my permission secured, Brett didn’t waste more time with words, instead choosing to press his lips to mine once more, and I returned his kiss with more passion as I grew used to the idea. It felt like a kiss that was going to lead further. 
 
    Brett’s hand ran through the length of my glossy hair and then I felt his hand tenderly cup one of my teen breasts. That slut Melody had huge tits and I was self-conscious of my more petite build. 
 
    “Do you wish they were bigger?” I asked, parting our mouths to get the question out. 
 
    “You’re perfect, Angela.” He said, and I blushed, then smiled, resuming our kiss and pressing my chest into his hand. I felt the warmth of his hand through my shirt and I wanted more. I took his hand from my breast and slipped it up under my shirt, Brett placed his hand back on my tit and gave it a squeeze. I half moaned in pleasure and half squeaked in surprise at the grope. 
 
    From under my shirt Brett pulled one cup of my bra down, exposing the breast he had been fondling. With a finger and thumb he gave my nipple a pinch, gently at first, but with rising pressure. I gasped at the unexpected pleasure it ignited in my body, the contrast between pain and pleasure was confusing and intoxicating at the same time. 
 
    Brett broke off our kiss and retracted his hand from my shirt, using it to unclip my seatbelt. Without a word he unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi hard dick, the first one I had seen aside from the ones on the internet. It was a lot more intimidating in real life and I wasn’t sure what to do, so Brett guided me. 
 
    Reaching to the back of my head with his hand that was closest to me he pulled me towards him and downwards. I had to shuffle my knees up on to my seat to get my body up over the centre console of the car. I descended inexorably towards my first blowjob and it was my Step-Father that was going to be on the receiving end. Before I made contact with it, I licked my lips, hoping it would let his cock slide easier. 
 
    I opened my mouth as Brett continued pushing on my head and felt it enter me, coming to rest on my tongue. I closed my lips on his shaft, forming a seal, and thought back to those embarrassing conversations I’d taken part in with my girl friends, them talking about sucking dicks, me sitting quietly. What had they said boys like? 
 
    I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock, feeling the bumpy texture of the ridge, and then paid close attention to the underside of the head, flicking and rubbing my tongue across it, which caused the whole thing to twitch in my mouth and I heard Brett gasp above me. 
 
    “Holy shit, that feels good, Angela, keep going. I’m going to find us somewhere more private. I felt the car begin moving again as Brett searched for a less busy side street. I began bobbing my head up and down on his cock a few times between my swirls and flicks and it soon became completely engorged, sticking out from his pants. I heard him mutter something about having to find somewhere quick or he’d crash and smiled around his erection. 
 
    After only a few minutes Brett found a suitable spot and parked the car, turning off the ignition. It was very dark and I could barely see anything once all the lights from the dashboard turned off. I could have been sucking anybody’s dick, anywhere for all my eyes could tell me. My other senses heightened in response to the deprivation of sight. My tongue felt every bump and curve of his cock, memorising it. 
 
    My perfume mixed with Brett’s aftershave and the simple pine-scented thing hanging from his rear view mirror and combined with the undertones of the natural smells our bodies were making. That pine smell, so iconic, when mixed with everything else screamed out as if it was a neon sign: ‘TEENAGERS FUCKING IN A CAR’. Only one of us was in his forties. 
 
    Brett undid his seatbelt and I was forced to relinquish my place on his cock so it could retract itself. 
 
    “Hop in the back, Angel.” He said. I began to clamber awkwardly over the front seats, it wasn’t easy in the dark. When I was in the back I could just make out Brett leaning over the passenger seat, and pulling the handle that made it tilt forward. Next he climbed into the back, even more awkwardly than I had, and pulled the equivalent handle on the driver seat, giving us as much room as possible in the cramped space. 
 
    Even though I’d never had the opportunity, I knew that the back seat of a car wouldn’t be the most comfortable place to get intimate. That didn’t change the fact that it had always been one of my fantasies. There was something I found so hot about the idea of a heavy petting session in the back seat of a car, the confined space forcing two people together, fogging up the windows, the risk of a policeman tapping their flashlight on the window. Maybe it was just due to all the movies I’d seen but it almost seemed like a rite of passage that teenagers were supposed to go through, and now Brett was giving me the chance. 
 
    I opened my legs, my skirt riding the short distance up my thighs to come to rest on my hips, exposing my white panties, probably one of the easiest things to see in the darkness. Brett moved between my legs and I felt the heat of his cock, still wet with my saliva and his pre-cum, pressing at the material of my panties an instant before his chest pressed against mine. 
 
    The breast he had exposed earlier by pulling down the cup of my bra was getting rubbed noticeably more than the other as our bodies writhed together, sending shivers of pleasure into my body. We kissed deeply and I slipped my hands under his shirt to feel his body for the first time. Starting at the waistline of his jeans I worked my way upwards over his abs, savouring the feel of how hard his body was in comparison with mine. Even his chest, when I got that high, was hard and I pushed his shirt up over his head to give myself more access, I wanted to explore every inch of his body. 
 
    Brett began gently grinding the shaft of his cock against me, rubbing the dampening material of my panties against my virgin slit. It felt so fantastic, I couldn’t help but let out a little whimper, very different from the sexy moans I had practiced earlier in the day. Suddenly I became aware that my panties had worked their way inside me and my outer lips were actually gently embracing my Step-Dad’s erection as it slid up and down in time with the rocking of his hips. 
 
    The realisation elicited a gasp from me as I concentrated on the sensations being rubbed into my pussy. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, his cock was hard and soft at the same time, like a warm steel rod in a velvet case. My lips caressed every bump and vein as it slid and I looped my fingers into his pockets, pulling his pelvis into me even harder. 
 
    Brett stopped his thrusting and leaned back, which forced the shaft of his cock harder against me, and I licked my lips again, feeling my pussy embrace him even more. He lifted my shirt over my head and threw it into the front seat before reaching behind my back and unclasping my bra, throwing it in the general direction of my shirt. 
 
    He lowered his head until I felt his tongue gently prodding at first one nipple, then the other, wetting them slightly. I placed my hands at the back of his head, thrusting my small tits towards him, wanting to feel his hot wet tongue again. Brett complied and sucked one of my nipples into his mouth, flicking his tongue across it several times. I don’t think my nipples had ever been harder than at that moment. 
 
    Brett moved backwards until he was kneeling in the space that would normally be for the passenger travelling behind the driver. I felt his hands push under my ass, grasping for the top of my panties, finding it and pulling downwards. The crotch of my panties was stuffed so far up my snatch that it pulled against Brett’s tugging briefly until finally exposing me to him. 
 
    Brett began kissing my inner thigh, causing my legs to quiver each time. His stubble was scratchy while his lips were soft and warm. I began breathing deeper the closer to my soaking pussy he kissed. By the time I felt his first kiss on my outer lips I was panting like I’d just run a marathon. Using just his lips he clamped down and tugged at my labia, pulling out gently and running his tongue along the length. 
 
    My hands roamed over my body, I wanted to be touched everywhere as Brett teased me between my legs. I slid my hands from Brett’s hair, up my navel and cupped my own breasts, each hand mirroring the other. When Brett stuck his tongue in my pussy and I felt his prickly stubble on my outer lips for the first time, I pinched my nipples like he had done earlier and squealed in the affirmative. 
 
    “Yes! Oh god, that feels good.” 
 
    Brett was licking my tight little slit from end to end, each pass of the tongue finishing with a flick on my clit sending jolts of pleasure into my body. I moaned each time he touched it, I’d never dreamed that a tongue would feel so much better than my own fingers. The spiky sensation of his stubble rubbing on the sensitive flesh all around my pussy served to both focus my attention on the softness of his tongue and also provided a tantalising contrast that was driving me wild. 
 
    Brett began to concentrate his licking on my clit, increasing the rate at which my pleasure was building. I knew that a huge orgasm wasn’t far away and began to flex my abdominal muscles each time I breathed out. I don’t know why, but when I’d masturbated in the past, this always helped to tip me over the edge. 
 
    I was so close to cumming when I felt Brett insert a finger past my pussy lips and into my vagina. The thought of having somebody else’s finger inside me was the final straw and I yelled my ecstasy into the cabin of the car, where it seemed impossibly loud due to the small space. I writhed around, bumping my head on the side of the car and the seat but not caring. I’m sure I made the whole car rock with my bucking hips and thrashing movements, but I was powerless to stop myself. 
 
    I’d never even dared dream of pleasure so all-encompassing, it was beyond the previous powers of my imagination. When the pleasure finally began to fade, I was almost unsure of where I was anymore. All that was left was a warm glow in my belly as I stared up into the darkness and panted. 
 
    Brett raised himself back over me with a double popping sound coming from his knees after kneeling for so long. He kissed me passionately and he tasted different than before, I finally worked out that it was my own juices causing that difference. His mouth and chin were covered in my honey, I held his head and licked at his face, curious about my flavour. I’d never thought to put my fingers to my mouth after masturbating, but I vowed to make a habit of it from then on. I tasted good if I do say so myself. 
 
    I felt the pressure of his erection back at the entrance to my virgin slit, but this time there were no panties to protect me and our bare genitals slid gently across each other with every move we made. At some stage, during my orgasm perhaps, Brett had pulled his pants down and out of the way. I was scared but I had been waiting a long time for this. I was ready. 
 
    “Take it. It’s yours.” I said. 
 
    Brett reached down with one hand and steadied his cock, holding it firmly as he pushed it against me. My unused slit resisted at first but my lips were, almost reluctantly it seemed, pushed to each side as our combined natural lubricants allowed him to slide past. I felt the ridge of his cock head, memorised from the blowjob I had given earlier, enter my tunnel and my outer lips closed elastically on the slightly narrower shaft. 
 
    Just a little bit more pushing and Bret’s cock was resting against my intact hymen. He paused, prolonging the evidence of my virginity for just a few more torturous seconds, then kissed me and pushed forward at the same time. With a sensation I would later describe as being similar to feeling a condom rip, with added sting, my hymen was penetrated and I felt the welcome invasion of his hard member thrusting aside the tight walls of my pussy, fitting snugly into me. 
 
    His big cock was touching where nothing had ever touched before and it was painful. I clenched my teeth and whimpered, again nothing like the sexy moans I’d practiced earlier that day. When Brett was all the way inside of me he paused, letting me get used to him, letting the burning sensation die away. It was a very different kind of pain, unlike anything I’d experienced before that night. It was more like the pain of when he had first pinched my nipple, or the prickly sensation of his stubble. Under it all was the promise of great pleasure, and once my body was more accustomed to his girth, it signalled that it had heard that promise and wanted delivery. 
 
    Without my thinking, I began to rock my own hips back and forth almost imperceptibly, causing his cock to move within me ever so slightly. Brett pulled back until I felt that now familiar bumpy ridge at the very opening of my pussy, paused, and then pushed forward, quicker this time. I was so wet due to his amazing tongue that his cock was completely slick with my juices. I was amazed at the difference in feeling between that first stroke and the second. The pain had already dulled, and the pleasure was beginning to take over. 
 
    Brett bottomed out again, pulled backwards immediately and then began thrusting into me at a slow, rhythmic pace. Our bodies met over and over again, with a sound like very quiet clapping. The realisation washed over me that it was finally happening, I was being fucked. I clasped my hands behind his head and pulled him into a kiss as he continued pumping at my newly deflowered pussy. 
 
    I felt an increase in the speed and power of Brett’s thrusts, accompanied by the louder sounds of our bodies coming together with each stroke. A bead of sweat dripped down my brow and I broke off our kiss to nuzzle my forehead against his neck, looking down between our bodies in an effort to see as much as I could in the darkness. I could vaguely make out my milky white thighs, with his darker toned body rhythmically obscuring them in time with the slapping sounds of our bodies over the wetter sounds of him plunging into my depths. 
 
    The burning sensation in my pussy returned, but it was different to his first few strokes, it was a fire of pleasure that was being stoked within me and I felt it grow with each thrust of Brett’s hips. He maintained his strong and fast pace, pushing me closer to my orgasm. 
 
    I was so happy to be there with him I was almost overcome with emotion, I’d waited so long and it was even better than I expected. As I felt myself get nearer and nearer the edge I whispered into his ear. 
 
    “You’re fucking me, Daddy.” 
 
    “Say it again, Angel.” He panted. 
 
    “You’re fucking me, Daddy.” I said at full volume. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “You’re fucking me, Daddy!” I yelled and felt myself slip over the edge of pleasure, freefalling into my orgasm. I thrashed my head from side to side, dimly aware of hitting both the side of the car and the seat again and also a seatbelt clip digging into my back. All these sensations were almost completely whitewashed by the sheer bliss of my first cock-powered orgasm. Throughout the pleasure I was impaled time and again on his hard dick, each time was like a tiny explosion of wonderful sensations as his body put pressure on my clit. 
 
    My ecstasy was just beginning to fade when Brett groaned and for the first time his thrusts became more sporadic. With a powerful push, driving my head against the side of the car, he buried himself in me as far as he could possibly go and I felt the sticky spurt of his semen hitting the depths of my vagina. I’d been prepared for this day, so I was on the pill and I wasn’t worried, I just rode my orgasm out as he used me for his own pleasure, filling me with his seed. With one last groan, Brett collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms around him as we both tried to catch our breath. 
 
    After a while I reached up with one hand to touch the window. It was completely steamed up. Perfect, just like my fantasy. 
 
    Without warning there was a sharp tapping on the window and somebody with a flashlight was outside the driver’s door. We frantically scrambled around for our clothes, rocking the car almost as much as when we were fucking, and finally we were back in the front seats. Brett wound down the window and was met with the sight of an impatient looking policeman shining his flashlight at us. 
 
    The cop’s expression turned from impatience to confusion as he looked back and forth between Brett and myself, then with a shake of his head that said ‘Now I’ve seen everything’ he began a short monologue. 
 
    “Got an emergency call from a nice old lady this evening. She said there was a suspicious car parked outside of her house, probably ‘casing the joint’ to use her words. We said we’d take a look, there had been some burglaries in the area in recent weeks after all. I must say, you two look like you’ve got everything you need already. Why don’t you take it home and stop bothering this nice neighbourhood?” 
 
    “Yes sir, officer, thank you.” Brett said politely. 
 
    “You OK, Miss?” the officer said, shining his light at me. 
 
    “Yes officer!” I said, sounding like an enthusiastic cheerleader. I couldn’t help it, I was so happy. Getting caught by the police was just the naughty cherry on my perfect sundae. The light slowly worked its way down my body, I half hoped there was no mess evident between my legs… and half hoped there was. 
 
    The policeman stepped back and surveyed Brett’s car with his flashlight. 
 
    “Very nice. I’ve been wanting to pick up one of these for myself for a while.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a 1967…” Brett was cut off. 
 
    “The car’s pretty sweet too. Have a good night.” 
 
    He walked back to his patrol car, how we could have missed the red and blue flashing lights I’ll never know, but we did. Brett and I looked at each other and cracked up laughing. 
 
    “Drive me home, Daddy.” I said and settled in for the short journey. 
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    Divorce can be a difficult thing for the kids trapped in the middle, but I didn’t think it was so bad.  It was obvious, even though they tried to shelter me as best they could, that my parents didn’t love each other anymore.  I was glad when they separated, it meant I didn’t have to listen to their arguments keeping me awake at night.  I kept a good relationship with my Dad, even though I stayed living with my Mom, and when they didn’t have to see each other every day they at least managed to be civil with each other. 
 
    Things went from good to great when my Mom started dating Cinton Borderman from down the street.  She was overjoyed, and I was happy for her, when he eventually proposed to her shortly after my eighteenth birthday, a few years after my parents divorced. 
 
    We’d known the Bordermans for a long time, as long as I could remember anyway.  They lived on the same street as us, and we went to the funeral when Mrs. Borderman had died.  I was around eight at the time, I think.  She left behind an almost inconsolable husband and twin boys, Jarrod and Brendan, who were in my class.  I remember making a card and giving it to them after the service and I remember their sad little faces as they politely took it and thanked me.  My god it was an ugly card, I was far from an artist back then.  I probably couldn’t do any better now of course, but it really is the thought that counts. 
 
    That day was the first time the twins and I were the slightest bit courteous to each other, until then we’d barely spoken except to call each other names at school.  We had kept the segregation of genders nearly intact except for minor ventures into each other’s territories for the purposes of being asshole kids.  It was exactly what you’d expect from people of that age, nothing special. 
 
    However, my peace offering in their darkest hour was gratefully and enthusiastically accepted and we became quick friends.  Of everybody in my class, they lived the closest, so we spent a lot of time together.  When we went to high school we discovered a mutual passion for long distance running and trained together all the time. 
 
    We destroyed everybody in our school who dared to race against us, and we did similarly well at state and national levels, at the competitions we could get to anyway.  We talked about representing our country when we were finished high school, and we just might do it yet. 
 
    That’s why I was more than happy when they moved in with us.  It was an easy decision in the end, our house was bigger and the Bordermans were kind of apprehensive about my Mom and I treading over the memories of Mrs. Borderman, so it was kind of therapeutic for them to make a fresh start in a new house. 
 
    After they were all settled in, my Mom and Clinton took a belated honeymoon, leaving the twins and I behind with strict instructions to host no parties and to not break anything.  We had no intention of doing either, getting wasted at parties set our training schedules behind for days, depending on how difficult the hangover recovery was, and we wanted to be in the best shape of our lives when we went to college the next academic year. 
 
    One day we returned home shortly after dark from a long training run and there was our usual bottleneck of one shower but three sweaty runners that wanted to wash up before getting some food and settling down in front of a good movie.  We settled it in our usual manner, an epic paper/rock/scissors battle, as many rounds as it took to decide the victor and the losers.  In this case, I was the victor and I left them to hammer out the details of who went second and third, closing the door on them as I carried my towel and clothes into the bathroom. 
 
    The hot water pounding down on my athletic body was unbelievably refreshing.  I managed to wash away most of the hardships of the training, leaving behind the satisfaction of a good workout.  I was just about to turn the shower off when an impatient knocking sounded out on the door. 
 
    “You going to use all the hot water again, Ellie?” It was impossible to know which of the twins it was calling out to me over the sound of the shower and through the door, but it didn’t matter really.  I moved my hand away from the taps.  To the victor go the spoils, after all. 
 
    “Almost done!” I called back and smiled.  I wouldn’t keep them waiting too long, or it would get too late to watch our movie.  I savoured the last minute or so of my shower before stepping out on to the bath mat and drying myself.  I quickly slipped into some tracksuit pants and a t-shirt, no sense in dressing up for a night in.  I didn’t bother putting on a bra, I’m petite and a few hours of sitting on a couch wasn’t likely to put much strain on my perky teen chest. 
 
    I opened the door and the twins were both there with their towels and clothes. 
 
    “Sorry guys!” I said with an innocent smile as I squeezed between their muscular, and still sweaty, bodies.  While I had been in the shower they had apparently abandoned all formalities and were now going to fight it out between them who would have the next shower with a round of ‘whoever-can-get-in-the-bathroom-and-lock-the-other-one-out’.  Boys… do they ever properly grow up? 
 
    I hung up my towel in my room to dry and threw my running clothes in my laundry basket before heading downstairs, circling around the skirmish that was now being pitched on the ground outside the bathroom.  They were as evenly matched as you would expect, being twins, so there was no telling how long they could take.  To speed things up I called back over my shoulder as I descended to the ground floor. 
 
    “Whoever has the last shower gets a massage from me!” 
 
    Silence ensued from upstairs for a few moments while I went to the kitchen.  I put our giant home-made pizza into the oven, toppings divided into three to suit our different tastes and I heard the shower turn on.  Massage is a wonderful motivator for peace.  Maybe armies should be trained in massage instead of combat I thought. 
 
    The idea of a bunch of blonde Swedish hunks running across a battlefield with a towel and bottle of oil yelling ‘Yoohoo!  I see you!  Relax!’ into enemy fire tickled me for some reason and I let out a snort of laughter.  It did remind me that I’d need to get the massage oil to pay out on my end of the peace treaty though.  I retrieved it, some towels, and went to the living room, relaxing on the couch with a trashy magazine while I waited. 
 
    I heard footsteps coming down the stairs and looked up to see Brendan step into the living room, still wearing just his towel.  These boys had grown up in an all-male household for the past ten years, and I guess they didn’t realise the effect the sight of half-naked men had on an impressionable young woman like me. 
 
    The twins were absolutely gorgeous, it had to be said.  They had really filled out lately, shoulders broadening and muscles gaining mass and definition.  They were actually getting bigger than they really wanted to be.  When you’re running for a long time, you don’t want to be carrying any more weight than you absolutely have to.  What could they do though?  They were inheriting their father’s body shape, which wasn’t the worst thing in the world to look forward to. 
 
    “You get that pizza in?”  Brendan asked. 
 
    “Of course, you didn’t think I would forget, did you?”  I replied.  Pizza is my weakness, I love it, and he knew it. 
 
    “You never can tell these days, you’ve been a bit distracted by that boyfriend of yours lately!” 
 
    “Hmmmph.  Well, you won’t have to worry about that anymore… he dumped me yesterday.”  I said, looking back down at my magazine, sad to be reminded of the nasty break-up. 
 
    “Oh shit, I’m sorry Ellie.  What happened?  Why didn’t you say anything?”  he asked with a concerned tone in his voice and stood next to me, placing a strong hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “He said he’d found somebody else, as well as the old it’s-not-you-it’s-me routine.  He wouldn’t really go into details.  I just didn’t want to talk about it… I’ve never been dumped before.  It sucks ass.  Anyway, I still don’t want to talk about it.  Forget him.  So, you decided you’ve had enough massages in your life and just wanted a shower?” 
 
    “Not quite, we just agreed that Jarrod needed it more.  His girlfriend dumped him this week too!  He needed something to help him relax.  Looks like we’re not the most popular family in town, eh?” 
 
    “I guess not.” I admitted. 
 
    Brendan looked at me for a moment before making a welcome suggestion. 
 
    “Hey, how about I give you a massage for once?” 
 
    I didn’t need to be convinced.  “Deal.” I said. 
 
    Between us we managed to get the towels spread out over a large enough area to prevent any oil spills staining the carpet.  That would probably violate the strict rule our parents had left behind of not breaking anything. 
 
    I laid down on my front, ready for the relaxation to commence.  When it didn’t, I looked back over my shoulder at Brendan to find out what the hold-up was.  He was looking slightly uncomfortable and shy.  It was really cute, but I wanted that massage! 
 
    “What’s the problem?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, uh, if you want me to use this oil, you’ll have to get that shirt off, and unclip your bra.” 
 
    “Oh… yeah.  If you would give me more massages I would remember that.” 
 
    “Sorry, your majesty.” He joked. 
 
    “Close your eyes and turn around.” I told him, and waited until he complied.  When he was facing the other direction I quickly pulled my shirt off over my head and got my chest back to the ground as fast as I could, pulling my hair off my back and to one side before putting my arms straight at my sides. 
 
    “Begin!” I said. 
 
    “As the lady wishes.”  I heard Brendan say as he knelt to one side of me.  Shortly afterwards I felt the shock of cold oil hitting me in the back and I gasped quietly.  It soon warmed up though, and the faint scent of lavender wafted up my nose, helping me to relax again. 
 
    Brendan began a slow massage and it was wonderful.  Knotted and aching muscles that I hadn’t even realised were knotted and aching began to loosen under the firm manipulations of his hands.  All over my back and shoulders they roamed and I lost track of time, allowing myself to close my eyes and float on the soothing sensations. 
 
    At some stage Brendan moved so he was straddling me, which forced my arms away from my body slightly as his knees hugged me on each side.  It must have made the angles of the massage easier for him because he quickly improved on an already good thing, his hands sliding all over my back, and also exploring the newly exposed skin to the sides. 
 
    He slowly slid his fingers along the grooves of my ribcage, one hand starting a new stroke as the other one was nearly finished, creating a sensation of constant rubbing.  I was in heaven and didn’t even react when his fingers explored too far, brushing the side of my small breast, squashed out slightly due to my position. 
 
    His rubbing and kneading stopped and I could almost imagine the embarrassed look on his face. 
 
    “It’s OK.  I don’t mind, keep going!” 
 
    I wanted that massage to go on forever, but I’d be lying if I said his brief touch on my soft flesh hadn’t sparked a strange, but not unwelcome, feeling between my legs.  His massage continued as it had before, but I couldn’t stop myself from thinking of his accidental caress. 
 
    Brendan was working through a massage routine, and as he came back to his ribcage-strokes I almost stopped breathing, waiting to see if he would make another mistake, and desperately hoping he would. 
 
    His fingers slid around my body, stroking backwards then starting near the front again.  One stroke… nothing.  Two strokes… nothing.  Three strokes… his fingers gently touched the side of my tender teen breast again.  I softly inhaled and then whispered. 
 
    “Yes...” 
 
    Brendan began caressing my exposed flesh on each side, half continuing his massage and half exploring my young body for himself.  His fingers slid further and further forward with each repetition, touching more and more of my tits, until his fingers were nearly reaching my nipples.  I was sure that his very next push forward would bring his fingertips into contact with my sensitive pink peaks. 
 
    Instead at that moment I felt a second pair of hands begin to feel my body as Jarrod began massaging my arms, shoulders and neck, while Brendan shifted his position slightly and concentrated more on my back.  I hadn’t even heard Jarrod come down the stairs, and wondered briefly how long he had been watching. 
 
    Did he know that his twin had been about to feel my tits?  I couldn’t tell for sure, Brendan seemed to be just giving me a regular massage now, which felt great, but I realised that I wanted a lot more out of this.  I got an answer of sorts when Brendan ran the heels of his hands up my back on either side of my spine putting a lot of his weight into it.  A series of cracks and pops emanated from my back and I sighed in bliss. 
 
    My back no longer felt stiff, but when Brendan had leaned forwards as much as was needed to finish his stroke at the top of my back I felt something warm and hard pushing at the crack of my ass through my tracksuit pants.  This reminded me that Brendan was only wearing a towel and his position straddling me must have caused his only clothing to ride up somewhat. 
 
    I opened my mouth, as I suddenly seemed unable to get enough air through my nose.  The situation danced around in my mind, my Step-Brother was using my ass like a hot dog bun while he and his twin brother massaged my naked upper body.  The strange sensation I’d noted between my legs blossomed into recognisable dampness.  There was something about how unexpected and forbidden the scenario was that was making me incredibly hot and bothered. 
 
    Slowly a slippery hand snaked around the side of my body, I didn’t know who it belonged to, and slid under me to cup my breast, transferring the massage oil on to my nipple as it slid.  Another anonymous hand slid around the other side, cupping my other breast, and similarly lubricating it with the sweet-smelling oil. 
 
    Throughout all this I’d kept my eyes closed and concentrated on the tactile sensations, but I had a desperate need to see whose hands were where.  Was Brendan groping and dry humping me in front of his brother?  Was Jarrod feeling my tits while Brendan rubbed his cock along my ass? 
 
    I opened my eyes and peered over my shoulder.  Each of the twins had a hand on one of my tits, and they stopped all movement when they spotted my eyes were open, waiting to see what I would do.  I swivelled my eyes to look back and forth between the faces of my two best friends, hardly believing what I was about to say, but I couldn’t deny what my body was telling me. 
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to kiss me first?” I said with a smile that I hoped was both sexy and reassuring.  They were both being so gentle and tentative, I wanted to make sure they were aware I was perfectly happy with what was happening, because I knew they wouldn’t force me to do anything I didn’t want to, we’d been friends for so long. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re OK?  We’ve wanted to do this for a long time.”  Jarrod spoke on behalf of both of them, as they often did. 
 
    “Yes, I’m more than OK.”  I said, and they both smiled. 
 
    Brendan lifted his weight off me and removed his hand from my tit, only to grab me by the hips and gently turn me over underneath him.  When I was flat on my back, Jarrod leaned over and placed a hand on the side of my head, gently stroking my cheek with his thumb and gave me a tender kiss, his tongue just barely slipping into my mouth.  I kissed him back, and lightly played the tip of my tongue across his. 
 
    At the same time Brendan bent to suck one of my nipples into his mouth and flicked his tongue across it, I whimpered slightly in the midst of my kiss.  Jarrod pulled his head back marginally only to whisper to me. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful, Ellie, I’ve wanted to kiss you for years.” 
 
    “Do it again.” I urged him and raised my hand to the back of his head, running my fingers through his hair as he closed the short distance between our lips again.  Brendan had swapped to my other nipple and was giving it the same treatment as the first, sucking it past his lips and then rubbing his tongue back and forth across it.  Soon, each of my nipples was equally hard, straining up towards my Step-Brother and demanding even more attention. 
 
    Each of them gently pinched a nipple, sending jolts of electric pleasure into my body, I moaned into Jarrod’s mouth, unable to stop myself.  He kissed me all the more deeply, turning his tender kiss into the most passionate, and downright urgent-feeling, kiss I’d ever had.   My mouth was wide open as our jaws and lips worked in tandem to kiss each other, when we pulled apart I was almost as breathless as when we’d returned from our training run. 
 
    Brendan shuffled backwards until he was no longer straddling me, and pulled at the legs of my tracksuit pants.  I planted my feet and raised my ass off the ground so that he could pull the unflattering garment off to reveal my tanned and toned legs.  He discarded the unrequired clothing and immediately reached forward to pull downwards on my underwear.  I repeated the procedure, lifting my ass and soon my sex was exposed to my Step-Brother while his twin continued to deeply kiss me over and over again. 
 
    I’ve always loved kissing, there’s something so intimate and special about it.  It seems like anybody and anything can fuck, but a good kisser is a rarity.  Jarrod was fantastic in that regard, strong yet gentle, passionate yet controlled, for a moment he made me feel like we were alone and I was the only woman in the world. 
 
    That feeling didn’t last long though, as Brendan began kissing and nibbling his way up my legs, starting at my feet where he kissed even the soles before moving on to my ankle, then the calf of my other leg and then he reached my knees.  Now, I’ve heard rumours that some women have the strangest places that turn them on when touched, be it ear lobes, necks, whatever.  For me, the back of my knees are simultaneously ticklish and erogenous, it’s a burden and a blessing. 
 
    When Brendan lifted my leg and kissed the back of my knee, I moaned into his brother’s mouth again and my legs quivered in his hands.  I thought he was going to continue moving up my legs, but he must have noticed my reaction because he spent a while kissing and caressing me there.  I was in heaven and hell at the same time, writhing in horny pleasure and ticklish glee all at once. 
 
    I felt so wet by the time Brendan did resume his journey up my legs, I was almost sure somebody had poured the remaining massage oil all over my slit.  I was desperate for attention down there and Brendan was so close.  Just a few more kisses and nibbles on my inner thighs and I was sure he would be licking my pussy with even happier results than my knees. 
 
    As Brendan traversed the last few torturous inches to my waiting sex, Jarrod moved his head down and began sucking my breasts as his brother had done shortly before.  Just as my nipple was beginning to be flicked by Jarrod’s tongue, I felt an equivalent sensation on my much more sensitive pussy. 
 
    I moaned and squeezed Jarrod’s head against my chest as their tongues explored my most private areas.  Jarrod appeared to be dressed the same as his brother, that is to say he was just wearing a towel.  I carefully reached out with my hand and placed it on the inside of his knee, and began to feel my way upwards. 
 
    Jarrod’s flicking tongue slowed its movements as he was distracted by the feel of my hand getting nearer his crotch and he spread his legs slightly so I could reach all the way up.  I paused when I felt the heat of him just at the tips of my fingers, trying to memorise the moment when I first cupped my friend’s balls, and then I was caressing them alternately with my fingers and palm. 
 
    Jarrod reached down with one hand and unwrapped the towel from around him, setting his cock free, which stood hard and ready, already leaking pre-cum.  I raised my hand to caress the head of his impressive erection, wrapping my fingers around it and using my thumb to spread his natural lubricant over the surface.  With his stiff member sufficiently slippery I began a slow hand job and a deep groan emitted from Jarrod’s lips, still clamped down on one of my nipples. 
 
    I stroked his cock rhythmically, beginning to be more and more distracted by the pleasure Brendan’s tongue was lapping into my pussy.  He was licking my tight slit from end to end, forcing his tongue between my pussy lips and dipping into my honey pot every now and then.  I felt his ears touching each of my inner thighs and gave his head a playful squeeze each time his tongue touched my clit or dipped into my depths. 
 
    Jarrod kissed me deeply again for a few moments before grabbing a cushion off the couch and gently working it under my shoulders so my head leaned way back looking in the opposite direction from my body and the Step-Brother licking my pussy.  I was slightly confused at first but when he knelt with one knee on either side of my head, facing his twin it became obvious what he wanted. 
 
    Leaning forwards he planted his hands on either side of my navel and his heavy dick almost seemed to aim itself at my mouth.  I parted my lips and accepted him inside me, swirling my tongue around the already slick and glistening head of his cock.  Jarrod slowly moved his hips backwards and forwards, gently fucking my face as he watched his twin lick my pussy. 
 
    The ridge of his cock slid in and out of my mouth, time and again in a slow and dependable rhythm.  I sucked at it each time it pulled back, resulting in a quiet slurping sound with each withdrawal.  Jarrod groaned in pleasure and I spread my legs, allowing Brendan’s tongue to penetrate me even deeper.  The thought of having both twins inside me at the same time was driving me wild with lust and I felt my orgasm slowly building with Brendan’s occasional touches upon my clit with his tongue. 
 
    Things got a lot more hot and heavy for me when Brendan switched his attention to focus almost entirely on my clit.  I began to moan louder and louder around Jarrod’s cock and he began thrusting deeper and deeper into my mouth.  Finally with a ‘pop’ that I’m sure only I could have heard, the head of his cock was actually in my throat. 
 
    I’d never deepthroated before that night, the position I was in had my throat open as wide as possible, making it easier than I had imagined. 
 
    “Oh my fucking gaaawwd.” Jarrod whispered, and slowly pushed his cock forward until his balls were just about covering my eyes.  He immediately pulled back again so I could breath and moan freely again. Repeatedly he impaled me with his cock, bottoming out each time with long smooth strokes into my face, each time there was that faint ‘pop’ sound as his head squeezed into the tighter confines of my throat. 
 
    After getting used to the sensation of a huge dick in my throat I was better able to wrap my mind around what Brendan was doing.  He was still concentrating on my clit and a warm glow was building in my tummy, almost like a faint vibration that was growing stronger with each flick of his tongue. 
 
    I was just at the cusp of cumming when Brendan inserted a finger into my vagina, gently finger fucking me in slow motion compared to his rapidly flickering tongue.  As if my body had been waiting for the signal I came hard, pushed over the edge by the thought of having both twins inside me at the same time. 
 
    I took a deep breath, reached upwards with both hands, grabbing on to Jarrod’s ass cheeks, and pulled his hips towards my face, shoving his cock down my throat. My air supply was effectively cut off and I rode out my orgasm on the strength of that one breath, thrashing around, unable to move due to the powerful men pleasuring me at each end and holding me in place with hands, mouths and cocks. 
 
    Finally, at the end of my oxygen and orgasm, I pushed Jarrod’s hips backwards and gasped for air.  A string of saliva and pre-cum stretched from my lips to Jarrod’s cock momentarily before breaking and landing in my hair and on my cheek. 
 
    I hadn’t even caught my breath when I felt Brendan changing positions between my legs, moving so he could stick his own erection in my still quivering pussy that he had pleasured almost  more than I thought possible.  I gently stroked Jarrod’s hard dick as one identical to it pressed at the folds of my pussy lips, gently but unstoppably pushing them to each side as it sought after my tight tunnel. 
 
    Brendan found his target and began pushing himself inside of me and I pulled Jarrod’s cock back to my mouth so I could feel them both plunging into my body at the same time.  It was an incredible feeling to be the focus of the identical twins’ lust. 
 
    My pussy lips gripped at the advancing erection, the biggest it had ever allowed to trespass into my depths and I felt his cock rubbing at my pussy walls on all sides, sending warm waves of heat throbbing around my body.  Once Brendan had stuffed his entire cock into my pussy he didn’t waste any time building up pace, instead he fucked me hard and fast, shaking my whole body and causing even my petite tits to jiggle on my athletic frame. 
 
    It was the hardest and most sustained pounding my pussy had ever had the pleasure of enduring.  All our training let us run for hours, I also got the impression that Brendan had the stamina to keep this pace up until morning if we could find a way to keep hydrated.  Again and again the solid hammering power of his body thudded into me, each thrust pushing my mouth back and forth on his twin’s cock. 
 
    There was no escape for my body at either end, and I was in some kind of amazing sensory overload.  Everywhere their cocks touched felt like a fire being ignited, it was spreading throughout my whole being.  I felt like I was going to have another orgasm already, and I had no idea where it was coming from. 
 
    My whole body felt like it was tingling as my pleasure grew and grew.  Somebody’s finger was rubbing at my clit as Brendan continued to pound away at my pussy.  Was it my finger?  Brendan’s?  I had no idea.  Somebody’s fingers were pinching at my nipples.  Mine? Jarrod’s?  Brendan’s?  No clue. 
 
    Everywhere in my body that I concentrated on felt like it was the source of my pleasure, it was too much, it was crazy.  I needed the release and without further warning it came, I came, and I’m sure I yelled the house down, cock in my mouth or not.  I shut my eyes tight and let my weightless body get thrown around in the darkness as if by a whirlpool of ecstasy, with no concept of which way was up or down. 
 
    When I regained some sense of where I was and opened my eyes, I was hyperventilating as if I was preparing to break the unassisted diving record and I had no cocks in me at all.  The twins were kneeling on either side, rapidly pumping their cocks and looking down at me with unbridled lust.  I looked up at them through half-closed eyes and for the first time in years I couldn’t tell which was which. 
 
    The twin to my left grunted and hunched over slightly as a thick stream of semen arched out of his cock, landing mostly on my breast on the opposite side.  I slid my fingers around the cum in a daze as I heard a similar grunt from my other side and a spurt of semen hit me in the cheek. 
 
    For the next few moments I felt like I was in the middle of an old-west gunfight, with bullets flying in all directions, except these bullets were thick globs of cum, and I was getting hit with every single shot.  Lines of cum were draped all over my body and face by the time the twins stopped kneeling over me and sat back to catch their breath. 
 
    An awkward silence ensued as I looked at them in a new light, and they looked at me, covered in their semen.  Suddenly an alarm rang out. 
 
    ‘BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP!’ 
 
    For a moment I thought our parents had come home and crashed a police car into the living room, but then the truth hit me and it was almost as bad. 
 
    “The pizza!” I screamed, springing to my feet like a ninja as the twins erupted in laughter.  I raced to the kitchen to the sight of billowing smoke coming from the oven.  I turned it off and found an oven mitt, opening the door to extract our charcoal disc.  It wasn’t food anymore, it was hard enough to be a murder weapon. 
 
    I walked forlornly back into the living room and the solemn look on my face caused Brendan and Jarrod to crack up laughing again. 
 
    “It’s not funny!” I yelled, and then caught a look at myself in the mirror, a petite young woman wearing nothing but an oven mitt and a network of semen pouting over a burned pizza and I couldn’t help but join in their mirth. 
 
    When the laughter died down I marshalled my troops. 
 
    “OK, seriously, I’m starving.  You guys order some pizza in, I need to have another shower.” 
 
    I turned and left the room with a bit of an ass-wiggle to clean myself up.  The twins ordered in, and the pizza was good.  The movie was OK.  My mood was superb.  At the end of the movie the twins, sitting on either side of me, slipped a hand each on to my inner thighs and looked at me with faint smiles.  I wondered just how many showers I was going to need before our parents got back from their honeymoon. 
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    College was OK but as I lay there in my dorm room basking in the warm afterglow of a great workout in the gym followed by a hot shower I couldn’t help but feel like it could have been so much better.  I was halfway through my second semester in my first year and pouted thinking about all the stories I’d heard about how wild and experimental your university years were supposed to be. 
 
    I’d been pursued by lots of guys in my classes, their attention drawn by the shortest of short shorts I wore in the warmer seasons, hugging my tight ass and showing off my toned runner’s legs.  Sadly, none of them could keep up with me.  I was a serious athlete and trained almost every day, I still had great hopes of representing my country in the summer games in a long distance running event, probably the marathon. 
 
    I remember one guy who, after fumbling around in the dark for what seemed like only moments, blew his load into the condom and rolled off me panting, calling me a ‘pocket rocket’.  I sent him back to his own dorm.  I had barely begun to warm up, so due to this experience and a handful of others, I’d decided to concentrate on my schoolwork and training for a while.  By the night in question I’d gone without any male company for quite a long time. 
 
    The problem was my twin Step-Brothers, Brendan and Jarrod.  We’d begun a three-way relationship of sorts the previous year during my Mom and their Dad’s honeymoon before we were all supposed to go off to college together.  We had always trained for long distance running together and after I’d had my world rocked by both of their cocks at the same time how was I ever going to be satisfied by a single ordinary man? 
 
    So why didn’t we all go off to college together?  Well I know a lot of you will have seen some shit hit some fans before but I suspect not many of you will have seen the kind of shit that hits the fan when your mother walks into your bedroom just as your Step-Brother cums on your face, while you have your other Step-Brother’s stiff dick in your hand.  Oh the screaming, the crying, the stress.  Our activities were, of course, forbidden and while they had previously had no reason to object to us all going to college together they withdrew their financial support until it was agreed that we would go to separate institutions of higher learning. 
 
    I sighed and wondered what was taking the pizza delivery guy so long.  The local pizza place had a deal with our dorm, they delivered right to your door and it was an absolute bargain.  I love pizza, I have as far back as I can remember, so I made a point to treat myself to it once a week.  I couldn’t handle the dorm food every day.  This week they had served the same meal three times in a row.  Did they think we wouldn’t notice just because they gave it a different name on the noticeboard?  Black bean beef indeed, that was spam I tell you. 
 
    The following week my college was hosting several athletes from near-ish colleges for the annual university games.  I was going to be competing in the marathon and expected to do well.  Several competitors and supporters were already pouring into town and the gym was getting pretty crowded, I was going to have to adjust my schedule a bit and go there during more anti-social hours if I didn’t want to wait for every piece of equipment. 
 
    There was a knock at my door and I sprang to my feet. 
 
    “At last!” I said to myself as I opened the door. 
 
    I looked out into the hallway and instead of the pimply face of some random high school kid they normally had do the deliveries I was staring at a broad chest.  I raised my eyes and let out a small gasp, clasping my hands to my mouth as tears began to well up in my eyes. 
 
    “Brendan!” 
 
    One half of my twin Step-Brother duo was standing there smiling at me, holding a steaming pizza box. 
 
    “Delivery for Ellie!” he said and hurriedly moved the pizza out of the way as I rushed out and gave him a big hug, burying my face against his muscular body. 
 
    “Come in, welcome to Casa del Ellie!” I dragged him into my room “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I’m here to crush those who would dare race against me, of course!  You didn’t notice my college on the list?” He said, shutting the door behind him. 
 
    “I didn’t, actually!  Hey, how did you get my pizza?  You always had a great work ethic but I wouldn’t have expected even you to pick up a part time job while you are on a sports trip for a week!” 
 
    “Just a piece of good timing actually, this kid with an incredible amount of acne was walking in with it just as I arrived.  Where do you want it, by the way?” 
 
    I looked around, my desk was covered in books and paper and the only other flat surfaces were my single bed and the floor. 
 
    “Put it on the floor for now.  So he just gave it to you?” 
 
    “Well, I did have to convince him my name was Ellie.  To his credit he was mildly suspicious until I was able to describe every topping on the pizza without looking.  You’re so predictable, Ellie!” 
 
    “Hey, I know what I like, that’s all.”  I said and then paused, looking at his handsome features.  I bit my lip, thinking I’d just uttered a line cheesier than the pizza in the box on the floor.  I felt my face flush slightly, it had been so long since we’d seen each other, how could I presume Brendan still felt the same way?  I’d had flings since going to college and though nothing had blossomed into a relationship, who was to say that things hadn’t gone better for him? 
 
    “So, um, tell me about everything, what’s been happening?” I demanded, trying to change the subject until we’d had a chance to catch up a bit more. 
 
    “Well there’s not a lot to report, Ellie.  I’m finding classes a bit boring but training is going great.  Jarrod and I are looking into some shorter distance stuff after these games are done.” 
 
    “Where is Jarrod?  Don’t tell me you made the cut and he didn’t, what kind of twins are you?” 
 
    “He decided not to try out for these games, not sure why.  Hey, now that I think about it, I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    I was disappointed that Jarrod wasn’t paying me a visit as well but watched Brendan hopefully as he walked back towards the door. 
 
    “Didn’t you order garlic bread too?” he asked as he swung the door open revealing his identical twin standing in the hallway with foil-wrapped parcel in his hands and a cheeky grin on his face. 
 
    “You bastards!” I said without venom as I embraced Jarrod. 
 
    They laughed and high-fived each other regarding their cleverness as the three of us retreated back into my room and once more shut the door on the world. 
 
    “I’ve missed you guys so much.  It’s been hell not seeing or speaking to you all this time.” 
 
    “We’ve missed you too, Ellie, but we thought we better let the dust settle for a while.  That was quite the mushroom cloud, so a lot of dust, you know?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re not wrong.  So what now?” 
 
    I swallowed a lump in my throat and forced myself to say what I needed to say. 
 
    “I still have feelings for you both.” 
 
    I looked down at my feet, my face hot with the rush of blood.  Why does it have to be so hard to say what you mean?  I saw and felt them both approach me, Jarrod from the front and Brendan circling around to my back.  They surrounded me in muscular arms and I inhaled their scents as I felt their bodies make contact with mine. 
 
    Jarrod lifted my chin so his brown eyes could gaze down into my blue ones, speaking on behalf of both of them as is the way with twins. 
 
    “You’re the only one for us, Ellie.  Don’t you know we love you?  Our parents could only delay it a while, they can’t stop this, you mean too much to us.” 
 
    With that beautiful declaration he bent down and pressed his lips against mine, the lips I’d been dreaming of for months.  I kissed him back passionately as I felt Brendan slide his hands down each side of me towards my hips then give my ass a squeeze through my shorts.  I pulled Jarrod deeper into our kiss, probing his mouth with my tongue and at the same time reached backwards to feel the growing bulge in Brendan’s jeans. 
 
    I’d waited so long, yearning to feel these two caress me again, and now that it was happening it was almost like my body couldn’t believe it.  Everywhere they touched me elicited a pleasurable tingling sensation on my skin, following the movements of their fingers and palms.  Jarrod reached down with both hands and slid them up under my shirt, pulling the hem up at the front as his fingers achingly slowly traced their way up my navel towards my small breasts encased in their black lacy bra. 
 
    Jarrod’s fingers made contact with my bra at the same moment as Brendan knelt down behind me, hooking his fingers into the waistband of my shorts and slowly pulling downwards.   I could feel Jarrod’s fingertips gently pressing against my soft sensitive mounds through the material as my ass was exposed to Brendan, who began kissing each cheek in turn, and I’m sure I even felt a playful little bite on the right hand side!  I gasped quietly in response, pushing my hand under Jarrod’s shirt and feeling first his well-defined abs and then his chest. 
 
    Brendan continued pulling my shorts down and I realised he was also tugging down my panties as the material rubbed against my pussy for an instant, causing me to quiver, before the material was softly brushing against my thighs, which were particularly ticklish towards the inside!  I felt the shorts and panties land at my ankles and lifted first one foot then the other for Brendan to remove them. 
 
    Jarrod gripped my shirt and I retracted my hands from his immaculate body so I could raise my arms and allow him to undress me.  My shirt slipped off quickly and Jarrod unclasped my bra with practiced ease, exposing my chest to his eyes.  I’m a petite girl and the bra is almost for show rather than function.  I proudly pushed my breasts towards him, which had retained their same perky position as before the bra was removed. 
 
    I reached out and wrapped my arms around Jarrod’s neck for balance as Brendan took me slightly off guard by lifting one of my legs up and to the side, draping it over his shoulder to expose my pussy to his eager kisses.  Thank god I had somebody to keep me upright, there’s no way my one leg would have been able to support my weight, bucking and twitching with pleasure as Brendan’s experienced tongue softly licked at my outer lips. 
 
    Jarrod ran one hand through my hair and then placed it on the back of my head, guiding our mouths together in another kiss as he squeezed my breast with his other hand.  I pulled him closer, increasing the pressure on my sensitive mound while he gently kneaded it.  Brendan’s light stubble was tickling my inner thigh at the top of the leg that was draped over his shoulders but I scarcely noticed it due to the wonderful sensations of his mouth on my slit.  From one end to the other he licked in slow steady strokes, gently kissing my clit occasionally and sending shivers of ecstasy coursing into my body.  I felt my juices begin to flow and Brendan’s eager tongue spread it around on its repeating journey of pleasure between my legs. 
 
    Brendan began probing his tongue deep into my honey pot while quickly rubbing my clit with his thumb.  I couldn’t concentrate on Jarrod’s kissing any more with the intense sensations being stroked into my body and broke it off, panting heavily against his chest and holding on for stability and dear life while my orgasm grew within me. 
 
    It was heavenly torture, every time my orgasm was on the cusp of being realised my supporting leg would quiver and either Brendan would momentarily lose contact with my pussy or the distraction of balance would cause it to recede.  I don’t know how long I was kept on the brink but I do know what pushed me over the edge. 
 
    Jarrod wrapped a fistful of my long hair around his hand twice, gaining a firm grip at the back of my head, lightly pulling my head back without causing any pain. 
 
    “Did you keep your promise, Ellie?” he whispered into my ear. 
 
    “Which one?” I panted the words out between blissful breaths. 
 
    “To save your ass for me.” 
 
    And with those words, the knowledge that my gorgeous hunk of a Step-Brother was going to fuck my ass that night meant there was nothing that could hold my orgasm back.  It washed over me and I let my supporting leg relax completely, trusting that the twins would hold me in place while I eked out every last iota of pleasure.  My abdominal muscles became taught and quivered in unison with my pussy as waves of ecstasy rocked my body.  I shut my eyes again and forced my face against Jarrod’s chest, feeling like I was floating in space. 
 
    I opened my eyes and found my vision slightly blurred.  I’d heard about that happening before and thought it was nonsense but Brendan had apparently just made me cum so hard I’d suffered momentary blindness!  My field of view cleared and I realised Jarrod had lifted me up off the ground as if I was a bride being carried over the threshold.  A strange thought went through my head at that point, I wondered what percentage of brides get anal sex on their wedding night.  I can’t explain it, I’m an odd girl I guess! 
 
    Jarrod placed me upon my bed, face down.  I rolled on to my side and raised up on my elbow. 
 
    “You don’t think I’m going to miss this show, do you?  Strip!” 
 
    The twins smiled down on me as first Jarrod and then Brendan removed their shirts, revealing chiselled bodies that would have been indistinguishable to the untrained eye.  In fact it had been so long since I had seen these wonderful specimens of men that I was having trouble spotting any differences myself.  At least I recognised their faces and even people who didn’t know them could have been told the main difference at that moment, Brendan’s face was slick with my juices. 
 
    In unison, with that unspoken choreography that only twins can have, Brendan and Jarrod undid the buttons and zips on their jeans then pushed them down towards their ankles, revealing muscular legs and matching boxer shorts, both slightly tented by the semi hard cocks behind the black material.  I couldn’t stop myself from licking my lips. 
 
    “You’ve got even better at licking pussy, Brendan, should I be jealous?” I commented. 
 
    “Only a little.  Care to repay the favour?” he said, pushing down his boxers to reveal his manhood, semi-engorged as I had surmised. 
 
    Brendan rearranged my pillows at the head of my bed and sat down and shuffled around until he had a leg on either side of me and his dick was conveniently right by my face.  I rolled back on to my stomach and gently lowered my head, sticking out my tongue so that we met tip to tip.  His cock sprang slightly and he inhaled a short sharp breath as I watched it grow visibly, no longer hanging at all but stiff enough to support its own impressive weight.  I cupped his balls with one hand as I stared lustily at the display. 
 
    When it was pointing more in my direction I looked up at Brendan and fluttered my pretty blue eyes as I took the head of his cock into my mouth, sliding the ridge over my lips and flicking my tongue back and forth, savouring the taste of his pre-cum.  He groaned in pleasure and placed his hand on the side of my face, stroking my cheek tenderly with his thumb as I slowly bobbed up and down on his wonderful erection. 
 
    “Hey Ellie, where’s your lube?”  Jarrod asked. 
 
    I looked over at him and discovered he had also removed his boxers while I obsessed over his brother’s cock and was stroking himself while watching my performance.  I raised my head up and off Brendan, which produced a faint sucking-slurping sound and said in my most posh voice. 
 
    “What makes you think an innocent college girl like me has ever procured any lubricant?” 
 
    Silence ensued for a moment and then… 
 
    “Where’s your lube, Ellie?” 
 
    I sighed, being a comedienne is such hard work. 
 
    “It’s in that drawer over there.” 
 
    I turned my attention back to the magnificent dick in front of me and slipped it into my mouth again, swirling my tongue around the head each time I bobbed my head.  Jarrod returned with the lubricant and I felt the bed shift as he climbed on and put his weight upon it.  I felt strong hands grasp my hips and pull gently upwards until I was on my knees with my face still between Brendan’s legs.  I rested my arms on his thighs to improve the angle for myself as gentle fingers began to probe my sopping wet sex. 
 
    I felt a single digit inserted into my pussy and I moaned around Brendan’s cock, pausing my head motions temporarily to concentrate on the welcome invasion of my most private area.  My recent orgasm had made me so slick that I accommodated his finger with ease and I soon felt the knuckles of his other fingers pressing against and around my clit.  He extracted his finger and immediately pushed forward again with two. 
 
    I moaned again, my lips still wrapped around Brendan’s pulsating erection and began sucking him once more in time with the motions of his brother’s fingers inside me.  It was a blissful rhythm that I could have been lost in forever but the two excited boys at either end of me couldn’t possibly last as long as that without a much needed release! 
 
    Jarrod pulled his fingers out of my slit and if I could have managed it I would have pouted but I was busy.  I needn’t have worried though because after a little bit more weight shifting on the bed I felt a swollen cock at the entrance to my pussy and this time it was a smile that my facial activities prevented.  The head of a wonderful erection indistinguishable from the one I was closely inspecting with my tongue pushed my pussy lips aside with lubricated ease and stretched my willing sex with its girth. 
 
    I’m sure I would have yelled the house down if I wasn’t sucking on Brendan’s dick at that moment, even so, a whimper of pleasure still escaped from around his cock as I felt inch by sweet inch of Jarrod’s length embed in me.  Finally I felt his pelvis resting against my ass and the back of my legs and knew he was bottomed out.  I chose that moment to take Brendan’s cock into my throat, half hearing and half feeling that well remembered popping sensation as it entered past the tight restriction at the back of my mouth. 
 
    Holding my breath by necessity, the world became still and near silent for a moment while I basked in the sensation I had been craving for so many months, to be impaled on two cocks at once and fucked by my muscular twin Step-Brothers.  I pulled my head back and rested it on my arm for a moment, gripping Brendan’s cock with my opposite hand while I caught my breath and relished the pace Jarrod was building up with his thrusts, jolting my whole body.  With each slap of his thighs on mine I felt my small tits jiggle almost imperceptibly, my nipples lightly brushing the blanket on my bed. 
 
    Suddenly I felt a finger at my backdoor.  Somehow I had almost forgotten that Jarrod was planning on taking my ass and I felt myself involuntarily squeeze shut at the unexpected contact.  Mind over matter, Ellie I thought to myself and consciously willed myself to relax and continued jacking Brendan off. 
 
    The finger Jarrod was using was one of the two he had finger banged me with and as such it was well coated in my pussy juices.  There was no way it would make any progress while I was clenched but once I relaxed it did slowly work its way into me.  It was all I could do to concentrate on relaxing while trying to enjoy the unique sensations and continue giving Brendan a handjob. 
 
    Brendan wasn’t speaking much English at that time but he did appear to be enjoying himself with his head thrown back and his hands planted on the bed bracing himself.  The combination of my skilled mouth and hand was going to get me the reward of a fine load of semen on my face at some point in the near future, I predicted. 
 
    Finally, after what seemed an eternity, I felt Jarrod’s finger was completely inside my ass and he resumed his thrusting in my pussy with his powerful erection.  It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, when I’d had sex previously I never really stopped to consider my ass much, but with a finger in there I could feel the two distinct cavities and feel how Jarrod’s finger and cock would be rubbing together if not for my flesh separating them. 
 
    Sooner than I would have thought possible I became accustomed to the first time invasion of my ass and the awareness that was first so crisp and clear faded into a dim burning pleasure.  I lowered my mouth to Brendan’s balls and gently sucked and licked them while the fire was stoked inside me and I continued to jerk him off.  Jarrod pulled back on his finger and all at once that clarity returned and I could feel his finger and my ass as individual parts of this sex session again. 
 
    His finger extracted fully from me and I felt the cold air hit my asshole causing that involuntary clenching again.  Once more I had to concentrate to relax as Jarrod pressed forward with both of his pussy-coated fingers.  I had severe doubts about my ability to take two fingers, let alone a cock the size the twins each sported, but I was determined to give it my best shot.  Somehow I found it easier to relax with two fingers being inserted into my ass than I had with the first one.  I guess my asshole is a quick learner! 
 
    Jarrod still had his cock bottomed out in my pussy as his two fingers forced themselves into me.  At last his fingers could push forward no more and he held still, letting me get used to the sensations.  I have to say, it felt fantastic.  I returned my mouth to Brendan’s cock and slipped him into my throat with practiced ease, once more closing my eyes.  I briefly pretended that I had not two but three cocks inside me at that moment and wondered if I was getting greedy. 
 
    I pulled my head back and sucked as hard as I could on Brendan’s erection and he tensed his muscles.  I felt an increase in the hardness of his member and he placed his hands on each side of my head. 
 
    “Slow down, Ellie, I’m not going to last much longer!” 
 
    That confused me a bit, I wanted that cum on my face, surely after that earth-shattering orgasm he gave me he shouldn’t have felt worried about not lasting long enough?  Regardless, I did as he asked, slowing my movements and making the touch of my lips and tongue softer. 
 
    Jarrod pulled his fingers back halfway and seemed to be trying to spread them.  I raised first one eyebrow and then, as I felt a spurt of cold lube shoot between his fingers and into my ass, my other eyebrow joined the first at those lofty heights.  I gasped at the feel of the cold gel oozing into me but thankfully it warmed up pretty quick. 
 
    Before I had the time to think of a witty remark to scold Jarrod for surprising me like that he had pulled his cock out of my pussy and placed it at the entrance to my well-lubed tradesman’s entrance.  I removed my mouth from Brendan’s cock and slowly stroked it’s length, swallowing nervously as I felt Jarrod begin to push forward. 
 
    I remembered the first time one of the twins thrust his cock into my tight slit and just how very perfect it had felt, like it was meant to be or a match made in heaven.  As Jarrod slowly but ceaselessly pushed his glistening erection into my virgin asshole the feeling was more one of being overwhelmed.  My eyes watered and I grunted half in pain and half with the sheer effort of pushing back at him.  Heat was replacing the cool sensation of the lube in quick order, my ass was on fire and Jarrod’s cock was the torch igniting it. 
 
    Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore and I was going to ask him to stop, I felt the mercy of his thighs coming to rest against the back of my legs again.  I almost yelled ‘Victory!’ but was unable to articulate actual words with the fire lit under me.  Despite all that lubrication the fit was so ludicrously tight that Jarrod was barely able to move inside me with any speed. 
 
    The next thing I knew, Brendan pulled his legs up and then pushed his feet down between my knees, forcing my own legs apart.  He awkwardly shuffled down until I was straddling him while still being skewered by his twin brother’s shaft. 
 
    Some people, normal people, might say that one single bed is too small for three people to fuck on.  I’m not sure even the most talented of artists would have been able to draw the tangle of legs that must have been visible towards the foot of my bed but somehow it all fit together ok.  Brendan reached down with one hand and guided his erection towards my pussy.  Slick with his pre-cum and my saliva it slid in to the hilt in one powerful motion. 
 
    As a dedicated athlete I regularly push my body to the limits.  What I was doing at that moment was not what most people would think of as an athletic limit but I assure you it was.  I’d never in my life or dreams felt so full, so unbelievably full, of dick. 
 
    Brendan wrapped his arms around me, holding me in place, and began pounding into my pussy at breakneck speed while his brother began a much slower series of thrusts.  I lay there limply, my helpless body trapped as if between two fucking machines, and let myself be used by the handsome twins.  The fire of pleasure was sparked again as the twin erections sawed in and out of me, sometimes in unison but mostly moving to the beat of their own music. 
 
    It was amazing, their ability to fuck me this hard for so long.  I finally felt that my orgasm was just around the corner when Brendan whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Ellie, where is Jarrod’s cock?” 
 
    “It’s… in… my… ass…” I conceded and my body was rocked as I came again with that simple statement of fact. 
 
    All my muscles clenched and released over and over again as the pleasure throbbed through me.  The extra tightness was too much for the twins.  Brendan unleashed a torrent of semen deep inside my slit as his well sucked and fucked cock was milked during his own orgasm.  At the same instant I felt a load of Jarrod’s cum erupting in my ass, feeling similar in volume to the lubricant but hot instead of cold.  It drenched my insides flaming the fire of ecstasy that was rushing through me. 
 
    At last we collapsed in a sweaty, breathless tangle of glowing calmness.  I lay there sandwiched by the twins, one on each side of me as we cuddled close on the small bed, running my hands over their bodies gently.  I think we all fell asleep for little while because the next thing I knew it was full dark and I couldn’t see much.  I nudged Brendan because Jarrod was against the wall. 
 
    “Turn the light on.” 
 
    “Mmmmmf.” 
 
    He protested wordlessly but stood up and stumbled around a little bit. 
 
    “Where is the switch?” He asked. 
 
    “Over there by the door.” I pointed uselessly in the dark. 
 
    Brendan took a step and then with a squelch and a thud he fell to the ground. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    “The pizza!” I yelled in impotent rage “Not again!” 
 
    I jumped up and over Brendan’s prone form, flicking on the light.  I shook my head in surrender at the scene before me.  Twins, one naked in bed laughing and holding his stomach as if it was going to burst, one dazed and confused on the ground with a pizza essentially stuck to his ass.  I didn’t bother getting angry again, it was too funny. 
 
    “C’mon, Brendan, let’s get you to the showers and hope nobody sees you or they’ll wonder what I do with my pizza every other week.” 
 
    “OK.” Brendan offered no witty comeback. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Ellie,” Jarrod piped up “there’s always the garlic bread!” 
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    I sat in the grandstand watching the muscular athlete down on the track psyching himself up for what would be his last attempt at the long jump.  My hands were pressed to my mouth, holding back my screams of excitement and nervousness.  I looked to my left at the handsome man accompanying me to this event, he was watching the competitor with rapt attention.  Who could blame him?  The man competing was his twin brother. 
 
    At that moment I could hardly feel the gold medal draped around my neck that I had won in the marathon and I bet Jarrod was similarly unaware of the silver medal he wore, gained in the 400m, while we waited to see if Brendan would make all those dreams we’d talked about since we were kids come true.  The twins had been my step-brothers for five years by this time but we had been friends for another decade on top of that and bitter enemies as only little boys and girls can be before that.  More importantly, except for a brief time shortly after our parents found out, I’d been sleeping with both of them since we were eighteen and they moved into our house with their father. 
 
    My Mom and their Dad were, shall we say, not impressed when they found out about us.  They sent us to different colleges thinking that would be one way to keep us apart.  For a while they were right, we all wanted to go to college to help secure our futures after we were finished with competitive athletics and we couldn’t afford to do it ourselves.  Thankfully fate and our passion for long distance running brought us back together at the university games towards the end of our first year of college. 
 
    We all did really well at the university games that year and caught the eye of a start-up sportswear company looking for up and coming athletes to sponsor in return for marketing opportunities.  They liked our ‘chemistry’ and though they didn’t have a huge amount of money for such things, it was enough for the three of us to relocate to a single college of our choice so we could be together, supplemented with part time jobs of course.  The public liked our chemistry too, apparently, and our efforts helped the company establish themselves in a market equally as competitive as the track events the twins and I then all participated in.  These days they were paying us the big bucks to do TV advertising and appearances because we were all real contenders for medals in the events we had entered in.  If we all won medals the sky was the limit and we were looking forward to the next contract negotiations in that case. 
 
    Back in the day Brendan, Jarrod and I all specialised in long distance running but as the twins got older they just kept on filling out, gaining muscle mass without really aiming to.  When you’re running for hours on end you don’t really want to be carrying around all that extra weight so it seems they weren’t genetically predisposed to be marathon runners.  That said, the work ethic we’d drilled into ourselves over the years transitioned easily into other athletic events for them.  Jarrod went for shorter distance running while Brendan decided to concentrate on the long jump. 
 
    As for me, my petite frame was as perfect for long distance running as ever.  The golden medal around my neck was proof of that if any was needed.  In the last couple of years I’d featured on the covers of a few running magazines but since I’d won my medal the previous week I’d been getting calls from well-known men’s magazines asking for interviews and a few photos.  It was flattering and embarrassing all at the same time, I’d never really put much thought into how I looked.  I told them I would get back to them. 
 
    I’d certainly never thought about being a model or anything like that, running had been my passion basically forever.  I suppose at some stage we all had to put some thoughts into what we wanted to do after we couldn’t compete at the highest levels anymore but at that very moment it was safe to say there was a lot riding on how this one jump went.  Aside from the financial rewards, the realisation of our dreams and the glory there was the little matter of the worst kept secret of the summer games. 
 
    Young people in the best shape of their lives, far from home, their events finished, all packed together in a temporary village.  It was a recipe for sex if ever I’d heard of one and you can bet your bottom dollar there was a hell of a lot of it happening.  As everybody knew, but nobody would admit to the general public, the main event of the summer games sex calendar was the ‘Precious Metals Orgy’ open to any competitors who won medals in their events and it was happening that very night.  Technically it had to happen before the closing ceremony because the people who ran the games shipped everybody out pretty quickly after that.  This did mean that some people wouldn’t have had their events yet but it was always the equestrian events that were scheduled last and it was rumoured that those people would rather fuck their horses anyway. 
 
    Down in the middle Brendan stood up straight, it looked like he was ready.  He scanned the crowd, spotted us and pointed in recognition with a smile then he raised his hands over his head and started a slow clap, which we and the rest of the crowd joined in on, gradually speeding up.  Brendan sped down the track and the clapping became too fast for the crowd to keep synchronised, the noise became a disorganised cacophony of cheering.  Brendan was in the air… it looked like a good jump… good landing.  I waited with baited breath. 
 
    Numbers flashed up on the giant screen and Jarrod lifted me up to spin me around in elation while we cheered.  That was a fantastic effort, Brendan was in first place with only one more competitor still needing to make his last attempt.  Whatever happened, we were all medal winners.  I looked down at Jarrod and planted a kiss on his lips. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Seven O’clock and the three of us stood in front of the building.  I felt nervous and glanced at Brendan and Jarrod who I must say both looked incredibly eager.  I knocked on the door and then stepped back to grab each of their hands as I stood between them.  A little eye slit slid open in the door like in a spy movie and a pair of eyes looked over us suspiciously at first and then with recognition.  The eye slit closed and the sounds of tumblers working rang out as the door was unlocked. 
 
    Instead of a burly security guard we were greeted by the slim form of Masha Olikov, the eighteen year old Russian who happened to be the only gymnast who had both won a medal and was old enough to be invited to the orgy.  She eyed my twins with hunger before glancing back at me. 
 
    “Last person in must unlock door for next.  You two will be fucking me.  Now.” 
 
    And without even a game of paper, rock, scissors I was silently voted the one to wait as Masha took Brendan and Jarrod through another door.  As it opened the sounds of moaning and rhythmic slapping briefly flooded out before they were cut off with the click of the door closing again.  I sighed in mixed frustration and nervousness wondering if I was going to be able to find them in the middle of what sounded like a pretty big crowd of people fucking. 
 
    I locked the door again but there was a knock upon it immediately.  I slid the little panel across and tried to look as serious as possible.  I had no need for concern though, I recognised the husband and wife rowers who had won gold and bronze in the singles, Tim and Spring.  Her parents must have been hippies but you couldn’t deny their genetics, they’d produced a truly stunning and talented daughter.  This stunning and talented young woman had met her match in the man she met at her local rowing club, the truth be told I had been slightly obsessed with him since I watched the first heats of his event. 
 
    I slid the panel closed and did an excited little jump on the spot, clapping my hands.  I composed myself and unlocked the door, letting the pair inside.  Tim was taller, leaner and lighter toned than the twins but just as gorgeous.  I told the reluctant looking Spring the same thing I had just been informed, that the last person in had to unlock the door for the next before grabbing Tim’s hand and putting it on my small breast outside of my shirt.  I bit my lip and looked up at him. 
 
    “Will you come inside with me?” 
 
    Tim looked from me to his wife and back again before stammering an answer. 
 
    “Y-yes.  I’ll see you soon, ok, honey?” 
 
    Well… if looks could kill I’d be a dead woman because Spring was staring daggers.  In my mind I shrugged, though I stayed reasonably still on the outside.  Don’t bring a monogamy to an orgy fight I thought and slowly pulled Tim towards the next door with his hand still on my chest, leaving Spring to sort out the locks. 
 
    I spun around on my heel as I walked so Tim’s arm ended up draped over my shoulders and I could open the next door.  The same sounds spilled out as when my twins had gone through but this time I could see exactly what was making the noises.  It was a reasonably large room with private-ish alcoves lining the walls, beds were everywhere and almost every flat surface I could see was taken up by people fucking.  Twosomes, threesomes, foursomes, moresomes, gangbangs, every possible pairing you could think of could probably have been found somewhere in that room.  I wondered what the official games organisers had originally intended this room to be used for, it looked so perfect for… well, an orgy. 
 
    I led Tim along the right hand side, half looking for a spare bed and half looking for Brendan and Jarrod.  I found a bed first and jumped on, pulling Tim on top of me.  I wrapped my legs around him and I could feel the bulge of his cock pressing through our clothes against my pussy already but his kisses had a nervous feel about them. 
 
    “Is everything ok?” I asked. 
 
    “Um... yeah, it’s not you, it’s me…” 
 
    “Nothing good ever came from that sentence, Tim.  What’s the matter?” 
 
    “It’s just that… I haven’t been with anybody else but my wife in a long time.  I don’t know if I can.” 
 
    “I know someone who thinks you can.” I said, reaching down to stroke his still-clothed package. 
 
    He closed his eyes and even though the eyes are supposed to be the window into the soul I could see the turmoil etched on his face as his cock swelled against its restraints.  I thought back to the look on Spring’s face and I did what I had to do if I wanted to fulfil my obsession.  I lied and I’m glad I did. 
 
    “Tim, you and Spring came here of your own free will, I think she’d be happy for you.” 
 
    “You do?” He opened his eyes hopefully. 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    I slowly ground myself against his ever bulging pants and sighed at the faint sensations that got through to my slit despite all our clothes.  I raised my head and gave him a gentle but deep kiss before whispering into his ear. 
 
    “Fuck me like you fuck her, Tim, I want you inside me.” 
 
    His meagre defences were melted away like a snowball on the sun and, instead of holding back, his weight was suddenly bearing down on me, pressing me into the bed and increasing the pressure between my legs as his kisses rained down all over my mouth, face and neck.  He was like a mad dog suddenly let off its chain and I loved it. 
 
    Without warning he inserted the fingers of both hands between the buttons of my shirt and unceremoniously ripped it wide open, sending buttons flying in all directions.  Normally I’d have protested at the rough treatment of my wardrobe but I didn’t have time to think about it before his mouth was latched on to one of my nipples, simultaneously sucking and flicking his tongue across it.  I gasped and ran my fingers through the hair at the back of his head, thankful that I hadn’t bothered putting a bra on for this evening. 
 
    I slipped my hands under his shirt and lifted it upwards, temporarily detaching him from my breast as I exposed his lean body.  His chest and abs were well defined but not as big as I was used to on the twins.  He was just generally longer and leaner, I wondered if this trend held true for his dick too, I just couldn’t tell through our clothes but I no longer needed to worry about him turning tail and running away at least. 
 
    Tim exchanged one breast for the other in his mouth and kneaded the first breast urgently with his hand while at the same time slowly dry humping me.  I ran my hands all over his head and torso as if to memorise him by feel.  He was so strong and smooth, I could feel a tingling sensation in my clit and I hadn’t even got my panties off yet.  I remembered watching him win his event and being captivated by the exquisite technique, the long, strong rhythm of his strokes and I had been gripped by lust for him from the very first moment. 
 
    I couldn’t wait any longer to get my hands on that cock.  With how tall he was and the fact that he was sucking on my tits, I couldn’t get my hands to his pants anymore but I managed to push them down by hooking my toes into the waistband, boxers and all.  With Tim now fully naked I squirmed downwards and let him clamber upwards over my legs until he was straddling my chest so I could get up close and personal with his erection, which was now right in front of my face. 
 
    Just as I suspected, his cock was longer than the twins but didn’t have as much girth.  Like the rest of him it was long, lean and hard.  Pre-cum was slowly oozing out of the tip so I grabbed the shaft near the head with my left hand and slowly spread the natural lubricant around with my thumb while I raised my head and playfully licked his balls.  I turned my eyes upwards to his face so I could watch the pleasure unfold across his attractive features.  
 
    Tim’s eyes half closed as I raised my hand to slide over the now-slick head of his cock and carefully sucked a testicle into my warm mouth.  He reached down and supported my head with one hand, holding it against his crotch as I licked and teased him with my tongue and jacked him off.  I swapped balls in my mouth going back and forth so neither one felt left out and continued stroking him until I felt an anonymous pair of hands tugging at the waistband of my pants. 
 
    I couldn’t see around or through Tim to verify who was exposing my lower half but I let it happen, the mystery only added to the thrill of the situation.  I felt my pants and underwear slide off the tips of my toes and my unknown assailant moved between my legs.  A gentle fingertip stroked at my outer labia, already slightly moist due to my heavy petting with Tim and the wonderful dick I was staring at. 
 
    Firm but gentle hands grasped at my upper thighs and spread my lips with thumbs, splaying my pussy to their owner’s view.  I felt hot breath on my clit a moment before my most sensitive spot was sucked into an eager mouth and gently licked by a tongue.  At that moment I knew it had to be Brendan, I would recognise the flawless technique anywhere.  I relaxed even more and spread my legs wide to give him full access. 
 
    Safe in the assured knowledge that I was about to receive first class oral sex, I returned my concentration to Tim’s cock and pulled it down towards my face so I could slip it past my lips and into my mouth.  Tim’s hand remained at the back of my head, helping support the weight without forcing his dick down my throat at that inconvenient angle, a true gentleman.  I started slowly but soon ramped up to a quick and steady bobbing motion, clamping my lips down tight and enjoying the feeling of the ridge of his cock sliding past the tight entrance. 
 
    Between my legs Brendan was plunging his tongue into my slit, still held open by his thumbs, and spreading my juices all over my lips and clit before repeating the process again.  The whole routine was wonderful but each time his tongue flicked over my clit I was in heaven and I moaned with increasing intensity each time as I felt an orgasm building up. 
 
    Soon I was at a point where I felt I couldn’t hold it back any longer, every pass of Brendan’s tongue over my clit sparked an explosion of tingling that resonated from between my legs and pooled in my belly.  My rhythm on Tim’s cock was utterly disrupted but he didn’t seem to mind as the vibrations caused by my wanton moaning were driving him wild.  Brendan slipped a slick finger into my pussy, and stroked at the front wall, finding my G-spot with a ‘come-here’ movement from his digit.  At the same time his tongue concentrated entirely on my clit and I lost control, letting the pleasure take over. 
 
    My abdominal muscles flexed and I pulled my legs up on either side of Brendan, effectively curling up my entire body and forcing Tim’s cock against the back of my throat.  I had long since been cured of any gag reflex and having that erection stuffed in me at that moment only made me cum harder.  Wave after wave of bliss rocked my body and the background noises of other people fucking were drowned out by the drumming of my own heartbeat in my ears.  Brendan maintained contact with my clit until my orgasm faded slightly and the sound gradually returned to the room.  I was temporarily breathless as I relaxed and Tim’s cock slipped out of my mouth. 
 
    “Holy shit, I’ve got to fuck you.” Tim said moving backwards. 
 
    Panting, I peeked around Tim’s body to give Brendan a smile.  Brendan wasn’t there, instead I saw the beautiful Australian pole vaulter whose name I couldn’t recall backing off the bed before being picked up by a Ukrainian shot-putter and carried out of sight.  My mouth dropped open.  I had never been with a woman before but one had just given me an orgasm as powerful as any my favourite twins ever had. 
 
    I was slightly dazed by the revelation but didn’t have time to ponder it much before Tim was poised between my still-quivering legs and aiming the head of his cock towards my honey-pot.  His rock hard shaft slowly slipped into my slit with ease.  He didn’t have the girth of the twins but as each inch descended into me it was really brought home just how much of a drop he had on them when it came to length. 
 
    I was so wet and his cock was so covered in saliva and pre-cum that he was able to thrust into me in one motion.  I felt his balls come to rest on my ass at the very same moment the head of his cock brushed up against my cervix.  I gasped, none of the men I’d been with before had ever been that deep inside me, it was virgin territory in a way and it sparked a strange thrill similar to my first time, though I was sure Tim would be a much better fuck than that. 
 
    Tim leaned forward over me, bracing his weight on his arms so he could watch his stiff dick piston in and out of my willing little pussy.  He started out slowly, just like a rower that has to build up speed after the starting gun, but every stroke was full length and his pelvis bumped into my clit to the sound of his balls gently slapping on my ass, pounding pleasure into me.  At the same time the head of his cock lightly brushed against my cervix each time he bottomed out, sending strange fluttery sensations around my body, it was an incredible feeling and I gripped the sheets of the bed to help hold myself in place while my breathing got deeper. 
 
    By the time Tim reached cruising speed I was in paradise with my feet up in the air and shaking to the beat of Tim’s long and powerful thrusts.  I squeezed my pussy muscles to feel every bit of his cock and he grunted with pleasure, increasing his speed even more.  The competing sensations from my clit and cervix both served to fuel the fire that was building in my belly and I realised I was on the verge of another orgasm. 
 
    I began moaning louder and louder and just as I was on the cusp I felt Tim’s erection harden even more and with a gasp he unleashed a torrent of semen deep inside me, I could feel the heat of his cum drenching me and it felt wonderful but his formerly dependable strokes became sporadic and I felt my orgasm recede while his cock twitched and spurted more cum inside my pussy.  Tim rolled to the side and lay on the bed panting and I whimpered, I was so close. 
 
    I reached down and began stroking my own clit.  Looking between my legs at the foot of the bed I saw the beautiful and naked but angry form of Tim’s wife, Spring, glaring at me.  I marvelled at her body.  I had thought she was petite up top like me but she must have one hell of a strong wardrobe of sports bras because when freed from clothing her breasts were large and firm, jutting out proudly on her perfectly proportioned frame. 
 
    She climbed on to the bed hovering over me as I watched to see if I needed to try and defend myself.  Spring leaned her head in close to my ear on the opposite side to where Tim was catching his breath and whispered to me. 
 
    “His cum is mine, bitch.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow as she moved back down and positioned herself between my legs.  I continued stroking my clit because she paid no attention to it whatsoever but my god she was intent on getting that semen and lapped at my pussy like she hadn’t eaten in years.  I placed my feet on her shoulders and spread my knees wide, why try to stifle the kind of enthusiasm she had?  I felt Tim’s hot seed slowly dripping out of me and being cleaned by the ever eager Spring as I stroked myself back to the brink of orgasm. 
 
    At that moment I saw a welcome sight, Brendan and Jarrod had found me.  They had also brought friends.  Each of the twins was holding the hand of… a twin.  We had all noticed the cute twins, Marianne and Lucile, from Canada who were part of a four girl synchronised swimming team.  They had won bronze but none of us had expected them to show up at the orgy, they just looked so innocent.  At the foot of the bed I saw Brendan whisper something to the two girls, who giggled and nodded. 
 
    Tim leaned over and gave me a passionate kiss, which prompted a frenzied lapping at my pussy for a moment while I moaned into his mouth, before getting off the bed and leaving in search of more fun.  I thought Spring was going to have a very busy night.  Brendan knelt on the bed where Tim had been laying, Jarrod knelt on the other side.  Both of their thick cocks were slick and engorged as if they had been saving everything for me. 
 
    I alternated between sucking each one of them and keeping a hand on my own clit while Spring continued extracting every last trace of her husband’s cum from my slit with ruthless efficiency.  The young Canadian twins were a lot more selfless in their treatment of me.  They positioned themselves to each side and lifted my feet until my legs were pointing more or less straight up. 
 
    Before I knew it they were gently kissing and nibbling at the back of my knees.  Brendan must have told them my little secret about my unusual erogenous zones back there.  I couldn’t explain it but I had discovered years ago that being touched and kissed behind my knees just drove me absolutely insane with lust. 
 
    I saw the huge black American weightlifter, who’s name I can’t remember, climb on the bed behind Spring, who had her ass up in the air with her face between my legs.  Without so much as a ‘How do you do?’ he slid into her with what must have been a monster cock judging from how her eyes bulged.  To her credit she took it all in her stride and he immediately started jackhammering into her from behind.  The hard fucking she was getting must have put her into a more generous mood because she wrapped her arms around my upper thighs as if she was holding on for dear life and began licking my clit.  God, her tongue was wonderful. 
 
    With both of my hands freed I grasped Brendan and Jarrod’s cocks and began to stroke their slick lengths.  I was in a world of ecstasy, my twins’ gorgeous erections in my hands, the beautiful female twins nibbling at the back of my knees and the powerful weightlifter almost using Spring like a strap-on dildo on my clit.  I could feel his powerful thrusts right through her as the pressure on my go-button raised and lowered in time with his thrusts. 
 
    To my left Jarrod tensed and a thick stream of semen arched over my body, leaving a trail across my slim navel as I stroked his cock.  The feeling of that cum hitting me was all I needed to drive myself over the edge after being so close for so long.  Once more the sounds of the orgy all around me were drowned out by the booming of my own heartbeat and the fire in my belly spread out all the way to my fingertips and especially my toes, fuelled by the cute girls at my knees. 
 
    Somewhere through the haze of pleasure I realised the warm sensation running all over my right hand meant that Brendan had cum as well and briefly wondered if anything had made it to my body or face, I dimly hoped so. 
 
    My second orgasm faded and I was able to concentrate on my surroundings again.  The Canadian twins had abandoned their posts at my knees and were worshipfully sucking on Brendan and Jarrod’s erections, which didn’t seem to have been deflated at all.  I absentmindedly reached out to each side and felt their breasts.  They felt like they were just the same size as mine and I wondered if they reminded Brendan and Jarrod of me. 
 
    I was absolutely exhausted from the intensity of my orgasms and was happy to just lay there and watch the action around me.  Between my legs Spring was sprung, so to speak, and she moaned out her own orgasm while the weightlifter came inside her. 
 
    The swimming twins gave enthusiastic blowjobs but appeared to have difficulty trying to deep throat.  I thought that maybe the five of us might be able to find the time to have a bit more fun before we all went home and just maybe I’d be able to teach them a thing or two.  I closed my eyes and basked in the glory that is the spirit of friendly international competition. 
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    I was never even sure if I wanted to be famous but I do know that I never wanted to be infamous.  I’d won a gold medal at the last summer games, my twin step-brothers Brendan and Jarrod had both won silver medals in their events.  We should have been heroes.  Instead, due to the lax security at the ‘Precious Metals Orgy’, we were being hounded by the media and there was a public outcry about how we had shamed the nation.  There was even talk of stripping us of our medals. 
 
    Apparently some journalist had managed to gain access to the room in the games village where the orgy had taken place, along with a covert camera.  For the time being he hadn’t released the full footage but various screenshots had been published and dozens of athletes from around the world had been clearly identified, myself and the twins included.  Supposedly he was in negotiations with major internet pornography producer and distributor ‘Countdown to Fuck Ltd’ for exclusive rights but that was slow going due to all the legal objections. 
 
    It was a humiliating end to what had been an otherwise perfect summer games for us.  I could barely bring myself to show my face in public, Brendan and Jarrod were the same.  To top it all off, our sponsorship contracts with the sportswear company were in jeopardy.  Everything seemed to be falling apart all at once and I couldn’t see any way out of it, I lay on my bed staring at the ceiling alternating between furious anger and despair. 
 
    My phone rang and I was so deep in my thoughts that I almost fell off the side of the bed, I was that startled.  I didn’t feel like talking to anybody at that very moment but when I saw it was Brendan I decided to answer it. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “Ellie?” 
 
    “You called me… who else would be answering my phone?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry.  What are you up to?” 
 
    “Hiding, as usual.  You?” 
 
    “I’ve got some pretty good news, probably best if we talk in person.  Are you free for the next few days?” 
 
    “I can probably find a way if it’s important, where do you need me to go?” 
 
    “I’ll text you over the address, try to be there tomorrow night.  You’re going to love this.” 
 
    “OK, I’ll try, see ya.” 
 
    I hung up the phone with what I’m sure was a confused look on my face.  What pot of gold could possibly be at the end of this shit coloured rainbow we were currently sliding down?  A text message came through and I read the address, if I did a bit of driving that night and the next day I’d get there no problem.  Time to throw on some bulky clothes, big sunglasses and a hat so I could safely sneak out the rear of my apartment complex. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I arrived at the suburban address and found Brendan and Jarrod already waiting for me, both wearing similarly amateurish disguises like myself.  They nodded at me conspiratorially as I crossed the road as if they were big shot undercover agents or something.  I rolled my eyes and smiled, though the eye-rolling would have been obscured by my sunglasses. 
 
    “Hey Ellie, you’re going to love this.” Brendan said. 
 
    “Yeah, you mentioned that.  What exactly are we doing here?” 
 
    “Any idea who lives here?” Jarrod asked. 
 
    “No clue.” 
 
    “Tommie Newton.” 
 
    My blood boiled instantly and I felt a flush of heat burn my face.  The journalist who infiltrated the Precious Metals Orgy lived here in this house partially hidden behind large trees only just beginning to be touched by the golden colours of autumn.  I regained some semblance of control over myself. 
 
    “Listen… I hate the guy as much as anybody but if you’re hiding Molotov cocktails under those stupid overcoats I think you should count me out and seriously reconsider.” 
 
    “Ellie… please.  You know we wouldn’t do something like that.  This is going to be so much better.” 
 
    “Well, what then?” 
 
    Brendan launched into an explanation that brought a smile to my face of the sort that I’d been missing for too long.  One of those smiles that reaches all the way to your eyes and puts a sparkle there.  It turns out that Tommie Newton had a wife, Gabrielle, who had been shocked by the fact that her husband had recorded an orgy and was responsible for exposing so many people and causing so much pain and suffering.  She had taken it on herself to personally visit as many of the athletes as she could and offer her own heart-felt apology. 
 
    Of course an apology doesn’t do much in the greater scheme of things when her husband was still going full steam ahead with his campaign of milking the footage for all the controversy and money he possibly could.  It was still a nice gesture though.  When she tracked down and met Brendan something nobody was expecting happened. 
 
    “We met in this quiet little café and had a talk over some coffee and cake.  She’s from France originally and absolutely cute as a button, I’m fucked if I know how a sleaze like Newton got her to marry him.” 
 
    Brendan went on to describe how Gabrielle had been to see many of the people affected by Tommie’s actions but happened across some disturbing information.  It turns out that Tommie hadn’t just filmed the orgy, he had taken part in it too.  I guess the temptation of all those naked and willing young athletes was too much for him and several women confirmed that he had interacted with them in some way.  A woman scorned is such a dangerous thing that it’s a cliché and it turned out that Gabrielle was no different. 
 
    Apparently Brendan had got the impression that Gabrielle was ‘checking him out’ and when they were finished with their little meeting he had decided to test that theory.  When they went to pay for their lunches he stood close behind her and took his opportunity when the owner of the café had to step into the back room for something.  Slowly he pressed his body against her from behind and was grateful that instead of slapping his face she pushed her ass back against him. 
 
    Before Brendan knew it they were parked up down a secluded street and fucking in the back seat of her car.  By the time she had her third orgasm she had not even a shred of loyalty to Tommie Newton anymore and between them they hatched a plan to solve everybody’s problems.  Everybody except Tommie Newton, his problems were just beginning. 
 
    “Wow, you really think this is going to work?” I asked when Brendan finished. 
 
    “Not sure, but I think we’ll have a damn good time trying anyway.” 
 
    “When are we supposed to go in?” 
 
    “Gabrielle is going to text me when she’s ready.” 
 
    We spent the next hour or so walking up and down the street trying, probably unsuccessfully, not to look suspicious.  My heart was pounding in my chest as if I’d just finished a long training run, the plan Brendan had laid out was daring to say the least.  I’d had my first sexual contact with another woman during the orgy at the end of the summer games and if all went according to plan I’d have my second before the night was through.  I wondered if Gabrielle was as sexy as Brendan had said. 
 
    A beep emanated from Brendan’s pocket and he fished his phone out.  He smiled as he read the text and then with a nod to each of us he gave the command. 
 
    “OK, team, we’re on.” 
 
    I sighed and shook my head as we turned back towards the Newton household, wondering if he’d had fake FBI badges made up for us too.  Still, if this worked I would have to hand it to him as a fine tactical genius and field agent. 
 
    We arrived at the front door and Jarrod rang the doorbell while we waited, all of us ready to bolt if the wrong person answered the door.  After almost a minute the sound of the deadbolt being unlatched announced somebody on the other side and the door opened to a tall woman in a black silky dressing gown with long flowing hair spilling over her shoulders like dark syrup.  Brendan was wrong though, she wasn’t ‘cute as a button’ she was sultry and mysterious.  It was impossible to guess her age, she could have been in her early twenties with knowledge beyond her years burning behind her eyes, or she could have been late thirties with an ageless complexion. 
 
    The question Brendan had asked earlier popped into my mind, how did a sleaze like Newton get her to marry him?  It didn’t seem like an appropriate time to ask.  Next a cheeky grin spread across her face and her ageless illusion was partially shattered.  She had to be somewhere around our age, nobody over 30 is allowed to look that mischievous. 
 
    “Uhhh, which is Brendan?” she asked and I noted the strong French accent. 
 
    Brendan raised his hand and Gabrielle’s grin widened into a smile. 
 
    “Gabrielle, this is my brother Jarrod, this is my step-sister Ellie.”  Brendan gestured to each of us in turn. 
 
    She nodded to Jarrod and then turned her attention to me, her gaze lingering.  It couldn’t have been more than a moment but my face flushed under her scrutiny as if she was already seeing me naked.  There was something almost otherworldly about her deep brown eyes and I was powerless to turn my face away.  The blush spread to my chest and I felt my nipples harden at the same time, I realised I was eager to touch her as well as feel her hands all over me. 
 
    “Jarod, Ellie, this is Gabrielle.” 
 
    Jarrod said hello and I’m pretty sure I croaked something. 
 
    “Come zis way.” she beckoned. 
 
    We followed her into the house, closing the door behind us and ditching overcoats, as she led the way up a flight of stairs and opened the first door on the left.  I stepped through into a large bedroom absolutely dominated by an almost comically huge bed.  I thought it would have been adequate for a man with fourteen wives, let alone the two people who presumably normally shared it. 
 
    Attached to the headboard via two pairs of handcuffs with fluffy pink padding on them was a man wearing nothing but a pair of women’s panties and pink rabbit ears on a headband.  His face broke into a hopeful smile as he saw me follow Gabrielle into the room.  Maybe he thought he was about to get a surprise threesome but the smile turned into an ‘O’ of surprise when Brendan and Jarrod entered. 
 
    I suppose he didn’t know who I was at first, I had been naked and getting fucked the last time he saw me, but twins are harder to forget and he recognised Brendan and Jarrod instantly. 
 
    “W-what are you doing here?  Get out of my house!  Gaby, call the police!” 
 
    Brendan quickly grabbed Gabrielle from behind, wrapping his strong arms around her and effectively stopping her from going anywhere or doing anything, even if she hadn’t been in on the whole thing. 
 
    “Listen, Tommie, we’re just here for the film.  If you don’t want to see your wife used as a sperm depository you should hand it over.” 
 
    The journalist’s face paled, then flushed red, then paled again as a range of thoughts and emotions must have rushed through his head. 
 
    “OK, OK, top drawer, over there.  It’s on a flash drive.  Don’t worry Gaby, I won’t let them hurt you.” 
 
    He nodded towards a tall set of drawers against one wall and the pink rabbit ears he was wearing wobbled, robbing his words of any nobility they may otherwise have had. 
 
    Jarrod opened the drawer and rummaged through it until he picked up the small storage device, showing it to Tommie. 
 
    “This one?” 
 
    “Yes!  Now get out of here!” 
 
    Brendan wasn’t paying any attention to Tommie at all.  Instead he kept one arm firmly around Gabrielle’s midsection, pulling her ass against his crotch, and slipped his other hand inside her dressing gown to cup her breast.  She didn’t struggle in the slightest, if anything she squirmed her ass against what I’m sure was a hardening cock inside Brendan’s pants. 
 
    “What are you doing!?  You’ve got what you wanted, get out!” 
 
    Tommie struggled against his restraints but the pink fluffy padding was obviously covering cold hard steel and the headboard was big and heavy, in proportion to the ludicrously massive bed.  He wasn’t going anywhere.  Gabrielle bit her lower lip, surely Tommie could see that she was practically massaging Brendan’s crotch with her ass.  My god she was sexy, her eyes returned to me and once more I was lost in their brown depths.  I could barely hear the words that were being spoken around me. 
 
    “What do you say, Gabrielle, should we leave?”  Brendan spoke softly into her ear and she raised her head up and slightly to the side towards him.  Lifting her right hand over her head she placed it on the back of Brendan’s neck as if to pull him closer. 
 
    “No.  Use me like you said.” 
 
    “What!” Tommie yelled in utter disbelief. 
 
    “You heard her, Tommie, I think she wants to have some fun.” 
 
    “Gaby, you don’t understand what they mean…” 
 
    As if to prove that she did indeed know what it meant to be used as a sperm depository she took Brendan’s hand from around her waist and led him to the bed, pushing him down so he was on his back.  Thanks to the gargantuan size of the bed they were well out of kicking distance of Tommie, though he did try at first before feebly straining at the handcuffs without effect.  Brendan pulled his shirt off over his head revealing one of the muscular torsos that had been sending tingling sensations all over my body for almost six years.  Gabrielle licked her lips in appreciation and, as it turned out, in preparation too. 
 
    Gabrielle and Brendan worked together to remove his pants before she flung them at Tommie and then, on her knees, she pulled his boxers down.  Brendan’s thick and hard erection was pulled downwards with his underwear and when the head cleared the material it sprang back up, striking Gabrielle in the chin with a meaty slapping sound, easily heard above Tommie’s protests.  Gabrielle moaned and asked if she could have it all. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah.”  Brendan breathed as he swung his legs up on the bed. 
 
    Gabrielle climbed up on top of Brendan in a sixty-nine position, the hem of her silky dressing gown riding up her legs as they parted revealing the vast majority of their smooth and well-tanned length.  Tommie was shaking his head with vigour as if trying to dislodge the rabbit ears but the headband held firm and the ears merely wobbled humorously.  Gabrielle leaned forward as if to closely inspect Brendan’s cock and licked the entire length from tip to balls with her tongue.  It twitched once and then she grabbed it with one hand to point it more conveniently at her face and enveloped the head with her full pouty lips.  Tommie, for the first time, was ‘treated’ to the sight of his wife sucking off another man and was cursing like a sailor. 
 
    Ignoring her husband as if he didn’t even exist Gabrielle turned her warm brown eyes back to me and fixed me with a lusty stare as she began to bob her head up and down on Brendan’s thickness.  Again I was mesmerised, the weak protests of Tommie were drowned out and it was almost like only her and I were in the room, along with a stunt cock she was sucking.  I would have hardly noticed when Jarrod slipped his hand down the front of my pants and into my panties, delicately stroking my labia, except for imagining it was Gabrielle pleasuring me.  Every time she removed Brendan’s dick from her mouth to kiss and lick it I imagined her tongue between my legs and she never took her eyes off mine, watching me with Jarrod. 
 
    My juices began flowing, coating Jarrod’s fingers in my slippery honey, and he transferred the slickness gently over my clit sending a spark of intense pleasure shooting into my body.  I pushed my pants down to mid-thigh, giving Jarrod unrestricted access to my sex then unfastened and unzipped his jeans behind my back so they could fall to his ankles.  I tugged his boxers down so I could get a firm grip on his cock as we both watched the action on the bed.  As always I marvelled at how my fingers and thumb only were only just able to touch when I held either of the twins engorged erections around the shaft. 
 
    Behind my back I slowly stroked Jarrod’s hard length while keeping focussed on the enchanting stare of the French goddess devouring my step-brother’s stiff dick in front of me.  From beneath the black shroud of her dressing gown Brendan was clearly giving her pussy a skilled session of oral sex if her moans of ecstasy were anything to go by.  I felt Jarrod’s pre-cum begin to lubricate the swollen head of his cock and slid my nimble hand over it while he slipped his own up my shirt to trace his fingers on the soft flesh of my chest not covered by my bra. 
 
    I broke eye contact with Gabrielle and cock contact with Jarrod for a moment to slip my shirt off over my head and unsnap my bra.   My breasts were freed for Jarrod’s hands but what I really wanted was for Gabrielle to see me and want me as much as I wanted her.  My nipples were hard and Jarrod pinched them each in turn, which seemed to provoke a moan not only from me but also from Gabrielle.  Jarrod’s finger was dipping into my sex and sliding out over my clit, stoking a fire of passion in my belly as my legs became quivery. 
 
    I felt my own juices leaking down my legs and couldn’t handle staying so far from Gabrielle anymore.  Leading Jarrod gently by his engorged member I walked to the bed and climbed between Brendan’s legs with my knees resting at the edge of the bed and my head tantalisingly close to Brendan’s cock and the busy Gabrielle, my ass up in the air presenting my slick pussy to Jarrod.  Shifting my weight forward slightly I snaked my tongue out to lick Brendan’s balls as Gabrielle continued to make his length repeatedly disappear into her mouth while she looked at me. 
 
    From behind me I felt Jarrod place the head of his cock at my glistening entrance and slowly push forward.  I tenderly sucked one of Brendan’s balls into my mouth and closed my eyes to concentrate on his twin’s throbbing erection invading my depths.  As always it was a tight fit, unavoidable with a cock of that size and girl of my petite proportions.  My lips stretched to the limit around the head and were tickled pleasurably by the bumpy ridge as they closed down again on the shaft with his advancement.  At last Jarrod’s progression of ecstasy was halted as his thighs and pelvis made contact with my ass and he was as deep within me as he could possibly go, his magnificent erection hugged by my pussy walls in its entirety. 
 
    Jarrod began fucking me firmly, not as hard and fast as I knew he was capable of but at a pace I knew somebody of his fitness level could keep up almost indefinitely.  Each thrust caused my small breasts to shake and Brendan’s testicle slipped out of my mouth.  Gabrielle’s sweet and subtle perfume wafted over me as I kissed and lightly nibbled at the bottom of Brendan’s shaft.  Each time she engulfed Brendan’s cock her lips brushed against mine and my passion for her grew. 
 
    Gabrielle removed Brendan’s shaft from her mouth and slowly licked it from base to tip.  I matched her motions on the opposite side, our tongues occasionally touching as we worshipped the twin’s cock.  Our tongues slid off the end of the wonderful erection between us and we plunged them into each other’s mouths, our jaws working in one of the deepest kisses I had ever had or imagined.  Her full lips were made to be kissed and I couldn’t help but imagine what wonders her mouth could perform on between my legs. 
 
    Gabrielle broke off our kiss and began breathing very deeply, she closed her eyes tightly as a flush rose upwards from her chest giving her face a beautiful glow.  I took Brendan’s cock in my hand and began jerking him off while the woman who had been giving him a blowjob moaned out a titanic orgasm.  As she panted out her ecstasy I rubbed his cock all over her face between each stroke of my hand, painting it with shiny transparent smears of pre-cum as she was lost in her own world. 
 
    Gabrielle, her formerly silky smooth hair now looking slightly dishevelled, floated back to earth on her cloud of bliss and opened her eyes again.  She rolled off Brendan and then positioned herself on her back with her legs spread wide so her husband, who had apparently run out of protests, could get a clear view of the punishment her pussy was about to get from one of the twins.  I crawled on top of her in a sixty-nine position and lowered my sex to her face, I couldn’t wait any longer to feel her mouth on my most private area. 
 
    Gabrielle didn’t disappoint, immediately setting to work at the task of bringing me to orgasm.  Her pouty lips tugged at each of my labia in turn and her smooth tongue snaked in and out of me several times before concentrating on my clit.  Just having the image of her beautiful face lapping at my sex in my mind brought me right to the edge of cumming.  When Brendan’s wonderful cock slammed into me with one strong motion there was no stopping it. 
 
    Pleasure washed over me, throbbing in time with each powerful thrust of Brendan’s shaft into my depths.  I rode the waves breathlessly and just as I thought my orgasm was fading away Jarrod knelt between Gabrielle’s legs and unceremoniously slammed his cock home to the hilt in her pussy, sampling the tight confines as his brother already had.  The sight alone reinvigorated my orgasm and the moans Gabrielle unleashed vibrating directly on my clit was more than enough to send me sailing off on the seas of ecstasy again. 
 
    When my orgasms second wind finally ran out I gently played my tongue on her still sensitive clit, occasionally placing it on the shaft of Jarrod’s jack-hammering rod to taste her juices on him.  Tommie may have run out of protests but when Gabrielle groaned out that she had never had a cock even half the size of the twins’ inside her he did at least renew his struggles against the handcuffs that bonded him to the headboard, though the results were no less lacking than before. 
 
    Gabrielle, between comments marvelling at various aspects of the twins’ anatomy, mimicked my technique so both pistoning cocks were contrasted with a soft female tongue, each of us caressing the other back towards the lofty heights of orgasm.  Gabrielle tasted sweet and womanly, I lapped her essence up as if I’d just crossed a desert until her own manipulations of my sex convinced me that we’d had enough time to recover from our first orgasms and I concentrated on her clit. 
 
    From my ultra-close-up perspective I saw Gabrielle’s pussy grip and release Jarrod’s shaft over and over again as she began a chant of French affirmations. 
 
    “Oui… oui… oui… oui…” 
 
    Unable to continue her oral pleasuring at the same time she began quickly stroking my clit with one finger, the stronger action of the digit pushed me almost over the top.  With a grunt of release I felt Brendan blast my pussy with copious amounts of sperm, his thrusts losing their formerly almost military like uniformity and becoming harder but more sporadic, drilling into me with unpredictability. 
 
    The feel of the fiery hot liquid inside me was all I needed to be pushed over the edge as I watched Jarrod’s length disappear between Gabrielle’s legs over and over again.  So soon after my last orgasm this one was more localised to my clit but with Brendan’s thickness filling me and Gabrielle’s constant rubbing my whole world was centred between my legs for a blissful minute as my heartbeat pounded in my ears.  From somewhere behind the booming sound of my heart I heard Gabrielle’s chant lose all semblance of real language as she descended into the delirium of her own shuddering climax. 
 
    Brendan pulled his cock out of me, which was followed by what felt like a torrent of semen escaping my tight tunnel and dripping directly on to Gabrielle’s moaning face.  Before I knew what was happening, Jarrod too had extracted himself from Gabrielle and rushed around the bed to where Brendan had been.  I was basking in my afterglow, feeling altogether too heavy to be bothered with looking behind myself.  Instead the sheet-white face of Tommie Newton, which I could now see with Jarrod gone, combined with heavy breathing from the unspent twin told a vivid story. 
 
    My suspicions were confirmed when I heard a groan of relief and a spurt of cum blast my still quivering slit before running downwards and joining what must have been a magnificent mess on Gabrielle’s upturned face.  Tommie Newton found his voice from wherever it had been hiding. 
 
    “You fuckin’ cunts.” He cursed “You think that flash drive has the only copy?  It’s backed up all over the place.  I was going to hold out for more money but instead I think I’ll just take that last offer from Countdown to Fuck.  As for you, you motherfucking slut, you’re on a slow boat back to that shithole you came from, believe that.” 
 
    “We thought you might say something like that, Tommie, thanks for being so predictable.”  Jarrod said. 
 
    “Hey Gabrielle, why don’t you give your husband a big sloppy kiss?”  Brendan said with a smile. 
 
    Confused, I managed to roll off Gabrielle, still feeling very lethargic in the wake of my body shaking orgasms.  Looking at the French stunner I wouldn’t have said her beauty had been ruined but it was certainly comprehensively covered.  It looked like a hell of a lot more than two men had cum on her face, I guess she was just sexy enough to have that effect on them.  I know what she did to me after all, and I was only just beginning to get interested in women. 
 
    Tommie looked horrified as Gabrielle approached him but the handcuffs left him with no place to run and as she cupped his face with two hands and planted a big kiss on it a huge amount of semen was smeared all over him.  When she pulled away, Tommie’s lips were clamped shut and he was almost as covered as Gabrielle was.  Brendan and Jarrod approached him from either side, cocks still rock hard and in their hands.  Tommie’s eyes darted back and forth between the advancing erections as if they were cattle prods heading towards his face. 
 
    When they were close and Tommie dared not move his head anywhere lest he make contact there was a flash of light.  I looked at Gabrielle, who had retrieved a camera from somewhere and was taking picture after picture of the humiliated journalist’s face, covered in cum and framed by huge cocks.  Brendan and Jarrod stepped back. 
 
    “There we go.  Now, if that film ever turns up anywhere we’ll have to make sure that these photos mysteriously turn up as well.  We can have a peaceful stalemate, what do you say, Tommie?”  Brendan asked. 
 
    Tommie Newton hung his head, defeated.  It was as good an answer as any. 
 
    “You going to be ok, Gabrielle?”  Jarrod turned to the dark haired woman. 
 
    “Oui…er… yes.  I will find somebody that appreciates me I think.” 
 
    “How you doing, Ellie?  You’re mighty quiet.” 
 
    “You know what?  I’ve got the strangest craving for pizza.  Is there a good place around here, Gabrielle?” 
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    ***** 
 
    I’ve done a hell of a lot with my life, not least of which was winning gold at the summer games competing in the marathon not once but twice.  I was a minor celebrity for a while due to a covert recording of an orgy at said games that my twin Step-Brothers and I happened to be taking part in.  It was a hell of a shit storm for a time, the outraged public were loud with their criticism, wanting us stripped of our medals and the sportswear company we were sponsored by to drop us. 
 
    It turned out to be a shit storm in a teacup though.  The indifferent, or even aroused, majority finally began speaking up when they got sick of the holier-than-thou whining, and they were overwhelming in their support for what I and several other athletes had done, or at least overwhelming in their stance that people should ‘shut the fuck up’ and leave us alone. 
 
    Somebody on the internet photoshopped a picture of my head on to the body of a porn star and added the caption “When I’m getting fucked by 15 guys I only use Summer Star headbands to keep the sweat (etc) out of my eyes!”  It went viral, being passed around to millions of people around the world.  Sales of Summer Star headbands, and all their other clothing, skyrocketed and our sponsorship contracts were saved. 
 
    My twin Step-Brothers and I went to great lengths to try to stop the video from being made widely available for sale online.  However, when popular public opinion turned in our favour, we discussed our options with the other athletes featured in the film and reached an agreement with a porn distributor, splitting the proceeds. 
 
    In a way it was a major weight off our shoulders getting that film out.  We knew that Tommie Newton, the undercover journalist to had recorded it, still had a copy or two in his possession and although we had dirt on him that provided a kind of stalemate, you never knew if he was going to lose his mind and just take the huge cash offer for it.  So we took the cash instead, leaving him with nothing to hold over us. 
 
    Not only that but Tommie’s wife, Gabrielle, took quite a liking to me and I to her.  Before I met Gabrielle I didn’t have much experience with women and to this day I consider myself bi-sexual.  Even though Gaby and I are mostly monogamous, when I do happen across somebody that can divert my attention from the stunning French woman whom I call my partner it’s usually a man.  Or Brendan and Jarrod, my twin Step-Brothers. 
 
    My Mom and their Dad married when we were eighteen and holy hell did they hit the roof when they found out their kids were having sex with each other.  They forbade it, they sent us to separate colleges but when we were no longer under their roof, they couldn’t stop us.  Now, when we go back for thanksgiving and what not, they have to grin and bear it or not have our company.  They’ve mostly gotten used to the idea I think.  Perhaps the fact that I’m in a relationship with another woman is even a welcome distraction. 
 
    Brendan and Jarrod ended up marrying another set of twins.  Marianne and Lucille, who competed at the same summer games we did in synchronised swimming, were so innocent looking you never would have picked them to turn up at an orgy, but they did.  I’m sure our parents would faint if they knew that Brendan and Jarrod would share Marianne and Lucille with Gaby and I on top of everything else. 
 
    Yes indeed, a pretty crazy but satisfying life.  As I fast approached forty five years old, I was happy with where I had ended up.  Gaby and I owned a very small chain of pizza restaurants, having started with the first one in a busy college town.  My small-time celebrity status and willingness to make out with Gaby behind the counter made sure we were a roaring success. 
 
    These days I didn’t man the front counter very often, usually busy in an office running numbers or dropping in to check on each of our locations.  It was nice to be able to make so many jobs available in the tough economy, and nice to be able to drop my hours down to spend more time with Gaby and on pastimes like going to the gym and my life-long passion, going for long runs to clear my head. 
 
    I envied Gaby, I swore she looked exactly the same as when I first met her, but as I was the prime beneficiary of her timeless beauty I worked hard to stay in shape for her too.  I had a lot to think about at the time anyway, and running gave me ample opportunity for it. 
 
    This summer Brendan was sending his sons, Adrien and Victor, up to stay with Gaby and I so they could earn some money in the local Ellie’s Pizzas, our first one and the restaurant we still lived closest to.  Given their parentage, Adrien and Victor had the genetic odds stacked in their favour, they were athletic twins just like their Mom and Dad. 
 
    I hadn’t actually seen them in a couple of years, due to them spending the previous Christmas with their Mother’s family, but when Brendan sent me a picture my eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.  They looked just like Brendan and Jarrod had at eighteen, except with the blonde hair and fairer complexion they’d inherited from their Mother. 
 
    I knew from the moment I saw that photo that I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off them.  I may have been approaching forty five but, as the old saying goes, you’re only as old as the twins you feel.  My conundrum was how best to seduce these sexy young studs to make sure I had as much fun this during their stay as I had when I first went to the summer games.  The solution came to me one evening somewhere between the ninth and tenth mile of my run. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Gabrielle pulled me close, her fingers tracing tickly lines across the back of my thighs where my short skirt ended, and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “It’s working.  They can’t take their eyes off you.  I think I’ll be tasting some special sauce when you get home from work tonight, yes?” 
 
    Gaby nibbled my ear lobe and I squirmed at the thought of her tasting the flavour of Adrien and Victor from my body, wherever their flavour might end up.  All day I’d been adding as much gasoline as I could to the already potent cocktail of the twins’ teen hormones.  We’d started early at the restaurant and I made sure to surround them with my sexiest and most flirtatious teen and college-age employees. 
 
    As for myself, I’d made sure to wear the shortest of short skirts to show off my well-toned legs and had Gaby dropping in several times to make out in full view of them.  By the time we closed and all my other workers, and Gaby, had gone home the two of them looked like they were hiding perma-erections and they were ready to snap and fuck on a hair-trigger. 
 
    The weakest point I could see in my plan had seemingly come and gone without incident, that being one of the little pieces of eye-candy  I employed dragging the twins into the walk-in refrigerator and taking their special sauce for herself.  However, there was still a difficult hurdle to overcome, I had to put myself totally out there and see if they took the bait. 
 
    I left them cleaning the prep-area while I made a minor wardrobe adjustment in my office.  Who needs underwear at a time like that?  Not me.  I stowed my panties and bra away in my handbag and went back to check on Adrien and Victor’s progress. 
 
    They were doing a good job, for a couple teenagers on their first day.  They were as fit and tireless as I or Brandon and Jarrod had ever been in our prime and I eyed them lustily, working up the courage to lay my cards out on the table.  I got on my knees and pretended to look under the bench where we prepared all the pizzas, really just bending over so my short skirt rode all the way up and uncovered my pussy.  If they were paying any attention to what was between my legs, they could hardly miss the blatant signal. 
 
    “Victor, can you get me the brush and shovel?  There are a few crumbs under here.” 
 
    “Sure, Aunt Ellie, where do you keep…” 
 
    I heard my Step-Nephew cut off his sentence with a surprised intake of breath.  I focussed all my will-power to not turn around and see what he was doing, instead just presenting my pussy to him by ‘accident’.  Although I couldn’t see him I could hear Victor frantically trying to get his Brother’s attention without alerting me to the fact that he was viewing something he wasn’t sure he was supposed to see. 
 
    If footsteps could be described as ‘curious’ that’s what Adrien’s sounded like as I heard him walk to where his Brother was standing.  Silence ensued for a moment as I let them drink in the view before I sprung the trap. 
 
    “Will somebody please give it to me?”  I asked innocently. 
 
    Footsteps crept up behind me, I don’t know which twin they belonged to, but I soon felt the warmth of a young man radiating on to my outer labia.  Whichever twin it was must have been kneeling right behind me, almost touching my pussy with his crotch. 
 
    “Where do you want it, Aunt Ellie?” 
 
    “If you don’t know by now, you’ve got problems,” I said. 
 
    Closing my eyes I moved my ass back until I felt my pussy lips kissing the bulge of a teen cock tenting the front of one of my Step-Nephew’s pants.  Warm hands slid up the back of my thighs, flicking my little skirt over my lower back and then reaching around to grip my hips and pull my body against him even harder.  I moaned at the sensation of his youthful strength forcing his still-covered erection against me, finally able to feel the relief from worrying whether my plan would work. 
 
    As the twin behind me began exploring my pussy with his fingers, alternating between stroking my clit and dipping into my honey pot, the second twin knelt by my head and unzipped his pants.  I looked up, trying to identify him, but found the plot had thickened.  This one, and presumably the Step-Nephew with his fingers in my slit, had taken off his “Ellie’s Pizzas” name badge.  I had known their Dad well enough to tell him apart from his twin… with these two it was a different matter.  I had no idea which one was beginning to finger bang me, and which one wanted me to suck his cock. 
 
    I dipped my eyes back down to the hand that had reached inside the undone zip and couldn’t help but gasp when it emerged holding a rapidly thickening cock that was already intimidating in size.  The twin by my head brushed some hair off my face and guided his manhood into my eager mouth.  I sucked it in and flicked my tongue across the underside of his cock head, feeling him harden even more as I did so until he was at full mast. 
 
    The twin behind me withdrew his fingers from my pussy, I would have pouted if I didn’t have a mouthful of cock at that particular moment, but I knew the pause in attention would be brief.  I was proven right when I felt my pussy kissing the shaft of a newly exposed erection, my juices leaking out until it slid up and down freely. 
 
    I was in absolute heaven, it had been too long since I’d been with a man, let alone two of them.  Gaby was my soul-mate, my partner in crime, the person I wanted to make plans with, the person who I lusted after.  She didn’t have a hard cock though, so I was lucky she was fine with me seeking it out every now and then, as I was with her doing the same. 
 
    My mouth was practically bursting with dick, it was wonderful.  I rolled my eyes upwards to gaze at the unidentifiable twin sexily as I did my utmost to suck the semen straight out of his balls, just like I used to do to his Dad.  I saw a look of thankful disbelief on the face staring back down at me, a day working with my sexy employees and I had obviously got them both utterly on edge and raring to go. 
 
    I shifted my position, angling my body to point straight at the twin whose cock I was slurping, in preparation to give him a little treat that the girls his age almost certainly wouldn’t have been able to manage with a cock of his size.  Opening my throat I engulfed his entire length in one fell swoop, feeling it slide down my neck until my lips were wrapped around the very base of his erection. 
 
    My nose was pressed hard against his pelvis and I snaked my tongue out to lick the very top of his scrotum without pulling back in the slightest.  He groaned in ecstasy and if I had been able to smirk, I would have, it really fuelled my ego to have the undivided attention of two sexy younger men, and to be able to show them a thing or two they hadn’t seen yet in their short eighteen years on this earth. 
 
    The tables were partially turned when the twin who had been rubbing his shaft between the pink petals of my pussy and caressing my clit began forcing his massive member into me.  I hurriedly pulled back off the cock I was sucking so that I could moan in a mixture of effort and pleasure.  Pulling back from the dick I was sucking meant impaling myself even quicker on the second erection and by the time I was able to let out any sounds at all I felt and heard the solid slapping sound of our bodies meeting as he bottomed out inside me. 
 
    I wrapped my fingers around the hard dick that had just come out of my mouth, jerking it and pointing it at my face in case, like so many younger men, he was already on the verge of cumming.  I needn’t have worried about that, his throbbing hard-on stayed firm and ready for action as his brother began pounding into my pussy with an odd rhythm.  
 
    He thrust his cock into me with power every time until he was entirely inside and he slapped against the back of my thighs, sending tremors through my whole body.  My small breasts shook with every inwards stroke, and then he would tease me by pulling out slowly, making me wait for his next burst of power. 
 
    I brought the erection in my hand back into my mouth, taking it deeply as I began to bob my head up and down along the full length, feeling every bump and vein of his incredible cock.  I was rewarded with another euphoric groan from the beneficiary of my well-practised deep throating ability and the twin behind me began to pick up his pace, the differences between his in strokes and out strokes becoming less and less. 
 
    I reached up and cupped the balls of whichever of my Step-Nephews I was sucking off and he seemed to mirror my movements, reaching under my body, ripping the buttons off my “Ellie’s Pizzas” shirt and cupping my perky breast, saving it from the rough shaking his Brother was inflicting on the rest of my body.  I moaned right on to his cock when he rolled my nipple between his finger and thumb, sending a jolt of pleasure rippling through my entire body. 
 
    That obviously felt pretty good for him, as he reached down with his other hand and began a dedicated assault on both of my sensitive pink tips.  It wasn’t long before I was moaning like a whore, the vibrations of my pleasured sighs making him maul my tits with even more urgency and I began pushing against the ever-pounding cock in my pussy, meeting every thrust. 
 
    While he continued to fuck me hard, I felt his finger begin to flick back and forth across my clit again.  It had been so long since I had been so full of dick, I was practically floating on a cloud of pleasure.  The wonderful feeling of all that masculine power invading and stretching me, the attention being paid to my most sensitive areas, I felt my orgasm swelling up in my belly, every flick of their fingers inflating the feeling even more until I thought I would burst. 
 
    When it happened, I welcomed that burst like an old friend.  I couldn’t concentrate on bobbing my head anymore and felt my Step-Nephew begin thrusting into my face, while it was all I could do to stay relatively still and let him use me while I wallowed in the ecstasy. 
 
    The steady rhythm of the athletic twin fucking me felt like a heartbeat of bliss, reverberating around my body and giving my orgasm an incredible pulsing quality.  I rode wave after wave of pleasure, only dimly aware of the thick cock thrusting into my face.  I closed my eyes and let it all wash over me. 
 
    I was panting almost as hard as I could ever remember, which was really saying something given how many marathons I’d run, when I felt my body being lifted off the ground as if I was almost weightless.  I opened my eyes to see that one of the twins was carrying me towards the front counter of the restaurant while the other was circling around to the other side, where the customers would normally line up to place orders. 
 
    I still had no idea which twin was which, I only knew that I had somewhat lost control of the situation and now these two young men were looking to take all the pleasure they could from me.  I was, of course, only too happy to give it. 
 
    I shivered briefly as the cold surface of the counter touched my back, thankful for how quick it warmed up via my body heat.  It wasn’t especially wide so my ass was right at one edge and my head hung off the opposite side so the world looked upside down.  I licked my lips as I saw the throbbing cock approaching me, being borne by one of the twins. 
 
    When the fat head of his hard shaft slipped over my lips and I tasted my own juices I knew that the twins had swapped ends but as I didn’t know which of them had started at what position, I was still none the wiser about whose dick was in my mouth.  With my head thrown back like that, my neck was wide open and his thickness slid down with relative ease. 
 
    I caressed the curve of his rigid rod with my tongue, savouring my own flavour on him as he pushed his length as deep into my throat as he could.  Strong hands grabbed my ankles and placed my feet up on the edge of the counter, spreading my legs wide, and I felt a warm body step between them an instant before a cock identical to the one in my mouth parted the lips of my pussy and pushed forward until I felt the gentle slap of a heavy set of balls on my ass. 
 
    The two young men fucked me like a team, working my body with the kind of harmony that only twins can achieve.  Each hard cock thrust in and out of my body in perfect synch at each end, one of them pausing regularly to let me breathe before picking up exactly where it had left off and filling me up again. 
 
    Hands roamed all over my body, from my vantage point I couldn’t look to see whose hands were where, and I wouldn’t have gleaned any knowledge even if I had been able to see.  Much attention was paid to my almost painfully hard nipples, and I felt myself almost ready to cum again when the twin who was fucking my pussy bent down to take one into his mouth, never ceasing his relentless assault on my willing slit. 
 
    His tongue flicked back and forth on my aroused nipple at a frenzied pace as his Brother caressed the other tit while fucking my face.  Rivulets of saliva and pre-cum were coursing out of each side of my mouth, streaming up my cheeks and I could see the occasional drip landing on the floor below me.  The view that dominated my perspective consisted of a set of balls heavy with sperm repeatedly flying towards and away from me as I was penetrated over and over again. 
 
    The twin sucking my nipple pulled his head back, stretching my pink tip out momentarily before it popped out of his mouth with a sucking sound I could hear even above the cacophony of the two cocks jack hammering into me at each end.  Strong hands gripped me at the hips and held me steady as my nominally-unidentified Step-Nephew began fucking me with what felt like an urgent and imminent purpose. 
 
    If it was at all possible I swore I could feel his cock swell even more than it had been as his orgasm approached.  Finally with a grunt that sounded a lot like ‘holy fucking shit’ I felt a giant jet of semen blast the depths of my tunnel and marvelled at the power of his ejaculation, it was as if he hadn’t had an orgasm in years and had saved a huge load for me. 
 
    The thought of all that hot cum inside me was all it took to push me over the edge of my second orgasm, that and the continued attention my nipples and pussy were getting as each solid thrust of his hips deposited still more of his creamy load into my depths. 
 
    I closed my eyes as I rode this latest wave of ecstasy, seeing flashes behind my eyelids as if somebody had installed a strobe light in my restaurant unbeknownst to me.  My pussy felt like it was filled to overflowing with all of my Step-Nephew’s cum, torrents of the stuff was leaking out down the crack of my ass and every thrust added even more for a ludicrously long time. 
 
    I was just coming down from the lofty height of my climax when my other Step-Nephew hurriedly pulled his cock out of my mouth and grabbed a handful of my hair, holding my head still as he jerked himself off while pointing it at my face.  My eyelids fluttered open but closed immediately as I saw the first jet coming towards me and a volume of semen equal, as one would expect from a twin, to the first was splattered across my face, the larger deposits dribbling upwards to my hairline. 
 
    I swallowed what cum had landed in my mouth and opened my eyes as best I could to see a small crowd of onlookers staring in at the scene through the front windows.  Phones were out, cameras were out, jaws were dropped. 
 
    I gulped… there’s an old saying that goes something like ‘all publicity is good publicity’ but I thought it might very well be a toss-up as to whether the increased clientele from horny young guys would offset the problems that would probably come up in my next health and safety review from the city council.  Still, I’d been through worse, so I grabbed a hard cock in one hand and waved at the crowd with the other.  I love how twins run in my family. 
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    Learning how to be a nun was nothing like I expected it to be.  Everything had happened in a blur ever since Father Hanson and his small group of nuns had toured several Catholic schools in my area on a recruitment drive earlier in the year.  I’ll never forget the day they came to our school and set up a desk in a spare office for girls to sign up to their preparatory course for nuns. 
 
    Their visit was announced in the middle of lots of other notices first thing in the morning.  Most of the other girls didn’t seem to pay any attention to our teacher at all but I knew I’d be going to that office and signing up at the first opportunity.  I was raised in a strictly religious home and I’d only ever dreamed of doing two things with my life.  My secret ambition, the one my parents wouldn’t approve of, was to swim competitively.  I was good at it, some of my friends had even remarked that I seemed to spend as much time in the water as I did on dry land.  My other dream was to become a nun and do anything the Lord wished of me. 
 
    Despite my enthusiasm I almost missed them completely, I had a really busy day and it was only during my swim that I realised they would be leaving soon.  I cut my swim short and raced through getting changed.  In my haste I dropped my bra in a big puddle of water in the changing room and was faced with a dilemma.  No bra, or wet bra?  Before panic set in I decided to go with no bra as the material of our shirts was reasonably thick, but would probably be see-through if wet.  The day was almost over anyway so if I was careful after visiting Father Hanson nobody would notice. 
 
    I ran through the hallways of our school, praying that they hadn’t left yet.  Having no bra on meant my larger than average breasts bounced and swayed with every step.  Looking over my shoulder and from side to side as I ran I saw nobody and so supported my chest with my hands, I remember being surprised at just how difficult it was to run at pace without a bra on. 
 
    Coming around a corner at speed I ran directly into Mr. Murdax, my math teacher.  I bounced off him and fell to the ground, sliding across the polished floor.  I noticed his eyes dip down between my legs as my skirt flew up and my legs parted in my vain attempts to regain some semblance of balance.  I thanked God that it had been my bra and not my panties that had fallen in the puddle back in the changing rooms. 
 
    I quickly closed my legs and regained my feet. 
 
    “Just what do you think you’re doing, Miss. Callaghan?” he asked, his voice betraying the fact that he was still getting over the shock of being careered into and the view of my pristine white panties between my toned legs. 
 
    “Sorry Mr. Murdax, I just realised I was running out of time to speak with Father Hanson before he leaves.” 
 
    Mr. Murdax gave a mysteriously knowing smile and let me go without any further delay or punishment.  It was quite confusing, both I and several other girls had received detentions from him for much less than that but I wasn’t about to question his uncharacteristic leniency.  I thanked him and continued as fast as I could without having to resort to giving myself a hand-bra again. 
 
    At last I was outside the office, which had a piece of paper stuck to it confirming I had the right room.  I took a moment to catch my breath and smooth down my skirt, I wanted to make sure I gave the right impression when they met me.  I’m not sure exactly what I was expecting from Father Hanson but I had certainly been anticipating an old priest.  Don’t get me wrong, he was old like about thirty, but I’d definitely thought he would be really old like Mr. Murdax, in his fifties or something. 
 
    I answered all their questions to the best of my ability, though I must admit I was somewhat distracted by Father Hanson’s warm smile, which made him look even younger than he was.  He was one of the most handsome men I’d ever seen, I wasn’t sure whether I was seeing him through rose coloured glasses because of him being a man of God, that’s just how I felt. 
 
    It was only when I left the room and looked down at myself that I noticed not one but two buttons of my shirt were undone.  I flushed a deep red, wondering if they’d come undone during my collision with Mr. Murdax, or if I hadn’t done them up properly when I was rushing to get dressed in the first place.  Either way I was absolutely devastated, no doubt they were going to report me to the principal and then it was only a matter of time until they contacted my parents.  I was almost ready to die of shame as I hurriedly fastened the buttons and walked to my last class of the day. 
 
    I had been planning on telling my parents about Father Hanson and the preparatory course that very night but as I was convinced I’d accidentally flashed him and the two nuns present I didn’t say anything for several weeks. I was expecting the sword of Damocles to drop at any moment, even though I prayed for forgiveness, so it was a nice surprise to receive a letter of acceptance and some forms to fill out in the mail near the end of the school year.  I guessed that my shirt must not have gaped open noticeably, or they were all so holy and pure that they only looked at my face.  Thank God! 
 
    So that’s how I found myself in Father Hanson’s preparatory course for nuns, an intensive two years of living away from home at a special boarding school learning everything needed to commit yourself to the Lord forever.  Much of it was exactly as you would imagine, lots of bible study, lots of lessons about the problems nuns had come up against in the past and the best way of tackling these problems within the faith, things like that. 
 
    Every Sunday we all listened with rapt attention to Father Hanson’s amazing sermons.  I’d never heard any other priest explain things so well and so movingly, I often found myself carried away by the power of his words and sometimes missed the cues to kneel or respond.  Though none of my fellow hopeful-nuns noticed, I knew God would and prayed for his forgiveness. 
 
    All that was pretty normal but what wasn’t normal was the school itself.  My old school was a peasant’s hovel compared to this.  It had everything including, to my joy, a full sized swimming pool, saunas, health spas and plenty of things to do for entertainment.  I really thought things would be somewhat more Spartan given that there were no fees for the course and the life of a nun isn’t often associated with luxury and abundance but neither I nor anybody else seemed to openly question it, so I got used to it after a while. 
 
    Another thing that wasn’t normal was the small community that seemed to be attached to the school.  Obviously boarding schools have staff for cooking, cleaning, keeping the grounds and so on but there were a huge number of young kids on the expansive property.  I’m not entirely sure where they all slept but they didn’t seem to keep to any school schedule.  When they weren’t standing straight and still listening to something Father Hanson was telling them they were running around almost wild. 
 
    It was a really strange sight when Father Hanson was addressing a group of them.  They stood in rows silently watching and listening.  It reminded me almost of a military formation.  I very rarely overheard anything he told them but he always seemed to end any of his speeches with ‘Our time is at hand, my children’ or some similar variation.  I’d never seen such concentration from kids like that before but I rationalised it by comparing my own responses to his sermons, he was a master orator and I supposed it was only natural that people younger than me would pick up on that too. 
 
    Perhaps the strangest of all were the daily inspections that Father Hanson personally conducted on, as far as I could tell, every single girl in the course.  Each morning, as soon as we were showered, dressed and had eaten, we were to line up in our huge dorm rooms at the foot of our beds and stand up straight as he walked through and looked at each of us carefully.  Every time he walked past and looked into my eyes I felt like he was staring straight into my soul but he never said anything to me. 
 
    Every inspection he would choose somewhere between two and five girls for some kind of private meeting.  They would never speak about those meetings afterwards but they always looked kind of preoccupied and after a few weeks almost all of them would drop out of the course, even girls I knew were doing really well and had wanted to be nuns with all their hearts.  Our numbers never dwindled though as almost every girl that dropped out seemed to be replaced, some by girls that were apparently returning to the course after some kind of leave of absence, some by girls that were coming to the course for the first time. 
 
    Because of the dropouts that occurred after the meetings I guessed that he only chose those girls who he thought were not cut out to be nuns and had a serious talk with them.  He was such a perceptive man of God that I convinced myself he was even able to see the doubt in those girls I thought wanted to be nuns so bad, which is why they ended up leaving.  I was so sure of my path in life that I didn’t think he would ever choose me during one of his inspections, so it came as a huge shock when he did. 
 
    I stared straight ahead as usual while I stood at the foot of my bed listening to his heavy footsteps echoing in the dorm room, pausing by each girl before moving on.  Once again, as he had been countless times before, he halted in front of me and stared into my soul but this time he said my name. 
 
    “Tania Callaghan.” 
 
    I had no choice but to join the two girls and the two nuns already following him on this particular inspection, pausing by each of the other girls until at last he was finished, without selecting anybody else.  Wordlessly we all followed Father Hanson to the small waiting room outside his office.  We three girls were told to wait there until we were called in, the nuns followed Father Hanson. 
 
    I sat there panicking as I waited, wondering what could be said in these meetings that caused every single girl to drop out of the course.  I was crestfallen, I wanted to be a nun so much and also there was the shame of telling my parents how I couldn’t make it.  I was almost in tears and so lost in my own thoughts that the nun had to call my name several times before I realised I was being spoken to.  With a last glance at the other two girls, who looked as anxious as I felt, I stood and walked through the door to Father Hanson’s office. 
 
    Father Hanson was sitting behind his desk and when he saw me he favoured me with one of his warm smiles, immediately helping to put my nerves at ease. 
 
    “Ah, Tania, I’ve been looking forward to meeting with you.” he said. 
 
    “Er... you have?” I replied, somewhat confused. 
 
    “Yes, of course.  You sound surprised by that.” 
 
    “Well... it’s just that I thought you only met with girls who weren’t cut out to be nuns, they always seem to drop out after you meet with them.” 
 
    “I see, and you think you’ve got what it takes to follow the path of God no matter where it may lead?” 
 
    “Yes, Father, I love God!” I blurted out, then blushed, realising how corny I sounded. 
 
    Father Hanson leaned back in his chair, tented his fingers together and studied me quietly.  I felt even more blood rush to my face as my blush deepened.  Finally he spoke again. 
 
    “You know, Tania, I’m not so sure your heart is really in it.  I’m told you spend several hours every day in the swimming pool, training hard as if you wanted your life to go somewhere else, as if you were, quite literally, swimming away from life as a nun.” 
 
    “No!  That’s not it at all!  I... I’ll quit swimming and concentrate more on my studies, I promise!” I felt my panic returning in full force, I was sure he was going to ask me to leave and I felt the tears welling up in my eyes already. 
 
    Father Hanson stood and slowly walked around the room, his hands clasped behind his back as he made a bit of a show out of inspecting the books on his bookshelf and the pictures on his wall.  I was staring down at my lap, only seeing him out of the corner of my eyes until he was behind me. 
 
    “Did you ever consider that there were other ways for you to show your love for God?” I heard his voice question as he walked closer behind me. “What if God wanted you to swim?  You’re obviously passionate about it and very talented.  What if God made you this way for a reason?” 
 
    I thought carefully about his words until I felt each of his hands come to rest on my shoulders and give them a squeeze.  He repeated the squeezing motion over and over again, and the muscles I hadn’t even realised were knotted up until that point began relaxing one by one under his unusually warm grip.  The sensation was amazing, I swore I could feel a hot humming energy just under the surface of his skin that spread from his hands into my body, just like in the stories of how Jesus could lay his hands on people and heal them.  As if from a great distance I heard myself asking how I could know what God wanted me to do. 
 
    “That’s what I’m here for, Tania, to help you realise your true calling.”  Father Hanson’s words filled my whole world, his deep voice resonated and echoed within my head as his wonderful hands massaged all my worries away and that strange warm energy of his poured into me. 
 
    “What should I do, Father?” My voice sounded strange to me, I could barely get my words out as I revelled in the sensation of his hands squeezing my breasts.  My breasts?  When had he moved his hands?  I hadn’t noticed at all.  I feebly raised one of my own hands to try and push his away but it dropped back into my lap, what he was doing felt so good, I couldn’t bring myself to stop him. 
 
    “Mmmmm” A wordless noise of pleasure emitted from my mouth and my nipples hardened against my bra as he continued to knead my soft fleshy mounds. 
 
    “I talk with God constantly, Tania, and you have been chosen.” His words seemed to exist entirely in my head now, as if he didn’t even have to speak for me to hear him. 
 
    “Chosen for what?” I breathed. 
 
    “To build God’s army.” 
 
    “I will... fight for God.” I said and this seemed to amuse him, the words that came back to me seemed tinged with merriment at my response, as if a kitten had done something cute. 
 
    “No, Tania, you will help me BUILD God’s army.  I think we both know you were born to do this. I’ve known ever since that first day we met and you showed me your tits that you would bear many sons and daughters for God.  Don’t you agree?” 
 
    The day we met... it was all so foggy in my memory.  Hadn’t that been an accident?  A wardrobe malfunction of sorts?  Thinking back to the day I could almost remember undoing those buttons on my shirt before I knocked on the door to that office.  Is that how it happened?  Had I always wanted this?  The vibrating energy emanating from his hands directly on to my breasts and erect nipples was making it even harder to think, but I couldn’t remember ever feeling so good as when he touched me.  My body finally convinced me that Father Hanson was right. 
 
    “Yes, Father.” I agreed. 
 
    “Good girl, you are going to be God’s little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Father.”  I repeated. 
 
    “Amen.” the voice in my head boomed. 
 
    Suddenly Father Hanson was carrying me and I hadn’t even noticed him pick me up.  One of the nuns held open a door I hadn’t seen when first entering the office and closed it behind us.  Looking around dazedly I saw we were in a long hallway and we passed many closed doors before we finally stopped outside an open door, which I saw had my name written on a card, slotted into some kind of card holder on the door itself. 
 
    Inside the room was nearly bare except for what looked like some kind of medical examination bed used by gynaecologists, the beds with the stirrups to keep women’s legs spread, and a small table with a few strange instruments on it.  Father Hanson set me down on the bed and strapped my legs into the stirrups so I couldn’t move my legs from the splayed position they were in. 
 
    Looking downwards, I could only see the top of Father Hanson’s head as he peered under my skirt while sitting on a stool of some kind.  I began to squirm with anticipation as he sat there drinking in the view of my panty-clad sex, only the thin white material separated his eyes from my most private of places.  I never told anybody, as I hadn’t wanted to appear vain, but I knew that all my swimming had a positive effect on my body.  My legs were toned and athletic and I kept myself pretty much clean shaven from the waist down.  Part of it was to reduce drag in the water, part of it was because I loved the feeling of my smooth pussy and never having to worry about pubic hair peeking out the side of my swimsuit. 
 
    Standing up he moved forward, pressing a huge bulge in his pants against the crotch of my panties.  I whimpered, even through all those layers of material I could feel that strange heat and energy.  I could already feel the throbbing of his cock against my clit as he leaned forward, pushing my shirt up over my breasts and exposing my lacy black bra. 
 
    “You’re not a virgin.” He said it not as a question, but as a statement of fact. 
 
    “No, Father.” I said, there was no point in lying. 
 
    “Those social events they organise with the local boys’ school can get a little... out of hand sometimes can’t they?” He asked, grinding against me almost imperceptibly.  I felt my pussy moisten in response. 
 
    “Yes, Father... is it... OK?” I asked, suddenly worried that he wouldn’t want me anymore. 
 
    “Yes, child, not every woman whom the holy spirit comes upon need be a virgin.  A harlot may beget as readily as a saint.” 
 
    I realised that this was the second time in only a few minutes I’d been called a slut.  Part of me wanted to deny the title, I’d only had sex with that one boy, but then I realised that to be a slut for God was an honour, not a shame.  Father Hanson stepped back and grabbed a huge pair of scissors from the small table and my pussy felt cold without the heat of his cock pressing against it.  I was momentarily worried as he slid the scissors up my taught navel, the cold metal making me flinch.  Slipping the scissors over the material of my bra between my breasts he closed the blades with a powerful clench of his hand. 
 
    My ample teen tits had been straining against the supportive garment, when the bra was cut open the material sprang away from me to each side and my breasts spilled out, my hard nipples pointing straight up.  Father Hanson paused only briefly to admire them before retracting the scissors and slipping them under the hem of my skirt.  I felt a tugging at my panties and then a repeat of that snipping sound before the cool air hit my wet and clean-shaven snatch. 
 
    Once again Father Hanson’s head disappeared out of view as he sat on the stool between my legs.  Suddenly I felt his hot breath on my pussy and gasped.  I struggled against the restraints, trying to inch myself lower and feel his mouth on me, but I was unable to move far enough.  It was sensual agony in that immeasurable time with just that hot air hitting my most sensitive spot. 
 
    Finally Father Hanson ended my torment and I felt his lips softly gripping at my pussy lips, gently tugging again and again on each side and conducting that same thrumming heat into my body with every touch, driving me wild.  My juices began leaking out from between my folds, smearing his lips, and subsequently getting spread all over as he kissed and caressed my sex.  Suddenly I felt his hot wet tongue snake out of his mouth and slip into my tight teen tunnel.  It was unbelievably long and plunged into my depths over and over again.  My hips began to buck as it impaled me, like it was stoking a fire of pleasure that grew in my belly. 
 
    Without warning he extracted his tongue and replaced it with two fingers, plunging them inside of me with a corkscrewing action as he began to flick his tongue against my clit.  It was all too much, his heat was spreading and increasing in its intensity and I was beginning to sweat as I writhed against his face.  The speed of his flickering tongue was incredible, it was almost super-human and I felt my orgasm quickly building as it assaulted my clit with warm, wet vibrations. 
 
    Father Hanson’s tongue was relentless and my orgasm blasted through the point of no return, exploding pleasure from my clit into my body as I bucked and writhed against the restraints, screaming affirmatives, curse words and gibberish all mixed together like some primal language of pure lust.  Still his tongue pleasured me, prolonging my orgasm and keeping me at the hot and lofty heights of bliss for an eternity.  I’d never felt closer to God before that point in time. 
 
    When at last my orgasm began to fade I was a breathless wreck soaked in my own sweat everywhere except between my legs, which was dripping with my pussy juices.  Father Hanson stood up and looked down upon me with a hunger in his eyes. 
 
    “It is time for you to conceive for God, Tania.” He said. 
 
    “I’m ready, Father.” I managed to pant out between breaths. 
 
    Father Hanson stood and took off his shirt, slowly revealing the tanned body of a Greek God.  Part of my mind thought he must spend as much time in the gym as I did in the swimming pool but it was soon drowned out by the rest of my mind and body that just wanted to be fucked and impregnated for God by the vision of masculine perfection that was standing between my legs.  He bent down slightly and I heard the faint rustling of material as his pants slid down and off his legs.  When he was at full height again I could see the head of his cock just peeking over the hem of my skirt, standing proudly erect and blocking out view of Father Hanson’s belly button.  It seemed impossibly thick and hard, I’d never imagined I would see anything like it in my life but there it was about to be thrust into me. 
 
    Father Hanson reached down with one hand and his cock head disappeared from my view as he pointed it at my slit.  If his hands and tongue were unusually warm, his cock was positively boiling.  When it came into contact with my pussy lips I was almost sure there would be a hissing sound as my juices were turned to steam under its incredible heat but that didn’t happen.  Instead it seemed to reignite the fire of pleasure everywhere it touched as it relentlessly pushed forward into me. 
 
    My pussy was wet and willing but I wasn’t sure if it was able.  Wider and wider my lips were stretched as my pussy struggled to accept even the head of his cock into me.  I’d never felt anything remotely like it, the size alone would have been worthy of campfire stories for generations, but the humming heat that flowed from him added an otherworldly quality to the sensation as if I was getting fucked by the God of volcanoes or something. 
 
    After what seemed like forever, trapped somewhere between fear of the size and desperation to get more of his cock into me I finally felt my pussy lips slide over the ridge of the head, giving me some slight reprieve from the fear.  Without any pause or acknowledgment of this milestone, Father Hanson continued pushing forward and his giant member invaded my fertile depths.  At last I felt the head of his cock brush up against my cervix at the same time as his heavy balls came to rest gently on the cushion of my ass, I swore I could almost sense the billions of sperm contained within, eager to find one or more of my eggs.  They yearned for me, and I for them. 
 
    Father Hanson placed a hand on each of my hips and pulled backwards, his thick erection tantalising every side of my vagina.  Once more my lips were stretched over the ridge of his cock head and I suddenly felt cold and empty again.  I felt a momentary surge of panic at the fleeting thought he would stop but this was instantly driven from my mind as his hands suddenly gripped harder and he thrust back into me in one hard motion, his balls making a slapping sound on my ass before briefly coming to rest again. 
 
    As he built up pace and the wet sounds of his cock pounding into my pussy filled the small room I felt my breasts begin to bounce in time with each of his thrusts.  I briefly remembered the day I’d signed up for this course and how my tits had made it so hard to run without a bra.  I grasped at my chest with my hands, steadying my breasts and I pinched my nipples, adding to the sensations rushing into my overstimulated body from his hot and throbbing cock.  I looked down at him and could have sworn he was almost glowing with a bright white light just under his skin.  It was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen. 
 
    With each thrust I pinched at myself until I felt another orgasm just out of reach.  There was no denying that Father Hanson was shining with a strange and bright white light now, I had to close my eyes against it, beautiful or not.  The light shone through my eyelids, filtering through the thin barrier and ending up a reddish brown to my closed eyes and still his majestic cock sawed in and out of me at a feverish pace. 
 
    My body strained for the promised pleasure, so close now, and I ceased being a passive partner in the sex.  My pussy gripped at him, eager to extract the ecstasy I knew could be mine despite the enormous girth.  I heard him grunt in response and felt a moment of elation as a modicum of power became mine before my orgasm hit me, washing away all thoughts and all but the most basic emotion of lust. 
 
    I opened my eyes and immediately shut them again. All that could be seen was the white light of Father Hanson like I was floating in a lightning bolt and the slap of his balls on my ass was like a clap of thunder, shaking me with pleasure.  In the midst of my orgasm I felt Father Hanson thrust deeper inside me than any thrust before it and sigh.  The head of his cock pushed at my cervix again and I felt his hot seed spurt directly into my fertile womb, time and again until I could feel it pooling inside me. 
 
    As my orgasm faded and I floated back down to earth Father Hanson pulled out of me and I opened my eyes.  The light was gone but I didn’t feel cold or empty anymore, some of that warm thrumming energy remained inside me, I could feel it there.  Father Hanson was reaching for something else on the little table.  He held it up and showed it to me, it looked like a strangely shaped dildo of some kind with a wide base. 
 
    Before I could think to ask what it was for, he was inserting it into my quivering slit and I realised it was there to make sure no seed escaped or was wasted.  He pulled up his pants and did up his shirt, his eyes never leaving mine, which were partially closed with exhaustion.  Moving from between my legs and to the side of the bed I was on, he bent down and I heard a lever being pulled.  Suddenly the bed was on a slight incline with my ass and legs raised to be higher than my head.  Father Hanson wiped the sweat from my brow with a cloth he had picked up from somewhere and then kissed me on the forehead. 
 
    “Sleep and conceive in peace, my child, the Lord is pleased with you this day.” 
 
    I felt so proud of myself, I didn’t think my own Dad had ever thought I would be good enough in the eyes of the Lord but I now knew I was more than good enough, I was part of his grand plan.  I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, feeling that wonderful warmth spreading outwards. 
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    I went about my daily classes in Father Hanson’s preparatory course for nuns in a daze for what seemed like months but must have only been a few weeks.  How could I concentrate anymore?  Ever since he had told me I had been chosen to help build God’s army, given me the most mind-blowing sex of my short life and deposited a huge load of semen into my fertile womb to help me conceive for the Lord, my new future was all I could think about. 
 
    How could I concentrate on the details of how to be a nun when I was destined for so much more?  When my friends questioned me about what my meeting with Father Hanson had been about I realised I was as vague and dismissive as the other girls had been, those that had been chosen even earlier than myself, when we questioned them.  My favourite time was when I was swimming lengths in the pool, no nun-business to think about, just me and the constant rhythm of my athletic strokes. 
 
    During those sessions I thought about how different my body would soon be.  My flat belly would swell up and I’d feel the kicks of my little one.  My already large breasts would fill with nutritious milk for him or her and I’d be doing my part for God.  It was going to be wonderful. 
 
    When one of the nuns on Father Hanson’s staff handed me a note with a time to meet him in his office I thought nothing of it, perhaps we’d have a talk about our child.  The scheduled meeting rolled around pretty quickly and I practically skipped to his office, without a care in the world. 
 
    The look on his face when I opened the door was enough to halt the enthusiastic greeting in my throat though.  He wasn’t happy, not at all.  I gulped. 
 
    “Hello, Father Hanson, is everything OK?” 
 
    “You tell me, Tania.  Why aren’t you pregnant?” 
 
    “I’m… not?” 
 
    “No.  I guess your heart just wasn’t really in it.  God, and I, are so very saddened, we expected more.” 
 
    “Please!  Don’t say that… I didn’t mean… I don’t know, it’s not my fault is it?” 
 
    Father Hanson shook his head like the way my Dad used to when he was about to say he wasn’t angry he was just very disappointed in me.” 
 
    “Tania, I thought we had an understanding.  You’re not holding up your end of the bargain.  I think you’ll have to leave this school.” 
 
    “No!  Please Father Hanson… I’ll do anything!  Fuh… make love… breed me again!” 
 
    Father Hanson tented his fingers and looked at me for a while as if considering my plea.  His eyes roamed downwards, drinking in the curves of my firm and youthful body.  I gulped and undid the top three buttons of my shirt. 
 
    “Please… breed me, Father.” 
 
    Father Hanson watched in a detached way as I worked through all my buttons, giving no indication as to whether he thought what I was doing was appropriate or not.  It seemed like I didn’t have anything to lose by that point, and I knew my body was attractive, I’d made him cum before, if he was human he’d want that release again. 
 
    “I’ve just had a meeting with some people.  Colleagues and… others.  They’re all still here.  Perhaps, if you submit yourself fully, fully, to God we can absolve you, with their help.” 
 
    I leapt out of the chair, my large breasts bouncing even in my bra and circled his desk, getting down on my knees in front of him and laying my head in his lap.  I was almost weeping with relief and nuzzled against him for comfort.  I was slightly gratified to feel his hot cock hardening through his pants.  So the allure of a desperate teen girl wasn’t completely lost on him, despite his impassive facial expressions. 
 
    “Yes!  I’ll do anything for God, Father Hanson, please let me conceive for his army!” 
 
    “This is your last chance.  You understand that don’t you, Tania?” 
 
    “Yes, Father!” 
 
    “You must want that divine conception with every fibre of your being.” 
 
    “I want it, please put the child of the Lord in me!” 
 
    “Very well, Tania, follow me.” 
 
    Father Hanson led the way through the same discreet door at the back of his office as our last meeting and again we went down the corridor with so many closed rooms.  The doors all had names written on cards, some I recognised, some I didn’t, until we came, at last, to the door with my own name on it and we paused. 
 
    The middle-aged priest turned his handsome face to look at me and pushed my shirt off so it fell to the floor in the corridor and I was standing there in front of him in my skirt and bra.  With a deliberately slow motion he unzipped my skirt at the side and it fell around my ankles. 
 
    I looked up at him and bit my lip, suddenly nervous about being naked in front of a man again.  Father Hanson was only the second guy to ever see me naked, the second man I ever had sex with.  I wanted to do the right thing by God… but I couldn’t help the natural apprehension of my inexperience. 
 
    He stared into my eyes and placed a warm hand on the side of my face.  I leaned into it, feeling the holy man’s unearthly vibrating energy seep into me, calming me down and helping me concentrate on his words.  For a moment there was nothing else in the world except for his hand on me, his energy and his eyes looking into my soul. 
 
    “When we walk through this door Tania, the only words you are permitted to say are ‘Please give me your semen, Master.’  Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Father.” 
 
    “Let me hear it.” 
 
    “Please give me your semen, Master.” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Please give me your semen, Master.” 
 
    “Good Tania, go through the door now, please.” 
 
    I turned and reached for the door handle, only mildly surprised to look down and see he had somehow taken my bra and panties off while I was enthralled by his bewitching touch.  My breasts stood out perky and proud, full of the firmness of my youth and I could feel the cool air of the corridor on my pussy, already dampening with the thoughts of Father Hanson’s majestic cock filling me up. 
 
    The door swung open and I felt the priest’s hand come down on my shoulder, reassuring me and gently pushing me forward at the same time.  Instead of the empty room, empty except for the strange medical chair with stirrups on which Father Hanson would fuck me, I was instead greeted by a room full of men in only their underwear. 
 
    I had taken one step forward and halted, stifling a scream and attempting to cover my nakedness, but Father Hanson pushed me forward relentlessly.  The men slowly cleared a path to each side as I reluctantly advanced into the room.  There were older men, boys my age and everything in between.  Those of them that weren’t already sporting thinly veiled erections began to harden before my very eyes as they scanned my trim teen body. 
 
    Raising my eyes to focus somewhat higher than waist-level I realised, with a shock, that I knew everybody in the room, and they knew me.  The math teacher from my old school, Mr. Murdax was there.  Simon, the boy I’d lost my virginity to, was there.  The man who owned the corner store near my parents’ house was there.  My first swim coach was there.  Our gardener was there. 
 
    I stared into the sea of watching eyes and saw expressions of lust etched on so many faces I had never seen the emotion on before.  They’d all played a part in my life and now it looked like they were all going to watch me conceive a child.  At least, that’s what I thought until Mr. Murdax reached out as I passed him and gave my tit a squeeze. 
 
    “I knew you were a little slut, Tania, now I’m going to give you what you always wanted.” 
 
    I wanted to say I’m God’s slut, not yours, Mr. Murdax but a voice echoed in my head, seeming to enter my body from Father Hanson’s hot but steady hand on my shoulder. 
 
    Remember your only words, Harlot of God 
 
    “Please… please give me your semen, Master.” 
 
    “I will, Tania, right up your cunt,” Mr. Murdax replied. 
 
    “Never thought I’d get the chance to fuck you again when you left town, Tania,” Simon said as I passed him and he quickly ran one of his fingers between my wet pussy lips, bringing the finger to his mouth. 
 
    Everybody else murmured some degrading comment or another at me, telling me about how hard they were going to fuck me and how much they were going to cum inside me, how they’d always wanted to make me their little cumslut. 
 
    No part of my body was left untouched  by the time I got to the table with the stirrups  Their hands explored my breasts, my pussy, my asshole, every inch of my firm teen flesh was given over to the men of my life.  There was only one thing I was allowed to respond with. 
 
    “Please give me your semen, Master.” 
 
    I said it over and over again.  By the time my feet were being put into the stirrups, I believed it myself.  Father Hanson adjusted the stirrups until my legs were spread almost painfully wide while our milkman and my swim coach pinched my nipples and countless hands trailed around my bellybutton, forced their fingers into my mouth and ass, explored my entire body. 
 
    Father Hanson stepped between my legs.  My pussy was teenage-tight but the position of the stirrups caused it to splay wide before him.  Several lust-filled faces peered over his shoulders, gaining intimate knowledge of what my most private place looked like, memorising it so from that day on the image of my eagerly waiting pussy would be floating around in the memories of countless men, totally out of my control. 
 
    “This child of God submits herself fully to our cause.  She is ready.  Tania?” 
 
    “Please give me your semen, Master.” 
 
    “It shall be done.” 
 
    The priest was the only fully dressed man left in the room and as he stood there between my legs, his crotch only inches from my soaking pussy, he began to undress.  I couldn’t help but moan with desire as his body was once more revealed to me, he looked like he could have been carved from stone. 
 
    As if waiting for the cue of my sexual whimper the hands on my body suddenly became even rougher, even more eager to know me.  Fingers pinched my nipples, walking a fine line between pleasure and pain, until they were erect and still the lusty grabbing continued.  Somebody’s hand took mine and brought it to a hard cock, already slick with pre-cum as Mr. Murdax bent over and mashed his lips against mine, forcing his tongue down my throat and for a moment all I could see was a close-up of his face.  My other hand was brought up to cup somebody’s balls, maybe my Doctor’s, and then Mr. Murdax raised his head and I could see what Father Hanson was doing again. 
 
    In his hand, like some kind of royal sceptre was the priest’s magnificent cock.  Straight, hard, thick and throbbing, it was everything I wanted.  I concentrated on it through the general murmur of the crowd groping me, their comments about what a little slut I was, the feeling of them using my hands to jerk themselves off, the continuous rough treatment of my nipples. 
 
    Father Hanson’s cock was like a beacon in the night and my world seemed to revolve around it.  Although my eyes were glued to the tip of his erection, I knew Father Hanson was looking directly at me as he bent his cock down to point at my wide-open pussy and slowly pushed forward. 
 
    The instant the head made contact with my labia I gasped and threw my head back until I was looking at the world upside down.  I could never forget that his cock had a concentration of that hot, vibrating energy that emanated from his whole body, but the intensity of that memory had clearly already faded.  It felt like he had touched a gas-powered-but-silent vibrator to my sex, as he gently slid the tip up and down my petals before pressing it hard against my clit. 
 
    I half-moaned and half-screamed, unable to get away because of the stirrups and countless hands holding me down, and unable to push myself closer to Father Hanson for the exact same reasons.  I was trapped in place, to be used however he and my other assailants wished. 
 
    My head was still thrown back and my mouth wide open when I saw a pair of legs position themselves in front of me and a hard cock descending towards my mouth.  Before I could turn away, before I could even decide if I wanted to turn away, I had what I think was my old principal’s erection invading my mouth. 
 
    It wasn’t as big as Father Hanson’s, but I could still barely accommodate it.  I had to open my mouth as wide as I could to avoid my teeth touching the shaft as the head squelched against the back of my throat.  Deep down I knew that I had to make him happy, I had to make them all happy, because they were my masters and I needed their semen to fulfil my destiny. 
 
    I fought against my gag reflex, having never let a hard dick into my mouth before never mind attempted to take an entire length, as Principal O’Shagsey repeatedly pounded against the entrance to my throat, obviously trying to force his way in.  At that moment I felt Father Hanson’s almost super-human cock stretching my pussy lips, prepared only by my anticipation since I’d stepped into his office and the intense humming of the shaft on my clit. 
 
    It was apparently enough.  I felt my slippery folds pushed aside, making way for his huge cock the same as the crowd had parted when we entered this very room.  I moaned as my labia were stretched to their limits around his massive girth and that seemed to relax my throat enough for the cock trying to force its way in there to make some headway. 
 
    I was treated to the sensation of a cock sliding down my throat, in my pussy, in each hand and what felt like a finger in my asshole.  Hands were everywhere, I could hear heavy breathing over the louder sounds of my own throat working around Principal O’Shagsey’s invading manhood. 
 
    At last there was no more cock to descend into my throat, a heavy set of balls with salt ’n’ pepper pubic hair rested on my nose and a few moments later the sliding sensation between my legs halted with a faint bump of cock head against cervix and the brush of scrotum on my ass.  I had a cock in each hand and I was sure several more were rubbing against me along with all the roaming hands.  I had the sole undivided attention of more men than I had been able to count, and they were all using me for their own pleasure. 
 
    My old Principal’s hands were on my throat, as if feeling his cock through my skin as he relentlessly pumped his length into me.  I couldn’t believe I’d managed to take it all, let alone the harsh thrusting he was inflicting on me.  Perhaps it was the distraction of all the other hands and erections, not least of which was Father Hanson’s.  There was no time for discomfort, all I could do was ride the turbulent sea of dicks and hold on for dear life.  And semen, I needed their semen too. 
 
    Between my legs I felt Father Hanson’s thick and strong cock begin to pound into my tender teen folds mercilessly, as if punishing me for not getting pregnant after our first session.  His girth stretched my entire pussy to the point where I thought I couldn’t take any more, the bumpy ridge rubbing at all walls simultaneously as the length plunged into my depths over and over again, the head brushing lightly against my cervix each time. 
 
    I concentrated on his cock, it seemed impossible that it could be so big as to be that deep inside me, but I knew from experience that by the time he was done he would be blasting a huge load directly into my waiting womb, bypassing the tunnel of my pussy entirely, getting the cum where it needed to go, where God wanted him to put it.  Where I wanted him to put it. 
 
    Over my own muffled moans, over the squelching in my throat and over the heavy breathing of all the men in the room using me, I could hear the steady slap, slap, slap of Father Hanson’s balls bouncing on my ass as he fucked me roughly, breeding me hard for my transgression against our Lord. 
 
    With a groan and a powerful thrust into my face, I felt a sticky load of semen pumped straight down my throat as Mr. O’Shagsey unleashed his climax upon me.  I remembered all those times I had seen him watching me training in the swimming pool back at school, thinking he was just being a supportive member of faculty.  Now I had to wonder if he didn’t have a different agenda, especially that my mother had packed the wrong swimsuit and I had to train as best I could in a bikini. 
 
    My former Principal forced his cock down my throat as deeply as he could and held it there until I was desperate for air and my face turned beet-red before relinquishing his prized place in my mouth and stepping back.  I hadn’t taken more than three deep gulps of air, my whole body rhythmically shaking from the non-stop hard fucking Father Hanson was pounding into it, before the next person took his place. 
 
    Simon, my first kinda-sorta boyfriend shoved his cock into my face before I could even tell him I needed his cum and call him master.  I felt Mr O’Shagsey’s hot semen settle in my stomach briefly and the warmth spread all over my body, like I’d drunk a cup of hot chocolate on a winter’s day.  What was stranger was the centre of warmth seemed to shift downwards, moving to my womb and spreading its cheery heat from there. 
 
    I had no time to contemplate those feelings, as it was soon overwhelmed by another sharp pinch of my already painfully aroused nipples before the man I recognised as my driving instructor was suckling at my breast as if I was already full of milk to feed my future baby.  He got no sustenance if that was what he was after, but his furiously flicking tongue did send a tingle of pleasure into my body, fuelling the strange warmth I already felt. 
 
    “This is what I always wanted to do to you, Tania, fuck your face like you were my little whore,” Simon said.  “All those flowers I had to buy, all the dates before getting to second base, all those wasted weeks when you could have been gagging on my cock.  I’m going to make you pay me back for all that, Tania.” 
 
    I mumbled something around his relentlessly pumping cock, I wanted to tell him that this is what I had wanted too… I had just been trapped by the idea of ‘how things were supposed to be done’ when we met.  Of course, with his hard dick pummelling the back of my throat, none of that message really came out in the form of words, but I think he got the gist of it.  I wanted his cum, he was my master, and that was all that was important. 
 
    With Simon’s rigid erection sampling the depths of my throat I couldn’t look down to see anything else, I could still feel an insane number of hands and lips all over me, squeezing, pinching, sucking, nipping and Father Hanson’s ever-pounding cock shaking the medical table and everything on it, namely me. 
 
    I could see the wall behind Simon, beyond his swinging balls that slapped my face every time he bottomed out his cock in my mouth.  I could see the shadows of the group of men fucking me cast on that wall as if a bright light was illuminating us.  I remembered how I thought Father Hanson had shone with a pure white light when he fucked me the last time, but I had convinced myself that I had hallucinated it due to the incredible ploughing my teen pussy was receiving.  Now I wasn’t so sure. 
 
    The definition of the rapidly groping, thrusting and sucking shadows on the wall grew clearer as the light became brighter.  This corresponded with Father Hanson’s cock seeming to pulsate even harder with his strange energy.  Surrounded by cocks, all for me, impaled at each end with two handfuls of dick, I couldn’t hold back the sudden onslaught of my orgasm even if I had tried. 
 
    I grunted my pleasure around Simon’s cock in what my mother would have called ‘a most unladylike manner’ and felt my pussy muscles contract down on Father Hanson’s rod in time with his strange pulsating energy.  I couldn’t watch him directly, but through my squinted eyes I could see the light in the room get even brighter before I felt a torrent of sperm unleashed into my eager womb. 
 
    It was incredible, every splash of cum was like a spark into dry grass, wildfire spread through my body and I felt like I was going to pass out from the ecstasy of it all.  I couldn’t believe the sheer quantity of semen Father Hanson was pumping into me, it was like he’d waited his whole life just to breed with me.  I knew that wasn’t the case, but I couldn’t shake the idea as spurt after spurt kept splashing into me. 
 
    Simon grabbed my hair with one hand and extracted his cock from my mouth, stroking his cock with his free hand as he pointed it at my face.  I was gasping for breath, barely able to remember the last time he had let me breathe, as the first spurt from my ex splashed straight past my lips and landed on the roof of my mouth, my head still thrown back and, hence, upside down. 
 
    I swallowed it quickly and greedily and opened my mouth for more, thinking about how the first time we’d had sex his seed had been wasted in a condom.  None of his other jets of cum hit me in the mouth though, it was like he’d wanted me to have a taste of his creamy seed, but wanted to see my fresh teen face ruined by the rest of his load. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, that’s how I want to remember you, Tania, as my little cumslut,” he said as he shook off the last drop of semen onto my face and stepped back into the crowd. 
 
    I felt a stream of cum flowing over my hand and, for the first time in a while free to move my head, looked down to see my swim coach’s cock pumping through my fingers as he eked out his orgasm.  I watched breathlessly and in wonder as the rivulet of cum he had ejaculated on to me seemed to evaporate and leave my skin free from any evidence of his cumshot. 
 
    That’s not what was happening though, I could still feel the warmth of his load on my hand and it began to travel up my arm, through my body and ended up in my womb, I felt a similar sensation from the load of cum on my face.  It was like the sperm couldn’t be stopped in their hunt for my eggs, seeking out my womb no matter where on my body they were deposited. 
 
    Between my legs was the man I used to buy candy from at the corner store near my parents’ house.  I hadn’t even felt Father Hanson extract himself, how could I have missed that?  Even as that thought passed through my head my Doctor stepped up and came on my tits, slapping his cock against my firm teen mound to get every last drop out.  Mr. Kokinos groaned and I felt the second load of cum splash inside my slit, the store-owner looked like he was releasing years of frustration as he pounded his cock inside my well-abused little pussy. 
 
    I lost track of all the cum ejected on and in my body after that point.  Man after man stepped up and took a place in my mouth, in my hands, in my pussy, and some even used my ass.  No matter where they came, though, it all went straight to my fertile womb, seeking out my eggs, a vast vat of sperm to get me pregnant.  I didn’t know how it was possible, or how I knew that… but I did. 
 
    Finally the boy who used to deliver our newspaper when I was young, all grown up now, yelled a primal scream of lust and release, telling me about what a perfect little fuck toy I was as he came in the depths of my asshole and pumped his seed into me.  When he was done, he turned and walked out the door and I realised that I was the only one left in the room. 
 
    Father Hanson was gone for the time being too.  I prayed to God that I wouldn’t let him down again but I could feel the veritable lake of semen inside me and couldn’t imagine escaping pregnancy from it even if I had wanted to.  Exhausted, I closed my eyes and slept the sleep of the truly righteous. 
 
    ### 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



So Many Daddies 1 
 
   
 
  

 Description 
 
    It's Jenna's wedding day and she's invited all her Mother's current and previous husbands to attend the special event. When her new fin-law gets frisky on the dance floor at the reception and her husband passes out, what's a girl to do? 
 
   
 
  

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Gangbang, Stepfather, Father-in-Law, Former Stepfather, Stepdaugther, Sex Toy 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I always imagined my wedding night would be something exceptional but there is no way I could ever have anticipated just how incredible it turned out to be.  I had a somewhat unusual upbringing, my Mom was what you may have called a serial monogamist.  She has been married four times herself, first to my Dad, Blair.  After that I had a string of step-dads while I was growing up, all of whom I became very close to.  Trent, Roy and the one she was still married to on the day of my wedding, Shane. 
 
    They’d all played such a big part in my life that I had stayed in touch with all of them and even invited each of them to the wedding, hoping it wouldn’t be too awkward.  After careful tinkering with the seating arrangements I had them all as spatially distant as possible so they wouldn’t be forced to socialise with each other if they didn’t want to.  As it turned out, I needn’t have worried about that at all. 
 
    The wedding was wonderful, I was so proud of my new husband, Mike.  I’ll never forget our first dance at the reception, I felt like I was living in some kind of fairy tale.  Unfortunately, as the night wore on I began to get anxious about how much Mike was drinking.  He had a lot of friends at the wedding that he hadn’t seen in years, they’d flown in from overseas to make the occasion and they kept plying him with alcohol until I was practically carrying him around the dance floor. 
 
    Throughout the night I noticed my various step dads gravitating towards the same table and they appeared to strike up a friendly conversation that turned into loud laughter and clinking glasses as they occasionally looked towards my mother, who was flittering around the room like the social butterfly she always has been.  There was little doubt in my mind the kinds of things they were talking about, but at least they were hitting it off rather than hitting each other. 
 
    I guess they just didn’t have that jealous streak in them, I wish I could say the same about myself.  Growing up I always thought my Mom was the most beautiful woman in the world and the guys she married only affirmed that perception, they were all gorgeous men.  When I became old enough to know what all the grunting and squeaking springs in their room at night meant my jealously only grew.  Looking back on it now, I guess deep down I wanted revenge for all those nights of interrupted sleep and wishing I was her. 
 
    We were still dancing when one of Mike’s friends brought him a shot of tequila.  The word ‘No’ was barely out of my mouth before the tequila was down his throat and he coughed and spluttered a bit and started looking slightly green.  The sickly colour passed to the cheers of his friend who invited him to the open bar for another and a quick talk to catch up on old times.  With a slurred assurance that he would be back soon my new husband left me high and dry on the dance floor on our wedding night! 
 
    I pondered what to do for a moment before Mike’s Dad, Phil, my new father-in-law, stepped in and asked if he could ‘have this dance’.  I happily accepted, not wanting to feel like the fifth wheel at my own wedding.  It was obvious to anybody that Mike and Phil were closely related.  Mike was almost the dictionary definition of tall, dark and handsome whereas his father was tall, dark with a hint of grey at the temples and equally handsome. 
 
    The reasonably fast-paced pop song that had been playing ended and a slow romantic track started.  The various couples on the dance floor got close and swayed in time with the beat so, with a mutual shrug, Phil and I put our arms around each other and did the same.  I must admit that I lost myself in the music while I had my head resting against Phil’s chest, imagining that the song was about me as we slowly swayed around the dance floor. 
 
    As the first slow song melted into the next I swore I began to feel a distinct hardness pressing into my belly as we moved around.  It was impossible to say, the material of my wedding dress wasn’t especially thin so I tried to dismiss it as a figment of my imagination.  I couldn’t seem to shake the idea though, was that really my Father-in-Law’s hard dick poking into me? 
 
    Perhaps the fact that Phil and Mike were so similar, practically identical twins a generation apart, played a part in what I did next.  Perhaps I had also had too much to drink that night.  Either way, I’d been anticipating my wedding night for as long as I could remember and I was ravenously horny from the moment I woke up anyway. 
 
    I let myself slip into a fantasy that Phil was Mike and began subtly rubbing my body up and down against him as we danced.  My boobs squashed against him and his cock, there was no more mistaking it, became even harder against my stomach.  I slowly raised my eyes to look into his.  He was looking down on me with unconcealed lust, his speech from earlier about having gained a daughter obviously a distant memory. 
 
    I licked my lips and I probably would have given him an inappropriate kiss right there if my Mom hadn’t interrupted to tell me she was going to bed and give me one last hug and congratulations before leaving for her room.  There was some accommodation available in the same building that we were holding the reception at, so I’d made sure my Mom had the room next to where Mike and I would be ‘sleeping’.  For once I wanted her to be jealous of me, I would have moved the bed so the headboard would bang on the right wall if I had to. 
 
    I turned back to Phil, hoping to resume my little fantasy while I waited for his son to make it a reality and glanced down at my beautiful wedding dress.  It wasn’t unsuitable for the occasion but I did get a dress that accentuated my best physical assets, my large and perky breasts, and the cleavage was a bit deeper than a typical bride would go for.  Combined with the latest and greatest in push-up bra technology and I could see by the look in Phil’s eye that he was imagining sliding his dick between them.  Boys will be boys no matter what their age I supposed, not that I was doing anything to discourage him! 
 
    Phil and I had barely got our arms around each other again and I’d only just registered his rock hard cock against me once more before a crashing sound had all eyes turning towards the bar.  Face down on the floor and spread out like a starfish surrounded by broken glass was my new husband, Mike.  Roaring laughter erupted from his friends, who had no doubt kept the tequila supply up while I danced with Phil. 
 
    We rushed over and turned Mike’s head to the side.  He had a stupid grin on his face but was unresponsive aside from occasional spouts of gibberish.  I looked around the gathered crowd for help to get him to our room.  His friends thought he was fine where he was but thankfully Phil and the table of step-dads, who had come over to watch events unfold, were able to carry Mike by a limb each out of the room and to the elevator. 
 
    I walked ahead of the paternal-husband-carrying-crew out of the elevator and down the hallway to the so-called bridal suite and opened the door to enter the room.  I had thought that they could just throw Mike directly on to the bed but then remembered we had just dumped all our suitcases on the bed when we arrived so there was no space for him.  I turned to address the group. 
 
    “Just put him on the floor for now, we’ll have to clear the bed.  Do you think we can find a bucket from somewhere in case he’s sick?” 
 
    “I’ll have a hunt around.”  Trent said as they gently placed Mike on the carpet before walking back out the door and into the hallway in his search. 
 
    “You going to head back downstairs?” Roy asked. 
 
    I looked at the alarm clock on the bedside table, to my comatose husband and then back to Roy. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so, we’ve got a pretty early start tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh, fair enough.” 
 
    I was extremely disappointed to say the least.  I’d waited my whole life for my wedding night sex, my Mother was in the very next room and now it looked like my husband wouldn’t be performing any time in the next several hours.  That’s when I remembered Phil’s erection pushing into my belly on the dance floor and the world’s most daring and foolish plan was hatched, fully grown, in my head. 
 
    “Can anybody help me with this dress?  It’s got laces up the back that I can’t reach.” 
 
    I turned around as Shane volunteered and stepped forward.  After much fumbling I finally felt the restrictive embrace of my wedding dress slacken as Shane figured out the knot and pulled the laces loose.  With a sigh of relief I turned around, my arms crossed in front of me partly to hold the dress on and partly to push my ample breasts together and upwards, highlighting my already eye-catching cleavage for all the (conscious) men in the room. 
 
    I had fantasised deeply at some time in the past about every man who then stood in front of me except for Phil who I hadn’t really known for that long but who had been discreetly rubbing his cock on me when we danced earlier.  They were each sheepishly trying to sneak downward glances at my cleavage and the thought that all that time being jealous of my Mom would be paid back if my plan worked was my final incentive to go through with it.  With a slow and deliberate movement I uncrossed my arms and let my wedding dress fall around my ankles in a frilly white heap, leaving me in my lingerie. 
 
    “Do you think Mike would have liked this?” I asked. 
 
    Three jaws dropped in unison as six eyes surveyed me from head to toe.  At that moment Trent appeared in the doorway with a plastic bucket he’d procured from god only knows where and his jaw and eyes joined the others in the stunned silence.  For a moment all was still and then the only sounds in the room were the nervous shuffles of men trying to make room in their pants for growing erections without using their hands. 
 
    “Maybe you should put that bucket by Mike and close the door, Trent.  I’m going to have a look in my suitcase for something.  I’ll let you guys decide what you want to do.” 
 
    With that I strolled over to the bed, noting with satisfaction that all eyes were trained on me, and bent at the waist to open my suitcase.  I knew full well that the pristine white of my G-string would be showing between my legs and practically shining like a beacon, directing my step-fathers’ and father-in-law’s attention to the thin material separating their collective gaze from my eager pussy.  As I fished around through my clothes I heard the bucket set down beside Mike and the door click.  The only question was whether all my daddies were still in the room with me or if they had left. 
 
    The question was answered when I felt the warmth of one of them pressing against my ass, their entrapped cock pushing between my cheeks so hard I could almost feel a pulse.  I found what I was looking for in my suitcase and wrapped my hand around my shiny silver vibrator.  It wasn’t huge but it was powerful and I thought a little show might have been required to convince my audience.  The fact that somebody was already dry humping me probably meant that was an incorrect assumption. 
 
    I turned my head and looked over my shoulder to see Shane standing there with a look of hunger in his eyes.  He noticed me watching and smiled with a shrug. 
 
    “I always hoped when I married your Mom that you would be ‘part of the deal’ so to speak.” 
 
    “Just for tonight, Shane.” I looked at the others “Whatever happens in this room, stays in this room.  I want you all to use me.” 
 
    It was almost as if I had them all under a spell.  It did my ego good to hear no complaints at all, the only response was for Shane to grasp me by hips and pull us together even harder while the other men began to slowly undress and watch the action unfold.  I twisted the base of my vibrator and heard the little motor buzz into life like a beehive on a mission.  I pressed it against my clit through the sheer material of my underwear and gasped at the familiar but still impressive power. 
 
    Moaning quietly I pushed back against Shane while my pussy responded to the twin sensations of the vibrator and his still clothed cock with a noticeable dampness.  Looking forward once more my vision fell on the suitcases on the bed and I breathed out a request between waves of pleasure as I either pressed forward onto the vibrator or backwards against Shane. 
 
    “Need… bed… clear.” 
 
    Three naked men with rock hard dicks fulfilled my request efficiently and wordlessly and soon the bed was clear.  Trent moved to my left hand side, reaching under me to run his fingers over the skin of the upper parts of my breasts and squeeze them through my bra.  With his other hand he stroked his cock as if he was getting ready to cum across my back. 
 
    Roy climbed on to the bed and shuffled in front of me so his stiff dick was pointing straight up at my face.  I didn’t need any further hints and bent over even further, thankful for my natural flexibility almost as much as I was thankful for the plentiful supply of cocks in the room.  I descended on the faintly twitching erection and felt it glide over my moistened lips and into the wet confines of my mouth where I let my tongue swirl and flick over it. 
 
    In my peripheral vision I saw Phil sit on the bed and vigorously jerk his cock, which appeared to be slick with pre-cum perhaps from our earlier grinding session as well as the current show.  It was a delicate balancing act to bob my head up and down on Roy’s dick while bent at the waist, being dry humped from behind by Shane, molested by Trent and holding my vibrator against my clit but god damn it felt good. 
 
    I had a brief reduction in my balancing burden as I felt Shane pull away from me and heard him undressing over the buzz of my vibrator.  The air felt cool through the material of my G-string, I realised I must have been absolutely sopping wet down there.  The sense of coolness only increased when I felt Shane’s hands return to my hips and begin to pull my underwear downwards over my ass.  The material had been pressed deep between my cheeks by all Shane’s prodding and the crotch eventually sprung free with an elastic twang as Shane continued pulling them down.  After only a few more inches of pulling I felt him let go and they fell to my ankles. 
 
    I knew then that my wet and eager pussy was only inches from my step-father’s face and wondered what he would do.  The answer came to me in the form of two fingers plunged slowly into my tight slit and worked in and out while I maintained contact on my clit with the metallic pleasure machine that was my vibrator.  I moaned directly on to Roy’s cock in ecstasy and heard him grunt his pleasure in response, thrusting upwards to meet my mouth with each bobbing motion of my head. 
 
    Trent let go of his cock and reached between my breasts to unclasp my bra, as it was a brand that clasped at the front.  Freed from the supporting garment they wobbled back and forth slightly as I bobbed and pushed backwards against Shane’s fingers.  Trent reached under me with one hand and around my back with the other, cupping my swinging tits almost as if testing their weight.  His cock pressed into my side as he squeezed my breasts and lightly pinched my nipples, wet with his own pre-cum. 
 
    My vibrator worked tirelessly at my clit, humming a growing pleasure into me with every passing second.  I did think for a moment that with so many willing shafts in the room it was a bit redundant to be using it, but that thought was driven from my mind by the vibrations that seemed to echo around my body, rebounding and amplifying all the time.  I knew then that I was not far away from the tipping point of an orgasm. 
 
    My hair, formerly pristine and styled for my wedding, had fallen around my face as I sucked on Roy’s dick and he began gathering it all up into a tight ponytail, wrapping the unified hair around his hand twice and effectively taking control of my head.  Leaning back he began pushing me down harder and harder each time his cock disappeared into my mouth until he was hitting the back of my throat and for all intents and purposes fucking my face.  I’d lost my gag reflex several boyfriends ago and all my blowjob experience was required for the rough treatment my mouth was receiving. 
 
    I was so preoccupied with my growing orgasm and the action in my mouth that I hadn’t noticed when Shane had extracted his fingers from my snatch.  I did notice when he replaced them with his cock.  His smooth and thick length slid into my willing slit to the hilt with ease and Trent pinched both my nipples at the same moment that I felt the first spurt of Roy’s cum hit the back of my throat.  It was sensory overload and my body reacted by washing everything away with a kaleidoscopic explosion of ecstasy as my orgasm shuddered through my body. 
 
    I swallowed what I could but cum leaked from around the seal of my lips on Roy’s cock and down my chin while Shane wasted precisely zero time in building to a frantic jack hammering punishment of my pussy, causing a slapping sound akin to an enthusiastic fan clapping at the end of a theatre production.  All of these were purely academic observations for me as my eyes rolled back in my head due to the sheer pleasure I was feeling.  Sounds took on a quality as if I had pillows over my ears and my knees buckled, though my position remained basically unchanged due to Shane and Trent’s support. 
 
    I floated back down to reality as Roy’s cock popped out of my mouth and he shuffled backwards, reversing the movement that brought his wonderful erection to me in the first place.  Shane was still pounding into me as if his life depended on it and Trent still had his hands exploring my fleshy mounds. 
 
    Shane’s shaft felt amazing sliding in and out of me and it was with no small sense of regret that I heard him grunt and felt an unwelcome emptiness in my pussy as he extracted himself and began to jack himself off over my ass and back.  I felt his sticky cum land on my skin after a brief flight and wiggled my ass at him teasingly. 
 
    No sooner had the cum stopped flying then Trent pushed me on to the bed, turning me around so I was on my back with my legs hanging over the edge.  He grabbed all the pillows from the top and stuffed them under my ass so my pussy was at the perfect height for what he had to give me.  Phil took the opportunity to straddle my stomach, pushing his cock down until it rested between my large breasts.  I remembered his lusty gaze at my cleavage from earlier and pushed my tits together, effectively wrapping them around his erection and creating a soft and fleshy channel in which he could thrust. 
 
    Trent’s manhood was not as thick as Shane’s but it was easily the longest I had ever had, thrusting deep into me where its head rubbed against effectively virgin pussy walls that had never been touched before.  My hips writhed in time with his pumps, my clit sensitive from my recent orgasm and my pussy experiencing something I hadn’t felt since I lost my virginity all those years ago. 
 
    Meanwhile, Phil was obviously living out a fantasy his A-cup wife was unable to provide.  He stared with a nearly animal lust as the engorged head of his cock repeatedly poked out from my tight cleavage.  It was almost as if it was winking at me and each time it appeared it was pointing directly at my chin and face as if it was ready to deliver a thick creamy present.  I stared up at my Father-in-Law as the first Step-Father I ever had rhythmically fucked my slit while my other Step-Fathers breathed heavily, recovering from having spent themselves in and on me already. 
 
    Phil placed his hands over mine, pushing my tits together even harder as he fucked my cleavage.  I looked up at him and felt like I was looking into the future as I was once more struck by the family resemblance.  His face contorted in ecstasy in just the same way Mike’s does when he’s about to cum and with only that and a grunt of release as warning I felt his hot and sticky seed splash on my neck and chin while also further lubricating his last few thrusts between my breasts before he rolled over to the side and lay on the bed. 
 
    I reached down and wrapped my hand around Phil’s cock, milking the last drops of semen from it as Trent continued his steady pounding.  I absentmindedly raised my hand to my mouth to savour the cum that I had just extracted and heard Phil breathe ‘Holy fuck’ quietly as he watched me and my hand returned to between his legs to caress his balls as if in thanks for the gift I’d just been given. 
 
    I saw Roy pick something up off the floor and recognised it as my vibrator, I must have dropped it when I came.  The buzzing sound had been in the background ever since then but with so much else going on it hadn’t really registered.  Before I knew what was going on Roy had reached between Trent’s legs and was pressing the vibrator at my exposed asshole. 
 
    I’d never tried to put it up my back passage before and my already tight star clenched against the unexpected, cold and powerfully vibrating invader.  Clenched though I may have been, the vibrator was as smooth as silk and still covered in my pussy juices from earlier.  With increasing pressure from Roy it forced its way inside me and the vibrations once more seemed to fill my whole body. 
 
    In a surprisingly short amount of time I felt the stirrings of my second orgasm emanating from the thrusting, vibrating and downright full area between my legs and squeezed my pussy muscles on Trent’s shaft.  However, regardless of how the insertion of the vibrator was affecting me, the impact on Trent was even more extreme as the tremors transferred from my ass, through my flesh and on to his cock.  He started breathing heavily and went slightly red before pulling out and kneeling on the bed beside my face. 
 
    I was almost crestfallen, close as I was to my orgasm but I dutifully opened my mouth and readied myself for the sperm about to be deposited on my face.  What happened next seemed to play out in slow motion.  I heard Trent let out an ‘Uhhh’ of release and saw the head of his erection visibly swell before a giant stream of cum erupted from the end.  It flew through the air and landed across both cheeks and the bridge of my nose. 
 
    At the very same instant I saw the door to the bedroom swing open and standing there with a stern look on his face was none other than my very own father, Blair.  All the colour seemed to drain out of the world as I lay on the bed with my former step-dad shooting cum across my face, my pussy exposed to my Dad and a powerful vibrator humming away in my ass.  Trent’s hand was jerking his cock almost on auto-pilot but aside from that there was no movement whatsoever in the room and when Trent finally stopped jacking off on me the only sound was the constant thrumming of the vibrator, which had no concern for inappropriate situations. 
 
    “Daddy, I can exp…” I began. 
 
    “Thanks for the text, Roy.” My Dad said. 
 
    “Roy?  I don’t understand.”  I said, beginning to sit up. 
 
    “Stay right there, pumpkin.” My Dad said “Your mother and I have been trying to bring ourselves to tell you something for quite a while now.  You see, the thing is, you’re adopted.” 
 
    I certainly hadn’t been expecting that but what my Dad… adopted Dad did next was completely out of left field.  He kicked off his shoes, unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down along with his underwear in one swift motion. 
 
    “Daddy!  What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’ve wanted to fuck you since you came home from college, all grown up.  Don’t tell me you’re not interested.” 
 
    “But Daddy… it’s wrong…” 
 
    I began a weak protest but then I caught sight of his hardening dick still swinging between his legs and I was torn.  Fucking all my step-fathers and my father-in-law was one thing but the man striding towards me with a swelling erection was someone who I had grown up with thinking of as my real Dad.  It was absolutely forbidden… but my God his cock looked big and I was right on the edge of my orgasm when the last father figure ran out of steam.  I spread my legs wider as he got to the edge of the bed. 
 
    He leaned over me and grasped his still hardening cock with one hand.  It was already intimidating but I could see it wasn’t at full mast yet.  He rubbed it up and down my slit as if it was a paint brush, slathering it with my plentiful pussy juices before pushing forward into my tight depths.  I gripped the blankets with both hands as I was filled with a dick as long as Trent’s and as thick as Shane’s.  With the vibrator still in my ass I felt full to bursting point before Blair pulled backwards, giving me a fleeting reprieve from the feeling of being at my absolute limit of capacity. 
 
    Of course, that relief was short lived as Blair began fucking me at a furious pace.  Stretched to my maximum or not I was wet enough to accommodate him and after a few dozen thrusts punctuated by his balls slapping on my ass I was right back on that precipice, leaning over the edge of a cliff and ready to drop into my second orgasm.  I gasped out a final request between pumps. 
 
    “Fuck… me… hard… daddy!” 
 
    Blair didn’t need any more encouragement than that and I felt the power of his thrusts increase.  I gripped the blankets even harder and squeezed my eyes shut as if I was on the worlds scariest rollercoaster.  Over and over again he impaled me on his shaft as if taking out years of pent up frustration.  I loved it and when I felt his hot seed filling my pussy it was the last button that needed to be pushed and my pussy muscles began to flutter with my own orgasm. 
 
    Even though my eyes were still tightly shut it was if a fireworks display was going off for my own personal entertainment.  Each colourful explosion was accompanied by a vibration of pleasure that reverberated around my body.  I thrashed my head from side to side with the sheer bliss of it all and I heard myself screaming in ecstasy as if from a great distance.  I smiled inwardly at the thought that there was no way my Mom could be sleeping through all this.  I just hoped she hadn’t heard me say ‘Daddy’. 
 
    When the pyrotechnics display finished and I opened my eyes Trent, Roy, Shane and Phil were all getting dressed and Blair was very slowly thrusting in and out of me, eking out the last traces of pleasure from his own orgasm as his semen leaked out of my pussy and dribbled down over the base of the vibrator sticking out of my asshole.  Blair noticed me looking at him and smiled down at me. 
 
    “What do you reckon, guys?  About fifty thousand times better to fuck than her Mom?” 
 
    The only response he got from the other men was polite chuckles, but it meant the world to me.  I felt like some strange weight had been lifted from my shoulders.  Blair stepped back and I sat up, reaching out to cup his balls.  I pulled his enormous cock to my mouth and tasted myself on him while looking up into his eyes.  He winked at me and I eventually released him after I had cleaned up as much as I could fit into my mouth. 
 
    “Remember everybody, what happened in this room stays in this room.  Also… can you lift my husband on to the bed?  We really do have an early start tomorrow.” 
 
    The paternal-husband-carrying-crew complied, as always, before leaving the room, each with a longing glance back over their shoulders, which was very flattering.  I partially undressed Mike and then put the bucket on the floor on his side of the bed before turning out the light and collapsing on my own side.  I was exhausted and I think I was asleep within minutes. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Jenna?  Jenna wake up.” 
 
    “Mmmph.” 
 
    “We’ve got to get ready to go.” 
 
    “Mmmph.” 
 
    “This whole bed and you are covered in cum.  How did I even manage to get it up last night, let alone cum all over the place like this?” 
 
    “You’re the king, baby.” 
 
    I rolled over and wondered if husbands had snooze buttons.  I hoped I could get just one more dream in before the honeymoon began.  I had so many daddies to dream about. 
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    Honeymoons are fun, don’t get me wrong, and I love my husband but even with all the sun, beautiful beaches and hot newlywed sex I just couldn’t stop my mind from returning to what happened on my wedding night.  After my husband had way too much to drink, I had to enlist some help getting him back to our room.  That help came in the form of two former Step-Fathers, one current Step-Father and one Father-in-Law. 
 
    The ‘help’ also turned into something more.  I’d looked forward to my wedding night sex for so many years I wasn’t about to let excessive consumption of alcohol get in the way.  With very little coaxing, I was able to convince all my Daddies to gangbang me right there in the bridal suite with my husband passed out on the floor.  My big breasts and tight pussy are apparently very persuasive. 
 
    I thought I’d made the biggest mistake in the world when the door had burst open and I saw my Dad standing there, like I’d dropped a bomb on my whole life.  As it turned out, my Dad wasn’t my Dad at all, I was adopted and he chose that moment, when my pussy was splayed open before him at the tail end of a gangbang, to tell me.  Then he fucked me hard and I loved every inch and every second of it. 
 
    I’d been very clear to all my Daddies that what happened in that room stayed in that room, that it was a one night only deal.  However, in the days that followed on my honeymoon I had too much time on my hands to daydream about how sexy they all were, how good it had felt to take them all at once. 
 
    That’s why I invited them all to come visit me on this seaside city of ill-repute and arranged for my husband, Mike, to be, shall we say, ‘busy’ for the evening.  When Mike saw what I had arranged for him, a VIP tour of the best high-end lap-dancing clubs in the city with a nineteen year old blonde ‘tour guide’ who was paid to be really friendly, his eyes lit up with un-concealable lust and anticipation. 
 
    “You… you’re the best fucking wife… I…” 
 
    “I know, baby, I know.  Enjoy yourself.  All over her,” I said with a wink. 
 
    We spent much of the morning in a casino, and then much of the afternoon on the beach before Mike had to leave to get himself ready for his tour.  With a kiss, he left me basking in the late afternoon sun with a colourful drink on a small table beside my sun-lounger.  It was so relaxing just lying there getting more and more tipsy as the young man kept on bringing me the drinks and putting the charge on my hotel tab. 
 
    The sun was getting near to the horizon and the beach was beginning to clear when I heard a swish of sand and and some extremely welcome words. 
 
    “Hello, pumpkin!” 
 
    My adopted father, Blair, was there!  Until a few days ago I’d thought he was my birth father, it was still a struggle to think of him differently, he was still the man that I grew up with, who taught me how to ride a bike and made me eat my vegetables. 
 
    “Daddy!  You’re early!” 
 
    “I’m not the only one, everybody else is milling around near your hotel hoping they don’t get seen by Mike.  Where is he, anyway?” 
 
    “Mike’s being well looked after, don’t you worry about that.  He’ll be busy until at least 4am.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve handled it, Jenna.” 
 
    At that moment the young man brought the last drink I had ordered and set it down beside me. 
 
    “Your drink, miss,” he said and then looked at Blair.  “Your father?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “A drink, sir?” 
 
    “No thanks, we’ll be leaving soon.” 
 
    “Ah!  Is wonderful place for family holiday!” he lied. 
 
    “You said it, buddy,” Blair said with a grin. 
 
    He left with the tiniest hint of a bow and I picked up my ice-cold drink to take a sip. 
 
    “Ahhh, these are good.  You should have had one.” 
 
    “It looks a bit fruity for me, pumpkin, you know I’m a bourbon kinda guy.” 
 
    He was right, the thought of him sitting in a sun-lounger with a bright pink drink in his hand, with its own little umbrella, was outlandish.  Mind you, the thought of my Daddy slamming his massive cock into my tight pussy was pretty outlandish too, and that was no doubt going to happen, and soon.  The vision swam through my head and I looked at him in a different light.  I licked my lips, partly to taste my drink and partly just thinking about Blair having his way with me. 
 
    We talked about his trip and what had been going on in our lives lately, a better talk than we’d had time for at my wedding, but throughout the conversation there was a sexual undertone and we inched closer and closer until his hand was on my leg.  Feeling his strong hand on me was the last straw, the horniness that even all the sex Mike could provide was unable to release overwhelmed me and I put my empty glass down. 
 
    Reaching down, I picked his hand up from my leg and slid it down the front of my bikini bottoms until his fingers gently rested on my slit. 
 
    “Jenna, we shouldn’t do this in public…” 
 
    He may have resisted with words, but he didn’t pull his hand away, and I hushed him with a finger on his lips. 
 
    “Shhh.  Nobody knows who we are.  This kind of thing happens on this beach all the time.  Kiss me.” 
 
    Blair pondered my words for approximately five seconds and then leaned over to plant a more-than-fatherly kiss on my lips.  I opened my mouth wide and playfully sought the tip of his tongue with my own as we kissed deeply.  With a wet smacking sound, our lips finally came apart and I smiled, knowing this was only a taste of things to come. 
 
    Blair was looking worriedly over my shoulder and I glanced behind me to see the young man who had come to pick up my empty glass staring at us wide-eyed.  I felt Blair snatch his hand out of my bikini bottoms and turned back to see him blushing furiously.  I had to laugh, there was one person on the entire beach who thought Blair was my father, and we’d been caught red-handed. 
 
    The young man recovered the glass, much less chatty than he had been the whole day and retreated. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here, Jenna, if not for our own sake, then at least for the guys waiting back at the hotel.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    The door to the honeymoon suite had a lock with a card slot, I slipped mine in and saw the little light turn from red to green along with a little clicking sound.  I opened the door and watched as each of my Daddies filed in past me.  First through was Shane, he was my current Step-Father, still married to my Mom but I was going to be ‘borrowing’ his thick cock again. 
 
    Next was Roy, my Step-Father before Shane, who gave me full body scan with his eyes as he entered, obviously appreciating the way my body looked in a bikini.  Phil, my new Father-in-Law, came through next.  He was clearly eager to play with my tits again, his wife wasn’t packing anything like the kind of hardware I always carried in my bra.   Trent, my first ever Step-Father, groped my ass as he entered and I smiled, thinking about his long cock and how good it felt inside me. 
 
    Last through the door was my adopted Dad, Blair, who sported the biggest dick I had ever been impaled on, thank goodness he’d agreed to join in on my wedding night or I may never have known about it.  I shut and locked the door, Mike was the only other person aside from hotel staff and myself that had a key card and we didn’t want any interruptions. 
 
    “I sure am glad ‘one night only’ doesn’t mean what it used to, Jenna,” said Shane.  “Your mother’s never seen me get notified, pack and leave for a conference so quick.” 
 
    “I just couldn’t forget about it, I need another fix.  Now… who wants to help me with this bikini?  I just can’t seem to undo these knots.” 
 
    Roy stepped forward and, never taking his eyes off mine, reached around and pulled at the simple bow knot my bikini top was tied with and the scanty material fell to the ground, revealing what I considered to be my best purely physical assets.  Large and perky, my breasts sat on my chest proudly, daring anybody to hold them if they could stand the pleasure.  Roy accepted the unspoken challenge and cupped one in each hand, lifting and squashing them together to form deep cleavage. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah,” I whispered. 
 
    Roy bent down to suck on my nipple, pulling it in past his lips and flicking his tongue across it while his other hand continued to squeeze at my other breast.  Trent circled around behind me and slipped his hand down the front of my bikini bottoms, his fingers sliding over my clean-shaven pubic mound and pussy, a treat I had prepared for my new husband but was only too happy to share. 
 
    Blair, Shane and Phil stood back, watching as the efforts of Roy and Trent got me all hot and bothered.  Roy’s tongue on my nipples, as he transferred between each one, felt incredible, and Trent had dipped his finger into my honey pot to drag out my slick juices over my clit before slowly building up a steady pace flicking across my most sensitive little button. 
 
    Four hands and a tongue on my body would certainly have been enough to get me aroused under almost any circumstances, but the fact that I had three sexy older guys watching my body get pleasured brought it to another level entirely.  Especially Blair, I couldn’t believe how hot it was making me feel thinking about how he was watching his little girl get used, and that he was going to have his way with me too. 
 
    My knees began to quiver, I was having trouble concentrating on supporting my own weight as Trent’s expert fingers sparked absolute ecstasy between my legs.  He wrapped one arm around my waist, taking some of the weight but forcing the hard shaft of his cock between my skimpily clad ass cheeks and only serving to increase my arousal as I felt his heat against my rear entrance. 
 
    I put my hands on Roy’s shoulders to steady myself and my eyes seemed to want to force themselves shut as I got closer and closer to an orgasm.  My breathing became short and sharp and each time I exhaled I couldn’t help but let out an ‘uh’ or ‘yeah’ or ‘fuck yes’ encouraging my two-man-pleasure-team to keep on going, whatever they did make sure they didn’t stop! 
 
    Sensing my need, Trent’s finger concentrated on my clit with intensity, flicking back and forth so fast it was like a constant hum against my little bud.  My knees gave out completely and I felt a flood of my juices gush out over Trent’s hand as I had a screaming orgasm right there in front of all my Daddies, held up by two of them. 
 
    I struggled to open my eyes in the midst of my pleasure, so I could watch what Blair was doing, moaning out my bliss for all and sundry to hear.  My adopted Father had unzipped his pants and pulled out his magnificent cock, stroking it as he watched his little girl cumming.  I shut my eyes again and rode out my orgasm, concentrating on nothing but the pleasure the two men supporting me were providing. 
 
    Finally, my legs still shaky, my climax subsided and the three of us shuffled awkwardly towards the bed, neither Trent nor Roy seeming to want to relinquish their contact with my most special places.  When my knees bumped the mattress, I suddenly felt Roy’s strong hands in my armpits and without a word he lifted me up and threw me on the bed where I landed, legs akimbo, on my back. 
 
    It seemed like this was one occasion where Roy and Trent’s enthusiasm worked against them.  While they took this opportunity to undress, Phil, Shane and Blair already had their wonderful cocks out and descended upon me like a pack of wild animals.  Wild animals with a plan, that is. 
 
    Shane mounted the bed behind me and pushed me over so I was lying on my left side and pulled apart the bow tying my bikini bottoms on.  Before I even saw what was in his hand, I felt the nozzle of a tube of lubricant inserted past the clenched star of my asshole and a jet of freezing cold jelly was squirted up there. 
 
    I gasped in surprise, then bit my bottom lip with worry, thinking about what a thick cock Shane had.  Did he really think that was going to fit up my ass?  Seemingly without a thought for assessing the feasibility, Shane discarded the lube and pressed his thickness against my reluctant rear entrance. 
 
    I was about to turn my head to tell him to go slow when Phil grabbed a bunch of hair at the back of my head into a rough ponytail and forced me to keep looking straight ahead while he guided his dick past the pink pillows of my lips.  Once the head of his shaft was securely embedded in my face, he let go of it with his guiding hand and used that hand to grope my impressive chest while forcing my head down on his rod until I felt it squelching at the back of my throat. 
 
    Shane continued pushing against my back passage, but despite all the lubricant I just couldn’t fit him, his cock was just too fat.  He kept on pushing harder and harder, though, until he reached around and pinched my clit, eliciting a gasp around Phil’s invading manhood and a confused unclenching of my ass.  Shane felt the brief surrender of my muscles and forced himself inside me. 
 
    It was the most mind-bendingly full feeling I’d ever had in my ass, my little vibrator had absolutely nothing on the girth that Shane brought to the table.  My attention was so focused on the stretching of my asshole that I could barely even register the steady rhythm that Phil was using to fuck my face, let alone when Blair lifted my right leg up in the air, spreading my pussy, and straddled my left leg so our crotches were aligned. 
 
    I couldn’t help but moan around Phil’s thrusting cock as Blair pushed his enormous manhood against my sopping wet slit.  Oh God, Daddy, I don’t know if I can take it I thought as he pushed the head past my labia.  Shane was still slowly inserting his thickness into my ass and I just couldn’t imagine fitting any more cock between my legs, I was but one woman! 
 
    At nearly the same time I felt Blair and Shane bottom out while Phil pounded away at my mouth oblivious to how incredibly full of dick I was and mauled my tits with his free hand, occasionally rolling my nipples between his finger and thumb.  Blair began thrusting his cock into my pussy at a furious pace while Shane started sawing in and out of my ass much slower, though clearly with the intention of ramping it up. 
 
    The hard erections penetrating me were all moving to the beat of their own drums, sometimes I had two in and one out, sometimes one in and two out.  Occasionally the stars and planets aligned and I had all three dicks fully embedded in my body at the same time.  A fiery burning sensation that bordered somewhere between pleasure and pain built up in my abused ass, unused to the hard rubbing of an erect cock, while Phil’s magnificent member pounded pure bliss into my body. 
 
    I felt the bed shift under me as two more of my Daddies hopped on, Trent and Roy were naked and sought out my hands so I could jerk them off while all my holes were filled.  I don’t know if they’d applied lubricant to their cocks or whether they were just well-coated in pre-cum, but their wonderful dicks slid through my hands with almost no friction and I felt every bump and vein glide through my fingers. 
 
    It was impossible for me to coordinate my movements, the thrusting cocks shook my body like a ragdoll and there was just too much hard man meat to think about, so I let all my Daddies use me however they wanted.  Phil was forcing my head against his cock with what seemed like all his strength now and it wasn’t long before he let go of my tits and forced my face against him with both hands until his full length was shoved down my throat and I heard him groan with pleasure and release. 
 
    A torrent of cum was unleashed directly down my throat and into my waiting stomach, some leaked out into my mouth, where I swirled my tongue along his shaft and sampled the flavour of my still brand-new Father-in-Law.  Phil held his cock down my throat until I felt like my face must have been the colour of ketchup, managing to distract me even from the two cocks now furiously pounding away at my pussy and ass. 
 
    At last when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, Phil released me and I slumped my head on to the pillow and closed my eyes, seeking only to replenish my oxygen supply while the man who taught me to look both ways while crossing the street used my little slit for his own pleasure.  I was only halfway recovered when I felt another hand take up the rein that was my makeshift ponytail and push a cock into my panting mouth. 
 
    I opened my lids and rolled my eyes upwards to see whose dick I was sucking and saw Trent kneeling over me, the Step-Father who had already given me such a powerful orgasm that evening.  I wanted to repay the favour and suckled at his rod like it was going to produce the elixir of youth and make me immortal.  I wanted his creamy cum so bad. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, suck that cock,” said the man who had once scolded me for wearing make-up at too young an age. 
 
    I bobbed my head back and forth on my former Step-Father’s rigid shaft enthusiastically, my body finally becoming accustomed to the off-kilter rhythm of the fat cocks pistoning in and out of my pussy and asshole.  Phil, breath apparently caught, climbed back on the bed and bent his head to my tits, sucking at my nipples almost as eagerly as I was sucking at Trent’s hard manhood. 
 
    Shane was fucking my ass at a furious pace by this point, his powerful thrusts causing even my firm butt-cheeks to wobble with every slapping sound of our bodies meeting.  I felt his fingers dig into my hips hard as he forced himself as deep into my ass as he possibly could while letting out a satisfied ‘aaahhhhh’ like he’d just had a swig of ice cold beer after a hard day at work. 
 
    Semen that felt steaming hot splashed the depths of my asshole and I moaned around Trent’s hard dick, ceasing to bob my head and just sucking it as hard as I could while flicking my tongue across the tip, savouring the feel of Shane’s seed in my rear passage.  The man who had grilled my prom date about his intentions pulled out and slammed his cock back into my asshole, over and over again, grunting each time a spurt of cum jetted out from the end, joining the pool he had already deposited inside me. 
 
    My God, it felt so good, like I was repaying him for everything he did for me when I was a clueless teenager and getting so much pleasure out of it myself, I felt my second orgasm building, like Shane’s cum was a spray of gasoline on to the fire in my belly. 
 
    Blair, without altering the steady rhythm of his pounding of my pussy, reached down and began flicking a finger gently across my clit.  He quickly built up the pace of that wonderful finger, even as Shane’s frantic pumps in my ass became still.  I couldn’t stop it, I didn’t want to, I fell off that wonderful cliff and descended into the bliss of my second climax. 
 
    A haze crept into the peripherals of my vision as the buzzing ecstasy of my orgasm bounced around my body, I moaned like a whore around Trent’s cock, he had taken to thrusting into my face when I stopped bobbing my head and became too distracted to suck.  I heard the squelching sounds of his hard member pounding the back of my throat only dimly over the booming of my heart in my ears as I was utterly rocked by the intense pleasure. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how much time slipped by, but the next thing I knew, Shane was pulling his thick cock out of my ass, a rivulet of semen dribbling out after it and over my ass cheek.  I could do little more than lay there passively as the three unspent Daddies thrust themselves in my pussy, face and hand, over and over again.  I was absolutely wrecked, the efforts of accommodating so many men almost beyond my ability to stay conscious under the stress of so much cock inside of me and the pleasure of my orgasms. 
 
    Looking up at Trent I could see that he wasn’t far away from cumming himself, I began to prepare myself for another huge load of tasty semen when I heard a knock at the door and panic set in.  I tried to pull my head back, tried to sit up, but Trent held my mouth on his cock and Blair, Phil and Roy held me down, continuing to fuck me as if nothing was amiss.  To my astonishment and disbelief I saw, from the corner of my eye, Shane get up and walk to the door as if there wasn’t a taboo gangbang happening in the middle of the room. 
 
    I tried to yell ‘no!’ but with so much man meat in my mouth, little more than a gargling sound came out and with Trent holding my head so firmly so he could fuck my face like a pussy, I couldn’t shake my head either.  I couldn’t believe everybody was being so calm as Shane went to open the door and let, what?  Room service in?  What if it was Mike?  What if something had gone wrong with his lap dancing tour?  What would he do if he came in and saw his own Father sucking my tits while the man he still thought was my actual Dad pounded my slit like it deserved to be punished? 
 
    I wasn’t in control of the situation anymore, that much was apparent.  When Shane opened the door, naked and seemingly uncaring about that fact, the very last person in the world I expected walked through just as Trent unleashed a flood of sperm on to the back of my throat and I could do nothing but try to swallow as I gurgled my surprise. 
 
    The newcomer watched the action unfold before him as I felt Roy’s warm seed spill out over my hand while Trent’s load disappeared without a trace into my belly before he pulled out.  I lay there panting as I watched the man begin to take his clothes off. 
 
    “Grandpa Joe… what are you doing?  What are you doing here?” I whispered weakly, attempting to brush a stray strand of hair out of my face but instead only succeeding in smearing Roy’s semen all over my brow and plastering said hair to my scalp. 
 
    “When m’boy here told me how he’d broken the news to you about your adoption,” he said, gesturing at his son, Blair, “you don’t think ol’ Grandpa Joe was going to let the opportunity to fuck your sweet pussy slip by, do you?” 
 
    I was gobsmacked, thinking about how he used to bounce me on his knee when I was young and the thoughtful gifts he’d always given me for my birthdays.  Now Grandpa Joe was going to give me a different present by the looks of things.  When he unclipped his suspenders and his pants dropped my eyes widened in shock and I saw where Blair got his incredible cock from.  It looked like Grandpa Joe was going to give me a bigger present than he ever had before. 
 
    “What you lookin’ so tired for, Jenna?  Your dear old Grandmother, God rest her soul, used to be able to take twice as many men as this.” 
 
    “Dad…” 
 
    “Move aside, junior, let me show our little slut how we kept warm after the war.” 
 
    Blair pulled out of my pussy, as helpless to disobey a direct order from his career-military Father as anybody of his generation and moved up to near my head, where Trent had vacated the coveted spot.  I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing as I became the meat in a tri-generational spit roast and my adopted Father and Grandfather slid into my mouth and pussy. 
 
    Grandpa Joe still started every morning with fifty push-ups and calisthenics, he had recently knocked out a home invader who had been targeting older people who lived alone in his area.  He was as hard and fit as the day he left active duty, as far as I could tell, and he unleashed his massive cock on my pussy like he’d been waiting for decades, pounding into me so hard that I forgot all about who he was and just went with it as Blair made my jaws ache with the girth of his dick in my mouth. 
 
    Back and forth I was rocked like a bead on an abacus, a fuck toy for two generations of men who had helped bring me up and make me the woman I was today.  I had no idea how long they used my utterly spent body for, but the next thing I knew, I was swallowing spurt after spurt of Blair’s sperm as he groaned out his pleasure for everybody in the room, and neighbouring rooms, to hear. 
 
    When he was done he roughly pushed my face off his cock and got up off the bed to go sit in a chair and catch his breath while he watched his own Father fuck me.  Grandpa Joe seemed to be having the time of his life, telling me what a hot little slut I was, comparing my pussy to the way Grandma Joesephine’s used to be back in the day. 
 
    He rolled me on to my back and pulled my legs up over his shoulders until his huge cock was nearly bumping my cervix with every thrust, his breathing became deeper and deeper as his hard fucking shook me like an earthquake.  I stared up into his face and bit my lip, wanting to cum again, but just too tired.  If Mike was ever too busy to satisfy me, I knew who’s door I’d be knocking on. 
 
    With one thrust that seemed harder than all his others combined, Grandpa Joe’s pelvis slapped against my ass and I was sure the very tip of his cock did brush my cervix at the same time his forbidden seed splashed against it.  I was in heaven, if they have gangbangs in heaven.  They must do, or how could it be called heaven? 
 
    Grandpa Joe, reached around and gave my ass an enthusiastic slap as his thrusting became sporadic and he lost the military precision of his rhythm.  
 
    “God damn, Jenna, if I’d have known your pussy was this tight I’d have given you a fuck instead of a voucher for the shopping mall back when you turned eighteen.” 
 
    “Better late than never, Grandpa,” I said. 
 
    “That’s true, honey.” 
 
    Grandpa Joe extracted himself from my well-abused slit with obvious reluctance, his cock not looking deflated in the slightest, and searched out his clothes, as all my other Daddies also appeared to be doing.  I was too tired to even move from my cum-soaked position. 
 
    “Daddy, could you set the alarm for 3am?  I can’t stay awake any more… need to clean up before Mike gets back.” 
 
    “Sure thing, pumpkin, you need anything else?” 
 
    “Water, just put it on the bedside table.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, listening to the gentle murmur of the group of men talking about what an incredible body I had, the general consensus that I was orders of magnitude hotter than my Mother and how much cum I’d soaked up over the course of the gangbang.  At some stage this gentle background noise turned into a dream and I knew no more for several hours. 
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    When I slipped into Tasha’s room that Friday night under the assumption she was heavily drugged by her powerful sleeping pills, I had the best time of my life up to that point.  I used her sleeping body in almost every way imaginable for my own pleasure and covered her in my hot seed.  
 
    I was a foreign exchange student with a normally reliable grasp of the English language but whenever Tasha Miller, the beautiful eighteen year old daughter in my host family, was around I became a stammering mess.  That being the case, I had thought she would be forever out of my league and leapt at my opportunity to explore her body.  What I didn’t know at the time was that she hadn’t taken her sleeping pills that night, she was faking it.   She didn’t even let on until the next day when she gave my balls a surprise squeeze as I was eating breakfast and said we had something to talk about before heading outside to do some sunbathing. 
 
    Once out there she told me that the previous night was the ‘hottest fuckin thing’ she’d ever experienced and told me about how pretending to be asleep had turned her on so much, she’d even cum once without me noticing in addition to the orgasm I had noticed.  She said it was kind of like how she imagined being tied up and blindfolded would be, with the added forbidden aspect that surprised her with how sexy it made her feel. 
 
    Thus began the most magical period of my life.  By the time we went back to school on the following Monday we were an item, finding every opportunity we could between classes to make out and grope each other without getting caught by teachers.  My classmates began to treat me like a living legend, Tasha having rebuffed the advances of all the guys who normally end up dating the cheerleaders.  Standing in the hallways with her body pressed close to mine the whole world dissolved around me and I was routinely lost in her crystal blue eyes. 
 
    It was harder to show our affection around the Miller household.  We didn’t dare do anything while her parents were home, lest they do something drastic like have me deported.  It seemed like every time we got a spare moment outside of school, something came up or interrupted us.  I was as horny as, well, the eighteen year old guy that I was and after a couple of weeks running around like this I was practically bouncing off the walls with lust for her. 
 
    That was the state of mind I was in when Mr Miller told us that he had, in a raffle, won travel to and two night’s accommodation in another city so he and his wife would be away the following weekend.  Thoughts raced through my head regarding all the things Tasha and I could do while they were away but my wildest dreams paled in comparison to what she suggested when we had a chance to plan our time together. 
 
    “I want you to pop my cherry while I’m asleep, asleep for real… and film it so we can keep the memory forever.” 
 
    Who was I to argue? 
 
    ***** 
 
    Saturday morning dawned with a clear blue sky, Mr and Mrs Miller got away early to catch their flight, waving out the window to us in complete ignorance of the things I was about to do to their daughter.  Tasha and I raced back inside and wasted no time getting everything set up.  She opened her wardrobe and pulled out various pieces of video equipment. 
 
    “I got all this from the A/V guys at school, they’d do anything for me.  I don’t like to take advantage of guys like that… but this is a special occasion,” she said. 
 
    “Wow… you’re a wild one, Tasha.” 
 
    “I’m not really, you’re the first person who’s come along that I can be… bad with.” 
 
    Her mix of teenage innocence with untapped sexual deviance was absolutely intoxicating. I helped her set up the three camcorders on their tripods, one at the foot of the bed and one on either side, all pointing down at the top surface of her mattress.  I was so excited, soon I would once again be using the young girl’s body in any way I wanted and my cock was already straining almost painfully against my jeans. 
 
    With the technical side taken care of we looked at each other and Tasha smiled before opening a drawer in her bedside table, taking out a little while bottle and shaking it.  The rattle that the little container emitted held the promise of glorious sexual release and I watched her open the lid, tip it sideways and tap the top until two small white pills fell into the palm of her hand.  She popped them into her mouth with practised ease and took a gulp of water from a sports bottle that had been resting on the bedside table as well. 
 
    I peered into the drawer and saw the tube of lubricant I had nervously bought the day before while the checkout operator had smirked knowingly.  Tasha raised her feet up on to the bed and reclined softly until her head came to rest on her pillow, surrounded by a few teddy bears.  She was pure heaven in teen girl form and she was giving herself to me. 
 
    I surveyed my virgin cheerleader as if seeing her for the first time again.  Nordic blonde hair that usually framed her pretty face was tied back in a ponytail leaving her features unobscured.  It was clear she had large breasts on her otherwise petite frame, the fact that she was wearing a loose fitting t-shirt couldn’t hide that simple truth.  Below her t-shirt were some shorts that were barely long enough to cover her ass cheeks when she was standing up straight.  Now, as lay there on her back with her knees slightly bent, I could vaguely see a slightly less tanned line of skin that denoted where the crease between her ass and her leg was. 
 
    Tasha watched me looking her up and down and smiled.  I would say she smiled seductively, but as far as I was concerned, everything that beautiful young girl did was seductive. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see what you do to me, Stefan,” she said. 
 
    “Me too,” I replied “How long do the pills normally take?” 
 
    “I’m actually feeling a bit drowsy already but normally it’s lights out after about fifteen minutes.  They’re strong pills, my man.” 
 
    “I knew they were strong pills ever since you slept through that house across the street exploding!” 
 
    “Mmmm.  Oh, speaking of pills, I’ve got a little surprise for you.  I’m on the pill now… uh… the birth control pill I mean.  So make sure you cum inside me, make my first time count.” 
 
    I swallowed hard and licked my lips, Tasha had managed to rob me of my language again it seemed.  I glanced at the camcorders, making sure they all had their little red lights on.  I swore I’d cut that phrase out of the audio track, put it on my mp3 player and play it on endless repeat for the rest of my days.  I’d thought many times before that Tasha was my dream girl and everything she did only affirmed the title. 
 
    “Enough talk, anyway.  Let a girl get her beauty sleep.” 
 
    With that, Tasha closed her eyes and turned to her side to get comfortable and help herself fall asleep.  I left the room to go down to the kitchen and get myself a glass of orange juice while I waited for the pill to work its magic.  My heart felt like it had jumped into my throat, I was every bit as excited as when I had first sneaked into her room that Friday night.  Maybe more so, because this time I knew I was going to fuck the virginity right out of her, it was an amazing feeling. 
 
    I drank the orange juice as slowly as I possibly could, dragging it out over almost fifteen agonizing minutes before putting my glass in the sink and walking back up the stairs.  I paused just outside her room and took a deep breath before rounding the corner to a view all men, and many women, would envy.  Innocently asleep on her bed was the hottest girl in school.  That’s where the innocence of the view ended, because Tasha was surrounded by camcorders she had helped set up to capture the video of her being deflowered in her sleep. 
 
    I quickly pulled off my clothes and approached the bed, looking down on Tasha with my raging hard on already decorated by a bead of pre-cum.  It pulsated with each thump of my heartbeat and I could almost feel it dragging me towards the passed out cheerleader as if it had a will of its own.  I climbed on to the bed and crawled over Tasha until I was straddling her hips and grabbed her shoulder to roll her on to her back again. 
 
    I leaned forward until I felt her plentiful teen breasts squashing against my chest and brought my face close to hers.  My tongue snaked out and licked her glossy pink lips before my mouth met hers in a one-sided kiss.  I reached behind her neck and pulled her towards me, her head leaned back slightly and her mouth opened, allowing my tongue past her teeth.  Her mouth was hot and wet, I swirled my tongue around her unresponsive one, thinking how I’d love to have my dick in there. 
 
    The wonderful part of the situation was that I could do whatever I wanted to her, my only minor concern was how best to display her for the cameras.  I carefully rolled to the side and shuffled to the top of the bed, casting teddy bears aside and sitting in a highly reclined position beside Tasha’s head.  I rolled her back towards me and pushed her head downwards so it was resting on my stomach and looking towards the bottom of her bed, as well as my waiting erection. 
 
    I hooked a finger into her mouth behind her front-bottom teeth and gently pulled her mouth open.  I held my cock with my other hand and with a slow pelvic thrust I brought my swollen dick to her face.  I didn’t slide it inside her straight away, instead I smeared my pre-cum all over her soft kissable lips, making them glisten in the sunshine before pushing forwards. 
 
    I held her mouth open just enough so that her lips slid over the head of my cock on all sides as my member advanced until I felt her wet, unmoving tongue tasting my pre-cum directly from the tip.  It was wonderful, my dick being in her pristine and unused mouth.  I let go of my cock, it was held in place by her lips, and placed that hand on the top of her head, helping to hold it steady as I began to slowly thrust my erection in and out of her mouth 
 
    Over and over plunged my dick into her, taking care to be gentle.  That’s when it hit me that there was no reason to be overly tender, she wouldn’t feel a thing in her deep sleep.  I could do things to her willing virgin body that nobody ever did to a willing virgin body before. 
 
    My thrusts became harder and deeper and soon the wet plunging sounds of my dick striking the back of her throat were squelching around the room, no doubt being picked up clearly by the watching camcorders.  I moved my hand from the top of her head to the back, grabbing on to her ponytail and forcing her head to meet my shaft with each powerful thrust. 
 
    I was fucking her face with reckless abandon, but realised the angles didn’t allow for deep penetration into her throat.  I thought about the logistics of getting her into an appropriate position to be the first to sink a dick into her mouth all the way to the base and came up with a solution.  Reluctantly I extracted myself from her face, seeing a streamer of saliva connecting me to her lips for a moment before it broke and landed on myself and the side of her mouth. 
 
    I pushed Tasha on to her back again and sat up straight before getting to my knees.  I raised her arms above her head and then pulled her t-shirt upwards over her chest, revealing that she was wearing a hot pink bikini top instead of a bra, she was such a sunshine girl.  My eyes remained fixed on the newly exposed upper regions of her perky breasts as I lifted the shirt over her head and slipped it off her arms before throwing it away. 
 
    Next to go were her shorts, which slipped down her tanned and toned thighs with no trouble at all to reveal matching hot pink bikini bottoms with neat bows at her hips being the only thing holding them on.  The strings of the bows tantalised me with the knowledge of the tight and unused pussy they were the sole and ineffectual guardians for and I couldn’t resist pulling at them, untying the knots. 
 
    I grasped the material and drew her penultimate scrap of clothing downwards.  I looked on, almost with reverence, to the sight about to bless my eyes as inch by inch her, newly by the looks of things, shaven slit was revealed to me.  I had thoroughly explored between her legs with my tongue that fateful Friday night, it was wonderful to finally see everything in the full light of day.  It was every bit as immaculate as I had hoped, her tidy tucked-in labia framed a pussy only visible as a thin pink crevice that was clearly already moist. 
 
    I sucked one of my fingers and then gently probed her with it, stroking around her entrance, over her clit and pushing inside until I felt her hymen.  Soon my cock would be bursting through that barrier and I would claim her pussy for all time, but not yet. 
 
    I reached under her back, with some difficulty, and felt for the knot holding her bikini top on.  As soon as I found the correct string I gave it a yank and saw the triangles of hot pink material loosen on her breasts.  I pulled the swimsuit top away from her boobs and her twin mounds were revealed to me in their glorious symmetry with small pink nipples proudly erect on the tip of each one. 
 
    I lifted the bikini top over her head and discarded it before grasping her chest with both hands, alternatively squeezing her breasts together to great deep cleavage and pinching her nipples, which hardened even more in response.  Her wonderful mounds were firm, yet large enough that flesh bulged between my fingers when I gripped them.  Many women would pay plastic surgeons millions to get a chest half as perfect. 
 
    Next I dragged her down the bed a little and spread her legs before stuffing some pillows under her shoulders so her head leaned way back and she was staring at the head of her bed, upside down.  This caused her mouth to open wide and gave me the perfect angle to roughly fuck her face, deep into her throat.  I moved to the top of the bed, and straddled her face with my balls resting on her forehead like a heated cushion for my scrotum.  Her lips were parted and looked ready to accept my rock hard dick, so after savouring the image for a moment I grabbed my shaft half way down and aimed it back into her mouth. 
 
    I watched as the head of my cock disappeared into her hot little mouth again and felt the welcome return of the steamy wet sensation on my sensitive tip.  Once my erection was firmly planted into her face I let go with my hand and leaned forward until I was in a sixty-nine position with the unconscious girl.  My mouth was bare inches from her pussy and I felt her breasts squashing against either side of my stomach. 
 
    I reached under each of her legs and wrapped my arms around until my fingers of both hands were alongside her pussy.  I pulled her pristine pussy lips apart and saw the gates of heaven open up before me.  Her little slit looked impossibly tight beside the mostly hidden bump of her clit, I couldn’t believe I had fit the head of my cock in there before and had pushed forward until my it came to rest at her hymen. 
 
    I lowered my face to her waiting pussy and began flicking her clit with my tongue.  Tasha moaned like a whore around the head of my cock, the first response her body had given during this entire molestation and the vibrations on my erection were almost enough to send me straight over the edge of orgasm, but I somehow managed to hold myself back. 
 
    Listening and feeling her moans I waited until she took a deep inward breath and then thrust forward, my cock sliding into the even tighter and more wet confines of her throat.  I knew my erection was the first to slide down her neck and was grateful for the sleeping pills that had subdued her gag reflex and allowed Tasha to deep throat me.  Inch by inch my shaft disappeared into her mouth as if she was a sword swallowing magician until I felt her chin pressing into my pelvis and my balls came to rest on her nose. 
 
    I gripped her thighs firmly and pushed forward even harder with my cock, eking out as much depth as I possibly could from the sleeping girl’s throat.  Her mouth was forced open even wider from the onslaught and I knew I had pushed as far as I was physically able before relenting and pulling my cock back into her mouth so she could breathe. 
 
    Having been momentarily distracted by the wonderland of Tasha’s throat, I returned my eager tongue to her clit and noted the trickle of slippery slit honey trickling out and over the star of her asshole.  Tasha’s hips began to gyrate and her moaning resumed, I recognised this as a sign that she was nearing orgasm and redoubled my efforts on her clit, whilst beginning to fuck her face as if it was a pussy. 
 
    I was absolutely wild with lust by this point, it was difficult to restrain myself and make sure I pulled my cock out of her throat often enough so she could catch her breath before plunging it back into her.  Her virgin throat felt amazing but the steadily more frantic moans she emitted directly on and around my engorged cock head were significant motivation to remember her need to breathe, just as the sound of my balls slapping against her nose was significant motivation to continue fucking her face. 
 
    Soon she let out a moan louder than all the rest combined and I saw her pussy convulse in front of my very eyes as a gush of her natural lubricant streamed out of her pussy and increased the size of the wet patch on the sheet under her ass.  Her tongue swirled all around my erection as if trying to push it out so she could moan unobstructed, but it didn’t have enough power to do so, it was merely an incredible tongue bath for my member. 
 
    When Tasha finally stopped writhing around I couldn’t take it anymore, the thought of taking her virginity while she slept was too hot to wait any longer.  I pushed myself back up to my knees, my dick still inside the sleeping cheerleader’s mouth, and reached over to the bedside table, grabbing the lubricant. 
 
    I took one last look at the girl of my dreams before I took my cock out of her mouth.  Twin streams of saliva mixed with pre-cum had flowed from each side of her mouth and up her face until they disappeared at her hairline.  Her formerly neatly tied ponytail had some loose and her hair was the dishevelled mess of a well-fucked slut.  Of course, that’s not what she was, but I was going to use her sleeping body like one. 
 
    My erection slid out of her mouth with a wet sound and sprang up to hit me in the belly.  I could barely believe how hard the passed out blonde teen made me and was unable to count my lucky stars, the number being too high.  I carefully crawled around her unconscious body, her only movement being the peaceful rise and fall of her beautiful chest and the rapid shifting of her eyes behind her eyelids.  She must have been having one hell of a dream. 
 
    I positioned myself between her legs and twisted off the cap to the tube of lubricant.  There was a foil seal over the opening and the cap was shaped to puncture it so that is what I did.  I looked at the tube in my hand, down at Tasha’s waiting pussy and then stuck the nozzle of the tube between the soft pink folds of her labia, injecting a cold dollop of lubricating jelly directly up her virgin slit.  If she had have been awake I’m sure she would have squealed in protest. 
 
    Next I slathered a generous serving all over my cock until the entire head and shaft were entirely covered.  Tasha wouldn’t know it until she watched the video later, but I was going to be fucking her hard and fast, so there was every need to make things as slippery as possible for her soon to be abused vagina.  I cast the tube aside, ready to claim my prize. 
 
    I grasped my cock from the middle of my shaft and bent it downwards until the head came into contact with Tasha’s soft pink folds.  It was an incredible sight, I am only slightly above average in size, but next to the teen cheerleader’s slit I looked like a giant.  Again I was struck by how impossibly tight she looked, if I hadn’t previously worked the head of my cock inside her while in the dark I would have been doubtful about her ability to accept my invasion of her virgin depths. 
 
    I pushed forward and, despite the huge amount of lubricant, my cock was met by a tightness that was not yielding enough to receive it.  I remembered the technique I had employed on that previous Friday night and began to rub the head of my shaft up and down her slit from near her asshole all the way up to her clit.  Obviously I had felt the pleasure of doing this before but it went to a whole other level being able to see the way her body reacted to my forceful invasion. 
 
    Each stroke of my cock caused her outer folds to open slightly more until, with a popping sensation, the head of my cock slipped partially inside her.  I pushed forward slowly, loving the unbelievable feeling of her tight lips hugging the sensitive tip of my manhood on all sides.  At last the head disappeared inside her and her pink labia closed down on my shaft like the lips of a girl sexily sucking a lollypop.  I pushed forward only a fraction of an inch further and was met by the same barrier I had encountered the last time my cock was buried this far between her legs. 
 
    Her hymen stood resolutely in my way, unable to resist me if I should decide to go further but a testament to the fact that nobody else had been past it either, a promise that I could claim Tasha’s body for myself.  I gripped her around the hips and with a powerful thrust I slammed my cock into her all the way to the base, tearing through her hymen as if it was as solid as mist.  Lubricant gushed out of her pussy around my cock, hitting me on the inner thighs and Tasha half gasped, half squealed in her slumber and seemed to be sleepily trying to manoeuver her body away from the surprise invader. 
 
    I held her in place until her writhing relented and she was once more peaceful and serene, no longer just a girl, but a woman full of cock.  I pulled back with my hips and then buried my shaft inside her again, she gasped once more but didn’t writhe as much.  Now that I didn’t have to hold her in place I began fucking her deeply and watching as her perky teen chest bounced in time with each thrust.  Her pussy caressed my cock from all sides and it was an extreme force of will to stop myself cumming instantly. 
 
    As much as I enjoyed watching her tits bounce I couldn’t fuck her hard enough from my upright position, so I leaned forward until our bodies were pressed close together and my face was right above hers.  I slid my hands under her arms and hooked them around her shoulders, effectively holding her in place for what I was about to do. 
 
    Once I was set I began to piston my cock into her newly deflowered depths at the most insane speed and power I could possibly muster.  Our genitals crashed together with a wet ‘schlop, schlop, schlop’ sound and Tasha’s sleepy struggles against my invading member were renewed, though in her drugged state she wasn’t coordinated enough to be effective at stopping me.  Soon her struggles died down and she began making her unbelievably sexy sounds, slightly different from our previous encounter. 
 
    “Uh… uhn… ow… ow… uh… UH… ow… UHN… UHHHHHHHHH!” 
 
    With that well-phrased exclamation I felt her pussy convulsing around my jack-hammering cock in orgasm for the first time while a single tear, of joy or pain I wasn’t sure, escaped her closed eyelid and trickled towards her ear until it met the already existing track of saliva and pre-cum my face fucking had caused earlier.  She looked so sexy at that moment I couldn’t hold back my own orgasm any longer, I was about to pull out and cum on her face for the benefits of the watching camcorders but then I remembered her instructions to make sure I came inside of her.  My cock spasmed and what felt like a torrent of semen erupted forth, blasting the most private depths of the blonde schoolgirl’s pussy over and over again as waves of ecstasy broke my thrusting rhythm, making it far more sporadic.  I roughly kissed her, forcing my tongue into her mouth as every last drop of cum I could possibly produce was deposited inside her. 
 
    At last I could extract no more pleasure from the sleeping teen and returned to my upright position to watch my cock coming out of her.  Her pussy still had me in a near death-grip of tightness but the formerly cool pink colouring of her outer lips had deepened and looked slightly raw from the abuse that had just been rained down between her legs.  My dick slipped out into the cool air of Tasha’s bedroom and her pussy immediately clenched back down to its original tight-looking size, causing a rivulet of sperm, lubricant and pussy juice to exude out over her asshole and add to the wet patch under her ass. 
 
    I was absolutely exhausted.  I had never dreamed that I would ever meet a girl as beautiful as Tasha, let alone cum all over and inside her.  I looked at her alarm clock and saw that I probably still had about eight hours of play time left with her but I would need to recharge for a while. 
 
    I moved out from between Tasha’s legs to her right hand side and rolled her to face away from me.  I slipped one arm under her neck and reached around to cup her breast.  With my other hand I inserted my still-hard cock back into her pussy before curling up my knees until we were spooning and wrapping that arm around her as well, marvelling at just how incredible her body was as my hand caressed her taut navel. 
 
    The afterglow filled my world.  I was spent and balls-deep in the hottest girl at school.  At some point my thoughts turned into dreams and I fell asleep still inside her. 
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    Tasha and I sat in the living room on a Sunday morning watching a video play on the television.  It was no ordinary DVD rental though, it was the footage we had filmed the previous night of me taking the blonde cheerleader’s virginity as she slept.  Tasha stared wide eyed at the screen with rapt attention as she watched the image of my cock first roughly fucking her face and then invading her most private place where no erection had been before. 
 
    The sex on the screen ended with me cumming deep inside her newly-deflowered pussy.  I pulled out and saw a torrent of semen drip out of her abused slit, I hadn’t noticed that when I was actually there doing it.  It had been a great idea of Tasha’s to film the entire thing, no matter what happened in the future I’d always want to look back on that moment without it fading in my mind. 
 
    “Wow… you were rough with me, no wonder I feel like I should be sitting on an ice pack.  That was fucking hot as hell, Stefan!” 
 
    “We’ve got one more day and night before your parents are back, want to do it again?” 
 
    “I do… but I’m really sore, you animal!  I don’t think I could walk tomorrow if you did that to me again.” 
 
    “Oh… well, I’m sure there’s something else we can do.” 
 
    I was a bit disappointed, having my way with the hottest girl in school while she slept peacefully was the most incredible feeling I’d ever experienced, and I’d done it twice now.  I was hooked, almost addicted.  Still, we were a couple of horny eighteen year olds with active imaginations and raging libidos, I was sure we could figure out something to keep ourselves entertained.  Little did I know what kind of a sexual deviant I’d let loose in the innocent Miss Tasha Miller. 
 
    “Actually, I do have an idea that came to me while I was awake most of the night.  Speaking of which, next time let’s make sure I take my sleeping pill in the evening so that doesn’t happen again.” 
 
    “Sounds reasonable.  What’s your idea?” 
 
    “Well, you know Stacey on the cheer team?” 
 
    I cast my mind back to the last time I had gone to the school’s football game and watched Tasha swing those pompom’s around in that short skirt.  Stacey was another girl in our school, taller than Tasha but with a much smaller chest.  I was smitten with Tasha, but as a red-blooded male I there’s no way I could deny the fact that Stacey was a knockout beauty in her own right. 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “I happen to know that no man has ever laid a finger on her.” 
 
    “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
    “She’s a lesbian, like strict lesbian.  Men do nothing for her at all.  She propositions me all the time after cheer practice.  Before you came along I was actually starting to get a bit curious about having a fling with her.” 
 
    The thought of the two cheerleaders pleasuring each other momentarily drew me into a wonderful little daydream.  Tasha snapped her fingers and brought me back to the here and now. 
 
    “Earth to Stefan.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Never mind.  Anyway, she hates you since we became a couple, but she’d still do anything for me.  I’m pretty sure I can get her to agree to let me do whatever I want with her in return for one night with me.  It just so happens that what I want is to have her take a couple sleeping pills and watch her getting fucked by her first man as she sleeps.” 
 
    What can a guy say to a proposition like that?  Since I’d first cum all over Tasha while I believed her to be slumbering under the influence of her sleeping pills I’d managed to overcome the nerves that had previously turned me into the foreign exchange student who couldn’t speak English any time the teen beauty was around.  Every now and then, though, she still found a way to render me speechless and this was one of those times. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?  I bet I can get her here tonight.” 
 
    The thought of fucking yet another teen cheerleader in her sleep was irresistible, especially the idea that she was a lesbian currently untouched by any other man.  The fact that she ‘hated’ me was another factor to consider.  There was no way she’d ever let me do anything with her, but Tasha was going to serve her up to me on a silver platter. 
 
    “You’re the best girlfriend ever.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Beep-beep!  Beep-beep! 
 
    A text message came through on my phone and I almost jumped out of my skin, I was so on edge.  Tasha had made me wait in my bedroom while she took Stacey to her own room and got the ball rolling.  I looked at the little screen. 
 
    Tasha: She’s out, come on in 
 
    I swallowed, wondering what kind of scene I'd be walking into when I opened the door to Tasha’s room.  Nothing could have prepared me for the heaven-sent image that greeted me.  Tasha was reclined on her bed with a bunch of pillows propped up behind her and her legs spread wide.   Stacey was on her knees with her face between Tasha’s legs, which meant her ass was up in the air.  It was quite a feat of balancing, because Stacey was clearly unconscious.  She wasn’t doing anything between Tasha’s legs anymore, though it was clear from Tasha’s flushed face that there had been some recent action.  To cap it all off, Tasha and Stacey were both wearing their cheerleader outfits, it was like a wet dream come true. 
 
    “Oh my god, Stefan.  She’s good at licking pussy, I’ve squirted all over her face… you’re lucky you got to me first or I might be a lesbian now… holy shit.” 
 
    Tasha was clearly coasting in the breathless afterglow of a huge orgasm but seeing the unclaimed prize of Stacey brought my mind to more selfish concerns. 
 
    “She’s actually ok with this?” 
 
    “Well, she doesn’t know specifics, but she did say ‘anything for you, Tasha’ so, let me see you fuck this cheerleader before I keep her all to myself.” 
 
    I didn’t need any more encouragement, stripping off my clothes in record time, my cock already at full mast from the moment I had walked in the room.  Tasha swung a leg over Stacey’s sleeping head and stood up, dragging a chair over to the side of the bed so she could sit in it and brace her feet on the mattress.  I climbed on the bed behind the unconscious teenager, who remained in a doggy-style position, and grasped her hips, pulling her ass against my throbbing shaft. 
 
    It was an amazing feeling to be rubbing my cock up against the lesbian cheerleader.  The knowledge that she would never have consented to it if she had been awake, but for the incredible bait that was Tasha Miller, made the experience all the more incredible.  Her firm ass felt great against my cock, but this was the kind of contact you could conceivably get at a crowded party or in a mosh pit at a concert.  I wanted more. 
 
    Keeping my hands on her hips I spread my knees wider and the tip of my cock slipped under the hem of her short skirt.  I raised myself back up and my cock disappeared behind the curtains of teen cheerleader heaven.  I pulled her hips backwards once more until I felt the heat of her ass cheeks hugging the shaft of my cock on each side like a hotdog in a bun. 
 
    I could feel the material of a G-string buried in the crack of her ass and shivered in anticipation of what I would soon see.  Most cheerleaders know that half the guys at the game are there to look up their skirts and they wear tight lycra shorts to preserve their modesty.  Stacey had always been the same but had obviously modified the uniform for Tasha’s benefit. 
 
    The heat of her body felt so sensual as I rubbed my cock along the channel created by her ass cheeks, my shaft pushing her G-string even deeper.  I could tell her pussy was soaking wet, and I wasn’t surprised, given that Stacey had recently been face-first in Tasha’s wonderful little slit.  I wondered if Stacey had noticed that Tasha’s sex looked like it had been fucked incredibly hard, the normally cool pink of her folds slightly red with the abuse I had given them. 
 
    Pulling back even harder on Stacey’s hips I felt her pussy lips gently kissing my shaft around the sides of her G-string, which had been effectively stuffed inside her by my manhood.  They were as hot and wet as I had expected, given the heat I’d felt from her ass cheeks.  To know that the labia gently caressing my cock at that moment belonged to a lesbian cheerleader who wanted nothing to do with men made it all the more stimulating.  Mine was the first cock to touch her pussy, as it had been the first for Tasha a few weeks previous. 
 
    I had to see what was going on under Stacey’s skirt and so I flipped the garment over her back, exposing the glorious sight of her pink pussy lips peeking out when she never would have even wanted me to see her underwear.  I slipped a finger around the G-string just above the crack of her ass and pulled it out, noting how a string of crystal clear pussy juice briefly attached the material to her sex before I pulled even further and it snapped. 
 
    I slipped my cock under the elastic underwear and let go, it effectively held my erection against her ass.  I let go of her hips and thrust gently without having any hands on her at all, watching my pre-cum smear all over her, while her ass cheeks and underwear hugged me close like an old friend. 
 
    From the chair beside the bed I heard a low moan and looked over to see Tasha gently stroking herself while she watched me violating Stacey.  Her eyes were half-closed and her mouth parted as her eyes remained fixed on my cock. 
 
    I pulled my shaft out from the elastic embrace of Stacey’s underwear and carefully crawled around the bed until I was in more or less the same position that Tasha had been when I first opened the door.  My balls rested gently on top of Stacey’s head, which provided a soft and downy cushion for them, but I was going to shove my cock in her mouth, so needed to make some adjustments. 
 
    It was a struggle, but eventually I got her head resting on my lower stomach, with her arms bearing a lot of her weight on top of my thighs.  I had Stacey’s face was turned towards Tasha so she would be able to see my shaft invading her cheer team member’s face, forcing her to pleasure a man with the lips she reserved exclusively for women. 
 
    Finally in position I employed the same tactic that I had with Tasha, hooking my finger into her mouth behind the front-bottom teeth and pulling her jaw open until her lips parted enough to accept my cock.  All over Stacey’s face I could feel Tasha’s slick pussy juices from the oral sex Stacey had given her earlier and I slid my cock around the sleeping teenager’s lips and cheeks, mixing our respective slippery fluids together. 
 
    At last, with one final swirl all around Stacey’s man-free lips, I plunged my eager shaft into the hot and wet confines of her mouth and gave Stacey her first taste of cock.  Lesbian or not, it felt like her mouth was born to give blowjobs, her tongue lazily swirled against the sensitive underside of the head of my cock as if gently licking a lollipop, sending tingling sensations along my length.  I pushed downwards on Stacey’s head and felt the back of her throat.  Applying steadily more pressure I finally felt some last unconscious resistance give way and my cock entered her oesophagus. 
 
    “Fuck her face,” Tasha whispered. 
 
    I wasted no time, thinking about how Tasha had said Stacey hated me.  I forced my cock as deep into her throat as the angles would allow, feeling the tip trying to bend around the corner under the pressure.  Her throat was wonderfully tight and as I built up a steady pumping rhythm, it made satisfyingly wet squelching sounds that seemed to send Tasha’s hand into a frenzy between her legs. 
 
    “Fuck it harder,” Tasha panted. 
 
    Placing my hand carefully on top of Stacey’s head, while keeping the finger on my other hand hooked around her front-bottom teeth, I increased the speed and power of my thrusts, marvelling at the pleasure I was able to take from the passed out girl.  Tasha began breathing quickly and uttered her little warning signal that she was cumming, it was honestly one of the sexiest things I had ever heard, each and every time I heard her cum. 
 
    “uh… uh… uhn… UH… UHN… UHHHHHHHHHHH!” 
 
    Just hearing it as I thrust into Stacey’s throat was almost enough to make me blow a load into the sleeping brunette’s tummy right then and there but with steel-clad willpower I managed to hold myself back.  Stacey, obviously entirely unused to the sensation of being face fucked by a man began to struggle weakly in her slumber for a moment, but her movements lacked any strength and soon died away.  I continued thrusting until Tasha had rode out her orgasm. 
 
    Stacey’s mouth was blissful but I had a notion that her lesbian pussy would be absolutely divine and I desperately needed to see my cock slam into it over and over again.  I pulled her mouth off my shaft and squirmed out from under her, leaving her more or less in the same position as I had first seen her, ready for doggy-style sex.  I carefully reversed my path from earlier, shuffling back behind the sleeping beauty, pausing to wink at my exhausted-looking girlfriend who had given me this most wonderful gift. 
 
    “Fuck her hard for me, baby,” she said with a small but lusty smile. 
 
    I had no intentions of disappointing her, the unconscious cheerleader was about to get fucked every bit as hard as Tasha had the previous day.  Positioning myself back in my original position, behind the bent over girl, I hooked the fingers of both of my hands into the waistband of Stacey’s G-string and pulled her underwear down to her knees.  With her skirt still flipped up and the flimsy white material at the bottom of her thighs, she looked like the perfect little cheerleader slut. 
 
    Her pussy peaked out from between the upper reaches of her legs, just under her puckered pink asshole and was as wet as before, she must have been really turned on going down on Tasha and, again, I couldn’t blame her, Tasha had the cutest little pussy in the world.  That’s not to say that Stacey’s wasn’t a work of art in its own right, though.  I looked down at her lesbian slit, past my twitching erection and I felt privileged to be about to plough her untilled fields. 
 
    I grabbed the shaft of my erection about halfway down and pulled it downwards until it was pointing straight at Stacey’s undefended vagina.  Holy shit, what would she say if she was awake to see this?  I thought as I moved my member closer and closer until I felt those same pussy lips that had caressed my shaft cuddle my tip.  Between my pre-cum, Stacey’s saliva and Stacey’s dripping slit nectar, my head disappeared inside her with an exquisite sliding sensation. 
 
    I pushed forward slowly, wanting to carefully press up against her hymen before ripping through it like I had with Tasha’s.  As inch after inch of my rigid shaft was eaten up by her eager slit I was disappointed to find that she had apparently lost it at some stage, I guessed via dildo or strap-on, perhaps simply from the exertions of being a cheerleader, it was impossible to say.  I shrugged to myself and kept feeding my cock in until I bottomed out, pausing to savour the feeling of her hot depths, my balls resting against where I knew her clit to be. 
 
    Stacey may have been a strict lesbian, but her sweet honey pot had no such qualms about guys, hugging my cock on all sides with loving affection as if it had yearned for a man its whole life.  I pulled back until the ridge of my cock head appeared briefly like it was surfacing for air and then plunged my entire length back into the sleeping girl, our bodies meeting with a satisfying slapping sound.  I heard Stacey moan very quietly before going silent again and then began steadily pistoning my shaft in and out of her slit. 
 
    I grabbed on to her hips again to hold her in place better, pulling her body back on to my waiting erection, and meeting her with a forceful thrust each time.  Her pussy felt even better than the ‘divine’ I had expected, it was somewhere beyond perfect.  Tight and wet, it clenched at me as if hungry for the sperm that Stacey had thus far denied it.  I slowed my pace to make myself last longer, she felt so good I could have fucked her forever. 
 
    Tasha stood, seemingly having regained some strength after her orgasms and reached around the front of Stacey’s thigh and between her legs, placing a finger on the unconscious girl’s clit. 
 
    “Imagine how she’d feel if she knew she came with a big cock inside her,” Tasha said. 
 
    Tasha clearly knew exactly the right way to touch a woman because it wasn’t long before Stacey uttered several high-pitched yips and a small flood of her pussy juices gushed out, drenching my balls as her hips bucked and swayed.  Her pussy convulsed around my thrusting thickness, feeling like it was milking me.  I couldn’t believe I was the one lucky enough to give Stacey’s pussy what it so clearly wanted. 
 
    I could sense I was perilously close to cumming by this stage and was desperate for that release.  Tasha removed her hand from between Stacey’s legs with a smug smile and I leaned forward, putting more of my weight on the unaware girl, flattening her out on the bed with me on top, my dick still inside her. 
 
    I straddled her with my knees on either side of her upper thighs and reached around her neck with my left arm, placing my hand on her right shoulder so I could hold her in place while I fucked her as hard as I could.  I slipped my right hand up the front of her cheerleading uniform shirt until I found her small breast, she had either taken off or entirely neglected to wear a bra and her nipple was exposed to my exploring fingers. 
 
    I pinched it hard as I gripped her shoulder with my other hand and forced my cock into her depths with all the strength I could muster, pulling her downwards against the invading male presence.  Again Stacey began struggling against my deep fucking, but the sleeping pill was far too powerful for her, affecting her strength and coordination to such a degree that she was unable to expel my cock from her most private area even one tiny little bit. 
 
    At last I pulled backwards from the struggling girl’s extreme depths and slammed it home again, almost as deep, her firm ass wobbled with the impact and I began to roll her nipple between my finger and thumb still under her shirt.   With the knowledge that I was on the home stretch of this fucking session I began fucking the brunette cheerleader as hard and fast as I could while my beautiful blonde girlfriend watched. 
 
    A fuzzy sensation of pleasure began to manifest itself right at the tip of my cock and grew with each thrust into Stacey’s forbidden depths, her first internal cumbath was mere moments away.  I groaned and pushed my cock into the deepest regions of her love tunnel again, sending my sperm as far inside her as I could possibly manage when a torrent of cum erupted from my swollen cock head.   
 
    I could hardly believe the amount of semen I could feel pumping into the sleeping girl given how much Tasha had made me cum so recently but there was no denying the reality, Stacey’s cock-starved pussy had milked me good.  My thrusts lost all sense of rhythm as I twitched to the ebb and flow of my orgasm until the pleasure faded away and I was left with a wonderful afterglow and a passed out cheerleader full of my sperm and still pinned down by my cock. 
 
    Finally I collapsed on top of the teen girl underneath me and caught my breath while gently playing with her now erect nipple.  I looked over at Tasha, who was looking at the whole scene with what could only be described as hunger in her eyes. 
 
    “I want that cum, Stefan, roll her over!” 
 
    Slightly perplexed, I did as Tasha asked, first pulling my dick out of Stacey, who was no longer struggling and instead looked like she was peacefully resting.  With Stacey on her back, Tasha pulled the sleeping girl’s underwear the rest of the way down her legs and tossed them to me before spreading her team-mate’s legs until the newly-fucked and cum-drenched slit parted before our eyes. 
 
    “You might as well keep those, it’ll be an interesting walk home for her tomorrow with such a short skirt and no panties.” 
 
    With that blunt summary of Stacey’s future, Tasha bent her head down and right there in front of me was essentially the very scene I had daydreamed about earlier when Tasha had first told me about Stacey’s repeated attempts at seduction.  Tasha’s mouth surrounded Stacey’s entrance and I could see her tongue working, lapping up the cream pie I had left there.  The brunette girl didn’t move a muscle, I guessed that Tasha’s tongue was a lot more gentle than I had been. 
 
    Tasha was in the same position Stacey had been at first, head down and ass up, so I flipped her cheerleader skirt over her back and sat on the bed behind her, admiring her pussy.  Everywhere between her legs was essentially smeared with the combined floods of the two orgasms she’d just had.  I couldn’t fuck again so soon, but I also couldn’t bear the thought of not tasting Tasha’s sweet honey so I leaned forward and gently licked along the length of her exposed sex. 
 
    I continued licking Tasha until she had apparently extracted every last drop of my cum from Stacey’s pussy and she sat back on her own feet, still between the sleeping girl’s legs.  When she turned to look at me she had a dribble of my creamy semen coming out of the corner of her mouth and reaching down to her chin.  God damn she looked sexy. 
 
    “These sleeping pills are fantastic, aren’t they Stefan?” 
 
    “That’s a… uh… what do you call it… understatement?” 
 
    Tasha smiled and then lay down on her bed beside her sleeping team-mate, slipping an arm around her almost tenderly. 
 
    “I’m going to try to get some shut-eye myself, Sleeping Beauty here is going to wake up in the middle of the night and want me to make good on my end of the bargain.  If she goes down on me like she did before, I’ve got no problem with that!  You better make yourself scarce and I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.” 
 
    I stood and began to make my way towards my discarded pile of clothes when Tasha piped up. 
 
    “Wait!  Come here.” 
 
    I walked next to the bed on the side Tasha was on and she gently cupped my balls and guided my semi-hard cock to her mouth, giving it a big kiss and taking it past her lips, cleaning most of mine and Stacey’s combined sex fluids off.  When she was done, she gave me a big smile and a wink, which I returned. 
 
    With my clothes gathered, I went to Tasha’s bedroom door and looked back just one last time at the pair of sleepy teen cheerleaders.  I never could have imagined my year as a foreign exchange student would be so perfect. 
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    You know how sometimes when you’re dreaming you hear things that are going on around you in the waking-world and those sounds get incorporated into your dreams?  Last night that happened to me.  I dreamed I was back in my parents’ house where I grew up and it was Christmas Eve.  Santa Claus had lost control of his sled with all the reindeer and he was flying round and around my house with his jingle bells tinkling. 
 
    Santa didn’t seem to be too bothered by the delay, he was holding on to the reins with one hand as if he was a cowboy in a rodeo, wind-milling his other arm around like he was doing an Elvis impersonation.  I stood at my window, in the dream, laughing and clapping, asking him to throw me some presents.  Something was wrong though, Santa was laughing but he wasn’t saying ‘HO, HO, HO’ he was saying ‘Tee hee hee, tee hee hee’. 
 
    I frowned and that’s when I felt myself slipping out of the dream, the flying Santa scene faded away, but the sound of tinkling bells remained.  I still had my eyes closed but I found I couldn’t get back to sleep.  Those damn bells, what time was it anyway?  I felt so tired, it couldn’t possibly be morning yet, could it?  Light was shining through my eyelids, surely I hadn’t slept through my alarm?  I never had before, and at this time of year the alarm was set for slightly before sunrise. 
 
    “Tee hee hee.” 
 
    The giggle of a schoolgirl uttered with the low tones of a grown man had my eyes open in a flash.  In an instant I could see that it was still dark outside but there was an eerie green light coming from inside my room, over in the corner.  Without moving I couldn’t see the source of the light because my covers had bunched up near my face.  With a gulp I reached out with both hands and flattened my blankets. 
 
    In the corner of my room was a man in a tutu glowing with a supernatural light.  Just peeking out from behind his back I could see a pair of fairy wings just like the kind included in children’s fairy costumes for Halloween.  Like I said, they only just peeked out from either side, he was a big guy.  The tutu may have been pink or white, it was hard to tell in that strange green light, but it was clearly several sizes too small for him, the delicate fabric strained against his large body, covering only a small fraction of his surface area.  In his hand was a wand.  I could tell it was a wand because of the star shape on the end, again it looked like something from a children’s Halloween costume. 
 
    The only thing stopping me from screaming at that point was the spooky green light the man seemed to be glowing with.  I couldn’t see any particular point of illumination, he just radiated it from everywhere.  Because of that, I was sure I was still dreaming rather than trapped in my room with a psychopath.  The man looked slightly jittery, as if he was excited about something and was waiting for me to speak. 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m The Returns Fairy of course!  Tee hee hee!” 
 
    “The Returns Fairy?” 
 
    “Yes!  I work for the library.  When you borrowed your last lot of books did you see those posters up boasting about the library’s record-low levels of overdue books?  That’s because of me!” 
 
    “You drive out and bring the books back?” 
 
    “No, don’t be silly!  I fly out and finger the ever-loving bejesus out of anybody who doesn’t return their books on time.  Tee hee hee!  Nobody forgets to bring their books back anymore and the library staff couldn’t be happier!” 
 
    The man did a little dance and the tinkling of bells became momentarily louder until he stopped.  This was a fucking weird dream and I’d had enough.  I pinched my arm, hard.  Holy fuck did that hurt.  My heart beat harder in my chest, I really was trapped in my room with a psychopath.  I glanced at my bedroom door, slightly ajar, and where the man was standing.  Could I make it?  I had to try.  I swept the covers aside and bolted for the door in a panic. 
 
    “Ba-DOOSH!” 
 
    The man who called himself The Returns Fairy pointed his wand at the bed and before I knew it my own sheets had entangled my arms and legs like cotton tentacles and dragged me backwards until the mattress hit the back of my knees and I collapsed on to the soft surface.  My sheets continued to tug and pull, repositioning me until I was spread out like a starfish on my bed, my short nightie doing nothing to hide my pussy from his amused, and slightly hungry, gaze. 
 
    I struggled against my soft but inescapable bonds, my mind still not quite believing that this could be happening.  The Returns Fairy walked to the bottom of my bed where he could get a better view of my exposed sex and I could see his giant cock swinging below the frilly hem of his tutu skirt.  My eyes widened in fear and he noticed where I was looking. 
 
    “Hey, have a bit of decency, I can’t help it, it’s just the uniform we have to wear.” 
 
    I screamed for help, a bloodcurdling yell I hoped the neighbours would hear, it was terrifying where this seemed to be heading, what was he going to do to me?  The Returns Fairy rolled his eyes, pointed his wand at me and said ‘Ba-DOOSH!’  With that I was silenced, no sound would come out of my mouth no matter how hard I tried. 
 
    “Not so fast, sugar, you haven’t paid your fines yet.” 
 
    Sugar?  Did he call me sugar?  I thought only sassy, black, female cops from 1970s TV shows were allowed to use that word to address people.  No matter what he was, he was clearly none of those things.  I continued struggling ineffectually against my traitor sheets while The Returns Fairy reached behind his back and pulled a tablet PC out of god only knows where, there were no secret pockets on that damn tutu, that’s for sure. 
 
    “Let me explain the system for you, as I can see you’re a first time offender.  Basically, I use one finger per book you have overdue, it’s very simple.  So let’s see what we’re working with here.” 
 
    He let go of the tablet PC and it floated in the air in front of him, he tapped it with his plastic-looking-little-girl-star-wand and waited for a moment.  One moment turned into several moments and he looked at me apologetically. 
 
    “Sorry, the system is running a bit slow today.  Ah, here we go.  Five books!  Five, Lucy!  For shame.” 
 
    The Returns Fairy tapped the tablet PC with his wand again and it flew behind his back and out of sight.  He looked at me and cracked the knuckles on one hand before climbing on to the bed between my legs. 
 
    “I’m going to let you speak again.  You can scream if you want, but nobody will hear you.  It’s like we’re in space.  Tee hee hee!” 
 
    He pointed the wand at me, said ‘Ba-DOOSH!’ and I found I had my voice back. 
 
    “Please don’t touch me!  I’m sorry!  I’ll take my books back tomorrow… NO!  I’ll take them back right fucking now, just please don’t touch me!” 
 
    “It’s too late, Lucy, company policy.” 
 
    He swapped his wand to his left hand and tapped the fingers of his right with it.  Immediately a thick clear jelly-like substance materialised out of thin air and began oozing over his entire hand.  He glanced at me and saw my wide-mouthed surprise. 
 
    “Fairy lubricant.  You didn’t think this was going to be a dry fingering did you?  I work for the library, not the IRS. “ 
 
    The Returns Fairy let go of his wand, which remained hovering in mid-air like his tablet PC had done, and began to caress my inner thigh with his left, un-lubed, hand.  I squirmed away as best I could, repulsed by his unwanted physical contact.  He sighed. 
 
    “A little help, guys?” 
 
    The bastard, turncoat sheets tightened their grip and I was stretched out wide, completely open to all The Return Fairy’s advances.  He placed his hand back on my inner thigh and I was now unable to move away in the slightest, I was completely at his mercy.  His fingers traced up my leg towards were my pussy waited, undefended, and pushed my nightie up until it was bunched around my waist. 
 
    He whistled in admiration. 
 
    “I gotta say, Lucy, I see some real horror stories in my line of work, but you have got a beautiful pussy.” 
 
    I blushed at the unexpected compliment from this strange being between my legs.  I’d always secretly thought that my pussy was one of my best assets, a pity it was considered bad form to mention it in job interviews, I bet I’d have landed a much better position if I could.  The Returns Fairy ran his hand downwards over my landing-strip pubic hair and placed his first two fingers in an upside-down ‘V’ on either side of my slit before spreading those fingers and opening my pussy. 
 
    I blushed even deeper when I realised that my hips were acting almost with a mind of their own, trying to push my clit upwards into his palm, but without success.  His fairy-lubed hand moved towards my spread pussy with one finger extended as if accusing my honey pot of some heinous crime.  I gasped when his digit made contact, it was buzzing like my favourite vibrator, and twitched involuntarily, though my sheets held me more or less in position. 
 
    He pushed his accusatory finger forwards and my pussy lips parted to accept it like an old friend, made all the more easy with that fairy lubricant.  He twisted his finger inside me as he inserted it until the palm of his hand was facing upwards.  At last, I felt his hand against me and his finger was all the way inside, vibrating away. 
 
    With his thumb, also humming like the silver bullet I had buried in my underwear drawer, he gently massaged my clit, making it slippery with fairy lubricant and sending tingles of shameful pleasure into my body.  I was so confused, I didn’t ask for this, I didn’t want this… but it felt so good and my body was as treacherous as my sheets, pushing upwards against his thumb, grinding my clit against him. 
 
    A moan escaped my lips and I clamped my mouth shut against it, I couldn’t let him know that I liked what he was doing.  It was no use though, he continued his manipulations of my pussy but looked up into my eyes. 
 
    “You dirty bitch, you’re loving this aren’t you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No?  Maybe you’ll change your tune once I…” 
 
    Before I knew it a second slick finger had joined the first, pressing harder against my pussy walls, but still not as big as some of the cocks that had driven down that path before.  He pistoned his fingers in and out of me, twisting and vibrating until my pussy clenched at his digits like it didn’t want to let go.  My breathing became quick and heavy and to my surprise an orgasm exploded from between my legs. 
 
    There was nothing I could do to hide the fact, I thrashed my head from side to side and moaned like an utter whore, pulling against my sheets with arms and legs.  My pussy gripped his fingers even harder but still they were able to slide in and out with almost military precision.  At last I calmed down and laid panting on my mattress while his two fingers continued pumping me unabated. 
 
    “This is where it starts getting difficult for some people,” he said as if he was reading a recipe. 
 
    He extracted his first two fingers and then pushed forward again, but this time I could feel a third join them.  The tips pushed past my outer labia with little difficulty and into the entrance of my still quivering love tunnel.  I felt the bumps of his second knuckles enter me and, true to his word, things did start getting a bit more difficult. 
 
    Towards the base of his fingers the fact that there was some distance between his first and third fingers created a certain… girth to his invasion of my most private place.  At that point it was probably equivalent to the fattest cock I had ever had punish my pussy in my whole life, though it was only of average thickness at the tips, deep inside me. 
 
    I swallowed and bit my lower lip as my pelvis began thrusting up against him once more.  It was no fair invading a woman’s bedroom with a trick like those vibrating hands up your sleeve.  I was powerless to stop my body from reacting to the hot, wet, humming sensations and once my pussy became accustomed to the new addition The Returns Fairy began jack-hammering his fingers into me at the fastest pace he had inflicted yet. 
 
    Wet squelching sounds emitted from between my legs as my slit paid the price for my library book tardiness, getting punished by three fat fingers at once.  How many books were overdue?  Five?  Oh God. 
 
    As if reading my mind the Returns Fairy smiled wickedly and his fourth finger, the little pinkie, pressed against my slit, alongside the other three.  From the very first moment I felt the four of them lined up side by side, I knew it was impossible, there was no way they could all fit inside me.  That didn’t stop him from trying though. 
 
    With a look of almost childlike wonder on his face he pushed forward, his longer middle two fingers pressing into me first, then his pointer-finger a hair’s breadth ahead of the pinkie.  With the first three fingers firmly embedded in me and the fourth pressing against my taut opening he spread the already inserted fingers to stretch my lips out and make room.  The last finger found space inside me and pushed forward. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I breathed, not sure if I was in pain or ecstasy. 
 
    I was so full, I’d never experienced anything like it before.  Any of my previous lovers had inserted two fingers at the absolute most, that was par for the course, four was just unheard of.  My pussy protested silently as the marginally fatter expanse where his second knuckles were slid past my abused lips. 
 
    At last his progress was halted by the base of his thumb and he mercifully used his last external digit to massage my clit, which was yearning for the attention it had received back in the good old days when only one finger was inside of me.  The vibrating thumb on my most sensitive bump did the trick and my mind and pussy were both adequately distracted from the unprecedented huge incursion inside my vagina. 
 
    To my amazement I felt another orgasm approaching and began breathing faster, letting out small yelps of reluctant pleasure.  The Returns Fairy pressed that wonderful buzzing thumb hard against my clit and held it there.  The humming seemed to reverberate around my body until it reached my ears and it was all I could hear as I felt myself cum even harder than before on his hand and a gush of my juices squirted out. 
 
    In the midst of my orgasm The Returns Fairy lifted his thumb off my clit and, timing it with the convulsions of my pussy, inserted that inside me with the rest of his hand and began pushing forward again, no longer held back by thumb anatomy.  I wanted to tell him to stop, that I couldn’t take any more, my pussy wasn’t meant for this… but I couldn’t.  I was still floating around on the currents of my climax and having the most massive presence I’d ever felt inside me was prolonging it. 
 
    My eyes rolled back in my head from the sheer ecstasy of it and I rode out my orgasm in relative blindness while that feeling of fullness increased with each passing second.  Finally I regained my senses and looked down.  My pussy lips were clamped down somewhere on The Return Fairy’s forearm and he wasn’t pushing forward anymore.  There was no more pussy to push into.  End of the road. 
 
    “Now what?”  I whispered, utterly spent from the strain between my legs and my orgasms. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    The Returns Fairy began pumping his entire hand along the length of my tunnel stopping at the point that stretched my lips the most before thrusting back inside me.  He was relentless and I writhed against my bonds, still totally unable to loosen them, until he began speaking in the midst of his assault between my legs. 
 
    “Will… you… remember… to… return… your… books?” He grunted out between each solid thrust. 
 
    “Yes, oh fuck yes!” 
 
    I was half affirming his question, half yelling my pleasure but he seemed satisfied, though he continued his whole-hand insertion for several more pumps, shaking not only my whole body by the entire bed as well.  Each time he did this a small shower of glittery dust cascaded off his head and sparkled in his green glow as it fell to my bed and all over my legs while his tinkling bells punctuated the motions. 
 
    At last he pulled out all at once and I had this strangely sad empty feeling between my legs.  Without any ceremony, The Returns Fairy stood up, grabbed his still hovering wand and pointed it at me. 
 
    “Ba-DOOSH!” 
 
    My sheets slackened their grip and I extracted my arms, rubbing my wrists to get the circulation going properly again.  I left my legs spread though, wanting him to remember my ‘beautiful pussy’ even though I had never invited him to see it in the first place.  After cumming so hard I felt like I should make some pillow talk. 
 
    “Why do you always say ‘ba-DOOSH’?” 
 
    “It’s my magic word.  Every fairy has their own magic word, but all the good ones like abracadabra and ala-kazam are taken.  I’ve got ba-DOOSH.” 
 
    As he spoke the word a shower of dildos shot out of the end of his wand. 
 
    “Whoops, slip of the tongue.  Anyway, I must be going, a gentleman down the street has some overdue books he’s going to regret.  I want you to return those books as soon as you wake up, tomorrow, Lucy, don’t make me come back here.” 
 
    “Er… OK… um… but what am I supposed to do… I think I’ve been ruined for all cocks, how could a mere penis ever satisfy me now?” 
 
    “There’s probably a good book about that at your local library where staff are friendly and helpful.  Good evening, m’lady.” 
 
    And with that his little wings flapped and lifted his large body off the ground.  He did a little loop-the-loop and a shimmering trail of fairy dust marked his trail wherever he went before flying to the open window.  He bumped his head on the window frame on his way out and I heard him say ‘Motherfucker’ as the sound of bells receded into the distance. 
 
    I lay there thinking for a moment.  I had eleven books due in the following week… would I return them on time? 
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    I knew something was wrong right from the moment I sat in the car so Mr Warren could drive me home at the end of the night.  It had been an otherwise uneventful evening babysitting the Warren kids while their parents went out on a date, they’d gone to bed right on time and the older boy had only come out of his room once asking for some water.  No problems. 
 
    Mr Warren sat in the driver’s seat just looking at me for a while.  I didn’t know what to say, he was clearly checking me out.  I saw his eyes roam from the very tips of my toes, up my legs and pause for a long time at the bare skin below my short pleated skirt.  It was a somewhat more risqué than conventional outfit for babysitting, but I had wanted to look sexy for my boyfriend who was supposed to be visiting me while the Warrens were out.  He’d cancelled at the last moment though, much to my frustration. 
 
    Mr Warren’s gaze continued its journey up my body, pausing once more at chest level.  I looked downwards and saw that some of the gaps between the buttons of my shirt were gaping open, allowing him to see the lacy material of my a-cup bra.  I crossed my arms over my chest self-consciously, I was shy about my breasts at the best of times, being a late bloomer they were still growing, but I didn’t want my employer looking at them, they were private. 
 
    He looked at me with a knowing smile and I blushed, still not knowing how to react to his inappropriate attention.  I was about to get out of the car when he reached out with his hand and put it on my thigh, his little finger just disappearing under the hem of my skirt. 
 
    “Safety first, Sara, put your seatbelt on.” 
 
    Before I could push his hand away he removed it himself and started the car.  I was so confused, he had never done anything like this before.  I wondered if I was misinterpreting his actions, he wouldn’t have taken his hand off my leg by himself if he was really coming on to me would he? 
 
    “Uh… OK Mr Warren, of course.” 
 
    I wrapped the seatbelt around the front of my body and buckled up as Mr Warren pulled out into the street and drove away from his house.  The silence in the car was kind of awkward, so I reached towards the stereo. 
 
    “Mind if we listen to something?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure thing, Sara.  I’ve got an audio book on cd in there at the moment, let’s listen to that.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I was a bit disappointed, I had wanted to listen to music rather than a short middle-part of some stupid book, but it was his car and his rules I supposed.  I don’t know the title or author of the book Mr Warren had playing over his car stereo but it sure as hell didn’t help make things less awkward.  The scene being read out by a young woman depicted a husband and wife who seduce their babysitter and graphically described all kinds of sex acts I hadn’t even dreamed of before. 
 
    I squirmed in my seat, feeling a distinct dampness between my legs.  I put it down to a combination of my boyfriend letting me down and how the narrator was moaning out her orgasmic dialogue in the audio book.  There was no two ways about it, I was horny.  I couldn’t wait to get home and masturbate, away from the prying eyes of Mr Warren. 
 
    I’d lost my virginity to my boyfriend only a few weeks previous and we were still exploring our way around each other’s bodies.  Our first time was really clumsy but it was getting better, I was so happy to be fumbling around and learning about sex with him.  The thought of my boyfriend only turned me on more, I was getting desperate for the car journey to end.  I snapped out of my daydreams when Mr Warren took an unexpected turn down a dark alley and pulled over. 
 
    “What are you doing, Mr Warren?” 
 
    “I just wanted to show you something, Sara.  I think you’ll find it pretty interesting.” 
 
    He reached forward and turned the volume knob down until the narrator’s voice could only just be heard but no words could be made out.  Twisting around he grabbed something out of the pocket on the back of my seat, which turned out to be a tablet PC of some kind. 
 
    “Have a look at this,” he said, pressing a few icons on the screen. 
 
    A video began to play, I recognised it at once as Mr and Mrs Warren’s bedroom.  I think my heart may have even stopped beating for a while when I saw who walked into frame.  It was me, I recognised the shirt and skirt I’d worn the previous week when I babysat for the man in the driver’s seat.  I also knew what was about to happen. 
 
    In the video I looked around the room as if making sure the coast was clear, obviously missing wherever Mr Warren had hidden the camera, and made for the chest of drawers.  It was clear from my actions that I knew what I was doing, I fished around in the third drawer from the top and brought out a small metal box.  Opening the box I pulled out a wad of cash, counted some off, took it and replaced the money in the box before returning the whole thing to the drawer and leaving the room.  When I turned around my face was clearly visible for a moment. 
 
    Tears welled up in my eyes, how could I have been so stupid to think they wouldn’t miss a few hundred dollars?  I was saving up for a car of my own and babysitting money was taking forever, now I didn’t even want to think about what the penalty would be for something like this… could I even go to jail? 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    Mr Warren didn’t let me get any further than that, holding his hand up to silence me. 
 
    “Let’s cut to the chase, Sara.  With what I have here AND the other surveillance videos I have back home, you’d be looking at about a year behind bars.  I’m a lawyer, as you know, so trust me on that.” 
 
    I gulped… what else had he seen?  I thought back over the past months babysitting for the Warrens and began to shake.  A year?  With something like that on my record, my life would be ruined… no going to college with my boyfriend, no decent jobs for the rest of my life, problems with credit so I could never buy a house to raise a family in.  I saw my whole future being torn to shreds and began to cry as Mr Warren continued. 
 
    “Just around the corner from here is the police station, and just around the other corner is the way to your house.  It’s going to be up to you which way we go.” 
 
    “My house, please Mr…” 
 
    “No, it’s not that simple, Sara.  I am willing to let this slide because you have something I want.  If you give it to me then we can call it even and these videos get destroyed.” 
 
    “What… do you want?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “I just want to touch your body a bit, Sara, you’re such a sexy little girl.” 
 
    “That’s… that’s it?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep, that’s it.  Easy decision?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Think of your future, Sara.” 
 
    “I guess, Mr Warren… you can touch me…” 
 
    I braced myself, hardly believing the choice that had been offered me.  If you had asked me a few months ago whether there was any possible situation where I’d give the go ahead for a middle-aged man, even one in as good shape as Mr Warren was, to feel my firm teen body I’d have said you were crazy.  Yet there I was in just such a man’s car, dressed essentially like a sexy little schoolgirl, waiting for him to grope me. 
 
    “Take off that seatbelt, it will only get in the way now,” he said, putting the tablet PC back in the pocket and turning off the car. 
 
    I did as he asked and sat very still with my head turned towards the window and my legs clamped shut, hoping it would all be over soon.  I heard him undo his own seatbelt and shortly afterwards I felt his fingertips touch my thighs and delicately trace upwards under my skirt.  I redoubled my efforts at squeezing my legs shut, there was no way I’d let him get between them.  No way. 
 
    He didn’t force the issue at that stage though, instead he reached all the way up my skirt until he touched my panties and rubbed back and forth across the little picture of a teddy bear holding a love heart that I knew was there.  The soft cotton material of my underwear rubbed across my freshly shaved pubic area, I’d planned that little surprise for my boyfriend but now the first man to feel my bald mound was Mr Warren. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut as he inhaled and hooked a finger over the elastic of my panties and rubbed the smooth area with his fingers as if trying to confirm what he had suspected he felt through my underwear.  I still had my legs tightly shut so he couldn’t feel too low. 
 
    “Are you completely shaved?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, still not looking at him as he continued to explore the area where my pubic hair had formerly been.  After a while he extracted his hand from under my skirt and I felt him place it back on my lap, his nimble fingers now finding their way under the bottom of my shirt.  My hands almost moved without thinking, reaching to my lap to push him away, but I forced myself to think about my future and with great effort returned them to my sides, letting Mr Warren do whatever he wanted. 
 
    I turned my head from the window to look at him for a second, his mouth was parted slightly and he was looking at my body as if it was food and he would eat me all up.  I turned back to the window, almost scared by that look as I felt his fingertips make contact with my bare skin again, this time on my flat and firm tummy.  His touch was so light, slow and appreciative that it was difficult to reconcile it with the obvious lust on his face. 
 
    His fingers traced a slow and lazy circle around my belly button and then continued upwards, as I knew they would, towards my small chest.  He squeezed first one breast and then the other through my bra.  My tits were sensitive and I often experienced a dull ache in them.  My mother called it ‘growing pains’ when I asked and she said she had been a late bloomer just like me, also not really getting any boobs until she was eighteen.  She sported a fine pair of c-cups now, I hoped I would be the same. 
 
    The next thing I knew, his fingers had snaked around the top of a cup and pulled it downwards, exposing a nipple to his fingers, and he pinched it gently.  Still, being extremely sensitive, the combined pain and pleasure jolted me and this time my hands really did push his arm away.  My nipple was pulled outwards momentarily until it escaped his fingers and I gasped at the unexpected extra tug. 
 
    “No Mr Warren!  Over the underwear only… those are only for my boyfriend.” 
 
    “Do you love him?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your boyfriend, do you love him?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Then I suppose you’d probably like to feel his hands on you again, rather than pushing your tits up against the glass when he visits you in prison?” 
 
    “Mr Warren, please!” 
 
    “I say when enough is enough, not you Sara, do you understand?” 
 
    “I… yes, Mr Warren.” 
 
    “Say you’re sorry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Tell me I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    “You… you can do whatever you want.” 
 
    “With what?” 
 
    “With… uh… with my body.  You can do whatever you want with my body.” 
 
    “That’s a good little slut.” 
 
    I opened my mouth in protest, I wasn’t a slut, I was a good girl!  I closed it again when I realised how ludicrous that would sound under the circumstances.  I was giving an older man free access to grope me because I’d been caught stealing money from him.  I was ashamed of myself, maybe I was a slut after all. 
 
    I blushed when his fingers returned to my uncovered nipple and he began rolling it between his finger and thumb.  My body betrayed me and the nipple hardened under his manipulations, confirming the fact that what he was doing was turning me on.  Dammit!  The combination of that sexy audiobook, the pent up sexual frustration of my boyfriend cancelling our date and Mr Warren’s skilled fingers was making me positively wet, I could feel my panties dampening between my legs. 
 
    I’d discovered at an early age that if I squeezed and released my thigh muscles, shutting my legs and releasing, over and over again, I could give myself an orgasm without even so much as reaching between my legs with my hands.  I’d felt so lucky the time I’d secretly brought myself off in class but that same fluke of anatomy was working against me as Mr Warren  continued to tweak my nipple.  With my legs squeezing together I was beginning to feel a familiar sensation of growing pleasure. 
 
    Mr Warren eventually removed his hand from my tit and placed it on my thigh again, it was almost as if he could read my mind and knew my dilemma.  I couldn’t open my legs and let him touch my pussy, that was really for my boyfriend only, no matter what Mr Warren said or did… and yet I couldn’t just cum right there in front of him.  I bit my lip in silent panic as a tingly aura of ecstasy seemed to grow around my clit. 
 
    Mr Warren pressed between my thighs with all his fingers, trying to force his hand between them.  I was squirming in my seat, which didn’t help because I could feel the bottom of my panties squelching against my sopping pussy.  Oh God, was I really going to cum in front of him?  The sensation grew even stronger and I momentarily lost the strength in my legs, they quivered and Mr Warren seized the opportunity to firmly plant his hand between my thighs before they slapped together again, fixing his hand in place so he couldn’t move it towards my pussy. 
 
    It was no use though, the quivering in my legs became more and more uncontrollable, each time I relaxed my muscles his hand snaked up another couple of inches before I could halt its progress until finally he was cupping my pussy through my drenched panties. 
 
    “Holy shit, you’re wet!” 
 
    He began to gently rub my underwear against me and then there was no holding back anymore, I came, and came hard.  I ground my sex against his palm and squeezed both my breasts with my own hands, moaning and bucking in the car seat.  At last my pleasure faded and I hung my head in shame, letting my hair fall over my face and hide me as I panted.  I’d cum on Mr Warren’s hand, letting him feel my pussy through my panties when I wanted to save myself all for my boyfriend, it was so humiliating. 
 
    I felt Mr Warren pull my panties aside and reach over with his other hand to rub my exposed pussy.  I was too tired and defeated to fight him and I sat there limply letting him smear his hand with my pussy juices.  The next thing I knew he had his hand on his cock, and I hadn’t even noticed him get it out, he must have done it while I was cumming, and he began jacking himself off using my own natural lubricants until his erection was hard and glistening. 
 
    His first hand remained between my legs and I felt a finger hook around and slip inside my tight teen vagina and begin short thrusts that he matched with strokes on his cock, perhaps imagining having it inside me.  I couldn’t take my eyes off it, there was no way it would fit inside me, at least I could be sure that would still be just for my boyfriend.  Mr Warren noticed my stare and smiled. 
 
    “Why don’t you suck it a bit?” 
 
    “Mr Warren!  No!” 
 
    “I see the way you’re looking at it, you know you want to find out what a real man tastes like.” 
 
    “No I…” 
 
    His finger slipped out of my pussy as quickly as it had slipped in and he grabbed me by my pony tail, wrapping his hand around it twice until he had a firm grip and complete control of my head.  Then, inexorably, he began pushing my head towards his lap and aiming his cock at my face with the hand that had been stroking it.  I braced my hands against his thighs and pushed back with all my might, but he was just too strong for me and the head of his erection got closer and closer until it was smearing pre-cum all over my lips. 
 
    “Open up, baby, wrap your lips around that.” 
 
    His hardness pressed my lips painfully against my teeth and I was forced to open my mouth.  His huge manhood went straight in and came to rest on my tongue.  My eyes bulged, I couldn’t believe how wide my jaws had to gape to allow this monster cock in.  I recognised the faint flavour of my own juices mixed in with his pre-cum as I waited, not sure what Mr Warren would do next.  A small voice inside of me stated, bluntly, that a ‘real man’ tasted pretty fucking good.  I hushed it, ashamed that I could think that way about any man besides my boyfriend. 
 
    After I’d had a moment to become accustomed to the huge invasion of my face Mr Warren pulled on my hair until just the tip was still inside and then pushed my head down again forcefully.  His cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged, coughing and spluttering around the swollen head.  My tongue tried to push it out of my mouth and I pushed with all my might on his thigh to try to retreat, but he was more than a match for my struggles, holding me in place as if it was easy. 
 
    At last my gag reflex died down and Mr Warren pushed downwards again.  I felt a faint popping sensation and realised the head of his cock was actually in my throat.  I couldn’t believe it, I’d never dreamed that I would be able to deep throat and despite my obvious reluctance regarding the situation I felt a surge of pride and boldly impaled myself even further on his shaft. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes, Sara,” he breathed, his head lolling backwards. 
 
    It seemed that the head was by far the most difficult part to get into my throat, once that was in, paving the way for the rest, inch after inch of his length disappeared past my lips until my lips came to rest at the base of his dick.  I stayed there for as long as I could before pushing backwards because I needed air. 
 
    For a second Mr Warren’s hand kept forcing me down and I felt a surge of panic but then he let me off and looked up at him as I breathed heavily. 
 
    “I did it!” I exclaimed and then blushed. 
 
    “Good girl, Sara.” 
 
    “Is this enough?” I asked, half hoping that he would say he wanted more, half ashamed of the betrayal this meant to my boyfriend. 
 
    “No, Sara, you need to let me cum in your mouth.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I didn’t even bother protesting anymore, I realised I wanted to have him cum in my mouth, the ultimate experience of what a real man tasted like.  His cock was so much bigger than my boyfriend’s, I bet he came loads more than that drop I had seen in the end of my boyfriend’s condom when we had sex.  Without prompting or pushing I lowered my mouth back on to his cock and began bobbing up and down of my own free will. 
 
    “Get your knees up on the seat, it will help with the angle.” 
 
    I did exactly what he told me to do, ending up with my face in his lap, my knees on the seat and my ass up in the air.  If anybody had walked past my side of the car at that moment, they would have seen my short schoolgirl skirt barely covering my cheeks.  Mr Warren sensed the shift in my behaviour and let go of my hair, reaching over to flip my skirt up over my back and pulling my panties down to my knees.  The view for any passers-by improved dramatically I guess. 
 
    He was right, though, having my knees up on the seat made it way easier to suck his dick and I did so without any care for who might see my pussy.  My only concern in the whole world at that point was to get that cum inside my mouth, I wanted it, I needed it.  How had me made me his little cumslut so easily? 
 
    I attempted to take his entire length again and felt the head hit the back of my throat and my muscles clenched up, I couldn’t get it in.  He sensed my difficulty and gave my head a firm push, forcing his erection past the most difficult part.  If my throat hadn’t been blocked I would have sighed in relief.  It was wonderful having that thick meat slide down my neck, I felt so accomplished. 
 
    Mr Warren reached around one of my thighs and began stroking my clit from behind.  I moaned as best I could as my lips once more found the base of his cock.  I swirled my tongue all over his shaft for as long as I could, but his manipulation of my most sensitive spot made me breathless and I couldn’t keep it embedded in me for as long as the first time. 
 
    I pulled up and felt the head re-enter my mouth.  I took it out, kissed it and then reinserted it, caressing it all over with my tongue as I felt my second orgasm approaching.  I moaned louder and louder, beginning to buck my hips against his flickering finger. 
 
    “Do you want me to make you cum, Sara?” 
 
    “Yes, oh fuck yes please, Mr Warren.” 
 
    “You can cum again if I can fuck you.” 
 
    He stopped moving his finger on my clit and I was tortured with how close I had been.  I must have lost my mind because I forgot my misgivings about being able to fit him inside of me and instead consented to what he wanted. 
 
    “Anything you want, Mr Warren, just… please!” 
 
    “Climb on over here and straddle me.” 
 
    Mr Warren reclined his seat as I climbed over him, my panties first fell to my feet and then off my left leg completely, remaining bunched up on my right ankle.  I put a knee down on either side of his hips and grasped his cock with one hand. 
 
    “Do you have a condom?” 
 
    “A condom?” he looked at me like I’d asked if he had a dinosaur. 
 
    “I’m not on the pill, we need a condom.” 
 
    “I’ll pull out, just be ready to jump back over there so I can cum in your mouth, just like I said I would.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes, now get that cock in your little pussy and stop talking back.” 
 
    “Oh… OK… just remember to tell me when.” 
 
    His dick was still in my hand and I guided it to my entrance as I lowered myself down.  The feeling of it pressed up against my only recently deflowered pussy brought me partially back to my senses, regardless of how close my orgasm was. 
 
    “It won’t fit, Mr Warren.” 
 
    “Yes it will, baby, just keep pushing, put your weight on it.” 
 
    I gulped and did as he said.  Our slippery genitals pressed together with more and more force until I gasped and felt my pussy lips part for him, accepting most of the head inside me, where only my current boyfriend had been before.  My lips stretched outwards and I felt them close again against his shaft as the fat head made its way completely into my nearly-virgin slit. 
 
    Just like deep throating that was the hardest part and, thanks to our mutual slickness, his cock made steady progress into my depths.  It wasn’t long before there was no more cock to slide in and my pussy lips rested at the base of his shaft where my other lips had been only minutes before. 
 
    “I told you it would fit Sara, good job.  Your pussy feels fucking amazing.” 
 
    “Thanks Mr Warren.” 
 
    There was something about having him praise me that made me feel so proud of myself, I was giving this much more experienced man pleasure and it was an incredible, and admittedly odd, boost to my self-esteem.  I smiled at the compliment and began riding his cock, desperate to return to the wonderful realm of climax. 
 
    Mr Warren began thrusting upwards, meeting my downward motions with a slapping sound that sent vibrations to my clit.  I’d never felt anything like his cock in my pussy before, it was fantastic.  When I was a virgin I’d stuck the handle of my hairbrush up there when I masturbated, then of course my boyfriend had fucked me, but Mr Warren’s cock and my slit were made for each other I decided as my orgasm quickly built up again. 
 
    Suddenly I felt myself fall over the edge of ecstasy as my orgasm washed over me.  My legs quivered uncontrollably and I couldn’t ride Mr Warren anymore, I collapsed forwards and wrapped my arms around his neck like I was holding on for dear life.  It seemed that was almost true, actually, my pleasure was so intense that I almost blacked out.  Vision went fuzzy and sounds seemed to come to me from a distance. 
 
    Vaguely I felt Mr Warren wrap both arms around me, crushing me to his chest, and he began thrusting upwards quick and hard like a jack hammer.  Such was the power of his thrusts that even my little tits shook on my slim frame and my orgasm was prolonged for a far greater time than any I had experienced previously. 
 
    Eventually my orgasm faded and I was a limp fuck doll being held in place by Mr Warren’s strong arms.  I didn’t care anymore, I knew I would have to break up with my boyfriend if I was going to keep fucking Mr Warren, and I desperately wanted that.  I realised he was whispering something in my ear but I missed the start of it. 
 
    “… slut.  I’m going to cum inside you, blast your little womb with my sperm.  I bet you’ll get pregnant, your belly will swell and those little titties will get fat with milk…” 
 
    “No, Mr Warren!  I told you I’m not on the pill!” 
 
    “I knowwwwwww…. UGHHHHHHH!” 
 
    For the first time in my life I felt hot sperm blasting against my pussy walls, my cervix, completely coating my love tunnel with his seed.  I could almost sense the little swimmers making a beeline for my fertile eggs and whimpered powerlessly.  I was sure he was right, I would get pregnant from this, and then everybody would know what a little slut I was.  The thought was strangely liberating and hot all at the same time. 
 
    Mr Warren’s thrusts slowed as I felt his jets of cum decrease in power and volume.  Soon he was still and we stayed where we were, panting against each other in the afterglow.  Eventually he released me and I raised myself up and off his cock, squeezing my pussy as tight as I could in an effort to keep his cum inside of me. 
 
    I moved back to my own seat, noticing but not caring that my panties fell of my ankle.  I was Mr Warren’s pantyless little slut and that was just what I wanted to be. 
 
    “Can I babysit for you next week too, Mr Warren?” 
 
    “I think that can be arranged, Sara.” 
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    Sara was a year above me in school, and we weren’t friends.  If our school had cheerleaders she probably would have been one but I was always more of the artistic persuasion, part of the drama club, an aspiring actress.  I remembered the scandal when she dropped out of school right at the end of the previous year.  Rumour had it that she’d gotten pregnant, and her few public appearances afterwards proved those rumours true. 
 
    Given all that, I was certainly surprised to receive a phone call from her near the end of my own last year of school. 
 
    “Hello, Breanna?” the voice asked. 
 
    “Yes… who is this?” 
 
    “It’s Sara, Sara Mounce, from school.  Remember me?” 
 
    “Oh, uh, yeah.  Hi Sara, how are you?” 
 
    “I’m good thanks.  Busy with the little one, but good.” 
 
    “Great.  Anyway, to what do I owe the pleasure, Sara, this is a bit out of the blue?” 
 
    “I’ve got a job offer for you.” 
 
    “I’ve got a job.” 
 
    “I know, you’re a babysitter.” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?  You were my big babysitting competition last year before… well, you know.  Some people would only contact me when you were all booked up.” 
 
    I was slightly flattered by the confidence my regulars showed in me and smiled to myself.  “I am still keeping pretty busy with all that, not sure if I can take on any more.” 
 
    “I think you’ll want this one, Breanna.  I had my own regulars you know, some really good ones, but I’m just too busy with my own kid now.” 
 
    “What’s so good about this one?” 
 
    “They pay pretty well for a start, the job this weekend is only a few hours and it will be $100.” 
 
    “Wow, that is good.” 
 
    “Yep, but there’s a couple extra perks… for the right babysitter.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, they’re pretty loaded and, um, keep this to yourself, but I found where they keep a box of cash.  They never notice if you take a little bit.” 
 
    “You steal from them?” 
 
    “Don’t get on your high horse, Breanna, when I took over babysitting for the O’Malley’s they told me you stole from them.  Besides, I know you need the money, I’m not judging you.” 
 
    I was caught in a major conflict of emotions, embarrassment about being caught out on my false indignation, angry about Sara’s comment on my near-poverty-line home life, but also an undercurrent of interest about this job that sounded too good to be true. 
 
    “OK, sorry, just reacted that way out of… well you know.” 
 
    “No problem.  There’s one other thing you can do to make this gig a bit more lucrative.  If you’re interested that is?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m interested.” 
 
    “Well, this might sound a little strange but hear me out, OK?” 
 
    “OK…” 
 
    “Well, you see, Mrs. Warren is a bit of a cold fish, doesn’t really give Mr. Warren a lot of attention from what I can gather.  He likes to have a bit of, you know, eye candy around the place.” 
 
    “If you’re suggesting what I think you’re suggesting, there’s no way!  I’m a babysitter, not a whore!” 
 
    “No, no!  It’s nothing like that!  Mr. Warren isn’t like that at all!  He’d never lay a hand on you, but if  you dress up nicely, like in a little schoolgirl outfit and just play up the little sexpot angle, you’ll find a healthy tip along with that $100 at the end of the night.” 
 
    “I don’t know about this… what if he gets the wrong idea?” 
 
    “Then you tell him no and he’ll listen, he’s not a psycho or anything, I’ve been babysitting for the Warrens for years.” 
 
    “Speaking of Warrens in plural, what does Mrs. Warren say when you arrive at the doorstep looking like a call girl?” 
 
    “Well, you won’t need to worry about that this time, she’s away.  After you get your fat tip you can think of a way to get around that little obstacle if you want to do more babysitting for them.  I know you can do this, Breanna, you were awesome as Juliet in Romeo and Juliet, just think of it like an acting job.” 
 
    “You’re sure he won’t try anything?” 
 
    “Positive.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    I did everything just like Sara said, how could things have gone so disastrously wrong?  I’d arrived at the Warren residence right on time in my shortest little tartan skirt and button-up white top.  I even had my hair in pigtails, I wanted that tip! 
 
    Everything had been going so well, Mr. Warren’s eyes had nearly popped out of their sockets when he opened the door and saw me.  He couldn’t help himself but scan me from toe to head, lingering at the hem of my short skirt.  I’m a petite girl, so his eyes didn’t have too far to roam and by the time they reached my eyes I was twirling a finger around one of my pigtails, really playing it up.  When he offered his hand in introduction I actually even gave him a hug, making sure my little breasts pressed into him.  Sara had assured me that he just liked a bit of attention and wouldn’t get any funny ideas. 
 
    The Warren kids were well behaved and after putting them to bed I didn’t hear a peep out of them.  I went to the drawer in the Warrens’ bedroom that Sara had told me about and lifted a couple hundred in twenties.  Like I said, things were going great. 
 
    That all changed as soon as Mr. Warren returned from wherever it was he had been that night.  I was ready to go but he said he just needed to check something in his room.  I couldn’t help but be nervous, waiting for him to come back downstairs.  What if he noticed the missing cash?  I gulped and my heart began to beat faster. 
 
    “Breanna, could you come up here.  Right now.” 
 
    If I could have seen myself in a mirror at that point, I’m sure I would have been as white as a ghost.  His voice was quiet, so as to not wake his kids, but laced with a stern edge that carried it all the way down the stairs to my terrified ears.  I had an extremely brief debate with myself as to whether I should go upstairs or run.  The debate didn’t last long, if he had noticed the money then he knew all my contact details anyway, if he hadn’t then he’d certainly thing something was odd when his babysitter ran away. 
 
    I walked up the stairs towards his room feeling like I had a ball and chain around each ankle, I could almost hear the metal clanking.  I peered into the softly-lit space and felt a momentary surge of hope, the drawer with the box of money wasn’t open, he was looking at something on a tablet PC with a completely unreadable expression on his face. 
 
    “Have a look at this, Breanna,” he said. 
 
    Mr. Warren passed me the tablet PC, on which a video of some kind was playing.  I thought that was an odd time to be showing me whatever latest funny video clip was on the internet but my heart almost stopped when I saw it was a video of the very room I was standing in.  Shortly after I registered that fact, I saw myself enter from the left side of the screen and perform the theft I had done earlier that evening. 
 
    I looked back up at Mr. Warren with tears beginning to run down my cheeks, leaving blackish-grey trails of my eye-liner, which had all been part of my sexy schoolgirl costume. 
 
    “Please Mr…” I began but he held up his hand. 
 
    “Stop right there, Breanna.  There’s no way I can just let this slide.  The only question is are you going to come peacefully to the police station or do I have to make a citizen’s arrest and restrain you?  Such a shame, how you’ve thrown your entire future away.” 
 
    I literally dropped to my knees in front of him, carefully putting the tablet PC on the ground before grasping at his hands. 
 
    “Please, Mr. Warren, I’m sorry!  I’ll give you the money back!” 
 
    “Of course I’ll get my money back, after the police have taken it from you.” 
 
    “No, please!  I’ll do anything!  I want to go to acting school, they won’t give me my scholarship if I have a criminal record!” 
 
    “Such a shame,” Mr. Warren repeated himself but seemed to be pondering something as he looked down at me. 
 
    I’d seen a similar look on my boyfriend, Matt’s, face the first time I let him see my breasts.  There’s an unmistakable look of hunger that goes with lust and I knew I still had a bargaining chip.  Two actually, and though small they were firm and full of the perkiness of youth. 
 
    “I’ll… I’ll let you see my boobs.” 
 
    One of Mr. Warren’s eyebrows raised a little as he glanced down to my chest. 
 
    “Oh?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes!  Right now!  No touching, though.” 
 
    “Let’s see them.” 
 
    I began to slowly unbutton my shirt, partly because I thought he would find it sexier but mostly because I was nervous as hell and my hands were shaking.  My boyfriend Matt and I were both in the drama club and I’d lost my virginity to him the very night we first played Romeo and Juliet to a packed crowd in the school hall.  It was magical, he was my one true love and the only boy who had ever seen me naked.  I couldn’t believe I was about to show Mr. Warren what I had planned on saving for Matt forever, but if I didn’t then Matt might go to acting school without me and find somebody else! 
 
    The last button came undone under my fingers and my thin white shirt hung loose, exposing my taut navel and the strap of my bra between the two small cups.  I looked up at him from my position on my knees, hoping against hope that he would just tell me to stop and that he would forgive me, but there was no forgiveness on his face, only more of that hunger.  To add to my stress, my head was right in front of his crotch and there was no missing the fact that there was a swelling occurring in those pants. 
 
    The thought that a hardening cock was bare inches from my mouth startled me by how much it turned me on.  When the idea when through my mind it was like a gentle jolt of electricity hit me between the legs, momentarily distracting me from my fear and nervousness.  The sensation passed quickly, as jolts of electricity are wont to do, and in its wake I felt the beginnings of increased dampness in my depths.  I squeezed my eyes shut, which forced two more tears out to run down the eye-liner trail, and offered a silent apology to Matt as I shrugged my shirt off and felt it land on my calves. 
 
    When I opened my eyes again the appetite had certainly not disappeared from Mr. Warren’s eyes, if anything it was stronger and the bulge in his pants was clearly covering an erection now at full mast.  I paused, suddenly unable to go through with it.  My breasts were for Matt, not Mr. Warren! 
 
    “I can’t do it!” 
 
    “Take that bra off, Breanna.  Do you want to have a nice life, or do you want the first institution of higher learning you go to after school to be a prison?” 
 
    There was nothing I could do, I’d played my bargaining chips and now he held all the cards.  I reached behind my back, causing my chest to thrust out towards him and the ends of my pigtails to tickle my shoulders.  With practised ease I unclasped my bra and felt the supportive hug of the underwire slacken.  I unthinkingly crossed my arms over my chest before it fell off, still trying to cover myself out of modesty that had been drilled into me my whole life. 
 
    I looked back up into his eyes and, with pounding heart, let my arms go slack.  The bra fell to the floor and I saw Mr. Warren’s lips part slightly as he drank in the sight of my supple teen body.  I held my hands at the side of my body for as long as I could muster the willpower then reached behind myself to pick up my shirt and began putting it on, relieved that my ordeal was over. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” he said in a tone that halted me in my tracks. 
 
    “We had a deal!” 
 
    “I didn’t agree to that deal, but I’ll offer you a new one.  I need to feel your body, Breanna.  It’s the only way you’re going to get out of this without jail time.” 
 
    “But… I can’t!  I have a boyfriend!” 
 
    “That’s exactly why you have to do it, Breanna.  A guy his age isn’t going to wait around for however many years it takes you to get out of prison.  He’s as good as gone.  Or, I can touch you until I’ve had enough and this whole problem just disappears.” 
 
    I thought about what he said, it made a crazy kind of sense.  So, with the best interests of Matt and my future together at heart, I let my arms go slack again and my shirt dropped to the ground.  My small pink nipples were standing out embarrassingly hard, obviously still feeling the effects of that stray dirty thought about Mr. Warren’s cock and my lips.  I blushed, hoping he wouldn’t notice how erect they were. 
 
    Mr. Warren walked around behind me and stood close.  I felt a heat radiating from his body, and the gentle brush of the material of his pants against my arms and back as I held my breath and waited to see what he would do.  When his hands came down on my shoulders I squeaked in alarm but managed to stop myself from squirming away.  It was all I could do to stay still as his hands moved inexorably towards my tits, sliding gently over my skin until his fingertips came into contact with the outward swell of my chest. 
 
    He never stopped moving until both of my breasts were being cupped in his big warm hands.  He pressed his palms into them firmly, pulling me back towards him and I felt the back of my head make contact with his hard cock, still in his pants.  I gasped at the sensation and couldn’t help but think of the shaft of his erection gently rubbing at my head where my hair parted because of my pigtails.  Another pleasurable spark of electricity hit me between my legs and I whimpered at the betrayal my body was inflicting on me.  How could it get so turned on by an older man taking advantage of me like this? 
 
    The finger and thumb on each of Mr. Warren’s hands lightly pinched my nipples and before I could stop it, my traitor-body pushed my breasts even harder into his hands before I pulled away.  Matt was always so gentle he had never pinched my nipples, I was amazed at how fantastic it felt.  That didn’t change the fact that I was supposed to be saving my body for my boyfriend and I blushed again at my responses to Mr. Warren’s manipulations. 
 
    It wasn’t long before his hands were back on my perky teen tits, squeezing and pinching, exploring my formerly exclusive peaks to his heart’s content.  Suddenly his left hand left my breast and slid upwards again, over my neck until he had a grasp around my jaw.  Gently at first, but with increasing pressure, he pushed my head until it turned sideways and then pressed the bulge in his pants against my cheek. 
 
    I tried to pull my head away, but he was just too strong and after a moment I stopped struggling.  I couldn’t stop my mind from fixating on the throbbing shaft being rubbed against my face.  It felt so big and hot behind that zip, I wondered if he was going to dry hump my cheek until he came.  Matt had cum in his pants the first time I lay my hand on his still-clothed crotch and I pictured Mr. Warren doing the same. 
 
    Oh fuck I thought to myself it would be so hot to feel his cock twitching against me through his pants if he came.  Just thinking of all that cum, so close, was turning me on even more.  I was so confused, where had all these feelings come from?  I was a good girl, I’d literally saved myself for Romeo, but here I was on my knees, halfway out of a slutty schoolgirl outfit letting this much more experienced man do whatever he wanted with my body, and I was beginning to love it! 
 
    I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feel of his cock rubbing against my cheek, I was swept away by the power of my filthy little daydreams and didn’t even notice when his right hand left my tit.  The sound of a zip being pulled down brought me back to reality though.  I tried again to struggle away from him, but he overpowered me easily again with just one hand wrapped around my jaw, holding me against his hip while he fished around inside his pants right in front of me. 
 
    It wasn’t long before he found what he was looking for and an erection maybe twice the size of Matt’s was exposed about two inches from my face. 
 
    “Please don’t, Mr. Warren!  I’ve only had sex with my boyfriend!” 
 
    “Who said anything about sex?  All I’m doing is touching you, Breanna, just like I said.  Look how hard you made me.  You couldn’t expect me to keep that in my pants could you?” 
 
    “I… I really made you that hard?” 
 
    “Oh fuck yes, you’re such a sexy little slut.  Let’s just keep going for a while, OK?” 
 
    “I… I… OK.” 
 
    The battle between my mind and my body was being well and truly won by my body.  My mind was giving up ground at every skirmish, calling it a tactical retreat but knowing it was tinged with panic.  Mr.  Warren had the most magnificent cock I had ever dared imagine, straight, hard and thick, throbbing every bit as much as I had thought it would when I first felt it against my face. 
 
    With my reluctant consent secured he pulled my face towards his cock and resumed rubbing it against my cheek, gently thrusting as he reached back down to begin playing with my breasts again.  His pulsating rod was leaking pre-cum freely and smearing it all over me.  It wasn’t long before I was sure the entire side of my face was glistening with it and I felt the dampness between my legs beginning to soak my white cotton panties in response. 
 
    It was almost torture to be so turned on but being unable to touch myself.  I couldn’t take my panties off and masturbate, that would definitely give Mr. Warren the wrong idea.  This had to stop at groping and no more.  I was sure that when Mr. Warren had felt up my body enough and I made it home, safe from the threat of prison, I would masturbate to the memory but for the time being it was all I could do to keep my fingers off my clit. 
 
    Mr. Warren’s hand began to squeeze harder and suddenly my nipple was gripped in a firm pinch.  I gasped at the conflicting sensations of pleasure and pain but as the shock of it dulled to a warm glow, the pleasure overrode everything and I quietly moaned out a ‘Yessss’ into the otherwise silent room. 
 
    The older man took that as free license to repeatedly pinch my pink tips, alternating between each side.  Every time he did it I gasped and my legs began to shake, having knelt for so long it was harder to stay still under the onslaught of pleasure. 
 
    I opened my mouth to let out another moan and, before I could react, Mr. Warren had grasped the shaft of his erection and slotted it between my parted lips.  I spun around completely so I could push with both hands against his thighs, trying to get his invading member out of my mouth.  I even tried pushing it out with my tongue, but it only slid over the slippery head and seemed to excite my employer even more.  With his strong hands, both of them now, on the back of my head I couldn’t get it out. 
 
    I didn’t dare bite, knowing the consequences, so at last I gave up struggling and let his cock rest on my tongue.  I looked up at him, trying to put every ounce of desperation I could into my eyes and shook my head in the universal ‘no’ gesture.  This caused his cock head to slide from side to side over my tongue and I tasted his salty pre-cum as he looked down at me.  He didn’t appear to be in the mood for negotiations. 
 
    “I’ve got to cum, Breanna.  I suggest you do the best cock sucking you’ve ever done if you don’t want me to cum inside what I’m sure is a pretty little, barely-used, pussy.” 
 
    My eyes widened at the threat, this was all going way too far.  I tried to think of a way out of the situation, but with Mr. Warren’s cock in my mouth, pulsating on my tongue with every beat of his heart, it was impossible to think.  I couldn’t suck him off, could I?  It would be such a betrayal to Matt.  On the other hand, this wonderful thick cock was already in my mouth… it wouldn’t be that much more of a betrayal would it?  And besides, it tasted so fucking good! 
 
    I began to slowly bob up and down on Mr. Warren’s engorged manhood, feeling the ridge of the head repeatedly slide over my soft young lips before plunging back to the hot and wet cushion of my tongue. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, that’s perfect, my little schoolgirl slut.  Take your panties off and play with yourself, I want to feel you moaning right on my cock when you cum.” 
 
    I dismissed my recent notion of keeping my panties on, the truth was that I needed to get myself off, I needed it just as badly as Mr. Warren seemed to.  Also, I thought that since I was giving him a blowjob, he wouldn’t need to fuck me anyway.  So, while maintaining my sucking and licking of his wonderful cock, I reached under my little skirt and pushed my panties down to my knees. 
 
    Mr. Warren grabbed on to my pigtails with each of his hands and began thrusting into my mouth.  I placed one hand on his thigh to stop him going too deep and began to stroke my clit with the other.  I knew I was wet but when my fingers made contact between my legs I was astonished at the sheer volume of pussy juice that must have leaked out of me, I’d never in my life been so soaked as I was at that moment. 
 
    Amazement at my slickness aside, it was an incredible relief to finally have a finger flicking back and forth across my most sensitive little bump.  It felt so good I barely even noticed just how hard Mr. Warren was fucking my face, the intense tingling sensations emanating from my clit almost completely overwhelmed the discomfort of his thickness hitting the back of my throat as he pulled my pigtails towards him. 
 
    I began to moan louder and louder as my orgasm approached, just like Mr. Warren had wanted.  It felt so good to have my lips wrapped around such a spectacular cock and the thought of my moans making him send a load of semen into my mouth was enough to push me over the edge.  My abdominal muscles flexed in time with my pussy muscles as pulsations of pleasure rippled through me.  More of my natural lubricant leaked out and I felt it running down my legs as my hand slipped off of Mr. Warren’s thigh. 
 
    I took a deep breath, about to let it out right on his cock in the form of another orgasmic moan, but Mr. Warren took his opportunity and thrust forward hard, pushing the head of his erection into my throat, the very first hard dick that had ever been that far.  My eyes bulged wide, I couldn’t breathe and I was right in the middle of one of the most intense climaxes of my life. 
 
    I’d never even tried to deep throat Matt before, I thought there was no way I could do it, but once the head was in, the rest seemed to slide down without much trouble.  Mr. Warren pulled and pulled on my hair until my lips were right at the base of his cock and his balls were resting on my chin.  Being forced to hold my breath was doing strange things to my orgasm, prolonging it, as was the thought of what a little slut I must look like.  What would Matt think if he could see me now?  My Dad?  My Friends?  I didn’t care anymore, I wanted that cum down my throat. 
 
    When the longest, by far, orgasm I’d ever had started to fade away, my concern for oxygen grew.   Mr. Warren was still pulling on my hair, forcing his cock as deep into my face as he could get it, and I was beginning to turn red.  My eyes began to water at the prolonged invasion and just when I thought I was going to pass out he pulled backwards and his cock exited my lips with a faint popping sound. 
 
    I collapsed on the ground, gasping for air, and a brownish fog clouded my vision, I was right on the edge of passing out.  I felt Mr. Warren’s strong arms pick me up as if I weighed no more than a piece of paper and set me down gently on the bed.  I struggled for full consciousness, trying to make sense of what was happening.  Had he cum straight down my throat without me even noticing?  Was it all over? 
 
    The brown fog began to clear at the same moment that I felt Mr. Warren on the bed between my legs.  I wondered what he was doing for a moment, then remembered my panties weren’t on anymore and weakly tried to push my knees together.  I couldn’t because he was in the way and then I felt him lean over me and his fat cock pushing at my slit.  I was too breathless to protest much, but I mumbled something about asking him if he was wearing a condom. 
 
    “Yes, angel, I’ve got one on.” 
 
    That was good enough for me under the circumstances, I relaxed my legs and let him do whatever he wanted with my pussy.  Mr. Warren slipped each of his hands under my arms and hooked them on my shoulders as if holding me in place while he pushed forward with his stiff shaft.  It was so much bigger than Matt’s I had my doubts about being able to fit it in, but my still quivering tunnel was so slick and relaxed from my climax that there was no discomfort at all, only a wonderful full feeling. 
 
    Mr. Warren began fucking me at a steady pace, while whispering in my ear.  His quiet words were so close and with the background noise of his balls slapping on my ass the whole experience was unbelievably hot. 
 
    “You’ve got such a perfect little pussy, Breanna,  I had to fuck it.  You like it, don’t you, you dirty little girl?” he whispered. 
 
    “Mmmm… yes,” I couldn’t lie. 
 
    On and on he went, telling me what a little slut I was, fucking me with long hard strokes, absolutely ruining me for Matt’s cock.  How could I go back to him after this?  After knowing how good sex can be with an older man?  It wasn’t long before the hot friction of Mr. Warren’s pounding shaft brought me to another pulsating, shuddering orgasm and I moaned like the whore he had made me. 
 
    “I’m going to cum inside you, Breanna, are you ready for it?” he panted. 
 
    “Yes… in the condom…” 
 
    “I’m not wearing one… UHhhhhhh!” 
 
    I was too deep in the throes of my own climax to do anything but ride it out as I felt splash after steaming splash of warm cum coat the inside of my pussy, pumping me full of his sperm.  I could almost sense them in their millions, already seeking out my fertile womb. 
 
    “I’m not on the pill,” I whispered. 
 
    “You’ll probably get pregnant,” Mr. Warren whispered back, still pumping smaller spurts of his creamy liquid inside me, not seeming to care. 
 
    At last he stopped thrusting into me and just stayed still on top with his cock buried to the hilt as we both caught our breath.  Eventually he rolled off and lay beside me. 
 
    “How could you do that?” I asked. 
 
    “You loved it.” 
 
    “I did not!” 
 
    “Oh?  I think you’re such a cum-hungry little slut that you’d like to taste it, even now.” 
 
    With that he grasped his still hard cock and ran his finger and thumb along it from the base to the tip as if he was getting the last bit of toothpaste out of the tube.  A dollop of thick white semen appeared at the very end and he scooped it on to his finger.  Without any further warning he smeared his sex juices on my bottom lip. 
 
    “If you loved it, I think you’ll stick your tongue out for a taste of that cum.” 
 
    I pursed my lips together, wanting to prove him wrong, wanting to prove to myself that I was still a good girl… I stuck out my tongue and dragged his wonderful salty sperm into my mouth. 
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    It’s funny the influence your big sister can have on you.  If anybody else had suggested such an outlandish course of action, even my parents, I would have told them to take a long walk off a short pier.  My big sister was always kind of my idol though.   Sara Mounce, all the guys wanted her and all the girls wanted the guys that wanted her.  She had the world at her feet, probably trying to look up her skirt. 
 
    Everybody was so shocked when she got pregnant, thought the little princess had ruined her life.  She soon showed them, though.  Somebody, presumably the unknown father, was taking good care of her.  She lived in a nicer house than we did, and was doing college-level courses online now that she had a nanny to help take care of her baby.  It seemed like her life was looking as rosy as it ever had. 
 
    I had complete faith in her throughout, and I was glad to be proved right.  Now that I was about to finish high school I was proud to be in a similar position she had been.  I’d been a somewhat late bloomer, but over the past year my body had changed an incredible amount.  My breasts had swelled out from mosquito bites to full D-cups, bordering on DD, my complexion smoothed out to perfection and my unruly hair that had always been such a mess finally learned some manners. 
 
    I looked at myself in my full-length mirror and, though I’m only into boys, I could objectively say I looked really sexy in the outfit Sara had chosen for me.  I thought I looked just like Sara actually, and that’s about the highest compliment I could think to lay on somebody in regards to their appearance.  Just like her, except I was a little bit more blessed in the chest department.  I was wearing one of her old slutty schoolgirl outfits, I never did understand why she had so many but looking in that mirror I thought I was beginning to get some insight. 
 
    Despite this, or maybe even because of it, I was still apprehensive about going babysitting dressed like that.  I’d been telling Sara about how I was struggling to save for a car, and also about how, earlier in the year, on the night my boyfriend and I had planned to have sex for the first time, instead he had shown up wearing a ‘purity ring’ and with another one for me.  He wanted to wait for marriage, he said.  I didn’t know what else to do.  I loved him, so I put the ring on, but I was so horny all the time, it felt so unnatural. 
 
    Sara had paused for a moment and then told me about how she could set me up with a really great babysitting job that came with a couple extra opportunities to make money.  Both of those extra opportunities were kind of shocking.  One was outright theft, Sara knew where he kept a box of money hidden.  The other almost seemed like a low level of prostitution.  Apparently the man of the house, Mr Warren, was somewhat neglected by his wife and liked to have ‘eye candy’ to look at, so if one were to dress on the sexier side of things one could expect a larger tip than would normally be given to a mere babysitter. 
 
    I’m not sure which part of it I had the bigger problem with.  On one hand, the risk of getting caught for theft seemed almost too huge to contemplate.  I was doing really well at school and was near the top of my class, Universities were practically falling over themselves trying to open doors for me.  That would all end with a criminal record.  On the other hand, since my boyfriend, Brad, had turned up with those damn rings, he’d wanted me to wear really conservative clothing.  If I wore a skirt it was supposed to be as close to the ankle as possible, and so on. 
 
    Like I said, if anybody but Sara had made the suggestion I wouldn’t have even considered it.  However, she assured me that she had done it lots of times back when she used to babysit for the Warrens and there was no danger at all.  Mr. Warren was apparently really sweet and just appreciated a little bit of attention from a beautiful girl.  He was also a really successful lawyer, absolutely loaded with money and never missed the odd hundred or two from his cash box. 
 
    So, safe in the knowledge that Brad would never find out and there was almost no chance of getting caught, I agreed and Sara made a call for me to find out when the Warrens next needed a babysitter.  It turned out that they had a requirement quite soon. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Everything happened just like Sara said it would, when Mr. Warren opened the door he looked me up and down, drinking in the view like a cold glass of water after crossing a desert.  I gave him my most coy smile and when I ‘accidentally’ dropped my purse in the living room I made sure I bent at the waist to retrieve it.  The skirt was so short he would have got the briefest flash of my white cotton panties before I stood up and the show was over.  I saw the look in his eyes when I was upright again and thought about what a great payday I was about to get for such little effort. 
 
    The kids were really no problem at all, they ate their dinner and went to bed on time, contrary to almost every other family I had ever worked for.  I wondered how often the Warrens needed a babysitter, it was the easiest job I’d ever had.  Speaking of Warrens, I wondered where Mrs Warren was, I hadn’t seen her and had neglected to ask.  That might have been a bit awkward, so I was glad she wasn’t around that night. 
 
    Even the cash was right where Sara said it would be.  I did think it odd that in all the years since Sara had babysat for them they hadn’t changed the hiding place, but I supposed if they had no idea their secret had been compromised, they would have no need to do so.  I grabbed a little over a hundred dollars and thought to myself with a smile about how much closer my goal of my very own car was.  I might even get a really nice one. 
 
    Everything went downhill pretty fast when Mr Warren came home though.  I was ready and waiting for him when he arrived, standing in the living room with my best ‘gee-whiz’ smile on and my hands clasped at hip-level with my arms pushing my big breasts together, giving a hint of cleavage over the top button on my shirt.  He looked at me for a moment with more of that same appreciation he had shown earlier but said he had to check something upstairs first. 
 
    I grew nervous as he was gone for minute after minute, what if he was checking his money or something?  No… surely not.  Sara had said there was no chance of that.  Just when I couldn’t take it anymore and I thought I would panic and run, Mr. Warren appeared in the living room again.  He was carrying a tablet PC of some kind and was looking at it with a grim expression. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did this, Danielle.” 
 
    “Did what?” I managed to squeak out. 
 
    “Don’t play games with me.  Look at this.” 
 
    Mr. Warren tapped the screen a few times and then handed me the computer.  I looked at the video file playing and felt like I was going to throw up.  There, in high definition, was me.  Stealing money from Mr. Warren’s cash box. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did this,” he repeated, “Sara said you were a real good girl, doing well in school, your whole life ahead of you, but now you’ve thrown it all away for a couple hundred bucks.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I looked downwards, an angle that would have given me a view of my feet a year previous was now obscured by my breasts. 
 
    “I’m going to have to take you to the police, it’s up to them what happens from there.  However, as a lawyer I can tell you that the criminal record is going to shut a lot of those doors that were previously open.  Your life is going to be very different from how you imagined it.” 
 
    “Please don’t do it, Mr. Warren!” 
 
    I was still looking downwards and a big fat tear dripped off the end of my nose and went straight down my top, landing on my breast before running sideways to be soaked up by my bra.  I was in shock, my whole life was being turned upside down in a matter of seconds.  My mind was whirling around a million revolutions per minute trying to think of a way, any way, out of this.  Panic was setting in, and then Mr. Warren’s voice softened. 
 
    “You know, maybe we can work something out.” 
 
    I looked up at him, tears still flowing out of the corners of my eyes and tried to smile. 
 
    “Yes!  Please!  I’ll do anything, please just don’t go to the police.  I’ll give your money back, OK?” 
 
    “I’ve got a better idea, Danielle.  You can keep the money, you’ve got something else I’d rather have.” 
 
    “But what…” 
 
    I was so confused, he was going to let me keep the money?  What else could he possibly want?  That’s when I saw him looking at my chest, hidden behind the schoolgirl shirt and my newest bra, bought to accommodate my recently grown tits.  That’s when I knew that he probably wanted me to show him the breasts that only my eyes had seen.  I couldn’t do it! 
 
    “I want to see your body a bit more, Danielle.  Will you take your shirt off?” 
 
    “Just the shirt?” I asked, still utterly reluctant but also hopeful. 
 
    “I’ll decide once you’ve done it.  If the rest of your body is as amazing as what you’ve shown me so far, then yes, that will be it.  The video will be destroyed and you can go back to your comfortable little life.” 
 
    “Well… OK… I guess.” 
 
    I handed him back his tablet PC and he tossed it nonchalantly on to a chair then folded his arms and watched me.  I took a deep breath, my breasts rose and fell in front of me, and with slightly shaky hands I began to unbutton my shirt.  I’d undone all the buttons down to the level of the underwire of my bra when he held up his hand. 
 
    “Wait there.  Pull your shirt apart and push your breasts out, I want you to pose for me.” 
 
    I hesitated, but I guessed this was within the limits of what I had agreed to, so nervously did as he said.  I gripped each side of my shirt and pulled it apart until my firm teen chest encased in my bra was exposed to his gaze.  I took another deep breath and pushed my tits out towards him like a girl I had once seen on the cover of a magazine in a store. 
 
    “Yeah, just like that.  God damn you’re sexy, Danielle, you look like you’re built to be fucked.  Has anybody ever told you that?” 
 
    “Uh… no,” I whispered, shocked at the language he was using. 
 
    “Well, they should have.  Push those tits together.” 
 
    Despite myself, I was kind of flattered by the compliment.  I wished Brad had said that to me all those months ago instead of giving me a ring that said he didn’t want to fuck me yet.  With slightly more confidence I placed my hands on the outer sides of my chest and pushed inwards creating a deep abyss of teen flesh, cleavage any woman would have been proud of. 
 
    “Like this?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah.  Just imagine my thick cock sliding between those big tits of yours.  Peeking out the top with each thrust until you’d squeezed the cum right out of me and it landed all over your neck and hair.  Would you like that, Danielle?” 
 
    “No!   I… I’m a virgin.” 
 
    One of Mr. Warren’s eyebrows raised and he smiled. 
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?  You’d still be a virgin.” 
 
    “But… I’m saving myself for marriage.” 
 
    “That would be a waste, pretty little fuck toy like you.” 
 
    I blushed and averted my eyes.  I’d never been spoken to like that before.  Boys had always been so nice to me, especially in the last year since my chest arrived on the scene.  Some things he said had struck a nerve though, I did want to be a fuck toy, Brad’s fuck toy.  Why did he have to give me that stupid fucking ring?  Unbidden, the thought of Mr. Warren’s ‘thick cock’ sprung into my mind and I pictured it sliding between the fleshy mounds of my chest just like he said.  Oh God, in my imagination it looked so good.  I couldn’t help but wonder what it looked like in real life and even though I would never find out the image was definitely turning me on. 
 
    Mr. Warren didn’t say anything for a while, letting the image of his cock between my tits settle in perhaps but when he did speak it was to instruct me to continue to take my shirt off.  I did as he asked, releasing my breasts and letting them return to their natural position high and proud in my bra.  The last few fastenings came undone under my fingers and my shirt hung loose with my belly button peeking out like a nervous actor between the stage curtains on opening night. 
 
    “Take it off,” he breathed. 
 
    With one last internal apology directed at Brad, I shrugged off my shirt and exposed my upper body to the older man in front of me.  I was thankful I didn’t have to take my bra off, even this much was more than any other man had ever seen of me.  I was sure there were teachers and students at school that would have sacrificed their first-born for just a few sweet seconds of the image before Mr. Warren. 
 
    I spread my hands in a questioning gesture. 
 
    “Is that enough?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so, Danielle, your body is amazing but it’s not enough to make up for what you did.  I think you should do a few more poses for me, unless you want to have come this far and still just end up going to jail?” 
 
    “No! No!  I’ll do some poses for you… er… what poses do you want?” 
 
    “Let’s start with that slutty pose you already gave me earlier in the evening, bend at the waist and show me those pretty little white panties of yours again and don’t stand up until I tell you.” 
 
    I cursed myself for teasing him earlier.  If I did it before, how could I refuse now?  I gulped and slowly bent forward until the tips of my fingers were brushing the ground. The short skirt gave the illusion that my legs went forever but bending over this far was enough to confirm to anybody who could see that they did indeed have an end where the pristine white material cut across the toned flesh of my lower ass like a finish line. 
 
    Mr. Warren walked around and knelt behind me, looking at my tits framed between my knees, his face uncomfortably close to my exposed underwear. 
 
    “No touching…” I reminded him. 
 
    “You’re not the one in charge here, Danielle.  Just for that, we’re going to have to go a bit further.  Get your ass on that couch.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked as I stood up. 
 
    “You’ll see.  Stop asking questions or this deal is off.” 
 
    The tone in his voice offered no room for negotiation so I shut my mouth and silently cursed myself for making the situation worse as I walked over and sat on the couch. 
 
    “Lay back and put your head over on that cushion.  Get comfortable.” 
 
    I looked to where he pointed and then leaned sideways, bringing my feet up and settling in.  Looking up at him I saw that his cock was rigid inside his pants, producing a scarily large bulge at the front that was impossible not to notice from my height and angle lying on the couch.  Holy shit, how can it be that big? The thought raced through my mind and was gone as quick as it came but left behind a strange sensation between my legs.  With a barely-held-back gasp I realised I was getting wet. 
 
    “Drape your left leg over the back of the couch,” Mr. Warren instructed. 
 
    I wanted to protest but clamped my mouth shut, he hadn’t made any moves to touch me yet and I had no evidence to suggest that would change.  What I did have evidence for was that protesting made things worse.  I raised my leg, which felt like it weighed a ton, and hooked it over the back of the couch. 
 
    “Now put your right leg on the floor.” 
 
    Again I struggled with myself but managed to force my right leg to the side, where I let it drop until my foot hit the floor with a thud.  I hoped it wasn’t obvious that my pussy was beginning to leak my sweet honey out through my virginal slit.  Glancing down I could see that, with my legs spread as they were, the skirt was nowhere near long enough to cover my most secret place, all that stood between my untouched pussy and Mr. Warren’s hungry eyes was the rapidly dampening material of my underwear. 
 
    My heart was beating so hard that it was making my breasts jiggle almost imperceptibly with each pulse.  I began to breathe faster out of nervousness, and saw Mr. Warren’s eyes fixated on my chest, which was rising and falling in time with each inhale and exhale. 
 
    “That’s a good little slut, stay just like that.” 
 
    Mr. Warren exited the room and came back with a chair from his kitchen, which he placed on the floor in front of the couch right by my head.  Instead of sitting on the chair he went and knelt down at the side of the couch, between my legs from my perspective.  I didn’t have long to wonder about what he was doing down there. 
 
    “Masturbate for me, Danielle, stick your hand down the front of your panties, I want to see you squirming around on this couch and moaning like a whore when you cum.” 
 
    “I can’t do that, Mr. Warren!  Not in front of you, please just let me go, OK?” 
 
    “No, Danielle, you’ve pissed me off too much.  I’m going to jack off while you masturbate, I deserve a little gratification for the chance I’m giving you to save your future, or would you prefer we do go to the cops?” 
 
    “No… I just… I’ve never… with anybody… um…” 
 
    I wasn’t making any sense, but the whole situation wasn’t making any sense.  The way he was speaking to me, taking control, was driving me absolutely wild.  If the truth be told, I was almost fighting to keep my hands out of my panties at that point. 
 
    “Deny it all you want, Danielle, but I can see your panties are soaked.  I’ve never seen a girl so fucking wet before, your underwear is practically see-through, I can already see your pussy.  Just stroke it for me, it’ll feel good and you’ll never have to worry about going to prison.  Do it.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    I licked my lips with resignation and slid my hand down my navel, over my skirt and lifted the scrap of material upwards so I had access to my panties.  My fingers slid under the elastic, over my neatly trimmed little landing strip and over my clit.  I squeaked at the contact, I couldn’t help myself.  I couldn’t believe how quickly things had gone from nobody ever seeing me naked to me masturbating in front of the middle aged man crouching between my legs.  It was so unbelievably dirty and forbidden that it made me even more sopping wet. 
 
    I ran my finger along each side of my slit, down one and up the other, entirely coating it in my own juices, before plunging it inside of myself as deep as I could until I felt the intact barrier of my hymen.  I began a steady rhythm, pushing that finger into my tight hole and dragging my juices back out over my clit. 
 
    I tried to close my eyes and think about Brad, but it only made me angry.  He would have been lucky to have a pussy as wet and tight as mine wrapped around his cock, I was proud of how firmly my muscles were able to grip at my finger, sopping wet or not.  It could have been all for him but he had to go and ruin the night with that ring.  Instead, I opened my eyes again, looked at Mr. Warren and felt a spark of pleasure. 
 
    He was staring intently at what I was doing between my legs, his hands hidden from view behind the armrest.  I couldn’t see what he was doing, but the motions of his upper arms told me he was jacking off while watching me.  I concentrated my efforts on my clit, flicking my finger from side to side as quickly as I could, feeling my orgasm fast approaching.  To have the undivided attention of this sexy, experienced, man was stroking my ego as much as my finger was stroking my clit and when he stood up so I could see the huge erection he was sporting it was too much to hold back and my climax shuddered through my body. 
 
    I tried my best to keep my eyes fixed on his glorious cock but, with hips bucking and muscles pulsating, my eyes were forced first to a squint and then tightly shut as I moaned out pure bliss into his living room.  A tiny flood of my juices further assaulted the insufficient dam of my panties and I’m sure made a significant wet patch under my ass on the Warren family couch. 
 
    Panting and blind as I was I didn’t realise what the sudden loosening sensation around my chest was at first but then I realised that Mr. Warren had sat on the chair by my head and undone the clasp of my bra from between the cups, exposing my chest to him completely.  I was weak from the intensity of my orgasm and as his hands molested my newly naked flesh I half-heartedly tried to push them away while still eking out the very last bit of pleasure that I could between my legs. 
 
    I stopped trying when I realised what wonderful attention he was giving my rock-hard pink nipples, tweaking and rolling them between his fingers and thumbs.  He pulled them gently out from my body and temporarily changed the shape of my breasts from reasonably spherical to something more akin to a tent before releasing so they could snap back to their natural positions with a speed and firmness that could only be achieved by breasts as new as mine were. 
 
    I looked over at him with half closed eyes and parted lips, his cock was right there in front of my face, rock hard and pointing straight up his body as he used his hands to grope my chest.  I was utterly mesmerised by its perfection, so hard and smooth, glistening with his pre-cum.  I couldn’t imagine ever fitting something like it inside my pussy, considering how tight it was on even my finger, but god damn it was exactly what I wanted to picture when fucking a guy my own age with a more average sized dick. 
 
    Mr. Warren noticed I was staring between his legs and smiled.  Before I knew what he was doing, one of his hands had left my chest and pulled my own hand out of my panties before placing it directly on his cock and wrapping my fingers around it.  My eyes and mouth both opened wide in surprise and fascination as he put his hand over mine and began slowly using me to jack himself off. 
 
    I didn’t know what to do!  I wanted to be such a good girl and wait for Brad but the feel of his manly shaft all hard and slippery sliding along my palm and fingers felt so fucking good I didn’t even try to pull away, I just let him use my hand however he wanted.  I thought about what it would be like to make him cum.  Would his semen blast out and land on my body?  Would it just dribble out and flow over my hand as I continued pumping away at him?  I realised I desperately wanted to find out. 
 
    “I want you to cum,” I blurted without thinking. 
 
    “Good girl, Danielle.  Don’t you worry, I’ve got a huge load of sperm just for you.  Where do you want it, little girl?” 
 
    I thought about the options, my hand or my chest, and after only a small amount of deliberation I had my answer. 
 
    “My chest!  Please, Mr. Warren, cum on my tits, I need it now!” 
 
    My voice rose in desperation as I continued to jack him off.  I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted him to cum all over me, I felt like I was losing my mind in lust.  I needed it right that very instant and gripped his head as hard as I could while pumping up and down, pointing the business end right at my breasts. 
 
    “You want it now, Danielle?” 
 
    “Yes!  Oh fuck yes!” 
 
    “It takes more than a handjob to make me cum that quick, I’m gonna fuck you and pull out to cum on your tits, OK?” 
 
    I wanted it so fucking much but, even so, his suggested course of action gave me some pause.  There would be no going back to Brad after giving my virginity to Mr. Warren, assuming I could even get his girth inside me.  All that creamy cum was so close though, I thought about being covered in it in only a few minutes and my mind was made up. 
 
    “Fuck me quick, Mr. Warren!” 
 
    Without any hesitation whatsoever, my employer got on the couch between my legs and pulled my panties upwards.  I had to lift both legs up straight for him to get them completely off and when they were gone, I don’t know where they went.  He grasped my calves and draped my legs over his shoulders before leaning forward.  I could feel my pussy lips gently cradling the thick shaft of his cock as he leaned ever forwards, pressing hard against me until my thighs were touching my breasts and he was looking right into my eyes. 
 
    Never diverting his gaze away from my face, he reached down and I felt his cock momentarily removed from between my labia before making contact again, head first.  I bit my lip, suddenly scared about how big he was, about not being able to take him, about not being good at sex. 
 
    “Will you… be gentle?”  I whispered. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you like you need to be fucked.” 
 
    With that he slowly pushed forward and my unused pussy parted around him, stretching out further than I would have thought possible until his head was firmly embedded inside me and he placed both hands on my shoulders.  Still concentrating on my face as if wanting to etch the image of my moment of becoming a woman into his memory forever, he pushed forward with a short thrust and I felt my hymen give way with only a token resistance. 
 
    I half-gasped and half-screamed at the sudden sensations surging through my nervous system from between my legs.  The sharp pain of my virginity being cast aside was instantly replaced by a dull burning feeling as my pussy accommodated a hard dick for the very first time.  And what a first hard dick!  I’d never imagined feeling so full of cock, like I was going to explode.  It was all for me, at that point in time there was nobody in the world with a happier pussy. 
 
    The position Mr. Warren had me in, with my legs over his shoulders, made for some extremely deep penetration.  I supposed that with a cock of his size there really were no positions that didn’t mean deep fucking, but as I was having sex for the first time I was in awe of just how far inside me he seemed to go.  After an eternity of slowly pushing in, I felt his balls come to rest gently on my ass and knew he had pushed as far as he could go. 
 
    “Is it… good?” I asked tentatively. 
 
    “You have the most incredible tight little pussy I’ve ever felt.  Even better than your sister’s.” 
 
    “You fucked Sara?” 
 
    “Oh God yes, so many times.” 
 
    I didn’t know what else to say about it at that moment, and Mr. Warren didn’t seem to really be in a talking mood.  He pulled backwards until I felt the fat ridge of his cock head brushing at my outer lips again and then pushed all the way in once more, faster this time.  Repeating this procedure over and over again it wasn’t long before I was being pounded hard and fast. 
 
    The dull ache of my newly fucked pussy grew into something more and I felt another orgasm approaching.  Something was different about this one though.  Every climax I’d had in my life had been through frantic rubbing at my clit, but this was coming from somewhere deeper inside me, like a spark had landed on a pile of hay and would soon be an absolute inferno. 
 
    It was getting so close and I felt my pussy begin to contract and release on Mr. Warren’s hammering shaft. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God, Danielle, your pussy is so tight… I’m gonna cum inside you.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, I wanted that cum on my tits, not inside me, I wasn’t on the pill!  At the same time I was so close to an utterly different orgasmic experience I didn’t want him to stop.  What could I do? 
 
    “I’m… not on… the pill, Mr… Warren!” I panted. 
 
    Without even a change in his rhythm Mr. Warren grunted out an assurance that he’d impregnate me with his huge load, my tits would get even bigger and my belly would swell up with a baby.  As if to provide an underline to his promise he let out a low ‘Uhhhhhhh’ of ecstasy and release as I felt a huge explosion of hot liquid erupt from the head of his cock, buried so deep inside me. 
 
    The thought of all that creamy semen probably making me pregnant tipped me over the edge of my second orgasm and I let it whisk me away to some high weightless place where I floated around on some unseen current in some unseen ocean.  The only feeling was the hot ache of my punished pussy and each jet of cum as it spurted out of Mr. Warren’s thickness. 
 
    When my ecstasy faded and I became aware of my surroundings again I found that Mr. Warren had let my legs slip off his shoulders and he was holding me close, his still-hard dick still buried to the hilt inside me.  It felt like a bucket of cum was leaking out of my pussy all over their couch and I almost felt sad that I couldn’t keep it all in.  I wrapped my legs around his back and hooked my ankles together, not wanting to move. 
 
    “If I get pregnant, will you take care of me?” 
 
    “Yes, princess, you won’t have to worry about anything.” 
 
    Mr. Warren leaned down and kissed me tenderly on the lips as the heat from his cum seemed to spread throughout my body. 
 
    ### 
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    I got the best birthday present ever when I turned nineteen.  At the end of a date, as we were sitting in his car, my boyfriend gave me a little gold envelope with a silver bow on it and watched with a self-assured smile as I opened it.  Inside was a card with a sweet little message and two rectangular pieces of paper that fell into my lap before I could see what they were.  Picking them up and reading them I almost screamed in delight.  Each piece of paper was identical except for a seat allocation number.  That wasn’t the important part though. 
 
    The important text was “BAREBACK – BACKSTAGE PASS” all bold and black in the middle of the ticket.  I couldn’t believe it!  Jayden had got us backstage passes for the biggest rock ’n’ roll band in the world when they were touring our city later that year.  I leaned over and gave him a big hug and kiss, it was a pretty expensive gift for a broke-ass college student. 
 
    “Rock ‘n’ roll, baby!” he said, and I responded with the classic devil’s horns hand gesture, pointer and pinkie fingers sticking out. 
 
    I gave him one last kiss and we said our goodbyes before I stepped out of the car, went inside and dived on to my bed.  Holding the tickets in on hand I reached out and picked up my mp3 player, selecting my Bareback playlist before slotting it into its dock.  In a matter of seconds the power chords of Noah Pierson, lead guitarist, were filling the room accompanied by the air-raid-siren voice of their singer, Ethan Sanders, and the heavy-hitting percussion of drummer Daniel Winchester. 
 
    I closed my eyes and let the music take my mind wherever it willed.  Bareback were from the UK and had absolutely taken the world by storm over the past few years.  Critics had said they would never amount to much, all people were listening to these days was songs from girls about partying and songs from boy bands about their hairstyles, or something. 
 
    They soon shut those critics up though.  Their second album went straight to the top of the charts and stayed there for I don’t even know how many weeks on end.  The only real competition for that top spot was their first album, which gained a second life from people who only discovered them because of the second album. 
 
    They also proved that if you want songs from people who know how to party, accept no substitute for rock stars.  It didn’t take long before they gained a reputation for excess.  Hotel rooms were decimated, televisions were thrown out windows and set distance records that blew the former record-holders out of the water.  Maybe that’s because TVs are lighter and more aerodynamic than they were in the 70s, the last golden age of drug-fuelled, get-the-fuck-out-of-my-way rock ‘n’ roll, but that was little consolation for hotel owners or for whoever had to clean the rooms and swimming pools. 
 
    Songs about drugs, songs about groupies, songs about alcohol, songs about songs.  All these classic rock staples were mixed in with songs about beauty, love and loss.  They rediscovered the winning formula for rock and they filled stadiums with tens of thousands of eager fans, listening to the Bareback interpretation of life like prophets receiving messages from golden gods. 
 
    They were the best, and I was going to be there.  I was going to meet them. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My boyfriend and I navigated our way through the crowd of adoring fans desperate to negotiate their way backstage to meet Bareback.  The door was being guarded by a huge man, if he was really a man at all and not a giant straight out of myth and legend.  Normally you would have expected it to take a team of guards to manage such a crowd but he didn’t seem to be having any problems.  After what seemed like an eternity we made it to the front of the line and we handed over our passes.  The giant looked at them and then looked at us. 
 
    “Sorry guv, yours is a fake but the lady is good to go.” 
 
    “What do you mean?  I bought them both at the same place at the same time!” my boyfriend protested. 
 
    “I don’t make the rules, kid, and I don’t have time to fuck around with you.  Either she goes in and you can wait, you both leave peacefully or you can end up like that geezer over there.” 
 
    The man-mountain pointed to where some guy was receiving attention from paramedics, presumably from trying to force his way through the door without leave of the gate-keeper.  I looked up at my boyfriend, ready to leave if he insisted but desperately hoping he would let me have this one chance to meet my idols.  His eyes met mine with resignation and he gestured towards the door. 
 
    “I’ll meet you outside in an hour, OK?  You remember where the car is?” 
 
    “Yes!  Thank you!” 
 
    I stretched up on my tip-toes and gave him a peck on the cheek before Gigantor the guard stepped aside to let me pass.  I went through the door with one last look over my shoulder to see my boyfriend looking wistfully after me before it closed with a click.  Immediately to my left was a bored looking man behind a makeshift desk who pointed down the long hallway, which had a series of doors on each side. 
 
    “Down there.  I doubt you’ll have any trouble figuring out which one they’re in.” 
 
    I went in the direction he indicated, there was nowhere else to go really, and he was right, there was no mistaking the sounds of music and partying behind the second door on the right. 
 
    With a deep breath I took one last look at myself, wanting to make a good impression when I walked through the door.  I was wearing a blue top that showed off my midriff and my skirt was short and tight with a tendency to ride up on me when I walked or sat on a chair.  I’d dressed for warm weather, or warm mosh pits to be more exact!  I yanked my skirt down an inch or two and opened the door. 
 
    The room was sparsely furnished, possibly due to the destructive reputation of Bareback, with only the essentials left in there.  A few couches, a fridge full of all kinds of alcohol and some tables scattered around.  One corner had apparently been designated as the place to smash your empty bottles when you were finished drinking them, or whenever you felt like it. 
 
    The room was a lot less crowded than the noise-levels would have indicated, the people there were obviously putting a lot of enthusiasm into their partying.  This was evidenced by the suspicious white powder strewn all over one of the tables and the small crowd of guys gathered around two girls who were passionately kissing each other, only pausing to pour on and lick off some kind of high proof alcohol from each other’s breasts. 
 
    That’s when I spotted them.  Dan Winchester had his drumsticks out and was playing on a drum kit fashioned out of an upturned plastic bucket and a couple of beer bottles, while Noah Pierson played a tune on an acoustic guitar and Ethan Sanders led an unruly group of fans in a sing-along of some classic rock rather than one of their own songs. 
 
    The chorus arrived and more voices joined in the singing, being more familiar with the words.  I saw that Ethan had paused to take a drink of beer and pushed through to the side of the couch where he was sitting to try and get his attention. 
 
    “Hi… um… can I get your autograph?” I asked, but it was just too noisy for him to hear me, I looked around, not wanting to make a fool of myself, but nobody else had heard my failed attempt either. 
 
    “I love both your albums!” I said with more volume, but everybody in the room was singing with gusto by this stage.  I paused and bit my lip, I had to speak to him! 
 
    “I LOVE BAREBACK!” I yelled… just as the song finished and the room went silent, my voice seemed to echo in the quiet of the small room.  Everybody looked at me, the groupies, the fans, the band, and I blushed in utter shame for a few seconds before everybody erupted in a huge cheer and several people lifted me on to their shoulders, nearly smacking my head on the ceiling. 
 
    I was carried and bounced around the room by countless hands, many of which found their way up my skirt by ‘accident’, before I felt myself falling and landed with a little rush of exhaled air right in the lap of Ethan Sanders, who put one hand around my waist and the other on my upper thigh, pulling my legs up on to the couch. 
 
    “’Allo, love, who might you be?” he asked. 
 
    “My n-name…” I stuttered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Mia, I’m Mia.” 
 
    “’Allo then, Mia, I hear you love Bareback?” 
 
    “Yeah!  I listen to your music all the time!” 
 
    “What’s your favourite song, then?” 
 
    “Black Ocean Riot!  It’s so good!  I love how it starts out like a song you can sing along with and then just goes nuts and Ethan… er… you start wailing like only you can and it’s just… I don’t know, it’s something special.” 
 
    “Ah, that’s one of my favourites too.” 
 
    Ethan’s hand moved from the leg furthest away from him to the closer one, his fingers resting on my inner thigh with his thumb just sneaking under the hem of my extremely short skirt.  He didn’t make a big deal of it, in fact he didn’t seem to realise what he was doing at all, so I decided not to make a scene.  Thinking fast, I reached into my handbag and pulled out my copy of their latest bluray disc, “Live from United Stadium” and a felt pen. 
 
    “Hey, could you sign this for me?” 
 
    “Aw, I never know what to write on these.” 
 
    “I’ll be happy with anything!” 
 
    “Alright, here comes ‘Hi Mia, it was nice to meet you, Ethan’,” he said. 
 
    “Great!” 
 
    Ethan’s hand left my thigh to grip the felt pen and write his message while I beamed like an idiot, hardly believing I was sitting on the lap of the greatest living and active rock vocalist in the world.  I couldn’t wait to talk with him some more.  Just as he handed me back the case and felt pen a couple of girls in their mid-twenties bounced up to the couch, their massive chests barely contained by what little they were wearing. 
 
    “Sign my breast!” they sang in unison, giving Ethan a magic marker and pulling their tops down so far I’m sure I saw a hint of nipple from each of them.  Ethan laughed and put his moniker on the exposed flesh that had been presented to him before giving them their pen back. 
 
    “Come party with us, Ethan, this little girl isn’t going to give you what you need!” one of them yelled over the general ruckus of the room. 
 
    Ethan looked back to me with a shrug. 
 
    “I guess I better get going.  It really was nice to meet you, Mia… unless you have anything else you want me to sign?” 
 
    I was absolutely incensed, livid at the patronising tone and content of the bimbo’s statement.  I decided I would show them! 
 
    “Sign my breast too!” I said loudly and with a dagger-stare at the girl. 
 
    “Yeah!  Hey, have a drink with me, Mia, what’s your poison?” 
 
    “I… er… don’t drink.” 
 
    “Nah, bullshit.  Tequila you say?  TEQUILA!” Ethan called over to some guy who was standing near a table with a bottle of tequila on it.  The guy threw it over and Ethan caught it in one hand like we were in some kind of tequila commercial. 
 
    “Bar wench!” he said to the one who had asked him to come party, “Give Mia some tequila, I think this ‘little girl’ is going to show you what rock ‘n’ roll is all about.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” I said, doing my best to hide my nerves.  I’d heard that tequila was pretty harsh. 
 
    Ethan handed ‘the bitch’ the bottle of tequila and grabbed my felt pen again.  Before I could do it for him he had yanked my top down, exposing the upper portion of my right breast bulging over the top of my bra.  He began writing but before I could see what his message was, the hair at the back of my head was pulled backwards and my face tilted up towards the ominous bottle of tequila. 
 
    “Start slow,” I heard Ethan say as the girl tipped the bottle and a splash of liquid fire hit my tongue, causing me to cough and splutter as she laughed.  I regained my composure and tipped my head back up, vowing to myself that I would see this through and show her what real rock ‘n’ roll was all about, no matter how much the tequila burned. 
 
    The bottle tipped back up again and a slow but steady trickle of the god-awful stuff was poured down my throat.  The crowd cheered me and I gave them the devil horns gesture with one hand, the flow of liquor and the cheering was making me feel like a rock star myself.  Ethan was still writing something on my breast, it must have been almost novel length! 
 
    The crowd roared even louder and I felt myself beginning to get a bit fuzzy around the edges.  Staring up at the bottle I could see I’d hardly even had any of it, but my head was definitely starting to swim.  I reached up with my hand to push the bottle away, needing to take a break for air. 
 
    When I looked back down at Ethan I was shocked to see that he wasn’t even writing on my breast anymore, at some stage while I was distracted by the alcohol and cheering he had pulled the cup of my bra down and begun to suck on my nipple.  I stared with an open mouth as my idol sucked on my tit without a care in the world about how many people were watching us. 
 
    I’d always been totally faithful to my boyfriend, but at that moment I couldn’t even remember his name!  Ethan’s tongue was flicking back and forth across my sensitive pink tip at a phenomenal pace, sending electric currents of pleasure shooting into my body regardless of any numbing effect the tequila may have had.  With a hot flush I came back to my senses, I wasn’t single, I couldn’t do this kind of thing.  I pushed Ethan’s head away and my nipple was momentarily pulled out until it escaped his lips with a sloppy sucking sound. 
 
    “Stop!  I can’t do this, I have a boyfriend!” I pulled my bra and top back up to cover myself. 
 
    “OK, OK!  No worries, Mia, no need to freak out.” 
 
    “I’m not freaking out… I just don’t want you to get the wrong idea about me.” 
 
    “Ah, I’m sorry.  Just tryin’ to have a good time y’know?  I always try my luck with the prettiest girl in the room, it sometimes pays off.” 
 
    My face cracked in another stupid grin before I could stop myself, Ethan Sanders himself had just said I was the prettiest girl in the room!  I wanted to squeal, clap and jump up and down on the spot but I somehow managed to contain myself. 
 
    “You think I’m pretty?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, baby, if you were in one of our video clips it would double the sales of the single.” 
 
    Ethan leaned in close, whispering in my ear after a conspiratorial look at the two girls who were still hanging around, seemingly waiting for their opportunity to drag him away. 
 
    “You’ve got real class, not like some other trailer trash I could point out.  A real down-to-earth-girl-next-door sexiness, I thought that to myself as soon as I saw you.” 
 
    “You… did?” 
 
    I realised I was practically swooning.  Who could blame me?  The sexiest man on the planet was putting the moves on me, and even though I couldn’t reciprocate because I had a boyfriend, well, a girl can dream can’t she?  This particular dream was making me noticeably wet and I squirmed a little on Ethan’s lap. 
 
    “Oh yeah.  Hey, Mia, would you mind if I kissed you?  Nothing more, I promise.” 
 
    “But… my boyfriend.” 
 
    “I won’t tell him.” 
 
    “Well… just one kiss.” 
 
    Ethan smiled, pulled me in close and our lips met.  I had assumed it would be a quick peck, but Ethan held me and his jaws opened and closed until I responded in kind and we were kissing so much deeper than I had anticipated.  He was such an incredible kisser, I was absolutely lost in the passion of it when I felt his tongue snake out and delicately caress my own. 
 
    I whimpered slightly at the thought of the skilled tongue that was invading my mouth and Ethan seemed to take it as a sign of some kind, placing his hand back on my inner thigh, his thumb even further up my skirt than it had been the first time.  I tried to push his hand away but he held firm, pushing harder only caused my skirt to ride up and I was loathe to break off the kiss so I let him keep his hand there, it was only my leg after all. 
 
    When I removed my hand from his, he pushed even further up my skirt until I felt his fingertips brush the material of my panties, rubbing my underwear against my clean shaven pubic region and sending tingly shocks into my body.  I gasped, involuntarily breaking off the kiss at the same time. 
 
    “I can’t do this,” I repeated 
 
    “Do what, Mia?  We’re just a couple friends having a good time, aren’t we?  No need to make out like it’s more than it is, right?” 
 
    “I… guess not.  But, what about…” 
 
    “Your boyfriend doesn’t need to know, just relax.” 
 
    Inside, I was in turmoil.  I wanted to be a good girlfriend, and always had been, but this was Ethan Sanders for Christ’s sake!  I managed to convince myself that if my boyfriend’s favourite actress was throwing herself at him, he would cheat on me in a heartbeat.  The thought of that hypothetical situation was enough to break down my flimsy mental barriers and I lowered my lips back to Ethan’s, this time kissing him with absolute abandon, twirling my tongue around his. 
 
    Ethan’s hand pushed between my legs and I spread them wide, forgetting about everybody else in the room until my clearly visible panties provoked another loud cheer from the onlookers.  I clamped my legs shut on Ethan’s hand with a clapping sound and broke off the kiss, mortified about what I was doing. 
 
    “Hey, don’t worry about them, Mia, they’re so high they’ll have forgotten their own names by morning.  It’s just you and me here, nobody else.” 
 
    I knew it wasn’t true, but he was so calm, like this was perfectly normal.  His serenity was infectious and I relaxed my legs enough for Ethan’s hand to regain its freedom of movement.  I felt his hand cupping my sex through my panties and stared into his eyes as he gently rubbed at me through the soaked undergarment. 
 
    “You’re so fucking wet, Mia, I can feel your hot pussy.” 
 
    I buried my face in his neck as I savoured the feel of his hand rubbing my slick panties against my clit.  With my vision cut off, I was more able to pretend that we actually were alone in the room, or better yet, on his private yacht bobbing on the ocean somewhere, maybe the black ocean from the Bareback hit single.  
 
    His smell was all around me, the musky and manly scent of a real rock star who had just belted out a two hour show in front of tens of thousands of die-hard fans.  A faint wisp of cologne and soap under the more recent aroma of hot work under spotlights rounded off the picture painted by his fragrance each time I breathed in. 
 
    I spread my legs even further, lost in my illusion of privacy, and was only dimly aware of cheers and appreciative comments when Ethan pulled my panties aside and exposed my pussy to not only his fingers, but also the entire back stage crowd.  They were all a million miles away, as far as I was concerned.  For me, there was only Ethan, myself and, when his fingers probed between my folds and found my clit, my fast approaching orgasm. 
 
    Ethan’s skilled fingers explored my most secret depths and dragged out my slippery honey to coat my clit before rubbing all around it in circular motions.  I moaned against his neck and began breathing faster, my chest heaving against him as he picked up pace, perhaps sensing how close I was to my orgasm already. 
 
    With a twist of his hand he slipped his finger back inside me and continued his assault on my little ‘go-button’ with his thumb.  I couldn’t handle it anymore, the twin sensations of being penetrated by his finger and having my clit rubbed pushed me into a blissful explosion of orgasm.  My juices flowed out freely around his finger as my pussy muscles contracted over and over again.  I shuddered and moaned like a whore, vaguely aware of applause. 
 
    When the unbelievable sensation of my first and only rock-star-induced-orgasm faded I felt that Ethan had inserted another finger inside me and was very slowly thrusting them in and out.  I sat up and looked him in the eyes, my mouth parted in an attempt to catch my breath. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered.  It seemed like a stupid thing to say, but it was all I could think of.  I meant it though, that had been absolutely out of this world. 
 
    “There’s a better way to thank me, Mia…” 
 
    “We can’t have sex…” 
 
    “I know, but why don’t you suck my cock for me?  You kinda owe me, don’t you think?” 
 
    He was right, the scales were definitely tipped in my favour to the tune of two autographs and a mind-blowing orgasm, but I wasn’t sure if I could bring myself to give him a blowjob.  The debate didn’t last long, I thought about the stories I could tell years from now when maybe my boyfriend and I would have split up anyway.  Could I live with myself if I gave up a once in a lifetime opportunity to go down on my hero? 
 
    I slid off his lap and got on my knees between his legs, looking up into his eyes as I slowly pulled his zip down and fished around inside his pants with one hand.  Reaching through the front of his boxers, I felt thick man-meat and dragged it out through the open zip.  Ethan’s cock was big and growing before my very eyes. 
 
    I gave it a cautious pump up and down and saw a bead of pre-cum appear at the very tip.  At the peak of my second pump I paused to spread his natural lubricant all over the head before leaning forward and sliding it past my lips and into my mouth.  I stroked downwards with my hand and followed with my lips as far as I could until I felt his fattening head hit the back of my throat and I could follow no more. 
 
    I bobbed up and down, slipping his cock out of my mouth and into my hand at the top of each motion, creating a long passage for his cock to slide through.  My boyfriend had told me in the past that this felt amazing, and after everything was sufficiently wet he could close his eyes and was unable to tell the difference between my hand and my mouth, it was like being deepthroated supposedly. 
 
    I turned my eyes upwards to Ethan and locked with his, it was almost as if we were having a staring contest.  I never stopped sucking his dick even as he rested his head back on the couch and ran his fingers through his hair, lost in the pleasure of the blowjob.  From behind I felt numerous hands exploring my pussy, removing my panties, gently stroking my clit, spreading my lips, occasionally plunging a finger as deep as it could go.  I didn’t care, my whole world was revolving around the spectacular cock that I was going to make cum all over my hand and in my mouth. 
 
    At least, I thought I didn’t care, but as I kept on slurping on Ethan’s hard dick and people kept toying with my pussy, I felt a familiar ball of pleasure beginning to grow in my belly, being fed by each stroke of an anonymous onlooker’s finger on my clit.  Ethan raised his head and looked down at my flushed face still sucking at him. 
 
    “I’ve got to fuck you, Mia…” 
 
    All thoughts of my boyfriend were gone by this stage and I popped his cock out of my mouth and nodded enthusiastically, grabbing my handbag while Ethan called for a table.  A couple guys dragged one over and Ethan lifted me up and sat me on the edge with my legs dangling over the side.  Ethan pushed me backwards as I found what I was looking for in my handbag and held it out to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “A condom?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Mia, you must have this band confused with another one.  The world famous rock band ‘Rain Jacket’ is playing next weekend.  Tonight is Bareback.” 
 
    “But I’m not on the pill!” 
 
    “Don’t you worry about that, I’m gonna pull out and cum all over that pretty little girl-next-door face of yours.  What do you say?” 
 
    A chant of ‘fuck, fuck, fuck’ was building up in the crowd of people surrounding the table as Ethan threw the condom over his shoulder and waited for my answer.  It was so risky, but I wasn’t that likely to get pregnant if he pulled out, was I?  I bit my lip with indecision, I wanted him so bad.  Looking to my side I saw the bitch who called me a little girl with a smirk on her face and that sealed the deal.  Rock ‘n’ roll, baby. 
 
    I leaned back, placed my feet on the edge of the table and spread my legs, gratified by yet another cheer from everybody in the room.  Ethan grasped his shaft and pointed it towards my waiting slit.  I felt the fat head of his cock push my slippery folds aside, which stretched to accommodate him.  His was the fattest erection ever to invade my tunnel and I squirmed at the sheer size of it, panting and gripping the sides of the table. 
 
    Thankfully I was already ludicrously wet from my previous climax and felt inch after inch of his girth penetrate me until his hips hit the bottom of my thighs and he began fucking me hard and fast.  The table began scooting across the floor with each powerful thrust of the lead singer’s rigid dick until several people grabbed on and kept it steady. 
 
    Hands were all over me, squeezing my breasts, tracing fingers on my taut navel, stroking my face.  I was overwhelmed with all the attention I was getting.  The greatest rock band in the world was in the room, but all eyes were on me.  I began moaning harder and louder, my pleasured sounds rising over the general cheer and rhythmic ‘slap, slap, slap’ of mine and Ethan’s bodies meeting over and over again. 
 
    My back arched when my climax hit me as hard as the guitar riff on Black Ocean Riot and I screamed out expletives and affirmatives as the sensations blew away the last meagre remnants of my modesty.  In that moment I didn’t care at all how many people were watching me cum or how many people would soon see a huge load of semen unleashed on my body.  All that mattered was the ecstasy. 
 
    My own cries and moans died down, overtaken in volume by a chant that the crowd had taken up.  It sounded like ‘Cum in her! Cum in her! Cum in her!’ but that wasn’t right at all! 
 
    “On!  On me!” I yelled, but nobody took any notice, least of all Ethan, whose face was contorted in the early stages of his own orgasm. 
 
    “Green card, here I come!” he half yelled and half grunted, pushing his fat cock as deep into my fertile depths as he possibly could.  I felt blast after blast of hot sperm hitting my cervix and pussy walls and gripped the table as hard as I could.  It was too late to stop him, and it felt so fucking good anyway.  I concentrated on the wonderful feeling, caught in the moment without a care for the pregnancy that would probably result from the deluge of little swimmers so deep inside me. 
 
    Ethan braced his hands on the table and thrust a few more times, draining the last of his creamy semen into my pussy before extracting himself and stepping back from the table.  Some random guy stepped up to take Ethan’s place but I put my foot on his chest, pushed him away and he went sprawling to the amusement of everybody else in the room.  What did he think this was? 
 
    I sat up and looked for my panties.  They were nowhere to be found but my handbag was right there on the table with me, I grabbed it and stood up, looking for Ethan.  He was back on the couch and the bimbo from earlier had her lips wrapped around his cock, cleaning him of our combined sex juices.  He saw me watching and smiled. 
 
    “I’m going to write a fucking song about you, Mia!” 
 
    I wanted to be angry… but found myself smiling back at the thought of being immortalised like other women with famous songs about them.  I hoped he did it, there was little doubt about whether the song would last the test of time or not.  This was Bareback, after all.  Rock ‘n’ Roll, baby. 
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    What would you do to meet the greatest rock band in the world?  It’s an interesting question that I asked myself after Bareback played to a packed out stadium in my city.  I’d lined up for hours to get tickets and basically been on the edge of my seat for months waiting for them to show up.  The night they played I did my level best to get backstage but this mind-bendingly huge man guarding the door said he wasn’t letting any more people through.  He looked like he could have thrown me all the way back to my own house like a paper airplane so I didn’t dare push the issue. 
 
    I made my way to where their tour bus was parked.  There was a short walk between the stadium and the custom painted vehicle and people, mostly scantily dressed girls like me and a few drunk guys, were already starting to crowd the area.  The numbers swelled with people waiting for their turn to maybe lay a finger on a rock god, or perhaps get something signed.  My heart sank, I hadn’t thought that quite so many people would have the same idea. 
 
    The crowd continued to increase in size as we all waited for the members of the three piece rock band to emerge.  I wondered what rock stars get up to back stage these days anyway, what could take so long?  I looked around at the other girls there and began to feel a bit self-conscious, so many of them were just gob-smackingly beautiful.  I bet some of them were practically professional groupies, they probably had a euphemism for it but that would be what it boiled down to. 
 
    They probably had a few tricks they used to get themselves noticed but being only eighteen this was the first rock concert I’d been to, of a major international band anyway.  As far as I could tell, the only things I had going for me were my breasts, which were large and full of the firmness of youth.  These assets had made me mighty popular throughout my school years and that trend had continued through my first semester of college.  Even so, I only seemed to fall within the average range in this particular sample population. 
 
    Suddenly, after what seemed like a lifetime of waiting, everybody started screaming and yelling.  It was crazy and a bit scary, so loud that I would have thought the stadium was collapsing on top of us if not for the fact that the crowd was surging towards it rather than away.  My disorientation was short-lived, there was only one thing that this could possibly mean, Bareback was heading to the tour bus!  I wanted to use my hands to cover my ears, the high-pitched scream of all the girls must have been almost enough to shatter all the windows on the bus, but I needed them to shove people out of the way as I clawed a path to the front ranks. 
 
    I was still several rows back when I caught sight of them myself.  Ethan, Noah and Daniel.  Singer, guitarist and drummer respectively were being forced towards the bus led by the giant from the backstage door, now assisted by normal sized guards on each side of the band.  The crowd was too dense, too loud, I wasn’t going to make it.  My screams joined the multitude of others and were lost in the ocean of noise. 
 
    I changed tactics and started pushing sideways, towards the bus rather than towards the band.  With comparatively little difficulty I got right beside the massive vehicle, clinging on to the hope that maybe they would reach out the windows and shake hands, sign autographs, anything!  To my left I saw the security guards shepherd the band, roadies and whoever else was allowed on the tour bus, which quickly filled up and to my dismay the engine started. 
 
    I looked up at the window and to my astonishment saw Dan Winchester, Bareback’s drummer, looking out at the crowd mobbing the bus with a smile, talking to the people around him.  Desperate times call for the big guns and without much thought I bunched up the bottom of my shirt, hooked my fingers under the wire of my bra and lifted up, flashing the bus with my impressive chest.  Quicker than you would have thought possible, phones with built in cameras were all pointed in my direction and the night was filled with even more bursts of light as Bareback fans made souvenirs of my teen breasts and hopeful upturned face. 
 
    The bus began creeping forward and I let out a wordless yell of frustration, pulling my shirt back down.  The wheels had barely made a single revolution before the driver applied the brakes.  I could see Daniel Winchester yelling something at somebody towards the front while pointing out the window.  With a hiss of hydraulics the doors opened huge man from the backstage area stepped out and waded through the crowd like so much long grass until he stood in front of me. 
 
    “You must really like Bareback,” he said. 
 
    “I’d do anything for Bareback!” I replied. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got a lonely drummer boy thousands of miles from home who thinks you might be fun company, want to get on this bus?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    I thought he would simply lead the way back through the crowd, but instead he picked me up as if I weighed little more than a pack of gum and strode to the front of the bus again like he was going for a quiet Sunday stroll instead of directly through a near-crazed throng of rock ‘n’ roll fans.  The doors opened with another hydraulic hiss and we stepped on before he placed me on my feet again. 
 
    The bored-looking driver gave me a cursory glance before setting the bus in motion again and I stumbled down the centre aisle.  To my left I saw Noah Pierson sitting by himself and just about plonked myself next to him with a squeal of delight.  He looked absolutely lost in his own world though, deep in thought and oblivious to the party going on around him, so I walked past and somebody handed me a beer. 
 
    The back of the bus was a dark mass of people drinking and doing their best to dance to the music blasting out of the vehicle’s built-in sound system.  I forced my way through, trying to find the ‘lonely drummer boy’ before he found somebody else.  It wasn’t easy going, the crowd in the bus was at least as frantic as the one that had been waiting outside the stadium and this combined with being on a moving vehicle made for some precariously balanced moments. 
 
    Suddenly from my right a strong arm wrapped around my waist and pulled me on to a waiting lap.  I struggled momentarily until I saw it was none other than Dan Winchester who had nabbed me and I wrapped my arms around his neck, squashing my breasts against him.  I was lost in the embrace, all I could think about was how very close I was to a living legend.  I pulled back, smiling, half so we could talk and half so I could just make sure it was really him. 
 
    “Awesome show!  I loved your cover of Moby Dick!” 
 
    “Thanks, it’s always a good one to bring out when the poor singer and guitarist need to have a break.  No rest for the drummer, hey?” 
 
    “I guess not,” I giggled, squirming a little on his lap. 
 
    “That was quite a show you put on, yourself.” 
 
    “I can’t believe I did that!” I blushed. 
 
    “I bet that little trick gets you on all the tour buses.” 
 
    “This is my first real concert, actually.  The first one that had a tour bus, anyway.” 
 
    Without breaking his gaze from my face I felt Dan’s hand sneak under my shirt and caress my navel, slowly slipping up towards the swell of my chest.  With a gasp I grabbed his hand and pushed it back down and out. 
 
    “Wait!  Please don’t do that… I’m not like that.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like… you know… a groupie.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you were a groupie… uh, what was your name?” 
 
    “Olivia.” 
 
    “Olivia, yeah.  I just thought you looked like someone who knows how to have a bit of fun.  Sorry if I was wrong about that.  I don’t want to offend you, I can get the bus stopped if you want to get off?” 
 
    I bit my lip with indecision.  Had I overreacted?  I’d used my breasts to get on the bus in the first place, was it wrong of me to defend them now like I was some kind of untouchable princess?  I wanted to stay, but I definitely didn’t want to be a groupie or a party favour for everybody on the bus. 
 
    “No… I want to stay on.  I just… I’m really not the kind of girl that flashes buses all the time, I swear.  I don’t want to do anything in front of all these people.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about them, Olivia, they’re busy with their partying, we’ve got a good long while before we get to the club, let’s just have a bit of fun and get to know each other a bit.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    Dan didn’t respond, instead his hand found its way under my shirt again and resumed the upward journey across my supple teen flesh.  I instinctively tried to push his hand away again but forced myself to let it go.  His fingers soon reached the underside of my left breast and I breathed in sharply, able to feel their path even through the material of my bra.  I looked around and it seemed that Dan was right, nobody was paying us the slightest bit of attention.  I relaxed and began to enjoy the sensation when he cupped my tit and gave it a playful squeeze. 
 
    “Please kiss me, Olivia.” 
 
    My face lit up with a big beaming smile.  One of the bad boys of rock ‘n’ roll, Daniel Winchester, had just politely requested a kiss from me.  Me!  I leaned in close and pressed my lips to his, tilting my head to the right and placed my hand on his cheek, feeling the rough stubble there.  Dan returned my kiss with passion and I felt his tongue snake tenderly into my mouth at the same time as his hand left my breast and followed the bra strap around my body to my back. 
 
    With a skill any girl would be proud of, he flicked the clasp of my bra open with the one hand and I felt the release of tension under my shirt.  I broke off the kiss to whisper in his ear. 
 
    “Don’t take my shirt off… just for you, ok?” 
 
    He nodded and his hand moved around to the front of my body, once again following the path of my bra strap until his hand slid between the cup and my heavy tit, caressing my bare flesh as my hard nipple poked into his palm.  I turned my body towards him even more, trying to hide the movement under my shirt from any casual observers. 
 
    I touched my lips to his again, a continuation of the previous kiss.  Our tongues played a game of cat and mouse, each seeking the other in turns and lightly touching under the privacy of our sealed lips.  Dan’s fingers lightly pinched my nipple and I moaned into his mouth as my sensitive tip sparked with pleasure at each squeeze. 
 
    The drummer’s left hand lowered from my back to my ass and fondled it briefly before moving even lower to the hem of my short skirt.  His fingers curled around the material and began dragging it upwards, exposing more and more of my upper thighs to anybody who happened to look down at us. 
 
    “Stop… somebody will see…” I breathed, torn between being shy and desperately wanting to feel his touch on my between my legs. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s too dark.” 
 
    Dan continued pulling on my skirt until I had to shift my weight off his lap so he could bunch it up at my lower back before I sat again.  I looked down and although it looked like my skirt was ridiculously short it did at least look like I was still wearing something, from the perspective of anybody in the aisle anyway.  I was wearing a G-string, my bare ass cheeks were resting on his thighs and I could feel the heat of his muscular legs through his pants. 
 
    His hand reached around behind my back and under my leg until I felt his fingertips between my legs, gently stroking the material covering my most private place.  I crushed myself to him, burying my face on the seat beside his head as he simultaneously pleasured my breast and teased my pussy.  I was in seventh heaven, and could only moan an affirmative when his skilled hand pulled my G-string aside, discretely exposing my pussy. 
 
    I raised my head and looked around, amazed that even now nobody was crowding around us.  The idea of being fingered by a rock god while dozens of people partied all around us was incredibly hot and the very first contact upon my bare pussy lips was enough to get my juices flowing, dampening his fingertips as he explored me. 
 
    With ever deepening thrusts Dan pushed a single finger forward until it was all the way inside.  I gripped it and stared into his eyes, realising I was showing off how tight my teenage depths were.  Over and over his digit slid in and out of me, rubbing hard on the slippery walls of my vagina as I continued to squeeze 
 
    Daniel eventually extracted his finger from my folds and moved it further forwards, gliding over my clit.  I squeaked quietly, a sound that was utterly drowned in the commotion of the bus party, and unwrapped my arms from around his neck.  With hands trembling from both nerves and the ecstasy he was beginning to rub into my most sensitive spot I fumbled at the button and zip of his pants, suddenly needing to feel my fingers wrapped around his manhood. 
 
    Carefully pulling his shirt down with one hand to conceal what I was doing with the other, I reached into his boxers and freed his hard cock from its confines.  My tongue popped out of my mouth of its own accord and I licked my lips, feeling every bump and curve of the erection in my hand to make up for not being able to see it with my eyes.  I gave it a few gentle pumps as Dan began to flick his finger back and forth across my clit and I was rewarded with a small stream of pre-cum flowing out of the tip. 
 
    With my thumb I carefully smeared the rock star’s natural lubricant all over the engorged head of his cock and began to jerk him harder and faster, almost as if I was hammering out a beat on my own set of drums.  Dan’s finger continued its blissful assault on my clit and I felt an orgasm fast approaching, enthralled as I was by the incredible erection in my hand. 
 
    Over the noise of the tour bus I could just make out squelchy wet sounds being emitted from under Daniel’s shirt as his pre-cum continued to flow out and aid my handjob.  I hoped I would be able to last until he came but the thought of his thick creamy semen erupting all over my hand pushed me past the point of no return and I shuddered my way through a powerful climax, squirming and moaning right there on the drummer’s lap in front of anybody who was looking our way. 
 
    I shut my eyes tight, not wanting to see if anybody was watching me for fear it would interrupt my pleasure.  Blinded and feeling weightless, I was gently rocked from side to side by the motion of the bus and the sounds of the party faded as if a pillow was over my ears. 
 
    An extra jolt of pleasure seemed to shoot into me from my breast and I let out a sigh of utter satisfaction, temporarily unable to think about what that sensation might mean.  All I could think about was the wonderful way it prolonged my orgasm as my juices flooded out over Daniel’s hand. 
 
    I opened my eyes drowsily and saw, with no surprise, that Daniel had lifted my shirt up to suck on my tits while I was distracted by my climax.  I was too out of breath to protest and instead watched as the drummer’s tongue danced all over my areola before his lips drew my hard nipple into his mouth where it was treated to a glorious flicking back and forth.  He alternated between each of my large breasts and I saw that, at last, this was drawing attention from other people on the bus. 
 
    People were cheering us on, nudging others and pointing until I was surrounded by Bareback fans enthusiastically pumping their fists in the air and making surprisingly flattering comments about my body.  I couldn’t believe the reaction, it was strangely empowering to be the focus point of so many people.  I wondered if this was what rock stars felt like all the time. 
 
    As if detecting my change in mood, Dan detached himself from my nipple and looked up at me. 
 
    “I want to fuck you, Olivia, right here.” 
 
    I blushed, feeling of empowerment or not, the bluntness of his statement still provoked a confused turmoil of emotions.  I wanted to feel his cock inside me, but I still didn’t want to be a groupie.  There was also the issue of me not having a condom with me, and I thought wistfully back to the unopened box in the set of drawers next to my bed at home. 
 
    “But… all these people… and I’m not on the pill.” 
 
    “I think you like it now that they’re watching, I saw that look in your eye.” 
 
    I blushed even harder. 
 
    “And you can finish me off with your mouth, it’d be so fucking hot for you to look up at me and taste your own pussy when I cum down your throat.  What do you say, Olivia?” 
 
    I’d heard there was a risk of a few stray sperm being in a man’s pre-cum so it was technically possible to still get pregnant even if he pulled out in time.  It was so precarious, I just couldn’t get pregnant, not when I was going through college.  Could I?  On the other hand, it was unlikely to happen, since I would be able to finish him with a blowjob. 
 
    I took a deep breath in submission to my body’s wishes and shifted my position, never taking my hand off his cock.  Soon I was straddling him and facing backwards on the seat.  With my other hand I pulled my panties to the side and saw the entire crowd staring between my legs as I slowly, teasingly, brought my weight down and forced Dan’s hard member into my tightness. 
 
    Daniel closed his eyes and his head rolled back as he felt my pristine teen pussy hugging his erection.  When the ridge of his cock head popped fully inside me, he groaned in pleasure.  In the midst of the cheering crowd I could hear more comments on my body and the action that was unfolding in front of them, from both men and women. 
 
    “Holy shit, look at that beautiful pussy…” 
 
    “I wish I had tits like that…” 
 
    “God she looks tight…” 
 
    I kept pushing downwards until the drummer’s length was entirely embedded inside me and then, keeping one hand pulling my panties aside, I raised a finger to my mouth and played up for the spectators.  I slid it over my lips, tasting Dan’s pre-cum , showing everybody what I would do to his cock when he was ready.  Wet and horny, I began bouncing up and down, at last completely comfortable with the situation, loving the devotion of the crowd. 
 
    Dan’s hands slid up my thighs and came to a rest just under my hips, helping keep my skirt out of the way so both he and everybody else could see his shaft repeatedly disappearing into my eager teen slit.  My breasts swung and jiggled right in front of his face, he seemed mesmerised by them as if they were a hypnotist’s pocket watch.  I moaned in pleasure at the incredible sensations swirling around my body, being rubbed into me as my pussy walls did their best to milk his cock while I rode him, clenching and releasing in time with my bounces. 
 
    Bareback’s rhythm section showed why he was considered one of the best drummer’s in the history of rock, beginning to thrust upwards to meet my body and using his hands to guide me into a steady beat.  I yelled in ecstasy and tossed my hair like I was in the mosh pit rocking out to one of their many hits, savouring the feel of his erection deep inside me with the cadence of our own music. 
 
    Wanting to ride him even harder, I halted my blowjob simulation so I could cradle my breasts with my arm and stop them from getting sore from all the bouncing, as well as stopping their wild gyrations from putting me off balance.  I began grinding against Daniel with every meeting of our bodies, rubbing my clit near the base of his cock and felt the stirrings of another powerful orgasm begin to grip me. 
 
    It was a delicious kind of torture, every time I got close to my climax I felt the need to use my arm to brace myself, which set my breasts free and interfered with my rhythm, so I cradled them again.  I must have gone through this cycle about three times before I felt a pair of hands reach around under my arms and cup each fleshy mound.  I looked down and saw my tits bulging between the fingers of some unknown man, my nipples hard but almost entirely concealed as he played with them, getting a small taste of what I’d given the rock star. 
 
    My first instinct was still to push the hands away, but as he began pinching my nipples and Daniel continued his rhythmic upward thrusts with military precision I was actually glad of the support provided by the anonymous person.  I leaned back against the seat in front of me until I could feel the hot breath of my mysterious benefactor on my neck, changing the angle of penetration for the Bareback drummer. 
 
    I began bucking and gyrating my hips as if I was a belly dancer, giving Daniel and everybody else a view of my trim and fit teen navel flexing and bending with each sexy swivel.   He ran his hand appreciatively over my mid-section, tracing a finger around my belly button before returning to my hip and gripping it even harder than before, thrusting into me with real power. 
 
    I was driven straight over the edge of my second orgasm by the combined sensations of the mysterious hands on my tits and the potent pounding of the so-called lonely drummer boy.  Bracing myself I shuddered out an orgasm, yelling my ecstasy so everybody on the bus could hear it regardless of how much cheering and partying was going on.  
 
    For the first time since he penetrated me, Daniel’s thrusts began to lose their dependable rhythm, something on his face changed, he looked like he was approaching a state of nirvana. 
 
    “You ready?” I asked. 
 
    “Gonna… cum… inside…” 
 
    “Not on… the pill,” I reminded him, still in the breathless haze of my own orgasm. 
 
    Daniel wrapped his arms around me, holding me tight against his body as he pistoned his cock into me with all the force he could muster.  I tried to raise myself off, so I could get on my knees in front of him, but he was too strong and held me in place.  My quivering pussy still squeezed at its cock without any conscious will from me, it wanted that semen as soon as possible and I couldn’t blame it. 
 
    With a groan of release Dan pushed as deep into my sex as he could and I felt a torrent of hot sticky cum blast my pussy walls.  Spurt after spurt erupted from the tip, it felt like an incredible amount, by far the most cum ever dumped into me, the only semen that had ever been inside my pussy without the protection of a condom. 
 
    Dan fell back, panting for breath, still holding on to me as tight as ever like he didn’t want me to go anywhere.  I nuzzled my face into his neck, feeling his cock still twitching inside my well-fucked pussy. 
 
    The sounds of the other people on the bus seemed to fade away again and I felt like it was just him and I there, wordless in our afterglow.  The heat of his creamy load seemed to spread around my body and I imagined myself pregnant with a big swollen belly, breasts even larger than they were now, the playful kicks that I’d be able to feel on my tummy… it didn’t seem so bad. 
 
    So in the end I got to answer that very interesting question ‘what would you do to meet the greatest rock band in the world.’  It turned out that I knew the answer all along, and the truth is that I’d do anything for Bareback. 
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    I missed out on tickets to Bareback’s show when they came to town but, thanks to a friend who works security at the stadium they played at, I knew which club they were heading to that same evening.  I’d been a fan of the UK rock band since before they got really famous, I even had a copy of a CD they used to sell at their live shows where the whole thing is just covers of well-known songs.  I’d almost thrown my laptop out the window when I found out they were playing in my city but the show was already sold out. 
 
    I got tickets for their next show the following week, but it did mean the added expense of travel and accommodation in the next city.  It was worth it though, this was the first tour they’d done since their second album came out and I loved every song. 
 
    Critics lambasted them for not staying true to their roots, referring to the acoustic tracks that were in there right alongside the standard squealing electric guitar solos that one would typically expect from a rock band.  I thought it showed great depth though, an ability to slow the pace right down when the subject matter called for it.  In my opinion it made their heavier stuff all the more hard hitting and meaningful. 
 
    If sales and downloads of albums mean anything, and they do, then the listening public disagreed very strongly with professional opinion.  The three piece rock band known as Bareback were fabulously rich, ludicrously talented and taking the world by storm. 
 
    I was desperate to meet them, especially guitarist Noah Pierson.  He was the reason I first started learning to play guitar back in high school.  When I first listened to that first CD, with the cover songs, I had already heard the originals but it was obvious to me that Bareback had a unique style, and they made every track their own.  At that early stage the singer, Ethan Sanders, was still trying to sound like the original artists and it’s really difficult to differentiate yourself as a drummer, so Dan Winchester sure had his work cut out for him. 
 
    Noah Pierson sounded like he’d been born with a guitar in his hand, though.  Probably in the middle of a spirit-lifting solo that would have had the doctor raise his hand in a devil’s horns sign and the nurses rip their shirts open so he could sign their breasts.  Before Ethan and Daniel found their ‘voices’ Noah was already a rock star waiting to happen.  It’s safe to say I was pretty star-struck by him. 
 
    A few previous a couple friends and I had started a cover-band of our own, specialising in Bareback songs.  We called ourselves Barefront, parody names are pretty common in the cover-band industry, and this name along with glamorous pictures of us three girls for the promotional posters had ensured pretty good turnouts for whatever gigs we had been able to get. 
 
    There was one song on their latest album ‘Remember Laughter’ that I couldn’t figure out how to play.  I wanted to see if Noah would tell me the secret to this song, talk about life in a new band and the struggle to make it into the big time.  I never in a million years thought he would be at all interested in me. 
 
    My friends and I got to the club early, real early.  The club Bareback was going to wouldn’t be known to many people ahead of them arriving, but once they were there it was only a matter of time before the word spread.  The line outside would go around the corner, maybe around the block, and entrance fees would go up out of my meagre budget.  We walked in with an appreciative head to toe scan from the doorman and secured ourselves a little booth with a table, waiting for more people to arrive before letting off some steam on the dance floor. 
 
    This club didn’t usually hit its stride until 1a.m or so.  I hoped the band would arrive before then, when there was still a remote possibility of the chance to talk to them.  We waited, we drank, we flirted with the few guys who approached us.  Perhaps we flirted a little too effectively.  By the time midnight rolled around, my friends were both ‘dancing’ with some, admittedly, pretty cute guys who had laid the charm on pretty thick. 
 
    I said ‘dancing’ but I really meant ‘grinding’.  Debbie, the lead singer in our band, was lip-locked with some ‘tall dark and handsome’ who had one leg between hers, pushing her short skirt up.  I was sure she was rubbing her pussy on his thigh as they swayed vaguely in time with the music.  The guys were cute, it couldn’t be denied, but they weren’t Bareback!  I managed to resist the advances of some local for long enough that he eventually gave up. 
 
    That did leave me alone and looking like a bit of a loser with a booth and table but no friends.  I checked the time on my phone and sighed.  Had the tip from my friend been wrong?  My question was answered almost immediately as a crowd of people surged in the door, the kind of surge that meant a group had bypassed the usual inspection by a doorman and payment of an entrance fee.  VIPs in other words. 
 
    I scanned the new arrivals, trying to see if it was Bareback or just somebody with a lot of money and a rent-a-crowd.  The first person I made out dispelled all doubt from my mind, the huge frame of Grant Preston in the midst of the throng was clearly visible.  Grant stood at nearly 7 feet tall and was no beanpole.  He doubled as the band’s manager and occasionally in various security roles.  His intimidating presence was probably largely responsible for the great deal Bareback had with their record company, as well as why they had never had any major security incidents in their entire history of touring. 
 
    Now sure the band was somewhere in there, I scanned the group even harder.  The first member I spotted was Dan Winchester who had a stunningly beautiful piece of arm-candy at his side, a big breasted young blonde in a skirt even shorter than Debbie’s.  She looked a little wobbly on her legs as if she’d drunk too much or had some good sex, I wasn’t sure which. 
 
    Next I saw Ethan Sanders, each of his arms draped over a girl and his trademark old school sunglasses parked over a smile that stretched almost from ear to ear.  I couldn’t see Noah anywhere and began to panic a little.  Bareback had a reputation for bringing back the good old days of rock ‘n’ roll, partying hard and trashing hotel rooms, but Noah was said to occasionally skip the after-show festivities that his band-mates would never miss. 
 
    At last I saw him, looking distant and hardly paying any attention at all to the three girls who were trying to gain his favour.  He tapped Daniel Winchester on the shoulder and raised two fingers, paused in thought, and then raised three fingers.  Daniel laughed and nodded while Noah headed towards the stairs that led to the VIP balcony. 
 
    I had to act quickly, there was no way I’d be let up those stairs if I let him slip past.  I hurried across the room as fast as I could, silently cursing the heels on my fuck-me-boots.  Thankfully Noah was slowed down by some random fan presumably asking for an autograph, which Noah declined to give.  The guy appeared to be getting agitated until Grant Preston stood next to Noah and crossed his arms.  That was enough, the guy left, and I arrived in front of Noah immediately afterwards. 
 
    “No autographs, sorry,” he said, paying me about as much attention as he had to the girls he arrived with. 
 
    “I don’t want your autograph.  I want your help.” 
 
    “Help?” 
 
    “Yeah, I play guitar… uh… not as well as you do.” 
 
    That was probably a superfluous comment to add seeing as very few people, living or dead, played the guitar as well as Noah Pierson.  On the bright side, it did seem to bring his attention to the here and now.  And me.  His eyes met mine and I saw the force of will he was putting into not giving me the entire-body-scan that guys can’t seem to stop themselves from doing.  Noah Pierson may have been a rock-god, but I was gratified to see he was only human in that regard when he was finally unable to resist looking at my body. 
 
    “What kind of help were you looking for?” 
 
    “Well, there’s this bit in the solo for ‘Remember Laughter’…” 
 
    “I know what you’re talking about… that’s a secret, that is.” 
 
    “No fair!  Every video clip I’ve seen cuts away from you whenever that part plays.  I’ve listened about a million times, everything I’ve tried just doesn’t sound right.  There’s nothing like it in any of your other songs.” 
 
    “Play a lot of our songs, do you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m in a band.  Just a cover band for now, actually, we’re called Barefront.” 
 
    I clamped my jaws shut with a click suddenly worried about what original artists think about cover bands making parodies of their names.  I was mortified at the possibility of having offended him and stared with wide eyes to try and gauge his reaction.  His brow furrowed and I was about to blurt out an apology but then the creases cleared and he smiled for the first time since entering the club. 
 
    “I thought I recognised you.” 
 
    “You recognised… me?” 
 
    “Yeah, Grant here has got his finger on the pulse.  In the world of music, if he doesn’t know about it then it’s probably because it didn’t happen.  He knows about all Bareback cover bands that are worth knowing about.  Shuts down the ones that hurt our image.” 
 
    “How can you shut them down?” 
 
    “Grant… has his ways.” 
 
    “That’s easy to believe.  You don’t mind our name then?” 
 
    “Barefront?  I tell you what, I like it a lot better than the band Grant shut down last month.  ‘Bare Sack’ they called themselves.  Performed nude.  Performed shit.” 
 
    I laughed and Noah joined me, way up in the clouds even Grant Preston was wearing a wordless smirk. 
 
    “I wanted to get you guys to open for us, you know.  Thought it’d be good to have a local band for tonight.” 
 
    My jaw dropped at the idea that my small-time-probably-going-nowhere-band had apparently been close to getting a charitable boost from the hottest act currently active in rock. 
 
    “W-what happened to that idea?” 
 
    “Ah, Grant here said no.  He’s the business-brains of this outfit.  Canny as fuck, like.” 
 
    “Sorry, love,” the giant boomed above us. 
 
    “I kept your poster though, got it on my wall back home,” Noah said. 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “You never!” 
 
    “I… always?” 
 
    I felt like my feet were a good three inches off the ground and almost toppled over in a squealing heap of giddiness.  Instead I stood there smiling like an idiot. 
 
    “So, Natalie…” 
 
    “I didn’t tell you my name… oh, the poster.” 
 
    “Yeah.  You’ll get used to that.  You’re really good, I reckon you’ll go places.” 
 
    “That’s the dream.  We’re doing OK at the moment, but only as a cover band.  You should see the dance floor clear when we play an original song, it’s fucking disheartening.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve been there.” 
 
    “I was really hoping to meet you tonight, wanted to pick your brain about when things started to get really successful for you guys.  As well as that solo in ‘Remember Laughter’.” 
 
    “It’s a bit loud for a real conversation here.  Hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but would you like to head back to my hotel to talk?” 
 
    I hoped to all the gods of rock ‘n’ roll that my face was remaining at least a little bit calm.  Inside my stomach was churning and I wanted to pump my fist in the air and yell ‘Yes!’  Instead, I tried to play it a little bit cooler. 
 
    “You don’t want to celebrate with your friends?” 
 
    “I’m not really feelin’ it tonight.  There’s always more celebrations.” 
 
    I looked to the dance floor, trying to pick out my friends.  With the Bareback group having arrived and the surge of people beginning to pile into the club in tow, I couldn’t spot them.  I didn’t want to leave without saying anything but on the other hand I was pretty sure they’d understand.  Looking back to Noah I nodded and smiled. 
 
    “We can sneak out the back or go out the front, all guns blazing.  Which would you prefer?” he asked. 
 
    “You wouldn’t mind being seen leaving with me?” 
 
    “Not if you don’t mind being seen leaving with me.” 
 
    “Yeeha,” I pointed to the front doors. 
 
    “Could we get a car sorted, Grant?” 
 
    The huge man had been peacefully looking down at us with a nonchalant look on his face.  At the request he rolled his eyes good-naturedly and made a dramatic formal bow. 
 
    “My liege,” he said and pulled out a phone. 
 
    Noah looked back to me.  “I bet he’s had a few cars on standby since before we arrived, the guy is incredible.” 
 
    “Seems like a good man to have on the team.” 
 
    Just then Daniel Winchester arrived with his bleach-blonde companion still firmly attached.  Between them they were carrying a dizzying array of drinks.  Dan carefully handed over three shot glasses to Noah, glanced at me, away, and then did a double-take. 
 
    “Hey, isn’t that Natalie?  The one you’ve been raving about?” 
 
    Noah appeared embarrassed and shot Daniel a look that could have killed. 
 
    “Er, I mean the guitarist from Barefront?  Hey, you can fuckin’ shred, man!” 
 
    “Thanks… I didn’t know I had any fans at all.” 
 
    Noah handed one of the shots to me and one to Grant Preston. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked. 
 
    “Rock ‘n’ roll,” Noah said and downed it. 
 
    I did likewise, coughing and sputtering at the harsh kick of tequila.  Somewhere above us, Grant was looking at his phone and drank the shot like it was a thimble of air.  A message apparently came through, because he leaned down and said something to Noah that I couldn’t hear.  The point towards the front of the club was unmistakable though, the car must have arrived already. 
 
    Noah extended his hand in the direction of the door, gesturing for me to lead the way.  I felt like I was in a dream and that at any moment I’d wake up and find I was late to catch the bus too my soul-sucking office job.  I considered pinching myself to test the theory.  I didn’t do it. 
 
    I walked out the door and was met by a blast of cold air and the determined faces of several paparazzi, who looked at me as if it was my fault for not being famous.  Their expressions soon changed when Noah stepped out behind me. 
 
    At one of our shows in a small local club I remember the low budget version of a strobe light they had, which consisted of having the kid who washed dishes flick a light switch on and off.  The blinding flashes of the cameras were beyond comparison.  I stopped dead into my tracks until Noah’s fingertips found the small of my back and gently pushed forward as he walked alongside me. 
 
    The merest touch of his fingers felt like some pleasurable mixture of a tickle and an itch being scratched.  I looked sideways at him, partly so I wasn’t looking directly at the bright bursts of light and partly so I could verify that I was really leaving a club with Noah Pierson.  I was, it was really happening. 
 
    At the kerb a limo was waiting with a driver holding the rear door open.  I stepped inside feeling like some mistake had to have been made.  A group of friends and I had rented a ‘limo’ for our prom but it was a piece of crap compared to this one.  Whereas the vehicle of a couple years ago looked a bit worn out, this one almost looked as if it had been constructed especially for this journey.  Everything was spotless, new and high-class, right down to the expensive Champaign sitting in a bucket of ice. 
 
    I sat facing backwards and Noah sat opposite me.  The door closed and I tried to think about what to say.  All the questions I’d thought of previously I’d either forgotten or decided they sounded stupid when actually confronted with speaking them to the greatest guitarist in the world.  Thankfully, Noah seemed much less affected by nerves and reached for the bottle. 
 
    With a huge ‘pop’ and a surge of bubbles the cork flew upwards and smashed one of the lights softly illuminating the rear section of the limo.  Noah shrugged. 
 
    “That’ll probably come out of the deposit.” 
 
    Looking around, he flipped open an arm rest and pulled out two glasses, handing them to me so he could pour.  When done, he placed the bottle back in the ice and accepted the glass I offered him. 
 
    “To chance meetings,” he said. 
 
    I bit my tongue about the ‘chance’ part, but happily drank to the ‘meeting’ after clinking glasses. 
 
    “You’ve got a long way to go as a guitarist,” he advised. 
 
    “Uh… well, I would think so.  I mean, I’m only nineteen, I practice all the time…” 
 
    “I don’t mean that as an insult… sorry.  Hey, trust me, you’re better than I was at nineteen.” 
 
    “I doubt that…” 
 
    “I’ve been deep, deep, into music for a long time.  I’d like to think I’ve got a good ear for this kind of thing.” 
 
    “Well… thanks then.  I’ll take it as a compliment.” 
 
    “I listened to your whole album.  Well, I guess it’s really our album, but I listened to your version of it.  Eighteen tracks and you, you personally, nailed two of them.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong, the rest of them are competent, but you didn’t convince me that you had really immersed yourself in the music.  I didn’t feel your own passion in the way you played your guitar.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that though, Natalie.  Most guitarists, even some making the big bucks, I wouldn’t say are as competent as you.  The two that you nailed though, I really wanted to speak to you about them.  One of them, you play just like me.  The other one is totally different, you changed the whole meaning of the song without changing the lyrics, the beat or even the basic melody.” 
 
    I knew the song he was talking about and felt a lump rise in my throat.  That was one topic I certainly hadn’t ever considered bringing up.  I stared down at my glass and blinked away the tears that I felt threatening to well up. 
 
    “Little Castles,” I croaked. 
 
    “That’s the one.  We made it as a happy-go-lucky little number.  Good fun.  You turned it into a dirge.  Why?  Tell me what it means to you.” 
 
    I took a deep breath.  It had been five years, and I still couldn’t play that song without shedding a tear.  I looked back up at Noah, expecting to see either the cool and collected rock star he always appeared to be on television interviews or the hard partying rock star the tabloids always spoke about.  Instead I saw a guy leaning forward in his seat waiting with rapt attention on me, a person who spoke to the world with his music and whom, apparently, my music had spoken to in turn. 
 
    “My Dad.  H-he loved your music almost as much as I do… but he died when I was fourteen.  I played that song at his funeral.  I’m not sure if I actually hit any of the right chords, I hadn’t been playing long by then.  I probably damn near electrocuted myself, I was crying so much.” 
 
    Noah was nodding, and his eyes had a glassy sheen as if he might be close to tears too.  With yet another deep breath I continued. 
 
    “I was so embarrassed.  Ashamed of how poorly I played the song.  My Dad’s last song and I wasn’t good enough to play it right.  So I practiced my fucking ass off and I play it now the way I wanted to play it then.  I extended the solo because I never want it to end, like I never wanted my Dad to end.  It’s always over too soon, though.  Just like him.” 
 
    Noah leaned back in his seat and turned his head to stare out of the window at the traffic going the other way for a while.  I took a big gulp of my beverage and tried to bring myself back under control.  With one hand Noah rubbed at the corner of his eye and turned back to me. 
 
    “I thought it had to be something like that.  I lost my Mum.  A long time ago now, but it reminded me of her.  That chick could rock, I tell ya.  Natalie?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Could I… give you a hug?” 
 
    In the dim light of the limo I could have sworn he was blushing.  It was so hard to reconcile this thoughtful and attentive man with the reputation Bareback had.  The request for a hug was a bit out of the blue too, but if the truth be told I really needed one at that moment so I nodded, put down my glass and held out my arms. 
 
    Noah put his glass in a holder and leaned forward out of his seat, shuffling towards me until he was on his knees by my seat.  His arms slipped under mine and around my body as I wrapped my own around his shoulders and leaned my head on him.  I’m not sure how long we stayed like that, swaying to the left and right turns of the car, but I didn’t want it to stop. 
 
    I was lost in the embrace, inhaling his subtle aftershave scent with the faintly detectable musky remnants of a show under the hot spotlights of the local stadium and the leather of his jacket.  His head turned towards me and he whispered in my ear. 
 
    “He’d be proud of you, Natalie.  There’s no way he couldn’t be.” 
 
    I turned my face towards him, his stubble tingling pleasantly across my cheek, until I was looking into his eyes.  Our noses were almost touching and I desperately wanted to lean forward to kiss him.  I’d set out at the start of the night looking to talk shop with my idol and instead I’d found something that felt like a kindred spirit. 
 
    The thought that I was just a small-time local girl and he was an international rock star was still holding me back.  I’m not sure if I ever would have mustered up the courage if he hadn’t leaned his head slightly to the right and softly touched his lips to mine.  For me it was like my lips had been shocked by static electricity, the jolt of disbelief was so strong, and I stayed motionless for a moment. 
 
    Soon, though, my body got over the surprise and I raised my chin slightly to improve the angle while returning his kiss with excitement.  His tongue gently extended a short way past my lips, seeking and finding my own.  Together they twirled around as if dancing to some wonderful slow music. 
 
    Keeping one hand pressed against my back, Noah reached downwards with the other and put it between my knees, pushing my leg aside so he could move between them while still kneeling on the floor.  I resisted at first, thinking of how opening my legs would make my skirt ride up and leave only my flimsy panties between my pussy and the potentially rock hard rock star. 
 
    My resistance wilted under his gentle but steady pressure and he shuffled into the space made available to him, his upper body now as close as it had been in the midst of our hug.  The hand that had pushed my legs open slid upwards along my smooth thigh.  Over the material of my skirt it roamed and came to rest just above my hip, his thumb stroking the firm flesh of my navel like he was strumming a slow love song on his guitar, playing me like a true master. 
 
    The sensation of his hands on me was nothing short of electric and I moaned as much as was possible given the increasing passion of our kissing.  I slipped one hand inside his jacket, feeling his lean body radiating heat through the simple t-shirt he was wearing underneath.  At the same time the fingers of my other hand ran through his hair, pulling him ever deeper into our kiss. 
 
    Almost without my thinking my ass shuffled forward on the seat until I felt the bulge in the front of his pants pressing between my legs, my silky panties getting pushed ever so slightly between the folds of my sex.  I broke off the kiss, suddenly needing to breathe heavily as all my concentration was focused on the sensation of Noah’s gentle grind. 
 
    My juices began flowing quicker than they ever had in my previous sexual encounters.  The idea that Noah Pierson’s shaft, but for a few thin layers of clothing, was being caressed by my pussy lips was one of the hottest thoughts that had ever gone through my head.  It wasn’t long before, instead of his still-covered cock rubbing against my underwear, him and my underwear were sliding against my dampening labia. 
 
    I pushed his jacket backwards off him and almost ripped his t-shirt off, desperate to have my hands on his bare skin.  As soon as his they were disentangled from his clothing Noah returned his hands to the bottom of my shirt and slowly pushed upwards while I explored his chest and abs with fascinated fingers.  When the bunched-up material of my simple black tank top reached the bottom of my breasts Noah gripped it firmly and paused as if he was about to open a wonderful present. 
 
    In slow motion Noah raised my top like the lid on a treasure chest.  I watched his face carefully, amazed and flattered that somebody who had his pick of women for so many years could look upon me with such wonder in his eyes.  My expensive bra hugged my breasts and made them look larger than they were, the upper curves of them both sitting high and proud on my slim frame.  As had happened to Noah, my hands were forced away from his body so he could lift my top off. 
 
    My wavy hair fell in a cascade around my face as the shirt first swept it up and then released it when clear.  Noah threw it over his shoulder and quickly leaned in to resume our kiss and embrace.  My breasts, still encased in my bra, squashed against his chest and the hard package in his pants pressed harder at my panties, pushing them even further into my pussy. 
 
    I whimpered and slid my hand between my legs, feeling the side of the cock-bulge that was grinding so much pleasure into me.  It was difficult to tell through his pants but it felt so hard and thick, I thought it might be the biggest of the few dicks I had personally experienced.  I slipped both hands on to his ass and pulled him towards me. 
 
    I was sure my natural lubricants had made a sopping mess of my panties by this stage and were probably leaving a wet patch on the front of his pants.  I couldn’t have cared less about the blatant nature of my arousal, and it didn’t seem to hold Noah back either.  Behind my back I felt Noah’s skilled fingers unclasp my bra and breathed a sigh of mixed pleasure and relief.  The supportive underwear looked fantastic but was really uncomfortable. 
 
    Noah leaned back and my head followed his momentarily, not wanting the kiss to break off.  Finally it did, with a wet ‘schluk’ sound and then there was space enough between us so that Noah could look at my body as he pulled the shoulder straps downwards.  Slowly, he tantalised himself with my exposure, his mouth parting at the same moment I felt cooler air hit my nipples. 
 
    The rock star closed the distance again and I licked my lips in preparation for another kiss, but he changed angles and I felt his lips lock on to my neck and suck almost to the point of pain before he began moving his head lower and lower, kissing along the way until he was taking one of my achingly hard nipples into his mouth, flicking his tongue across it faster than I would have thought possible. 
 
    To my surprise I was on the verge of orgasm purely from being hornier than I could ever remember, in addition to the skilled tongue lashing my nipple was receiving.  I began to breathe heavily, welcoming the oncoming release, but Noah detached from my breast and continued his trail of kisses over my belly.  His last kiss was placed below my belly button, just over my skirt. 
 
    Looking up at me, he slid his hands along the underside of my thighs and briefly caressed the crease where my legs met my ass before pulling my panties downwards.  I lifted my weight off the seat so he could pull them away, my pussy lips tugging at the slippery material that had been pushed inside me.  Leaving them dangling from one ankle, he raised my feet until they were planted on the seat to either side of me and I was spread to the limits of my flexibility before him. 
 
    With no thought given to building up, perhaps sensing my already near-orgasmic state, Noah inserted the first two fingers of his right hand into my pussy and set that magic tongue of his to work directly on my clit.  I threw my head back and screamed out my pleasure, both hands on top of his head in case he got any ideas about moving on, as he had from my nipple. 
 
    Thankfully he appeared to have no such intentions, flicking at my clit at a frantic pace until I couldn’t possibly hold myself back, even if I had wanted to.  My pussy muscles rhythmically clenched down on his fingers as a starburst of ecstasy engulfed me.  Despite my vigorous thrashing and bucking, Noah somehow managed to maintain a constant contact with my clit, securing every last iota of pleasure that could possibly be had from this orgasm for me, prolonging it until a thin sheen of sweat stood out on my forehead and heaving chest. 
 
    I sank back into the chair, breathless, with my hair feeling as messed up as it usually was after a good night of sleeping, partially hiding my face.  I stared out at Noah from between my wavy locks, a warm fuzzy feeling spreading all over my body.  Every nerve in my body felt like it was twitching, ready to catapult me off the seat and tear his pants off, I was lust personified. 
 
    Noah undid the button and zip of his pants and the miracle that had held me back even that short expanse of time was ended.  I left my seat and reached past his hands into the obscured shadows of his underwear.  I found the gap in the front of his boxer shorts and slid my fingers inside, immediately finding what I was looking for. 
 
    It was impossible to miss, really, every bit as thick and hard as I had anticipated.  Noah retreated backwards until he was sitting on his own seat again, leading me by my hand on his shaft.  I knelt in front of him, much as he had for me and reluctantly released my grip so I could use both hands to pull his pants and underwear down to his ankles.  I gripped the material and my eyes opened wide as his cock was unveiled. 
 
    Swollen to extreme rigidity, it pointed straight up to his stomach and twitched slightly with his every heartbeat.  I grabbed it again, mid-shaft, and lowered my mouth to his heavy-looking balls, sucking each one past my lips and into my hot mouth in turn.  As I sucked I began gently stroking his cock up and down until I felt his pre-cum begin to dribble out over my hand.  Noah reached into another arm rest and pulled out a small pump-bottle of lubricant, putting a generous dollop on the head of his erection. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, but dismissed my bemusement.  This was a rock star’s limo, after all.  With the lube doing its job, Noah’s cock was soon a glistening and slippery rod of pleasure waiting to happen.  I continued jerking him off as I sucked his balls, thinking about how all his semen would erupt out over my hand and face if he came at that moment. 
 
    I whimpered quietly on his testicles at the thought, as if the mild vibrations might coax the sperm out so I could feel their hot splash just like I imagined it.  I gripped his cock hard as I stroked it, cursing my lack of foresight in not bringing a condom but eager to repay his favour, so to speak.  Suddenly I had a thought and pulled my mouth off him but continued jacking him off. 
 
    “Are there any condoms in that armrest?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Dammit!  Where do you want to cum?  My tits?” 
 
    “Let’s fuck anyway, I wouldn’t want a piece of rubber between us.” 
 
    While I was still making up my mind, Noah lightly grabbed me by my upper arms and pulled me until I was straddling him on the seat.  I stayed in that position for a moment, awed by the enormity of the situation, I was about to have unprotected sex with a future rock ‘n’ roll hall of famer.  Noah grasped his cock with one hand, and placed the other on my hip, guiding my weight downwards. 
 
    I gasped when I felt the fat head of his erection slip between my pussy lips.  Although it had actually been a while since I had sex, he entered me easily thanks to the generous supply of our lubricants, both natural and otherwise.  I relaxed the muscles in my upper legs even more, lowering myself until my weight was resting on his lap and he was firmly embedded in my tight teen pussy. 
 
    I placed one hand on Noah’s shoulder and grabbed a handle above one of the windows for balance before beginning to rise and slam myself back down on his cock over and over again, impaling myself on his stiff shaft.  Noah thrust upwards to meet me with a slapping sound every time and it wasn’t long before I felt the familiar buzzing heat of another orgasm approaching.  I groaned and released the handle to flick a finger across my clit, desperate to achieve the bliss that sensation promised. 
 
    Noah leaned forwards, holding on to me carefully as I dipped backwards, still doing my best to ride him and rub my most sensitive area.  Gently, he lowered me to the floor and I felt either my shirt or his shirt bunched up under my shoulders.  There was no time to remove it, though, Noah slipped his arms under my legs and draped my knees over his shoulders, changing the angle of penetration and thrusting even deeper inside. 
 
    The engorged head of his cock rubbed smoothly against the tight-hugging walls of my pussy and stoked the new fire that had begun when I first lowered myself on to him.  I resumed the frantic flicking of my clit and soon found myself teetering precariously on the edge of my second orgasm as Noah pounded away at me. 
 
    Desperately I tried all my usual tricks for seizing a climax, I flexed my abdominal muscles, my pussy muscles, I let loose with a banshee-yell of pleasure.  It wasn’t until Noah grabbed an ice cube from the bucket and rubbed my nipple with it in the midst of our fucking that I was blown over the edge. 
 
    The shock of the cold provided a stark contrast to the heat of our lovemaking and somehow focused the pleasure that was bouncing around my body.  Like a moth to the flame, the sensations of bliss travelled from my clit to my chest, pausing only to swirl deliciously in my stomach.  I couldn’t believe the ecstasy, it was better than any sex I’d had previously, better even than the first time I nailed a mean guitar solo in front of a live crowd, it was mind-blowing. 
 
    Through half-opened eyes I saw that the tight grip of my quivering pussy was having a profound effect on Noah as well.  His face was contorted in a supreme effort of willpower mixed with his own pleasure. 
 
    “Can I cum inside you?” he forced out through clenched teeth. 
 
    I paused only momentarily at the thought of getting pregnant but there was no way I could deny this wonderful man his release. 
 
    “Cum in me, baby.” 
 
    The tension drained out of his face immediately and he let out a long groan of release as I felt spurt after spurt of hot semen drenching my fertile depths, filling me up with a heat even all the ice in the bucket probably wouldn’t be able to touch.  Noah first slowed his thrusting and finally stopped completely before collapsing on top of me in a sweaty embrace, our fit but utterly spent bodies panting against one another. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Once the hotel staff had left the room, Noah jumped out of bed to retrieve some of the food they had brought for us.  Picking up the newspaper he had a look at the front page and laughed. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
    “Have a look for yourself.” 
 
    Noah threw the paper in my direction and I unfolded it to see myself making front page news of the, admittedly only local, newspaper.  The headline read “BACK TO FRONT” and showed a picture of Noah and I stepping out of the club, him caught red-handed looking at the bottom of my short skirt.  The article identified me as the guitarist from Bareback cover band Barefront and said that Noah appeared ‘smitten’. 
 
    I dropped the newspaper with a chuckle of disbelief. 
 
    “I’ve never been front page news before.” 
 
    “We can have sex on the balcony if you want to make the front page two days in a row.” 
 
    “Maybe some other time!” 
 
    I snuggled up under the sheets, not sure if I wanted to face breakfast yet, as that would mean the night was really over.  I thought back to everything that happened, running through it line-by-line in my head.  My brow furrowed. 
 
    “What’s the other song?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You said you listened to our album and I nailed two songs.  One of them was ‘Little Castles’ but what was the other one?” 
 
    “Oh.  ‘Limo Fucking’ believe it or not.” 
 
    I should have known. 
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    How can you define what is luck and what is hard work?  I wasn’t dealt the greatest hand in life, born poor and with parents that didn’t really provide much direction.   I was on a well-trodden road to nowhere when I got a girl pregnant while still in my teens.  When little Ava was born, though, my whole outlook changed.  I started working my ass off at school.  I swore I would give her all the opportunities I possibly could, make her road a little less bumpy than mine had been. 
 
    I managed to get into college based on the strength of my last year of high school and chose to study law.  It was tough, I was far from a natural academic, but with a surprising amount of blood, sweat and tears for what was supposed to be a process of higher learning I managed to get through it.  I graduated near enough to the top of my class to have some hope of clearing my student debt reasonably quickly. 
 
    At about this time Ava’s mother developed a serious drug addiction that she didn’t see as a problem.  The strain on our relationship was insurmountable in the end and we split up, with me gaining full custody.  It’s rare for a father to be the sole parent, but given the obvious drug problems the court didn’t waste any time coming to the conclusion I knew they would.  After a few months of sporadic visits, she cut off all contact and I haven’t heard from her since. 
 
    The added childcare expenses certainly put pressure on, but my determination never wavered.  A few years later than my original budget had predicted I was debt free and highly sought after in the field of contract law.  Was it luck that I attracted enough clients to my law firm that I was offered a partnership?  Perhaps, but the old saying really did seem to be holding true for me.  The harder I worked, the luckier I got. 
 
    With the partnership came a new burden of debt, but a massively enlarged income too.  The day I moved us out of our crappy apartment into a house with more space than I knew what to do with I couldn’t have been more proud.  It was the first physically tangible sign that all my hard work was paying off. 
 
    I never forgot where I came from, though.  I enjoyed the lifestyle I was able to afford, but always lived within my means and invested prudently.  By the time Ava was in high school we had moved again, to an even bigger house.  When I was growing up I probably would have called it a mansion, but it was just a great house in a great area with a decent amount of land around it. 
 
    We had everything we needed.  I did feel lucky, but it seemed like I woke up one day and something was missing.  I realised I was approaching forty and I was lonely.  I’d spent the past eighteen years trying to carve out some measure of security for myself and my daughter to the exclusion of everything else.  How could I go on a date when I’d worked a full day and Ava needed me to go watch a dance recital?  I couldn’t. 
 
    Ava was growing up though, just about to finish high school, and I decided it was time to register on some internet dating site, upload a picture and profile, and find somebody to share my life with.  To my surprise I received a pretty overwhelming response, I guess lawyers aren’t as universally hated as the jokes would have us believe.  It wasn’t long before I found myself scheduled for a date with an attractive looking woman whose profile said she was thirty years old and a secretary. 
 
    I prepared for the date with a mixture of nerves and excitement, with Ava’s music blaring loud and proud from her room in the background.  Ava and her friend, Chloe, were preparing for a special night of their own.  It had been their last official day at school before they broke up for study leave and the exams that were fast approaching.  What do a bunch of eighteen year olds do when they can taste freedom just around the corner?  They organise a schoolgirl and schoolboy themed party of course. 
 
    The outfit Ava had showed me a couple days previous was certainly worrying as a father, but I always try my best not to be hypocritical.  Thinking back to the kinds of things I got up to before she was born, the stockings and skirt were pretty tame. 
 
    When Chloe had turned up on our doorstep that afternoon, already dressed and ready to go, my eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.  Her skirt was shorter, her stockings were lacier, she looked like sex on legs.  Chloe was one of Ava’s long-time friends from school and ballet and she had a petite, lean and flexible body that could probably take her a long way in the field, if she wanted to pursue it. 
 
    On that day, though, it looked like the classy world of professional ballet was the last thing on her mind.  With make-up she had achieved a sultry look that contrasted with her youth in an extremely alluring way.  Without words she seemed to bay saying ‘I may be young, but I know things.’  
 
    Compared to how innocent she normally looked, it was incredible.  Even if my face didn’t show my surprise, my stunned silence must have given me away because the side of Chloe’s mouth raised in a knowing smirk and she gave me a big hug like she always did. 
 
    “Hi Mister Banner!” 
 
    “Hi Chloe, Ava’s up in her room.  Have your parents seen what you’re wearing tonight?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no.” 
 
    I shook my head, trying to look more disapproving than aroused and probably failing.  I gestured up the stairs with a thumb and was powerless to stop myself from watching her go.  Each upwards step revealed incrementally more and more of her upper thighs until, right at the top of the staircase, I saw the very bottom of her ass cheeks winking out at me before she turned to the side towards Ava’s room and glanced down at me.  I was sure I saw that little smirk again and felt myself getting hard at the thought of the teen flesh that had just been flashed. 
 
    I shook my head to clear it, I had a date of my own to prepare for and a woman closer to my own age to think about.  After a couple of hours, I was more than ready, just filling in time before I went to pick up my date.  I went to Ava’s room and knocked on the door, the music booming out over her stereo meant they obviously didn’t hear me so I knocked again. 
 
    Still getting no response I turned the handle and pushed it open just in time to see the flash of a camera illuminate Chloe as she posed in front of the wall.  Looking like a glamour model, she was pulling the front of her skirt up to expose her legs almost right to the top, with a come-hither look on her face.  What had happened to the sweet innocent girl that I used to know?  This was an entirely different side to Chloe that I had never suspected. 
 
    “Dad!  Have you ever heard of knocking?” Ava yelled above the music. 
 
    “Have you ever heard knocking?” I responded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Never mind.  Look, I’m just on my way out now.  Have a good time, don’t drink too much.  Don’t get in a car with any drunk drivers.  Don’t let that photo go anywhere you don’t have control of it.” 
 
    “We’re not stupid, Dad.  We’ll be fine.  Good luck for your date, she’s a lucky woman!” 
 
    I smiled, glad that we had a relationship where we could be open about these kinds of topics and where she could be happy for me looking for a partner. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I arrived home in a taxi around 1 a.m. muttering to myself about broken contracts.  I’d had an extremely difficult time spotting my date at the café we’d agreed to meet at.  This is probably because her photo was taken ten years and two hundred pounds in the past.  She looked more like she’d eaten the woman in her profile picture. 
 
    Why she had agreed to go on a date indoor-rock-climbing I’ll never fathom.  She tore two hand-holds right out of the wall.  I shook my head, frustrated but seeing the funny side at the same time.  I’d gone to a bar afterwards to have a few quiet drinks, giving my date a ‘No’ as politely as I could when she asked to come back to my place. 
 
    As I approached my front door I heard the stereo in our living room playing some music I didn’t recognise, like almost everything Ava listened too.  I felt a surge of parental indignation, I’d told her she couldn’t bring the party back to our house.  She and Chloe could come back to sleep, but that was it. 
 
    I strode through the door and into the living room ready to deliver a lecture but stopped in my tracks.  There was no party going on in my house, though it looked like there may have been earlier.  Vodka, cranberry juice and lemonade bottles were all over the coffee table, and the stereo was going strong.  My daughter was nowhere in sight but Chloe was passed out on the couch. 
 
    I turned the stereo off and went up to Ava’s room.  I peeked in the door, switched on the light to see her sleeping peacefully in her bed and then turned the light out again.  It looked like they had stayed more or less within my guidelines, and they weren’t dead in a car wreck somewhere.  Sometimes, with teens, that’s a success worth celebrating. 
 
    I went back to the living room and sifted through the various bottles on the coffee table.  There were a scary number of empties considering the strength of some of the alcohol, but I found a half full bottle of vodka and some lemonade to pour myself a drink.  I turned the stereo back on, reduced the volume, and changed the music to something a bit more palatable before sitting in the armchair and considering whether I would ever use that site for dating again. 
 
    I closed my eyes, listening to the music, and took a few sips of my beverage.  At first I thought back to the vision of my date falling off the wall as the instructor attached to her safety rope was flung into the air.  The only thing preventing his entry into low-earth-orbit was the anchor rope securing him to the ground.  It wasn’t long before my mind was brought back to a far more lovely vision, though.  I thought of Chloe’s ass peeking out at me from under her skirt that afternoon and opened my eyes. 
 
    I looked over at Chloe’s unconscious form, seeing again that sexy little schoolgirl outfit she was wearing.  She seemed to have passed out in the middle of enjoying that god-awful music, both hands were behind her head and she was flat out on her back.  The position of her arms had pulled her white button-up top upwards and exposed her flat belly, while her skirt was as short as ever, giving me a peek of her toned thighs between the hem and the top of her black stockings. 
 
    I felt my heart begin to beat a little faster and realised that Chloe’s body had been at the back of my mind ever since she had arrived that afternoon. 
 
    “Chloe?” 
 
    I called her name over the music, but she didn’t respond or move at all.  I looked back to the coffee table and wondered just how much of the debris could have been Chloe’s share.  She wasn’t a big girl, it probably wouldn’t have taken much to get her absolutely wrecked.  I put my drink down and drummed my fingers on the arm rests wrestling with myself about the opportunity to maybe take a close look at Chloe’s sleeping body. 
 
    My curiosity got the better of me and I got up and turned the music off before walking over to the couch.  She had natural beauty, nobody could deny it.  It looked like her friends had used her skin as an autograph page in a year book though, with various messages of well wishes written on her arms and around her belly button, as well as somewhat more crude comments. 
 
    ‘See you next year!  Not! – Tasha’ was written on her arm. 
 
    ‘You go, girl! – Emily’ was written on her thigh. 
 
    ‘Cock goes here’ was written on her lower abdomen with an arrow pointing downwards. 
 
    “Chloe?” I called softly, still getting no response at all. 
 
    With a nervous swallow I got to my knees beside the couch, bringing the vision of sex closer to my roaming eyes.  With my close proximity and the stereo at last turned off I could hear her deep, steady, breathing and see the small bumps on her chest rising and falling each time.  I watched her for a minute or so, drinking in her perfection. 
 
    Chloe’s sleek black hair was flawless, even in sleep, and I was glad to see she had at least prevented people from writing or drawing anything on her face, leaving her well sculpted features unmarred.  Her school uniform tie had been worn loose earlier and now was no exception.  The first three buttons of her top were undone, exposing a ‘V’ of her smooth skin pointing down to her chest. 
 
    Further down her shirt had been stretched out to either side, probably as she settled into her current sleeping position.  It caused a strain at the lower buttons and tantalising glimpses of her upper navel were visible in the gaps between them.  Where the shirt was pulled up it exposed the instructive message and directions about where a cock goes, written on a stomach that looked almost as firm and fat free as any piece of paper would have been, though with the gentle curves and waves of a teen girl. 
 
    A brief expanse of her body was obscured by her short skirt before her upper thighs came into view again, pressed tightly together due to her legs being crossed at the ankles, just barely dangling over the armrest of the couch. 
 
    The scent of Chloe’s perfume rose up to me and I inhaled deeply.  The smell reminded me so much of my own youth, the girls I used to date, all the things we used to do.  I licked my lips, feeling myself hardening in my pants again like when I had the fleeting flash up her skirt earlier.  With my heart in my throat I reached down and put my hand on her shoulder, giving her a gentle shake. 
 
    “Chloe?” 
 
    Again I received no response and her breathing remained completely steady.  Leaning over her, I brought my face down to hers, our noses almost touching.  Her even breaths gently puffed out on my mouth and if she had been awake she no doubt would have felt mine on her as well.  Even this close it was impossible to pick a flaw on her, I couldn’t believe I’d never really noticed how sexy she was. 
 
    I wondered how many guys had been lucky enough to be in kissing distance with her and then gently pressed my lips against the bright red lipstick she was wearing before pulling back quickly.  Chloe’s chest rose and fell in an unchanged rhythm, there was no indication that I had disturbed her at all.  Once more I lowered my head and kissed her, this time slowly savouring their warmth as I worked them apart and pushed my tongue into her hot and wet mouth. 
 
    I touched the tip of my tongue to hers, which was unresponsive but smooth and slippery.  Thoughts of the blowjobs Chloe may have already given in her short life passed through my head, how much pleasure that tongue was possible of giving.  I swirled it around and around as the kiss grew deeper and deeper.  Finally I drew back and our mouths detached with a wet smacking sound. 
 
    Chloe still didn’t move apart from her breathing, which was now coming through her slightly opened mouth rather than her nose.  I had pushed my luck already but the taste of her was pushing all rational thought out of my mind, I had to have more. 
 
    I slipped my hand from her shoulder towards her chest until one of her little breasts was directly under my palm, so much less than a handful but absolutely perfect on her petite body.  To my surprise I couldn’t feel any bra under her shirt.  I supposed with tits as small as hers she didn’t need one, but given the tendency for the gaps between buttons to gape open I would have expected she would wear one anyway. 
 
    How many boys had noticed the fact over the course of the night?  Had any of them actually managed to get a hand on her as I did right at that moment?  The material of her shirt wasn’t thin enough to be see-through or even sheer, but I could feel her body heat rising into the palm of my hand and pictured the hard point of her nipple poking into it. 
 
    Looking at her shirt I saw one of the buttons was directly between her breasts and with only the shortest moment of hesitation brought my hands together to undo it, leaving a wide opening.  I reached inside her shirt, careful not to slide my hand across her skin lest it tickle her, until my palm was hovering over her perky little breast again.  Almost in slow-motion I lowered my hand down until I was cupping her warm flesh, her nipple every bit as hard as I had imagined it. 
 
    I gently squeezed and lowered my mouth to hers without thinking, resuming the same deep kissing I had begun a minute or two previous, this time with my hand on her bare breast under her shirt.  I was painfully hard inside my pants, my cock was aching to be released and I fumbled at my button and zip with one hand as I again played with Chloe’s tongue in the midst of the forceful kiss.   
 
    By this time I wasn’t even thinking about consequences, emboldened by her completely unresponsive state.  The thought of how I could possibly explain myself if her eyes fluttered open in the middle of a vigorous kiss with her tit in one hand and my rock hard erection in the other didn’t cross my mind.  From that moment on there was only me and a sexy teen body that I could do anything I wanted with. 
 
    Breaking off the kiss, I brought my body upright again and watched her face as I began to pinch her nipple between my finger and thumb.  I pushed my pants and underwear down with my free hand and my cock sprang out, already wet with pre-cum.  I began to jerk off as I teased myself with the challenge of undoing a few more of the buttons on Chloe’s shirt with one hand. 
 
    By the time I had all her buttons undone I was having the best wank of my life.  All the porn in the world couldn’t compare to the sex wonderland that was laid out before me.  The two sides of her shirt were parted, not far enough to expose her small mounds, and her loose tie was draped right down the middle, ending just above her belly button.  The entire pose, with her hands behind her head and a tantalising amount of flesh revealed was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen. 
 
    Holding my breath I peeled back each of the sides of her shirt in turn, exposing her perky teen chest to my eyes for the first time.  No longer covered by the material of her shirt, the rising and falling of the small bumps as she breathed was even easier to see.  I was mesmerised by the repetitive motion of the twin pink tips of her nipples, perfectly positioned at the modest peaks of each wonderful breast. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God,” I breathed. 
 
    With her shirt now out of the way I was able to pay attention to her other breast, quickly massaging and squeezing that nipple to full erection as well.  Reaching up to her arm I pulled the hand closest to me out from behind her head and let go of my cock.  My hand was slick with my pre-cum and I smeared this on to her palm before wrapping her little fingers around my thick shaft and beginning to pump her hand up and down my length. 
 
    I kept my hand over hers, making her maintain a firm grip on my cock as she unknowingly gave me a handjob.  My eyes roamed down to the hem of the skirt that had been like a curtain raising on her teen ass earlier that day and I decided that it needed to rise again.  With her hand still stroking my swollen head and shaft I reached down and slowly began to pull her skirt upwards. 
 
    Inch by inch of her wonderfully tanned and toned thighs were uncovered until I spotted my daughter’s name on a message written there. 
 
    “Party hard!  (but stop telling me all the things you want to do to my Dad!) – Ava” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh.  This was certainly a day of highs and lows.  The pleasure of Chloe’s little hand squeezing my cock from tip to base and back again soon overwhelmed the unexpected humour of the situation and I resumed my raising of the curtain. 
 
    Higher and higher I lifted, and at the point where I expected to find out what kind of underwear she wore I gasped.  Instead of a G-string, or white panties with a love heart on the front, or even boxers, I found she wasn’t wearing anything at all.  The folds of her clean-shaved pussy were just barely peeking out from between her clamped-shut thighs. 
 
    I almost came right there all over her hand and had to stop her stroke mid-shaft while I fought back my climax with iron-clad willpower, there was so much more I wanted to do to Chloe.  When the imminent threat of a huge load of semen had passed, I lowered my face closer to her sex. 
 
    What I could see was incredible, not only was her pussy hairless but whatever she’d done had left her pubic region so smooth it was almost as if she’d never had any pubic hair in the first place.  My tongue snaked out and licked from the upper reaches of where pubic hair would normally extend to and made its way down towards her outer labia.  The sensitive surface of my tongue confirmed what my eyes had first surmised, she was as smooth as silk. 
 
    My tongue touched upon the upper curves of her sex, the folds made more prominent due to being squeezed together by her thighs and creating a deep crease.  I delved down the middle of that crease, feeling the small bump of her clit on the side of my tongue as it snaked past until the very tip was at the opening to her sweet honey pot.  I pulled my tongue out, rubbing it as hard as possible across her clit, quietly amazed at the wetness I had detected. 
 
    Leaning back I gazed at the folds of her pussy, as well as the trail of saliva my tongue had left on her and her own juices that my tongue had brought into view, sitting wet and shiny between her legs.  I had to see more.  Grabbing her ankle, I uncrossed her legs and carefully placed her foot on the ground, watching in awe as her thighs came apart and revealed the perfection of her pussy to me. 
 
    Pink and bare, her sex was as wonderful as the rest of her body.  Her tidy, tucked in, labia hinted at a youthful pussy that hadn’t been fucked too many times, if at all.  Given the risqué outfit she had worn that night, I couldn’t believe she was a virgin, but I was certainly going to find out. 
 
    I stuck my middle finger in my mouth to get it wet and then placed it at the entrance to her slit, seeing her pristine folds push to each side and make way for me.   The tightness that hugged my finger was incredible as I pressed deeper and deeper into her.  I felt no hymen, so Chloe wasn’t entirely inexperienced. 
 
    Experienced or not, her petite size made for an irresistibly snug vagina and I knew from the very moment my finger was buried to the hilt that I had to fuck her, and fuck her hard.  I pulled my finger out and let out a sigh of anticipation, feeling the grip her pussy had on my finger and thinking about how it would feel on my cock. 
 
    Looking at the couch, I figured it was a bit too narrow to comfortably fuck on, but I had an idea.  I stood and bent down to pick Chloe up when something on the coffee table caught my eye.  Sitting there were a couple of hair ties.  I smiled, there was only one thing missing from Chloe’s slutty little costume.  In short order I had bunched her hair into pigtails using the hair ties to place them high at the back of her head.  I admired my handy work as I scooped my hands under her body and saw her head loll back when I lifted, pigtails dangling downwards. 
 
    Thankfully I didn’t plan on carrying her too far.  My erection was still at full mast, absolutely yearning for the little teen and still aching from the near-orgasm I’d had a short while ago.  I carefully set her down on her front with her upper body on the couch but her legs completely over the armrest. 
 
    I moved to the side of the couch to see the view, which made my cock twitch as if my body was trying to swell it up even more.  Chloe’s skirt was short enough so that in this position it was unable to cover her pussy.  I wondered if she had been wearing underwear when she arrived at my house.  Had I been within an inch of seeing her teen slit earlier? 
 
    It didn’t really matter, I was seeing it now and soon I’d be more than seeing it.  I put my feet on either side of hers, which were just barely touching the ground due to the relatively high armrest, crouched down and gripped my rigid shaft, bending it to point at her pussy and slowly bringing it into contact. 
 
    Chloe’s folds parted as they had for my finger, but this time much further as the head of my engorged cock advanced.  With a firm grip still on my erection I pushed her pussy lips first one way and then the other, seeing the contrasting deep pink of her labia against the skin colour of my cock, as well as her tight little opening. 
 
    It looked like an impossible fit, but I was beyond any consideration of stopping, rock hard and slick with pre-cum that had been spread all over my cock by her hand.  I pushed forward and saw her pink lips envelope the head and finally close down on the shaft before I let go of my rod. 
 
    My cock was inside the passed out school girl and I couldn’t believe how amazing she felt, squeezing my cock as I reached forward to grab each of her hands like reins.  Pulling back on her hands and thrusting forward at the same time, I pounded my entire length inside her in one fell swoop, my pelvis meeting her ass with a loud slapping noise. 
 
    Chloe made a sound somewhere between a gasp and a yelp and her head twisted to the side, sending her pigtails swishing through the air.  By this time I don’t think it would have mattered to me if she had woken up, I would have finished anyway.  However, despite the pained or surprised reaction, her eyes remained closed and she didn’t move anymore after the initial shock of my cock invading her unconscious body. 
 
    Never in my whole life had I felt such an incredible pussy.  It had been a little while since I’d had sex so I might have been biased but Chloe really felt like something special.  And for this night at least, she was all mine.  I began furiously jack hammering into her, using her hands to pull her body back against my thrusts, fucking her harder than I’d ever fucked anybody. 
 
    Chloe began to moan like a whore, her eyes never even fluttered though.  Such sexy little whimpers and yelps of pleasure, it drove me wild and I raised a hand high in the air, bringing it down firmly on her ass cheek. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The sleeping schoolgirl squirmed and moaned even louder, her breathing got heavier.  I repeated the process. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Uhhhh!” she cried, getting louder and breathing quickly. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    A fiery red hand print stood out on each of Chloe’s ass cheeks and with the last smack I felt her pussy pulsating around my pistoning cock, rhythmically squeezing and releasing it as she came hard while I impaled her over and over again. 
 
    I used her innocent body to release all my frustrations of the evening, and life in general, practically punishing her pussy, though it obviously wasn’t at fault.  I rode her while she rode out her orgasm.  I leaned forwards over her, putting the weight of my upper body on to her back, her pussy still propped up by the armrest, presenting itself to me at the perfect angle for a rough fuck.  
 
    The change of angle made for slightly less deep penetration, but my cock was grinding against the side of her pussy even harder with each pump, increasing my own pleasure.  I reached around the side of her body and pulled her shirt out of the way before sliding my hand between her chest and the cushion on the couch. 
 
    Finding her nipple, I pinched and rolled it between my finger and thumb as I kissed and nibbled at the side of her neck.  I couldn’t take much more, each thrust into her caused a familiar tingling sensation right at the tip of my cock to grow and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I would be depositing semen into her depths. 
 
    To cum in her teen slit would leave too much evidence though.  The fertile little girl could even get pregnant.  Where there’s a will there’s a way, though, and my way was right in front of my very eyes.  With a slight edge of panic that I would cum too quickly I got up and pulled myself out of her abused pussy before rushing back to the front of the couch. 
 
    Grabbing her by the pigtails I spun her head towards me and forced her mouth open before jamming my cock past her lips.  I could feel her unmoving tongue resting on the head of my cock and the thought alone would probably have been enough to make me cum, given how excited I was, but I wanted to take a little more from her. 
 
    Pulling her towards my cock by the hair I thrust my erection down her throat, forcing her to give me the kind of expert blowjob only much more experienced girls than her are usually able to perform.  Chloe’s mouth was heaven, but her throat was even better.  Her tongue was rubbing against my shaft as if ineffectually trying to expel the invading manhood from her. 
 
    Combined with the tight confines of her throat it was enough to finally push me over the edge and I groaned with the ecstasy of release while my cock twitched and sent spurt after glorious spurt of sperm directly into her stomach.  The orgasm shook my whole body, causing me to thrust back and forth in her throat, pumping my cum as deep into her as I could. 
 
    It was with great reluctance that I finally pulled my length out of Chloe’s mouth so she could breathe again. 
 
    When the head of my cock slipped past her lips she panted heavily and the red colouring that had blossomed on her face quickly faded.  I looked at her peacefully sleeping form incredulously, not only had she not woken up, but she had not spilled a single drop of cum.  Even while unconscious, she was flawless. 
 
    I stood, put my pants back on, and picked Chloe up, returning her to more or less the position I had found her in.  I removed the hair ties, buttoned her shirt and took one last taste of her pussy before wistfully pulling her skirt back down to cover her bare sex. 
 
    My drink was still there, half finished, and I picked it up to rehydrate after the exertion of fucking the passed out schoolgirl so hard.  Looking at her it was hard to believe just how much of my cum was in her belly right at that moment, she looked so peaceful and innocent, despite the highly charged sexuality of her outfit. 
 
    With a word of thanks to whichever gods provide passed out schoolgirls to horny men, I turned the light out and went upstairs to bed. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I woke up late the next morning, feeling as happy and relaxed as I could remember feeling in a long time.  My stomach rumbled and I pulled on a bathrobe to go downstairs and sort out some breakfast for myself. 
 
    Passing the living room I could see all the bottles had been cleared away and there was no sign of Chloe.  In the kitchen Ava was sitting at the table flicking through a magazine. 
 
    “Morning,” I said. 
 
    “Only just.” 
 
    “True.  I had a pretty good sleep.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?  How was last night?” 
 
    “The date?  Not very good to be honest.” 
 
    “How about after the date?” 
 
    I looked at her, there was something odd about the tone of the question. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “By any chance did you know that Chloe doesn’t drink?” 
 
    My heart jumped into my throat, thinking about where this conversation was going. 
 
    “She…” 
 
    “Was awake the whole time.  You didn’t think anybody could sleep through all that, did you?” 
 
    I was beginning to panic, thinking about what lawyer I was going to have to contact for the criminal defence case. 
 
    “Holy shit… Ava, I’m sorry… I…” 
 
    “What?  Don’t worry about it.  She’s been trying to think of how to get you in the sack for months, wouldn’t shut up about it.  I’ve heard enough details from Chloe, I don’t want to hear it from you, ok?” 
 
    “She’s not… mad?” 
 
    “Mad?  No.  In fact, I shouldn’t be telling you this, but she loved it.  She was actually thinking you might be angry that she faked being asleep, so she left early this morning.  She has an… interesting… proposal for you if you want to talk to her about it.” 
 
    “Proposal?  What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’ve already said too much.  As far as I’m concerned, this one is between you two.  Give her a call later on if you want to hear her idea.” 
 
    The relief washed over me like a cool wave and I let myself ponder what Chloe’s idea could possibly be.  One thing I was sure of, this whole situation did have the feel of great luck rather than reward for hard work. 
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    Sometimes in life you are dealt a get-out-of-jail-free card.  That in itself is a good thing but sometimes that card gives you so much more.  That was the case with me when I came home one night to find my daughter’s friend Chloe passed out on our couch.  Thinking she’d had too much to drink, I had my way with her.  As it turned out, she was awake the whole time and loving every minute of the rough sex I gave her.  I was gobsmacked when my daughter, Ava, passed this news on to me the next day, along with an invitation to talk to Chloe about some idea she had. 
 
    When I did eventually speak to Chloe on the phone I was nervous as hell, despite Ava’s reassurances.  Thankfully it turned out that Ava was right, and Chloe had a very interesting proposition that she hoped would prove mutually beneficial for us both. 
 
    Her idea could be summed up as follows.  Chloe could tell that I loved having my way with her supposedly unconscious body.  With a previous boyfriend she had desperately wanted to try anal sex, but it was too painful for her.  She knew a cheerleader at her school that had some crazy sleep disorder and Chloe was sure she could get a couple potent sleeping pills from her.  With Chloe most assuredly passed out from the pills she thought I could have my fantasy and she could have her ass fucked without having to deal with any pain during the sex. 
 
    It was unbelievable.  It was crazy.  It was an opportunity too good to pass up.  I had thought that my night with Chloe was a once in a lifetime chance to fuck a schoolgirl as hard as I wanted, so I was always going to jump at her proposal.  We arranged for her to come over the following Friday so she could get some studying done during the week for her upcoming exams and so I wouldn’t have to go to work the next day after fucking her all night. 
 
    I don’t know how her week went, but I’m pretty sure that I didn’t have my most productive few days at the office.  All I could think about was Chloe’s perfectly formed little body, her small breasts, her incredibly smooth pussy, her firm navel.  Chloe had the whole package from head to toe, and I was going to be the first person to fuck her in the ass.  I didn’t even have to be gentle, I could give it to her as hard as I wanted.  It was going to be incredible. 
 
    When Friday night rolled around, Ava made herself scarce, going to a friend’s place to watch a bunch of movies.  At about 8:30p.m I heard a nervous knock at the door and I jumped, obviously dealing with some nerves myself.  I opened the door to see Chloe standing there in a long coat with obvious apprehension on her face. 
 
    The Chloe before me stood in stark contrast to the sultry sexpot that had swayed into my house the previous week with the swish of a pleated skirt and carefully applied make-up.  Back then, she was one of the hottest girls in her school about to go to a party where she’d have everybody wrapped around her little finger and she had been dressed for the occasion.  Now she was a girl coming to an older man, about to get pounded mercilessly in the ass while she was passed out. 
 
    Chloe had gone for the natural look this week, wearing no make-up as far as I could tell.  Combined with the nervousness it made her look much more like the innocent ballet dancer I had known for several years as my daughter’s friend. 
 
    “A bit warm for that jacket, isn’t it?” I asked. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Chloe pulled each side of the long jacket apart, revealing the same sexy little schoolgirl outfit that had driven me so wild the previous Friday. 
 
    “I know you liked it when I wore this last time, I just didn’t want anybody to see.  Is it OK?” 
 
    The thought she’d put into pleasing me brought a smile to my face, dispelling the last of my own lingering nerves and fears about repercussions for what I’d done to her already.  I gestured for her to come in. 
 
    “It looks great on you.” 
 
    Chloe stepped through the doorway and I closed it behind her before stepping in close and gathering a bunch of her sleek hair in my hand, gaining control of her head.  With a light but firm pull, I forced her face upwards to look at me. 
 
    “Are you ready to get your ass fucked hard?” 
 
    Chloe gasped at the unexpectedly blunt treatment, but I felt her body press against mine. 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Banner… just not too hard, OK?  You know I’ve never done it before.” 
 
    “I’ll take that into consideration, Chloe.  You got the pills, I presume?” 
 
    “Yeah.  Tasha’s a bit of a goody-two-shoes, but she’s cool.  She was surprisingly OK with handing out her prescription drugs.  Gave me a funny look, but didn’t say much.” 
 
    “Lucky for us.  Head on upstairs, you know where my room is.  Do you need a glass of water?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    Chloe started walking towards the stairs but I stopped her. 
 
    “I’ll take your coat.” 
 
    With a knowing smile cracking the anxiety of her face she shrugged it off, leaving her in the short skirt, button-up white shirt, black tie and stockings of her schoolgirl outfit.  It was mind-bogglingly sexy, even more so now that she had ditched the make-up, driving home her youth even more than the clothes themselves did.  I accepted the coat and saw Chloe put an extra wiggle in her walk as she ascended the stairs, causing the skirt to sway to each side and give tantalising views of her toned thighs. 
 
    I watched carefully when she got to the top of the stairs, knowing that she had been without any underwear at all the previous week.  This time I caught a flash of pristine white panties before Chloe turned to the side and disappeared around the corner at the top of the stairs.  I hung the coat up on a hook and poured a glass of water from the kitchen before going to my room. 
 
    My door was only open a crack when I arrived, I pushed it open with the hand not carrying the water and drank in the vision that met me.  Chloe was sitting on the edge of my bed, she wasn’t even tall enough for her feet to touch the floor and she was swinging her legs back and forth while she waited.  Her legs were parted and she was using both hands to push her skirt down between her legs, as if still protecting her modesty.  It was beyond adorable. 
 
    Chloe accepted the cool glass of water with one hand, the other was clenched but opened to reveal two small pills.  Looking at me with doe-eyes, she popped them into her mouth and took a swig of water, throwing her head back as if helping the medication down.  I took the glass of water back after she had one more sip and placed it on my bedside table. 
 
    “How long are they supposed to take?” 
 
    “Only about 15 minutes, she said.” 
 
    I climbed on to the bed beside her and slid my hand between her hair and her neck until my fingers reached the other side of her face and turned her head towards mine.  I pressed my lips to hers and Chloe returned my kiss with only a moment’s hesitation.  When her lips parted I pushed my tongue into her mouth, feeling how cool the water had made her tongue, though it warmed up quickly. 
 
    Gently, I guided her sideways until her head was resting on my pillow and I was partially on top of her.  I raised my knee between her legs and parted them slightly as we continued to kiss and then shifted position until her legs lay on either side of me and my crotch was pressed directly to the material of her panties.  Chloe moaned into our kiss with each tiny grinding motion I made and wrapped her legs around me. 
 
    I kept one hand at the back of Chloe’s head, keeping her in place to maintain the passionate kissing, but let the other roam free, rediscovering her body.  Up her thigh it slid, sneaking under the elastic to squeeze an ass cheek before eventually coming out from under her skirt and performing a similar manoeuvre under her shirt, urgently seeking the small swells of her petite chest.  Once again Chloe’s outfit differed this week in that she was actually wearing a bra this time. 
 
    I broke off our kiss to create some space between us and used both hands to grip her shirt right in the middle, ripping it apart and sending buttons flying. 
 
    “My shirt…” Chloe said. 
 
    It sounded like she wanted to make that an exclamation, but didn’t have the energy.  I looked into her eyes and saw that she was having trouble keeping them open.  Each blink seemed to be an effort for her and her breathing, which had been getting hot and heavy, was slowing to a peaceful rhythm. 
 
    “Can I see… it?” she whispered. 
 
    I realised that despite having fucked her as hard as I had ever fucked anybody and cumming right down her throat, Chloe had never actually seen my cock.  I leaned back and dismounted the bed quickly, wanting her to see what I was going to pop her anal cherry with before she fell asleep.  In a rush I pulled my shirt off over my head and pushed my pants and underwear down together, stepping out of them and standing naked before her. 
 
    Chloe’s eyelids were drooping even more now as she tried to focus on my erection.  She looked incredibly hot lying there with her legs spread and her shirt ripped open.  A damp patch was clearly visible on the crotch of her almost blindingly white panties, and her plain white bra was the perfect accessory to her outfit.  At last she seemed to see my manhood for the first time and her eyes widened again briefly. 
 
    “Won’t… fit… no…” she said. 
 
    “It will, Chloe.” 
 
    “Can’t…” 
 
    I climbed back on the bed straddling her chest so my rock hard cock jutted out directly over her face.  It must have been an imposing sight from her angle because her head shook gently from side to side. 
 
    “No… anal… please… just fuck…” 
 
    I grabbed my shaft and pointed my dick down at her face, rubbing pre-cum all over her lips as she tried to protest her upcoming anal defloration.  I had an idea and slid my cock along the side of her nose, approaching her eye.  Chloe closed them both to avoid the imminent collision and my pre-cum smeared over her eyelid.  This last blink appeared too much for her fading energy and though I could see her trying to open her eyes again, she was unable to. 
 
    “No anal… promise?” 
 
    “I promise, Chloe.” 
 
    At last she was still, I could feel her gently rising and falling chest underneath me while her breaths puffed out in an even cadence on the shaft of my cock, which was dripping more of my natural lubricant on her face.  Shuffling backwards until I was kneeling over her hips, I reached behind her back, causing her beautiful little chest to be thrust forward proudly and her head to lean way back as I unclasped her bra. 
 
    I struggled with the straps, eventually managing to remove the supportive underwear without taking off her shirt or tie.  I leaned forward to take first one nipple and then the other into my mouth in turns, sucking them hard and pulling them away from her body.  With each rough suck altering the shape of her tits from round to tented, I watched her perfect pink nipples grow stiff for me. 
 
    When they were as rigid as they could get I gave them both a pinch, harder than I normally would, and even in her deep sleep, Chloe gasped in what sounded like some mixture of pain, surprise and pleasure.  I cupped each of her breasts, my large hands dwarfing her small mounds, and felt her nipples poking into my palms as I pushed each one towards the other, creating a small amount of cleavage on the petite girl. 
 
    I moved backwards again, shifting position until I was lying on my stomach between her legs.  Propped up on my elbows, I was looking directly at that enticing wet patch, which appeared to have grown even more since she fell asleep.  I reached up her skirt and slipped my fingers under the elastic of the waistband, pulling downwards until I had to lean back and kneel again to get them off her legs. 
 
    Then, as it had been the week before, her pussy was exposed to my hungry eyes.  I reached out and touched the soft skin above her teen slit, as smooth as ever.  I lowered my face to her sex and inspected her perfection closely.  Her youthful body had recovered fully from my last intense invasion, if I didn’t know any better I would have said she looked virginal. 
 
    As if needing to confirm for myself I wetted a finger in my mouth and worked it between the tidy folds of her outer labia, which made way for me like a couple of old friends.  The deeper pink of her sweet teen tunnel glistened and contrasted against the more delicate pink of her lips.  Her slit accepted my finger without any barrier beyond a natural tightness, almost seeming to suck the digit in as if it had a mind of its own and wanted to be filled. 
 
    Once more I was experiencing the glorious feeling of Chloe’s teen pussy, which hugged my finger on all sides.  I thrust in and out of her, stroking her pussy wall with a ‘come here’ gesture and lowered my tongue to her little pink clit, which was peeking out from its hood as if warily seeing what was going on in the world.  Lapping away at her little button, I also sampled her sweet nectar from around my finger. 
 
    She tasted of youth and sex, as I remembered and expected.  Though she was asleep, her body responded to my attention and her juices flowed even more freely.  The sight of her most private areas completely exposed was having a similar effect on me, my cock was aching for release.  I moved over her and guided my cock to her entrance with one hand. 
 
    I nestled the head between her pussy lips and then watched her face carefully as I roughly slammed the entire length into her all at once.  Chloe gasped in her sleep, arched her back, and weakly tried to scrabble upwards away from my invasion but lacked the coordination to do so. 
 
    When she stopped moving again I slapped her across the face, remembering how the spanking had thrilled her the previous week.  Her head rocked to the side and her cheek blossomed red. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she moaned weakly. 
 
    I swore I could feel her pussy, naturally tight though it was, grip me even harder.  I gathered her hair into a ponytail and wrapped it around my hand twice, using it like reins on a wild horse as I pressed my body to hers and began roughly fucking her with strong pelvic thrusts. 
 
    Due to the hold I had on Chloe’s hair and how hard I was driving into the passed out schoolgirl, her body was slowly being pushed up the bed and her head was leaning way back.  I nibbled and sucked hard at her neck, making sure to leave love bites she would have to explain away. 
 
    I pressed my lips to hers and forced her mouth open to kiss her deeply, loving the feel of her whole body shaking each time my balls slapped on her ass.  With my free hand I grabbed each of her arms in turn and pulled them over my neck as if she was holding me against herself and changed the angle of my thrusts, grinding my cock hard inside her, using her body for my pleasure. 
 
    Utterly lost in the bliss of hammering into Chloe’s unconscious form, I noticed that we had edged our way up the bed until her head was banging on the wooden headboard.  I continued the pace and power of my fucking for several more thrusts before letting go of her hair and leaning back so I could watch my length disappearing into her depths over and over. 
 
    The sight was phenomenal, Chloe’s pussy didn’t look like it was growing accustomed to my invasion at all.  Every time my fat head appeared at her opening it looked like her lips were stretched to their absolute maximum capacity.  I placed a hand over the area where her pubic hair would be, if she ever let it grow, and rubbed my thumb across her clit. 
 
    Unconscious or not, her body was obviously still processing some of what was going on because she began moaning in her sleep while I flicked back and forth and continued to fuck her.  It wasn’t long before her hips slowly gyrated and I felt the muscles of her pussy convulsing around my thick shaft. 
 
    “Mmmmmuhhhhh,” she groaned. 
 
    The feeling of her pulsating muscles squeezing and releasing me was unbelievable.  I thrust into her as far as I could and held myself there, right on the brink of cumming myself, until she finally relaxed into what looked like an even more deep sleep, if that was possible.  A huge wet patch had formed under her ass of our combined juices, though I’m sure I didn’t contribute anywhere near as much as her.  I held still until the sensation of impending climax passed. 
 
    Grabbing a couple pillows from the top of the bed, I stacked them one on top of the other beside Chloe’s hips.  I leaned forward to reach the bedside table, with the aim of retrieving the lubricant I had placed there earlier.  Promise or not, I was going to utterly defile Chloe’s virgin asshole, and I wanted it as slippery as possible so I could fuck her with absolutely reckless abandon. 
 
    Being reluctant to extract myself from Chloe’s wonderfully tight pussy, the drawer was at the limits of my reach, I fumbled at the handle for a few seconds before my fingers found purchase and I could pull it open.  Gathering the lubricant was just as much of a hassle but I managed it, and all while staying fully sheathed inside the sleeping schoolgirl. 
 
    I took hold of Chloe’s leg, pulled it upwards and swung it across my front, beginning to roll the little teen over.  Pushing that leg down on the other side twisted her lower body and allowed me to get a hand underneath her, and I did so, working my fingers through  until I could grasp at her hip from the other side. 
 
    Lifting her light body at the hips was easier than I thought it would be and I shuffled sideways on my knees over her other leg while lifting her at the same time, transitioning her to the doggy-style position.  Chloe’s ass was propped up by the pillows, her face on the sheets and her arms lay slack at her sides. 
 
    I pushed down on her ass cheeks, spreading them wide and her little star opened up before me, just above her slit, where the shaft of my cock disappeared inside her.  The pillows provided a soft, springy resistance to my push, almost making it feel like she was pushing back. 
 
    I removed my hands and her asshole winked shut in an instant.  I smiled to myself, considering the possibility that Chloe’s back passage might even be tighter than her front one.  I removed the cap from the tube of lubricant and, holding her asshole open as best I could with one hand, inserted the smooth nozzle. 
 
    Chloe instantly clenched, but it was too late, the tip was inside her.  I squeezed the tube, expecting to see quite a lot of it come out, but she found the room somewhere inside herself.  I threw the lube away having emptied the vast majority inside the passed out teen and thrust my cock inside her pussy a few times, at last seeing some of the clear jelly leak out and dribble down on to my shaft. 
 
    With excitement that bordered on euphoria sending my heart pounding I slowly pulled my length out of Chloe’s heavenly pussy with the thought in my head being that the next time I entered her, it would be to claim her ass as my own.  When my tip exited her, Chloe’s pussy lips closed and almost seemed to give it a pouty kiss goodbye.  Wonderful as it was, my cock had a different agenda that night. 
 
    Rubbing the head along the tiny distance between her vagina and her asshole, my cock was soon getting kissed by a different orifice entirely.  This one seemed much more reluctant to let it past, squeezing shut with as much strength as her sleeping body could muster.  With determination, I kept pushing forward and at last the combination of how hard her sexy body made me and all the lubrication allowed me past her sleepy defences. 
 
    The head of my cock wasn’t even entirely inside when Chloe began making whimpering sounds, I continued pushing forward knowing there was no way she’d be able to stop me.  When the ridge finally popped past her entrance and her asshole closed down on my shaft, Chloe let out a pained ‘Uhhhh!’ and to my surprise her hands reached back, weakly trying to push me away. 
 
    I released my shaft, counting on Chloe’s own anatomy to guide my manhood where no foreign body had been before, and grabbed her hands, interlacing my fingers with hers I leaned forwards and over her, careful not to penetrate her any deeper.  Placing our hands on her shoulders so I could have something to hold on to I leaned forward awkwardly and whispered into her ear. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck your ass so hard, you little slut!” 
 
    And with that I gripped her shoulders tightly and pressed into her asshole with all my strength, feeling every inch slide home until my balls slapped against her pussy.  Chloe let out an almighty, though inarticulate, scream and pulled away from my invading shaft as best she could.  The strategically placed pillows only bounced back and made her ass push against me even harder.  Combined with the hold I had on her, there was never any real danger of escape. 
 
    When her initial vocalisation and frantic squirming died down I pulled backwards, almost all the way and then repeated the process.  Again, this sparked a futile kind of resistance from the unconscious girl but it died down much more quickly.  Now confident that her ass could take my entire length I began pounding into the teen, our bodies making satisfying clapping sounds every time I bottomed out in her. 
 
    The pace and power of my thrusts made Chloe scream again, but I held her steady, refusing to slow down or go easy on her newly deflowered rear end.  My speculations had been right, her ass was tighter than her pussy, and I knew I wouldn’t last long, especially fucking her as hard as I was. 
 
    When Chloe stopped wriggling around, her body apparently resigning itself to its fate, I let her hands go and brushed her hair from her face.  I saw a single tear had escaped one closed lid and although she had stopped moving again, her expression looked very uncomfortable.  I thought back to the previous week and decided to do something to maybe take her dozing mind off the big cock in her ass. 
 
    Leaning back until I was kneeling behind her again I raised my hand and brought it down sharply on her right ass cheek. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oooohhh!” 
 
    The pistol-shot crack of my hand on her ass rang out in the room and Chloe responded with a moan and a clench of her ass that almost had me blow my load immediately.  My thrusts became more sporadic as I tried to hold off my orgasm for a second time.  I soon realised it was an impossible task, she was too tight, wet and sexy.  I raised a trembling hand, right on the verge of cumming, and brought it down on her other ass cheek. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Uuuuhhh!” 
 
    Chloe’s reaction was exactly the same and this time I joined her, my grunts of release timed with each jet of hot semen I injected into her.  I collapsed on top of the petite teen, each small movement I made sent a spark of pleasure coursing around my body and my made my cock twitch as if trying to deposit as much cum into the schoolgirl as possible. 
 
    Reaching under her body I found her small tits and squeezed and played with them as I let my orgasm recede into a wonderful afterglow.  I’m not sure how long I stayed like that, basking in that drowsy feeling, I may have fallen asleep briefly myself but eventually I realised I was softening inside her and leaned back to pull out. 
 
    Chloe’s formerly virgin ass gaped for a fraction of a second and then clenched shut as the cooler air of the room hit it, almost seeming to seal my cum inside her.  I smiled and went to have a shower, looking forward to getting back to bed, knowing that I had an eighteen year old schoolgirl there that I could do anything I wanted with.  It was going to be a long and fun night. 
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    It was a big day, a milestone of sorts.  My daughter, Ava, had finished all the exams of her final year of high school and was out for the night at a big graduation party.  I was taking the time to feel a bit nostalgic, reflecting on the road that brought me to where I was.  It felt like the end of an era, she and her friends were all grown up and about to take their own paths in the world.  It made me feel obsolete in a way. 
 
    Flicking through the photos on my computer with a couple bourbon and cokes soaked up a good few hours.  Eventually I got through to more recent pictures and happened across some from a dance recital earlier in the year.  Also featuring in those particular photos was one of Ava’s closest friends, Chloe, who had been a pretty mind-blowing feature in my life in recent times. 
 
    Several weeks previously I had come home after a less-than-stellar date with a woman who did not live up to her profile on the dating site.  Finding what I thought was the passed-out-drunk Chloe on our couch, I’d had my way with her.  Little did I know that she was awake the whole time and loving every rough minute of it. 
 
    After that, Chloe managed to get some sleeping pills from a friend at school so we could have a mutually beneficial arrangement whereby I could have sex with her while she really was asleep, and she could get fucked in the ass for the first time and get over her fear of the pain.  She chickened out on the anal sex just moments before she passed out, but thanked me when she woke and found I had gone ahead with it anyway. 
 
    Since then all I could think about was her perfect little body.  The photo on my computer screen at that moment wouldn’t have helped if I had been trying to get her off my mind.  It showed the petite schoolgirl in her ballet uniform and for the first time I noticed that the crotch was slightly tucked into the folds of her sex.  It was almost torturous to see that hint of what was beneath, having sampled it, and knowing that she would soon leave town to do her own thing at university. 
 
    In the picture, her hair was pulled back into a tight bun, but I much preferred it when she wore it loose so her glossy locks flowed over her shoulders like a liquid.  Even better was when I used some hair ties to give her pigtails and really cap off the schoolgirl outfit she had been wearing.  The tight bun just made her look harsh and cold, when she was anything but.  She was the single sexiest girl I had ever fucked in my life, and thanks to lucky circumstances I’d been able to do things to her I never thought I’d do to any woman, let alone an eighteen year old schoolgirl. 
 
    I raised my glass and saluted the computer screen in a ‘cheers’ gesture before finishing off my drink.  It was at that moment that the doorbell rang and I put my glass back down on the damp patch of condensation on the coaster.  I wasn’t expecting any visitors that night and Ava was going to stay with a friend who lived closer to the party. 
 
    Looking through the peephole in the front door I was met by the most welcome sight I could possibly imagine.  Right there, on my front steps, was none other than the sleepy schoolgirl herself, Chloe.  I opened the door with a hopeful smile. 
 
    “Hey Mr. Banner…” 
 
    “Hi Chloe, what are you doing here?  I thought you’d be enjoying the party tonight.” 
 
    “I was.  But I ran into Tasha, there and she asked if I needed any more pills.  I thought this might be our last chance because I’m going on holiday with my parents next week, then off to college.  So I said yes.” 
 
    Chloe opened her palm and showed me the two little white pills that promised so much pleasure. 
 
    “Was I wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “I was just thinking about you, actually.  I’m glad you came.” 
 
    Chloe smiled and walked through the door.  Her schoolgirl outfit was gone, but she’d certainly dressed to impress at the party that night.  A blue top that seemed to tie on like a bikini hugged her small chest and did its best to accentuate what she had. It left her wonderfully trim navel exposed over an ass-hugging pair of black pants.  She looked like so many of those girls you see in video clips of raves, all she needed was a glow stick and a pacifier. 
 
    “I’ve brought a couple things too.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    Chloe reached into her pocket and pulled out a small foil-wrapped object, handing it to me.  I looked at the small package in my hand and discovered it was a condom.  I returned my gaze to Chloe with a puzzled expression. 
 
    “Uh… well, you know.  You’ve… cum… in my mouth and my ass.  I wanted you to, you know, in my… you know.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself from smiling at how shy she was being about using these ‘dirty’ words, given the fact that I had indeed fucked her hard, cum in her mouth and ass and used her passed out body for my pleasure.  I stepped in close and Chloe looked up at me with big puppy-dog eyes, biting her lower lip nervously without realising just how sexy it made her look. 
 
    “Tell me where you want my cum, Chloe.” 
 
    “My… pussy,” she whispered. 
 
    “I can’t hear you.” 
 
    “My pussy.” 
 
    “What about your pussy?” 
 
    “Please cum in my pussy, Mr. Banner!” 
 
    “OK, Chloe.  You better take your medicine.” 
 
    Chloe popped the pills into her mouth and swallowed without taking her eyes off me or even requesting a glass of water, knowing she was putting her body completely under my control.  Even knowing that I wouldn’t be gentle with it while I was using her, she took the pills anyway.  She was a schoolgirl who had discovered that she liked it rough. 
 
    “Did you bring anything else?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You said you brought a couple of things.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Still not breaking the gaze, Chloe fished around in her pocket again and, without even showing me what she had, brought her hands to her hair, bunching it into two pigtails at the back of her head.  She’d done a much tidier job than I had on that first night I thought she was passed out.  With a flourish of her head that swirled the pigtails around she smiled at my obvious approval. 
 
    “Good idea?” she asked. 
 
    I slipped the condom into my pocket and put one arm around her waist, holding her close.  I placed the palm of my other hand on her navel with my fingers pointing downwards and slowly slid it along her slim belly until my fingers dipped inside her pants, finding their way under the elastic of her panties.  Chloe let out a quiet ‘Mmmm’ as my fingers slid over her almost impossibly smooth pubic region. 
 
    My middle finger passed the small bump of her clitoral hood and went further still, until its length was nestled snugly along the warm folds of her sex.  Curling the finger, I pressed at her entrance lightly. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard, my little schoolgirl slut,” I said. 
 
    “Yes…” Chloe answered under her breath. 
 
    I gently stroked all around her pussy, the time for more force would come soon, and bent down to kiss her deeply.  Chloe moaned into the kiss and pressed herself against me, gyrating her hips to make my finger rub over her clit.  After only a few minutes of kissing and her grinding against my finger I felt her juices beginning to flow out, making everything between her legs slippery. 
 
    Chloe broke off the kiss, panting, and looked up at me drowsily.  I could see she was already starting to feel the effects of the pills, probably mildly amplified by the alcohol she had no doubt consumed at the party first. 
 
    “Will you carry me, Mr. Banner?  I’m feeling… so tired.” 
 
    Responding without words, I bent down to slip one arm behind her knees and the other under her armpit, lifting her as she grasped her own hands behind my neck.  I marvelled at how light the petite schoolgirl was, a truly tightly packaged bundle of sex. 
 
    Even before I was finished ascending the stairs, Chloe’s head began to loll back repeatedly and she would quickly bring it forward again.  By the time I was at the top of the stairs, the length of time she let her head slump all the way back had increased, whereas the time she was able to stay blearily focused on my face had correspondingly decreased.  When I pushed the door to my bedroom open with my foot she was completely out, as far as I could tell. 
 
    I looked down at my little sleeping beauty, momentarily unsure exactly what I wanted to do with her.  The transition from lusting after a picture of her on my computer to having her body at my mercy was so fast it had me spoiled for choice.  I spotted the fading bruise of the love bite I had given her on the neck and thought back to how well she had been able to deep throat me while pretending to be asleep on that first night. 
 
    The remembered wonderland of her throat was a welcome starting point and I smiled as I laid her down on the bed on her back with her head dangling over the side.  The position made her mouth open naturally and her neck straighten out, the perfect position for what I had in mind.  My cock strained at my pants as I undressed while surveying Chloe’s beautiful features. 
 
    Naked at last, I approached the side of the bed and hovered over the sleeping teen on what was technically the last day of her being a schoolgirl.  There was hardly any need to think with my head anymore, I surrendered to my more primal needs. 
 
    The only things that required consideration were the logistics of how to fuck the fertile young woman.  My bed was quite high off the ground, which put her mouth too high to kneel beside the bed and too low to stand.  A brainwave hit me and I once more paid silent tribute to the gods of passed out schoolgirl delivery, pushing the mattress sideways slightly so I could kneel on the springy base of the bed. 
 
    It was an incredible sight to behold, I thought it would be nigh on impossible to get sick of seeing something like that.  Chloe’s peacefully slumbering body was laid out before me, upside down from my perspective, her slim navel and chest gently rising and falling with each breath.  Along with each breath I felt a puff of tantalisingly warm air gently waft on my balls from her wide open mouth, which was in view just below my rigid cock. 
 
    I pushed my swollen manhood downwards until it was pointing at her parted lips and slowly eased my cock inside until I felt the head make contact with her tongue.  It immediately began trying to push my invading member out, but her soft muscle was no match for my hard one and I kept applying forward pressure until the head was sliding along the back of her tongue and the movements amounted to merely lapping at the advancing shaft of my erection. 
 
    Chloe began weakly shaking her head from side to side, unconsciously fighting what her sleeping body couldn’t see coming.  I pressed both of my hands down on her shoulders, preventing the resistance from altering her perfect throat-fucking position. 
 
    When my cock hit the back of her throat, her fighting redoubled, Chloe’s hands had been moving around weakly but now found my hips and tried to push me away with what little strength they had.  It was far from enough and I pressed forward regardless. 
 
    Presenting more difficulty was the fact that her throat seemed to be almost clenched shut, her body doing its very best to prevent the entry of my thickness.  Chloe was a small girl, when I took the time to think about it I had been surprised she had been able to deep throat me so well on that first night, but now that her body was resisting, her throat was proving to be an even tighter fit for my shaft. 
 
    At last, with enough pressure applied, the head of my cock popped into her throat.  Chloe kicked and squirmed, but after a few moments seemed to calm down, perhaps incorporating the physical sensations of my penetration into a dream and relaxing somewhat. 
 
    The feeling of hot, wet, tightness around the head of my cock was absolute bliss and I slowly pushed inch after inch of my erection down her throat as her tongue slid over my shaft.  All too soon that wonderful sensation of my cock gliding down her throat had to end when I felt my balls come to rest on her nose, her sleeping body had engulfed my member completely. 
 
    Seeing her tender young lips wrapped around the base of my cock was mind-blowingly sexy and I gave one last shove forward to ensure every modicum of cock possible entered the passed out schoolgirl before relaxing again.  I reached out and hooked my fingers under her top and lifted it up to expose the breasts that needed a bra only as a fashion accessory, their small size and natural youthful perkiness always held them high and proud on her chest without extra support. 
 
    I massaged the gentle slopes with my palms, watching the small channel of cleavage get created and disappear in the middle of her chest while her nipples poked into my hands.  Mesmerised by her body for a moment, I noticed that she started struggling again and retracted my cock back far enough so she could breathe, feeling cool air gasped in around me. 
 
    Chloe’s chest heaved under my hands as she sucked in much needed oxygen, but quickly returned to a peaceful rhythm.  When she was completely recovered I slammed my cock back down to maximum depth and held it there once more, pinching her nipples at the same time.  Her sleeping body didn’t seem to know what to make of the overload of sensation, unable to yelp, moan or squirm away, she moved weakly on the spot. 
 
    Learning from my first deep plunge into her throat, I pulled back to let her get some air in before slotting my length into the tight confines of her throat once more.  I slid my hands from her breasts up to her neck, amazed that I could feel my cock invading her throat from the outside, as I moved into a pleasurable pattern of hard thrusting and withdrawing for her to breathe. 
 
    Chloe was just as good at taking a hard dick all the way to the base while she was asleep as when she was simply pretending, the schoolgirl was an absolute natural it seemed.  I buried my cock all the way and gave her a firm slap on the cheek, knowing how much that turned her on.  Those kinds of sensations seemed to be able to make it through the fog of her drowsy mind and though she couldn’t moan in pleasure I did notice the faintest gyration of her hips. 
 
    Reluctantly, I withdrew from her mouth, already feeling like a furious few seconds of dedicated pumping into her tight throat would have me sending my second ever load of semen straight into her stomach.  Despite not having cum yet, Chloe’s face was a mess.  Rivulets of mixed saliva and pre-cum had streamed from her mouth upwards over her beautiful features.  Almost colourless, the glistening trails did have the faintest hint of a milky hue that showed it wasn’t just saliva on the teen’s face. 
 
    I crawled on to the bed and arranged a couple of pillows one on top of the other about halfway down its length.  Pulling on Chloe’s arms I raised her to a sitting position, her head lolling back and then slumping forward when she was upright, and then draped her body over the pillows, face down. 
 
    Chloe being so petite really did make positioning her a lot easier than I would have otherwise thought.  It was an incredible feeling to put her in whatever position I wanted, my own little teen fuck doll.  I yanked her pants and underwear downwards forcefully and pulled them off her legs, casting them aside. 
 
    She was an incredible vision, face down and ass up on my bed, her perfect little pink pussy displayed like a treasure between her legs.  Everything about her screamed ‘SEX’ from the bodily fluids I knew were smeared on her face all the way to the ends of her smooth and toned legs.  I knew then that there was no way I was going to put the condom on, I was a slave to the needs of my own body and I needed to feel the warm hug of her pussy walls directly on my cock when I did eventually cum. 
 
    I loved the position she was in, remembering how the shock-absorbing cushioning of the pillows made it feel like she was pushing herself back at me, no matter how hard or rough I fucked her it was like she was gagging for more.  Chloe’s legs were together and I moved until I was straddling them, my cock jutting out from my body and hovering over her waiting pussy as if desperate to get back inside her. 
 
    I gently guided the tip of my erection towards her sex, nudging her tender pink pussy lips to each side and watching them stretch to accommodate my thickness.  Chloe may have proven herself to be a dirty little girl, but her body still looked pristine and virginal.  Even after all the rough fucking I had previously unleashed on the teen, her pussy looked like it had never been touched, all delicate pink and tidily tucked in. 
 
    By the time I was finished I knew her abused pussy lips would sport a darker tone of pink and I was eager to pound into her and take my pleasure.  The head of my cock popped fully inside and her labia gripped my shaft tightly.  I leaned forward over her, without penetrating any deeper, and found her hands, interlacing my fingers with hers and taking my weight on to my elbows and forearms. 
 
    With iron-clad self-control I sucked on her neck without thrusting my cock forward into her, savouring the moment while I gave her a new love bite to explain away to friends and family, before moving my lips to her ear. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard, you little slut,” I repeated my promise from earlier before adding, “and cum right into your unprotected pussy.” 
 
    Even in her sleep Chloe’s brow seemed to furrow almost imperceptibly and I smiled, knowing there was nothing she could do to stop me. 
 
    “I’m going to fill your fertile little womb with so much sperm there’s no way you won’t get pregnant.” 
 
    With that I plunged my hard and slippery length into her nearly unprepared depths and moved my hands to her hips to hold on tight against her sleepy struggles.  With my firm grip and the weight of my upper body bearing down on her, the little ballet dancer’s wriggling did nothing but increase the wonderful sensations on my cock and she soon relaxed. 
 
    When her movements had stopped I released her hips to brace my weight on my arms again and began to fuck her with hard but slow thrusts, each one driving my full length into her sleeping form and causing our bodies to meet with a resounding clap.  Chloe’s body was firm but such was the power of each stroke that her ass, taut and toned though it was, jiggled just a little bit after the clapping sound ended the thrust like an exclamation point at the end of a sentence. 
 
    The pleasure was incredible, Chloe’s slit had a natural tightness that was rubbing blissfully on my sensitive tip.  I increased my pace, the clapping sound almost turning into applause as I pistonned my full length into her and enjoyed the illusion that she was pushing back, brought about by the bounce of the pillows she was bent over. 
 
    My face was right by Chloe’s and I could see a flush rising in her features as my ruthless jackhammering of her pussy continued.  With each breath her voice seemed to catch, causing her to let out short ‘uh’s of pleasure which came louder and faster as her breathing picked up. 
 
    Soon she was almost hyper-ventilating and her sexy little sounds graduated to full chirps of ecstasy, when I reached under her body to firmly pinch a nipple her whole body shuddered.  Chloe’s face contorted in pleasure and the flush deepened as she let out an orgasmic scream.  Asleep or not, Chloe’s body sprang and thrust against me, desperate for all the pleasure it could get from the stiff dick penetrating it so deeply. 
 
    At last the bucking bronco under me returned to a peaceful state and I took a moment to catch my breath, having been teetering on the brink of cumming from all the frantic movements of Chloe’s body during her own climax, to say nothing of the intense squeezing her pussy muscles had done.  I leaned back until I was upright on my knees again and gave her a hard slap on the ass. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she said quietly as my handprint appeared on her rear. 
 
    I decided that I had not yet exploited the young ballet star’s hard-earned flexibility nearly enough in all our encounters so far.  Withdrawing myself from her punished pussy I manoeuvred her body until she was on her back, with the same pillows now under her ass, raising it off the surface of the bed, with me kneeling between her legs. 
 
    Reaching under her knees on each side I brought her legs up over my shoulders and leaned forward over her body again, pushing her legs ahead of me until her feet touched the mattress over her head.  Her flexibility was absolutely astounding, there was almost no resistance at all from her lithe form.  The position raised her pussy further off the bed and, with some difficulty arising from both of my hands being occupied holding her legs down, I slotted my eager cock back into its warm grip. 
 
    The position allowed for the deepest penetration of her fertile depths that I had ever achieved and I wasted no time at all in building up to a hard and fast pace, roughly fucking the passed out girl with no cares in the world bar my own pleasure.  My balls repeatedly slapped against Chloe’s asshole, which I had been the first to ever fuck, and the pillows continued to provide a playful bounce to Chloe’s otherwise mostly passive form. 
 
    I’d been on the verge of climax for quite some time by this point and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last much longer.  A wonderful tingly buzz of pleasure seemed to build up right at the tip of my cock, growing with every thrust into Chloe’s depths.  It seemed to achieve critical mass and I felt the incredible sensation explode around my body.  With the same kind of intensity, I felt my sperm erupt into the sleeping girl’s waiting tunnel as my hot cum splashed on her pussy walls. 
 
    “Nnnnuuuhhhh...” Chloe groaned, perhaps dimly aware of what was happening. 
 
    Spurt after spurt jetted from my pulsating cock and I continued sawing in and out of my passed out slut, savouring one of the longest and most intense orgasms of my life.  At last there was no more pleasure or semen to be eked out of the situation and I relaxed on top of her, still impaling the sleeping teen with my erection and keeping her in the same position. 
 
    “I came in your pussy, just like I promised, Chloe,” I said. 
 
    Of course there was no response but, as I lay there twirling her pigtails around my finger, I had to wonder to myself if Chloe would really be joining all her friends at college the next academic year, or if she might have to delay her plans for a while. 
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    If you ever happen to see a poster advertising the fact that the ‘Pasternak Fun Fair’ is going to be visiting your town or city, run.  Run hard, run fast.  However, whether you run towards them or away from them is up to you.  You can decide for yourself once you hear what happened to me. 
 
    I’d been best friends with Tracey basically forever, we’d grown up together in our small town, always in the same classes, always hanging out.  People often commented how disorientated they felt when they saw one of us without the other.  ‘Where’s Samantha?’ they’d ask her.  ‘Is Tracey at home sick?’ they’d ask me. 
 
    Ever since we started high school Tracey had her pick of the guys, she was a real stunner.  She was meant for big cities and bright lights.  That blonde hair, those beautiful breasts, she would have stood out in any high school, let alone our small one.  I could never bring myself to tell her I was in love with her, though.  That kind of thing just isn’t done in a town where everybody knows everybody. 
 
    I would have done alright for myself, if I liked guys.  That’s if the number of dates I was asked out on was anything to go by.  I didn’t have Tracey’s glamorous perfection, my blonde hair was a bit dull, I was ‘cute’ rather than ‘drop-dead-gorgeous’, but I was fit and slim from countless hours of aerobics classes where I could keep going longer than even Tracey could.  I fit right into our small town, looks wise anyway. 
 
    As things stood, though, every day was torturous sexual frustration.  Some days were worse than others.  When we got changed at school for sports, I found it almost impossible to take my eyes off her.  I stole as many glances as I could without getting caught by my classmates, wanting to memorise every detail of her getting undressed so I could think about it later in the privacy of my own bed at home. 
 
    Being best friends, she confided in me.  Confided things she may not have if she knew how much I lusted after her.  I knew how unimpressed she was with the guys in town.  She said they were all too weak, too lacking in passion.  She wanted a guy to just take charge, ravage her despite the coy games she would play, ‘fuck her hard and rough’ with wild abandon. 
 
    She said that if another boy from school turned up on her doorstep with his hat in one hand, a rose in the other and nothing but the best intentions, she would scream.  Where were all the guys that knew what they wanted and just took it?  The real men? 
 
    I didn’t have the answers for her, but my God did I want to give her the hard, dirty, sex she talked about.  At the end of our little slumber parties, where she typically divulged these complaints and fantasies I would rub between my legs thinking about the details of Tracey’s body being used, and used hard.  I usually found the scenes in my mind so hot that it never took long to be pushed to wonderful climax.  I always smothered my face with a pillow and clenched my teeth against the orgasmic groans so as to not wake my friend up. 
 
    When the Pasternak Fun Fair came to town it was only a week before we were going to be moving to different colleges.  It was a bittersweet time for me.  On one hand I would be leaving behind the small-town-trap where I didn’t dare be myself, on the other I’d have to say goodbye to my best friend and the girl of my dreams. 
 
    We arranged to go to the fair, just the two of us, and I vowed to myself that I would tell her how I felt.  I figured that if it went well we would have a magic week and then would find a way to make it work when we went to college.  If it didn’t go well… then I’d only have a week of potential torment before I could disappear into the ether at college. 
 
    We arranged to meet at the entry gate and when I saw her it was all I could do to stop my jaw from hitting the floor.  I thought I’d chosen a short skirt for the evening, but it was practically a nun’s habit compared to what Tracey had on.  Her beautifully toned legs went up and up, disappearing behind the black material at a point when it seemed they must surely come together.  It was one of those dresses where you don’t dare sit down or bend over because it would ride up too much.  Walking might prove difficult too, for that matter. 
 
    “Hi Sam!” she called, waving enthusiastically and making her shapely breasts jiggle. 
 
    “Hey Tracey, sorry I’m late,” I said when I was close enough to be heard over the general hubbub of the crowd. 
 
    “No problem, I’ve learned to always allow an extra fifteen minutes over the time you give.  I’ve only just arrived too.” 
 
    “I like your skirt,” I said, my eyes taking the opportunity to dip down and drink in the view once more. 
 
    “Thanks, do you recognise it?” 
 
    “What?  No, why?” 
 
    “You gave it to me for my birthday.” 
 
    “Uh… I distinctly remember giving you a new phone for your eighteenth birthday?” 
 
    “Yes, but what did you give me for my fourteenth birthday?” 
 
    “Oh!  I think I gave you a skirt that almost came down to the knees… are we really that much taller now?  How do you still fit it?  I’m so jealous.” 
 
    “Stop it, you’ll make me blush.  What should we go on first?” 
 
    “Wipeout!” 
 
    “Oh God… I should have known.” 
 
    It was a good night.  We went on the Wipeout, the bumper cars, the tea cups, shot at some duck-shaped targets where I won a teddy bear that I gave to her, had some food and finally headed towards the Ferris wheel.  Tracey turned down a plethora of men who tried to give her some pick-up lines, staying true to our plan of just the two of us hanging out that night. 
 
    I let myself slip into a little fantasy that we were on an actual date and she was turning them down because she wanted me.  It wasn’t true of course, Tracey loved men, but it was a sweet daydream.  I’m not sure if it helped or hindered my courage-level, I do know that I was terrified when we stepped into our little two-person gondola thing on the Ferris wheel.  It wasn’t the heights we were going to that was causing my nerves, it was an impending sense of doom that was rising in me as my opportunities for confessing my love and staying true to the vow I made were running out. 
 
    The ride started and the noise of the crowd faded somewhat as we rose into the air, the calliope music playing directly into each passenger car on the Ferris wheel effectively drowned out sounds from the others, providing some measure of privacy.  I looked over at Tracey, feeling my heart pounding in my chest.  She looked so perfect sitting there with the lights of the fair below us illuminating her goddess-like features.  I wondered if this would be the last time we were ever together, or whether we had something even better in our near future. 
 
    “Tracey, I have something to tell you.” 
 
    “Can it wait?  You know I’m not good with heights, I’m kind of using all my mental energy to not scream here.” 
 
    “No it’s… it’s important.” 
 
    “OK… aaaahhhhh!” 
 
    Tracey’s response was cut off with a scream as the Ferris wheel jerked to a halt when we were right at the top.  Her hands shot out, one of them grabbing the safety bar, the other gripped my thigh tightly.  My eyes opened wide as I looked down at my lap to where her hand was touching the bare skin just below the hem of my skirt. 
 
    “Holy fucking shit!  Why do they always do this?  Why did I get on this thing?  Oh God…” 
 
    Tracey was hyperventilating slightly, I knew I should try to help her but my mind was in an absolute haze, mesmerised by the touch of her hand so close to my sex.  I feigned fright as well, mimicking her motions I grabbed on to the safety bar and put my hand on her thigh, higher than hers because the shorter skirt allowed it. 
 
    I closed my eyes, pretending to shut out the fearful view, but really doing it so I could block out everything else and concentrate on the heat of her smooth skin under the palm of my hand.  We’d obviously had lots of physical contact over the years but I’d never had my hand in such an intimate place, feeling the supple muscle of her upper thigh, mere inches from her slit. 
 
    For a few blissful moments there was nothing but our hands on each other, the gentle breeze in the night air and the calliope music over the muted background of the people far below us.  Then, as suddenly as it had stopped, the Ferris wheel began moving again.  Tracey’s breathing turned from a slightly panicked tempo to a few deep whooshes, and finally back to normal.  She retracted her hand from my leg and, with one squeeze so gentle I was sure she wouldn’t notice, I did the same and opened my eyes. 
 
    “OK… we’re going to be alright, emergency over,” she said before adding, “I think.  What were you going to say?” 
 
    I gulped, “Tracey… I… I…” 
 
    “Yes?  Spit it out!” 
 
    “I… I want to go see Screech 6 sometime before you go.” 
 
    “That was important?” 
 
    “We saw all the other ones here in our crappy little theatre, and this one has just come out in time.” 
 
    “Well, OK then.” 
 
    I hated myself at that moment, a real loathing.  I’d chickened out and lied to myself, I didn’t have the courage to tell her what she really meant to me.  I turned my head away from Tracey and stared out over the flashing, whirling, lights of the fair, blinking back tears and clenching my teeth against the sobs that threatened. 
 
    By the time the ride finished I was more or less under control, but I excused myself to find a bathroom to make sure.  After quickly freshening up I made my way towards the cotton candy vendor we’d agreed to meet at, still feeling that same sinking feeling of self-hate in the pit of my stomach.  That’s when I saw it. 
 
    Standing there with nobody paying the slightest bit of attention to it was one of those old fashioned wells made out of rocks stacked in a circle you always see in the movies.  Planted in the ground beside it was a stick and attached to the stick was a piece of cardboard with a couple of hastily scrawled words. 
 
    ‘Wishing Well’ 
 
    Normally I would consider a wishing well to be directly equivalent to throwing money into a toilet, but I also noticed something shiny next to my right foot, a quarter that somebody had dropped.  I was angry, frustrated and had something I really wanted to wish for, so I picked up that coin and strode to the well, throwing it in. 
 
    After hearing the clinking of the coin bouncing off the walls for a surprisingly long time I heard a final splash in water that sounded impossibly far away.  I could have sworn I felt the earth shake a little bit.  I dismissed it as my imagination or maybe one of the rides doing something strange, nobody around me seemed to notice it.  Under my breath I whispered my wish. 
 
    “I just want one week where I can be exactly what Tracey wants in a lover.” 
 
    That was it, nothing happened.  I felt stupid, as if I’d really thought Tracey would instantly run up to me with a newfound and week-long interest in sex with girls.  Shaking my head to clear it, I hurried to meet up with her again.  Within minutes I’d forgotten all about the wishing well, it’s easy for a beauty like Tracey to take up all your attention.  We talked about going clubbing with our friends the following night and about what college would be like, all perfectly normal stuff.  It was a good night. 
 
    ….. 
 
    I had the strangest dreams, people chanting in a language I didn’t know, strange colours, mild pain all over my body, a strange stretching sensation.  It was all so confused and disconnected, one of the most jumbled dream experiences I’d ever had, I was glad when I felt myself rising up and up through the layers of sleep until I could see the light through my closed eyelids and I was awake.  The dream began to fade and despite how much I had disliked it, I was suddenly also reluctant to wake up, I felt tired like I’d been exercising all night or something. 
 
    With my eyes still closed I momentarily tried to get back to sleep but it was no use.  Through a massive rumble in my stomach I discovered that I was ravenously hungry, images of bacon, eggs, sausages, beans and toast rushed through my mind, which was odd because I was a borderline vegetarian. 
 
    I stretched out, feeling my feet slip off the bottom of my bed, not entirely unusual because I’d had the same little bed for about seven years.  What was unusual was that when I reached upwards I could also touch the headboard as if my small bed had shrunk even more. 
 
    I opened my eyes, looked up, and saw a pair of muscular arms ending in large hands touching my headboard.  I gasped in terror and threw myself sideways out of bed, landing on my ass, but the arms followed.  I scrabbled backwards to the corner of my room and was horrified when, instead of my petite form, a powerfully-built man’s body was uncovered as I came out from under the sheets. 
 
    Somehow I refrained from screaming, sitting against the two walls and hyperventilating until I managed to calm myself.   Looking downwards, my eyes widened when I saw what was between my legs.  Instead of my landing strip of pubic hair delicately covering the gentle folds of my sex, there was a long, thick, cock just hanging there, draped over a scrotum. 
 
    Never in my life had I ever experienced anything even remotely like this.  How could I?  I lifted one hand, still amazed to see this strong masculine body move as if it really was my own, and pinched the opposite arm, being careful to keep both hands well away from that monster between the legs in front of me.  The pain from the pinch was sudden and sharp.  It was also real. 
 
    I stood up timidly, watching horrified as the dick swung with the change of angles, and walked in front of the full length mirror on my wardrobe.  My jaw dropped and I saw the image in the mirror do the same.  It wasn’t me, but somehow it was.  The man in the mirror was tall and tanned, with well-defined muscles.  Short dark hair sat on top of a head with rugged, handsome features and piercing blue eyes. 
 
    I wasn’t into guys, but even I could tell that this one should be on the covers of magazines.  In fact, the stranger in the mirror looked exactly like how Tracey had once described her dream guy to me.  At that thought a wave of realisation washed over me and I remembered the wishing well from the Pasternak Fair. 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    I clamped my jaws shut with a snap of teeth, startled by the deep voice that I heard.  More than heard, actually, I could feel it vibrating in my throat.  I backed away from the mirror and sat back down on my bed again, hearing it creak a hell of a lot more than usual under the increased weight.  I put my elbows on my knees and rested my head in my hands, trying to make sense of the situation. 
 
    I was in utter shock, scared out of my wits, thinking about what to do, until I concentrated on the wish I had made the previous night.  I had thought I was wishing for Tracey to change, but I’d ended up changing myself.  Either way, I had specifically said ‘one week’ so this was hopefully a temporary thing.  Hopefully. 
 
    It was a tenuous straw to grasp at, but I had to do it to keep my sanity.  Once I’d convinced myself of the relatively short-term change I began to calm down, my hands stopped shaking and I was able to think about how to make the best of the situation.  I’d made the wish so I’d have a chance with Tracey and I knew she was going clubbing that night, it would be the perfect opportunity to meet up with her and still have it seem serendipitous. 
 
    I thought about the sexy clothes she usually wore to go out clubbing and the sultry skill she had with dancing.   It was exciting to think that I might finally get to explore her firm young body, far more than the hand I had placed on her upper thigh.  Her leg had been so smooth, so warm, so… 
 
    My train of thought was cut off when I spotted movement between my legs, the… my dick had twitched and seemed to be growing.  It was the strangest sensation, first it became slightly longer and soon it was pointing outwards, like it was struggling to stand up straight but was dragged down by its own weight.  The more I thought about Tracey the harder it got, until it looked totally engorged and stood up straight and proud. 
 
    I felt like I should enter it in a competition or something, it was absolutely perfect.  Hard, straight and if I thought it was big before… my God, it was a prize winner now.  I tentatively reached out with one hand and wrapped my fingers around it.  Amazing!  I thought about how instead of entering it in a competition, I would enter it in Tracey’s tight teen pussy and a shimmering droplet of what I suppose was ‘pre-cum’ appeared at the tip. 
 
    I spread it around, feeling my finger slide all over the head of the glorious cock.  That night I would be going clubbing… until then I could tell I was going to have an interesting day at the very least. 
 
    ….. 
 
    I sure as hell wasn’t wrong about my day.  Thank goodness my parents weren’t at home that weekend.  I’m sure they would have been somewhat shocked to see a muscle-bound hunk stride out of my bedroom, naked, with a slowly-deflating and freshly-masturbated erection.  Seeing as I’d never brought any boyfriends home to meet them before, it would have been pretty unforeseeable. 
 
    I raided my Dad’s closet and left the house looking like an old man time traveller from the nineteen seventies.  The day passed in a blur of testing my strength by lifting random things, getting some new clothes ready for clubbing, hiring a rental car, just walking around and marvelling at my new height.  I’m sure some of the time I must have looked like quite the simpleton. 
 
    It was an entirely different experience.  I didn’t realise how powerless I’d felt before, how vulnerable.  Every girl and woman I passed in the street took a second look, from classmates to classmates’ mothers.  That was a strange power.  Despite walking around by myself I didn’t feel intimidated by groups of guys or girls.  That was a strange sense of invulnerability.  I felt on top of the world. 
 
    The emotions and urges coursing through my body were utterly alien too.  Naturally, although Tracey was my number one fantasy, I’d been attracted to many girls in my life.  Walking in a man’s body was a totally different kettle of fish though.  I felt almost ruled by the animal I had caged in my pants.  Every attractive female felt almost like a magnet, pulling me towards them with an unseen force.  It was all I could do to keep my eyes on the prize of Tracey while vivid fantasies of the women all around me played out in my mind.  I wanted to impale them with my hard cock, cum in them, on them, hear them scream my name when I filled them up. 
 
    Is this what it was like in the minds of all guys?  I had no way of knowing, but felt a mild sympathy for all the fights that seemed to happen over women, from bar room brawls to wars like the one supposedly fought over Helen of Troy.  I felt like I was privy to some secret information never intended for me. 
 
    After the initial novelty wore off, the day did drag a bit.  I couldn’t wait to find Tracey and do my level best to seduce her without having to be self-conscious.  Firstly I wouldn’t have to come out of the closet when I did it, and secondly I was literally a person who didn’t exist.  If she shot me down I wouldn’t have to live with the shame for more than a week.  It was so liberating. 
 
    The sun set and I grabbed some food in a bar.  The waitress flirted with me and as the hours progressed I found myself getting hornier until I was sporting a near constant erection.  When it first swelled up it was caught in an uncomfortable position in my underwear and I was faced with the dilemma of letting it tent out my pants or adjusting it right there where somebody might see. 
 
    It was actually painful so I went with the adjustment option and breathed a sigh of relief, hoping nobody had seen.  Either I had gotten away with it or people were too polite to call out the pervert groping himself in public I surmised, when nobody fainted or yelled with indignation. 
 
    At long last the hour we had arranged to meet at the club arrived and I texted Tracey telling her that I wouldn’t be coming out that night, but to have a good time and I’d talk to her the next day.  She replied saying OK but it wouldn’t be the same without me.  Little did she know. 
 
    After that I had to play the waiting game again to make sure Tracey and our friends were done with their warm-up drinks and making their way to the dance floor before I paid my bill at the bar and left to go to the club. 
 
    I paid the entrance fee and made my way inside the well-accustomed surroundings, enjoying how the bass of the music thumped through my body.  I surveyed the dance floor and although I spotted many familiar faces I didn’t spot Tracey or our friends there.  I looked towards the booths were we usually sat and yelled over the music for a while and saw the unmistakable flash of Tracey’s blonde hair before recognising everybody. 
 
    It appeared I had succumbed to my impatience and arrived too early, but the bulge at the front of my pants wouldn’t have let me wait any longer even if I had tried to muster up the willpower.  Thinking quickly, I decided to head to the bar to get a drink, but go ‘the long way’ to make sure I walked, seemingly nonchalantly, past Tracey’s table and see if I could catch her eye. 
 
    I arrived at the bar and glanced back while I waited to be served, Tracey was looking right at me and whispering something conspiratorially to our friend Heather.  I looked away before a goofy smile ruined the illusion of the self-confident man I was trying to project.  I was about to order a Strawberry Daiquiri but caught myself in time and went with a beer instead. 
 
    With drink in hand, I pulled up a bar stool and turned to partially face the dance floor, putting serious thought into something I should have done much earlier.  How was I going to approach Tracey?  A lifetime of hiding my sexuality had left me with no ‘moves’ no pick-up lines, just years of pent-up frustration that was currently manifesting itself in the form of a rock hard cock still bulging the front of my pants. 
 
    I did have a few things going for me though.  I knew I was exactly Tracey’s type, physically anyway.  I also thought the fact that we had been best friends for so long showed a certain attraction on the personality side of things too.  I hoped those facts would be enough. 
 
    Before I’d even begun to formulate a plan, however, I saw Tracey and a couple of the other girls stand up and strut out to the centre of the dance floor when a good song came on.  I was spellbound by Tracey’s dancing, her body was positively radiating subtle sexy promises with every movement.   
 
    Her legs drew my eyes upwards to the hem of her skirt, not as short as the previous night but right up there.  Above that tantalising curtain wiggled her ass, and then a band of firm skin between the top of that piece of clothing and the cropped pink top she was wearing.  I hadn’t seen that particular top on her before, it seemed to have a funny texture almost like towel material, but it hugged in all the right places and showed what a shapely young woman she was. 
 
    Then, before my eyes, Tracey casually broke away from the others and meandered in my general direction.  She never looked directly at me, and she never stopped dancing within the general crowd of bodies on the floor, but it wasn’t long before she was about as close to me as she could get without looking like she was by herself.  If I didn’t know her and who her friends were, I never would have suspected anything at all.  The fact of the matter was that Tracey was trying to get my attention. 
 
    I downed my drink, stood and walked to the dance floor, gently wading into the crowd.  I let the music and the natural push and shove of the crowd, with a little guidance from myself, steer me close behind the swaying form of Tracey.  She spun on the spot to face me in the midst of her dancing, gave me a cursory scan up and down, and then turned back the other way. 
 
    I stepped closer, as if the general ebb and flow of the crowd had pushed me towards her until we were almost touching.  Her hair was swishing around with her dancing and I could smell the familiar mixture of the shampoo she used and her perfume.  I ached for her, and when her ass bumped against my thigh it was like an electric spark of arousal, fuelling the lust of both my female mind and masculine body. 
 
    I reached down and, pausing for only a moment to savour what I was about to do, placed my hands on her hips.  Tracey barely reacted, but she didn’t push my hands away and her ass gently pressed against my thigh again as we danced.  I felt like the supreme overlord of the cosmos just holding the girl of my dreams in a public place without fear, it was magical. 
 
    I let my hands roam to the front of her body, sliding them across that narrow band of exposed navel between her top and skirt.  I slipped a finger under the pink material of her top and traced it around her belly button.  I was in heaven, I’d wanted to feel her body at my leisure for so long rather than through fleeting incidental or ‘accidental’ contact. 
 
    Tracey moved to a more central position in front of me and I felt a flutter of panic when the huge bulge of erect cock inside my pants made contact with her back.  Tracey seemed to be caught off guard as well and jerked her body away from mine, faltering in the rhythm of her dance at the same time.  However, she quickly regained control of herself and was soon dancing as if nothing had happened.  I gulped and, with my hands still on her navel, pulled her back until my cock was pressing against her again, much harder this time. 
 
    Apparently Tracey had quickly become accustomed to the idea of a hard dick rubbing against her and teased it mercilessly with her sexy body as she moved to the music.  When she bent her knees, causing my hands to slide up the front of her body until they were almost cupping her perky breasts, I think I almost did what guys call ‘cumming in their pants’. 
 
    As quickly as she dipped down, she was back up again and my hands were once more at waist level.  The music began to fade out as the song ended and Tracy turned to face me.  I looked down into her familiar features, her beautiful eyes, taller than her for the first time since we were ten years old.  She reached up and laced her fingers together behind my neck, giving me a coy smile. 
 
    “You’ve got some… interesting moves,” she said. 
 
    “Oh yeah, I’m a unique snowflake on the dance floor.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen you here before.” 
 
    “Just passing through on my way back to college.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “Cornell.” 
 
    “Oh my God!  I’m going there!” 
 
    “Really?”  I feigned surprise. 
 
    “Yeah, wow.  Small world.” 
 
    “Sure is.” 
 
    I moved my hands down to her ass, cupping her shapely rear for the first time.  It was even better than I had imagined.  Tracey raised an eyebrow and then gave me a fake looking frown before reaching back and pulling my hands to her lower back again. 
 
    “That’s not very gentlemanly,” she said as she re-laced her fingers behind my neck. 
 
    “Maybe I’m not feeling very gentleman-like right now,” I said, moving my hands back to her ass and pulling her in close so that my cock pressed into her stomach. 
 
    Tracey made a move as if to pull my hands away again, but then seemed to think better of it, instead glancing down to look at where my hard member was pressing into her.  I wasn’t sure if she could see anything with her breasts in the way though. 
 
    Her blue eyes raised again and I stared into them, lost in their depths as I so often had been before.  This time was different, though.  In the clear deep blue I could see, for the first time, barely restrained lust.  In front of me was a teen girl who desperately wanted to get fucked, but didn’t want to look easy. 
 
    “What’s your name?”  I asked. 
 
    “Tracey.  You?” 
 
    “Sam.” 
 
    “That’s one of my favourite names,” she said. 
 
    I smiled, genuinely touched.  I needed her more than ever and decided to lay my cards out on the table. 
 
    “I want you, Tracey.” 
 
    “I… um… but I’m here with my friends and…” 
 
    “I want you, right now, they’ll understand.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I looked around to make sure nobody was paying close attention to us and then reached behind my neck and pulled one of her hands away.  Slowly, inexorably, I brought her hand between our bodies, towards my cock.  When she realised what I was doing she tried to pull her hand away, but I was far too strong for her and soon her palm was resting on the concealed shaft of my ever-present erection and her lips parted as she quietly gasped and closed her eyes.  I bent down to whisper in her ear. 
 
    “If you want to get fucked harder than you’ve ever been fucked in your life, come out to my car right now.” 
 
    Tracey whimpered, if I wasn’t so close I never would have heard it over the music.  I stood up straight again and saw her open her eyes.  My eyebrows raised in a questioning expression and Tracey bit her lower lip before nodding.  My hand was still on hers, which was still on my bulge, I gave it a squeeze, making her briefly grasp my shaft before stepping back and pulling her towards the exit. 
 
    Tracey glanced over her shoulder towards our friends, I was sure they were watching, maybe jealous.  They were the last thing on my mind though, I was leaving the club with Tracey.  For sex.  I was going to have sex with my best friend and the object of my desires.  I hoped my almost overwhelming eagerness wasn’t ruining my calm and confident demeanour.  The glamorous blonde teen scampering after me with the small steps enforced by her short skirt didn’t seem to think anything was amiss at least. 
 
    We returned to my rental and I pushed Tracey gently against the door while fumbling in my pocket for the keys.  I pressed my body against hers, pinning her against the vehicle, pressing my cock into her belly, and bent down slowly.  My heart was beating so fast at the thought that I was about to kiss the girl I’d yearned after for so many years.  Tracey tilted her head up towards mine, seeming as eager as I was.  I almost closed my eyes, but not quite, wanting to see her when we kissed, maybe to confirm to myself that it was really her.  When our lips touched I almost wanted to cry, all my frustration and heartache seemed to melt away.  I felt free for the first time that I could remember. 
 
    I abandoned the search for keys and placed both hands on the sides of her head, my fingers in her hair by her ears, and kissed her passionately.  Tracey was pressed hard against the car, her head leaning back over the roof as our tongues caressed playfully.  Her hands roamed all over my body, feeling the hard muscles under my shirt and squeezing my ass until she broke off the kiss with a desperate moan. 
 
    “Get the keys!” 
 
    I needed no further urging and soon retrieved them, unlocking the car and opening the back door to let Tracey inside.  I climbed in after her and reached forward to press the lock down on the driver door, engaging the central locking and ensuring that, while it was possible we could be interrupted, we couldn’t be interrupted in the worst way by having somebody actually open the door on us. 
 
    I kicked my shoes and socks off and undid the button and zip of my pants as Tracey watched me with rapt attention.  I pushed my pants and boxers down and Tracey’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets when inch after inch of thick, hard, cock was exposed.  With my pants discarded I pulled my shirt off, uncovering the muscled torso her hands had explored a few moments ago.  
 
    “Suck me, Tracey.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I c…” 
 
    I reached up and gathered her hair into a pony tail, holding it away from her face and gaining a firm control of her head.  I pushed her head towards my massive erection and felt it twitch when, despite the flimsy protest, she licked her lips as she descended.  The engorged tip of my cock slid over her newly-wetted pink lips and she had to open wide to accommodate the thickness. 
 
    Once the entire head was past her lips I felt her tongue swirling all around until it advanced to the back of her throat.  I couldn’t believe the incredible pleasure she was giving me as she began to bob up and down, the swollen head hitting her throat with a squelching sound each time.  I wasn’t sure if most of the pleasure was purely physical or if the very fact that it was her doing it made it all the more intense. 
 
    Tracey’s sparkly hoop earrings swayed and jittered with each bob and squelch of her incredible blowjob.  How many times had I fantasised about having her lips between my legs?  Of course, none of my fantasies had been quite like this, but it was close enough.  The most important elements, Tracey herself, and her lips, were there. 
 
    I reached down her back and slid my hand over her ass to the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to reveal her panty-clad ass.  I closed my eyes and slowly moved my fingers between her legs from behind until I felt the heat of her sex through the thin material.  Her panties were sopping wet and in that moment, for me, there was nothing else in the world but the pleasure she was giving and her hot pussy under my fingers. 
 
    “You’re so fucking wet, Tracey, do you want me to play with your pussy?” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Tracey moaned around my cock and nodded. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Play with my pussy…” Tracey said and blushed. 
 
    “Say my name.” 
 
    “Please, play with my pussy, Sam,” she whispered and then returned her lips to the task of sucking me off. 
 
    I moved my hand to the side, where her leg disappeared beneath the white material of her panties and slipped my fingers under the elastic, pushing her underwear aside until I felt the slippery folds of her slit.  I slid inside her easily, she really was incredibly wet, but the way her pussy hugged my finger I had doubts about her ability to take my cock.  I was sure that wouldn’t stop us from trying though. 
 
    When I was well-coated with her slick juices I pulled out and gently began flicking my finger across her clit.  The effect on her was instantaneous, with a moan that vibrated directly on my cock she increased the pace of her bobbing.  Sucking and squelching sounds echoed throughout the car and my eyes rolled back in my head with the sheer ecstasy of it all. 
 
    With just a single finger I played with Tracey’s pussy just the way I liked to do it to myself when I thought about her.  I alternated from flicking it back and forth across her sensitive clit to tracing along her labia on either side to gently dipping it into her honey pot before returning to her clit.  Over and over I went through this routine, going faster and harder or slower and softer in response to the cues of her moans and gyrations. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Tracey was unable to hold back an orgasm, pausing her head movements and shuddering as the sensations rolled around her body.  She sounded so unbelievably sexy that it was all I could do to stop myself from cumming in her mouth right there and then.  At last Tracey’s climax seemed to ebb and she panted breaths around my cock for a moment before pulling back. 
 
    “Oh my God, Sam, you made me cum so hard!” 
 
    I had wanted to hear those words, or something like them, so many times when I had masturbated thinking about her.  It was incredible to hear them out loud from her mouth. 
 
    “I want to fuck you now, Tracey, make you cum again.  Do you want that?” 
 
    Tracey nodded, blushing again. 
 
    “Then let me hear it, say my name.” 
 
    “Fuck me… fuck me hard, Sam, make me cum.” 
 
    I pulled her top up and over her head, careful not to catch it on the hoop earrings, and exposed her strapless bra, which was supporting her slightly above average sized chest.  The swell of her breasts spilling over the top of the cups was irresistible and I reached behind her back, flicking the clasp undone with one hand.  The bra fell to her lap and I feasted my eyes on her shapely tits and perfect pink nipples as if seeing them for the first time. 
 
    “Wow, you’re good at that,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The bra.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m blessed I guess.” 
 
    Tracey smiled as I pulled her leg up on to the seat so I was between them and I pushed her back until she was lying, somewhat awkwardly, across the back seat.  The splaying of her legs had caused her skirt to ride up until it was bunched around her hips and her pussy was still partially exposed because her panties hadn’t entirely moved back into place since I pulled them aside. 
 
    I leaned over her and took one of her nipples into my mouth, pulling it upwards with my lips before letting it snap back into place.  Tracey gasped and ran her fingers through my hair, pulling my mouth against her breast again until I repeated the manoeuver, rougher this time. 
 
    “Uuhhhh… yeah,” she breathed. 
 
    I moved my mouth to her other breast and sucked her nipple past my lips, flicking my tongue across it and feeling it harden.  The shaft of my erection was pressing against her pussy, I could vaguely discern the difference between the material of her panties and the bare folds of her sex where they peaked around the edge, as if tentatively caressing me from the safety of her underwear. 
 
    I pulled back on her nipple, as I had with the other one, before releasing it with a faint sucking sound and raising my lips to hers and kissing her deeply.  Breaking off the kiss I sat back on the seat and slid my hands up her smooth thighs until I could grip her panties at her hips.  I pulled them down slowly, teasing myself with the last few seconds before I would first see Tracey’s pussy properly. 
 
    At last it was laid out before me like a long-searched-for treasure, the smooth lines of her legs coming together and serving to focus attention at the point where they met.  If the attraction of all the women I’d interacted with earlier in the day were like magnets, Tracey was like those powerful ones they use with a crane to lift cars and hunks of metal.  I had to have her, and my cock was like a ferocious animal that I was barely able to hold back on a leash. 
 
    With Tracey’s panties out of the way and her willing legs spread, however, there was little need to restrain it.  I let the male body take over, doing what it was made to do, fuck hard, and I went along for the ride, almost like a passive passenger.  Grasping the thick shaft I bent the imposing erection towards Tracey’s waiting slit and pushed the tip between her pink folds. 
 
    Tracey’s pussy strained under the pressure of the girth and she sucked air in through clenched teeth before letting it out in a half groan of effort, half moan of pleasure.  My male body only seemed to feel a surge of flattery at her discomfort and my arousal was fuelled by her moan of pleasure.  With Tracey’s pussy lips holding my cock in place I let it go and once more wrapped my hand into her hair, forcing her to look me in the eyes for what I was about to do. 
 
    I moved back over her and our eyes locked together, Tracey braced herself and nodded, as if knowing in advance what I planned on doing with her permission or without.  In one hard thrust I impaled my best friend with my rigid cock and watched her teeth clench again as she accepted me inside her.  After momentary discomfort she relaxed and repeated her request. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Sam, make me cum.” 
 
    I was desperate for the release of orgasm and had waited forever for this opportunity to make Tracey scream my name in blissful climax.  With hardly a conscious thought for the mechanics of how to fuck as a man, I began pounding into the teen girl below me as if my life depended on it.   
 
    Our bodies slapped together loudly and after the first few thrusts where she squealed each time, she began bucking her hips up against me.  The body I was inhabiting was a natural fucking machine and I felt my entire length repeatedly disappear into the proto-freshman girl tirelessly until the power of the thrusts had pushed her head up against the door of the car. 
 
    Tracey braced herself with a hand on said door, first accidentally winding down the electric window and then winding it back up.  A thin sheen of sweat stood out on her forehead as she looked up at me with what could only be described as lusty awe and the windows fogged up.  I was on the verge of my own orgasm, but I wanted to feel her pussy squeezing me with pulsating waves of Tracey’s pleasure when I did. 
 
    I pinched her nipple with the hand not holding her hair and Tracey yelled an affirmative as I continued plunging into her without a change in rhythm.  I pinched it harder and whispered into her ear. 
 
    “What’s happening, Tracey, tell me.” 
 
    “You’re… fucking hard… cumming… SAM!” she panted and then let out a long low moan as she came again. 
 
    Just as I expected, Tracey’s pussy seemed to grip me even harder in rhythm with her waves of pleasure, almost as if she was milking my cock.  The incredible sensation, along with the sexy sounds she made, was too much for me and I grunted in release, feeling a torrent of sperm jet out of my cock deep inside the beautiful young blonde. 
 
    “Fuck… yeah!” she yelled, still in the midst of her orgasm, feeling my creamy semen painting her insides. 
 
    The orgasm was incredible, and different to the climaxes I was used to.  Normally I get a tingly sensation all over my body, a wave of pleasure that roams around everywhere.  This one was focused almost entirely on my cock though, every thrust into the willing girl’s tight pussy caused a jolt of pleasure that made my dick twitch and squeeze out another jet of cum into her waiting tunnel. 
 
    Every pulse of cum felt like I was claiming Tracey, taking her as my own.  My essence was a part of her for now, we were closer than we ever had been. 
 
    Finally I had no more sperm left to give, no more pleasure left to extract from the orgasm and I rested my head against hers, looking in her eyes.  Tracey seemed to be almost crying tears of joy and I could feel her legs quivering on either side of me. 
 
    “Where have you been all my life, Sam?” 
 
    “So near and yet so far.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Never mind.  I’m here now, Tracey.” 
 
    I’d never felt more complete, but even in my joy a fearful question was asked at the back of my mind.  What was I going to do when I turned back into a young woman? 
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    Walking into the chapter house of the Mu Tau Tau sorority, I felt like I was walking back in time.  It wasn’t so much the surroundings that evoked the feeling, it was the circumstances that had brought me there.  A few years back I had been given the opportunity, several opportunities actually, to have my way with my daughter’s sleeping friend Chloe, a beautiful schoolgirl. 
 
    Time moved on and I thought I’d probably never have another sexual experience quite so intense.  The fact that I was here proved that assumption wrong.  Every time I had explored the sleeping form of Chloe I had felt like my heart was going to explode out of my chest with excitement.  That’s how I felt at that moment, and that’s why I couldn’t shake the sense of déjà vu. 
 
    When my daughter, Ava, had approached me and asked for my help as a top contract lawyer with her sorority’s hazing this year I was extremely dubious.  My eyebrows reached lofty heights when she told me what she had planned and I was about to embark on a lengthy lecture about the dangers of what she was proposing. 
 
    Then she told me what my payment would be.  In return for creating an airtight legal contract the Mu Tau Tau pledges would have to sign as part of their hazing, I would have my pick of any three of them.  Their hazing would include being unconscious and used for sex by whomever the senior members of the sorority decided, and the contract would ensure they were explicitly aware of the consent they were giving. 
 
    I got to work on the contract right away when Ava showed me the list of pledges.  I knew sending her to one of the most expensive establishments of higher learning in the country would open up doors, I never suspected which ones though.  Behind a temporary-looking desk was a pretty, if severe-looking, young woman in her early twenties and sitting next to her was my daughter, Ava, who was pleased to see me but was trying to look very professional and formal. 
 
    “Paperwork,” Miss Hot-But-Harsh said. 
 
    I handed over the forms, the participant-version of the pledge’s contract and a recent all-clear-STD-check from my doctor ensuring that all parties in this year’s hazing would be safe, as well as my driver’s license proving that the forms did indeed relate to me.  The young woman scanned through the documents and then stapled them all together and put them in a folder before picking up a piece of paper and running her finger down it as if looking for something. 
 
    “Room five.  Up those stairs, turn right and then third on the left.  It’s got a huge ‘5’ on it, you can’t miss it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, accepting my driver’s license back. 
 
    When the girl looked back down at her piece of paper I winked at Ava and headed up the indicated stairs, turning right at the top and counting the doors on the left.  She was right, I couldn’t have missed it, the ‘5’ on the door was nearly as big as the door itself.  I knocked and then silently chastised myself for being stupid and opened it. 
 
    The door closed with a satisfyingly heavy ‘thunk’ behind me and I looked around the room, surprised by the opulence compared with my own college days.  Then I remembered how much more Ava’s college cost and my surprise faded.  Candles and dim lights provided a surprisingly romantic atmosphere considering the purpose of the occasion, an atmosphere added to by the slow, dreamy, music playing over some hidden sound system. 
 
    In the luxurious four-poster bed, with just her head and waves of blonde locks peeking out, was the girl I had chosen for my first night of this wondrous long weekend.  We had never met before, but when I chose her I took the time to look her up on the internet.  Princess Klara Matilda Grahn, fifth in line for the Swedish crown. 
 
    Nearly six feet of busty, Nordic, perfection resulting from generations of the finest breeding, personal trainers, finishing schools and style consultants that only royalty can afford.  She was practically the goddess Aphrodite walking the earth, and almost as mysterious. 
 
    In all her eighteen-and-a-bit years, she only seemed to have been photographed at official engagements except for one picture, which claimed to be her sunbathing topless a few months previous.  The picture was so grainy and pixelated that it may very well have been taken from Mars, it was impossible to tell if it was Klara, or if the subject was topless for that matter. 
 
    No, we had never met each other, and I supposed she may never meet me, but I was going to fuck her as hard as I could and cum inside her.  I was going to do anything and everything I wanted with the sleeping princess, my very own fairy tale. 
 
    I walked to the side of the bed and looked down at her as I kicked off my shoes.  She looked so perfect and regal lying there, she could very well have been Sleeping Beauty herself come to life.  Behind those closed lids I knew were eyes of the clearest deepest blue and her exquisite face was framed on each side by golden hair that looked like it may have been individually placed so as to be perfectly symmetrical and accentuate her splendour even more. 
 
    The bed creaked slightly when I lowered my weight on to it and swung my legs up so I was lying next to her.  Up close her beauty proved to be no illusion of distance and my eyes glanced down to her full pink lips.  I licked my own and slowly leaned over her until, with relish, I felt our lips touch and I was kissing a modern-day princess. 
 
    She tasted like strawberries, obviously some lip balm she was wearing, which caused a tingling sensation on my lips and smelled wonderful.  I began kissing her deeper and deeper until her mouth was forced open and I slipped my tongue inside.  Her own tongue was unresponsive, but I twirled mine around and played with it in the midst of our deep French kiss, as if she was kissing me back. 
 
    Pulling backwards, our lips came apart with a wet smacking sound and Princess Klara remained unmoving, almost as if frozen in time.  Her scent was absolutely intoxicating, strawberries, soap, shampoo, perfume it was as if her smell was as well manicured as I’m sure her fingernails were.  My cock had been stiffening since I first laid eyes on her and by this time it was caught in an uncomfortable position in my underwear. 
 
    With reluctance, I stood up again to remove my clothes, stripping down to nothing in almost record time.  I climbed back on to the bed, kneeling beside the sleeping teen with my hard cock waving over her intimidatingly, already oozing the pre-cum inspired by her immaculate features and our deep kiss. 
 
    My hard dick twitched with every heavy thump of my heart as I gripped the covers that had thus far hidden Klara’s body from my eyes.  Teasing myself, I pulled them down slowly, watching as her upper chest came into view and I could see a thin silky strap of some lingerie that tied somewhere behind her neck like a bikini top. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I had been expecting her to wear for the evening, but as I pulled the blanket ever downwards I was most certainly not disappointed.  My little princess was wearing some lacy white lingerie, her ample chest straining against the thin, patterned, material that covered her with two strips that tied on around her neck and was held in place also by a ribbon tied in a bow just below her breasts.  She looked like a sexy present waiting to be opened. 
 
    The covers continued their expository downward journey, showing that the two bands of lace covering her breasts came together over her flat tummy and attached to what looked like the lingerie version of a mini skirt.  It was really little more than a frill and barely covered whatever underwear she may or may not have been wearing to protect her royal slit from prying eyes. 
 
    Not wanting to move from my current vantage point, I threw the blankets down and off her incredibly long legs.  Klara was approaching six feet tall, only a few inches shorter than myself, and her shapely thighs and calves seemed to go on forever. 
 
    I scanned her up and down, in disbelief for what was in front of me.  She looked like something that couldn’t exist in real life, like an airbrushed centrefold model, or what Adam should have requested when he first spoke to God. 
 
    With a hand visibly shaking in anticipation I reached out and touched the bare skin between the twin swells of her breasts, which I could see rising and falling with each breath now that the covers were cast aside.  They looked too perky for their size to be natural, but when I slid my hand sideways and cupped one, I knew I was holding one hundred percent Swedish princess.  I should have had more faith. 
 
    I gave her tit a firm squeeze and released it, still hidden behind the veil of her lingerie, and watched the curve of her exposed flesh change and return to its natural state.  Klara’s nipple was soft and unerect, I could just barely feel it with the tips of my fingers, my palm wasn’t sensitive enough to make the distinction.  I mirrored the position with my other hand and pushed her breasts together, forming a long and deep channel at the centre of her chest. 
 
    A droplet of pre-cum fell from the tip of my cock and landed on Klara’s hand as I squeezed and massaged her breasts, getting to know them by feel before ever seeing them with my eyes.  The sleeping blonde’s chest was more than a handful and the firm flesh bulged through my spread fingers as I did my best to hold as much of them as possible. 
 
    I carefully retracted my hands from under her lingerie and, with sexual anticipation that was making my cock absolutely ache for release already, I gently pulled the material to each side and let my eyes drink in the sight of her chest, each mound tipped with a pale pink nipple.  I bent down and kissed them all over, paying special attention to her little pink tips and I soon had them hard, standing up straight as if seeking more attention. 
 
    Never in my life had I seen such exquisite breasts, and that’s saying something considering the endless images available online.  I was only too happy to worship them with my lips, my tongue, exploring the private skin the sleeping royal had kept hidden from the public eye her whole life.  Her breasts rose and fell in unchanging rhythm despite my careful devotion, but the hardening nipples and rising flush on her chest was evidence of her body’s unconscious pleasure. 
 
    Looking in the drawer of the bedside table I found what I had been told would be there, a tube of lubricant that I retrieved and placed on the bed next to the passed out blonde bombshell.  I straddled Klara’s taut stomach and looked down at my prize, the pristine princess that was about to be turned into my own sex doll. 
 
    Taking my cock in my hand I touched the tip to one of her nipples and pulled back to watch the string of pre-cum stretch out between us and finally snap.  I did the same for her other nipple, leaving a glistening drop on each of them, shining like beacons on top of twin mountains. 
 
    I returned my attentions to the first breast and slapped it with my hard dick, hearing the soft pattering sound over the music and seeing her soft mound ripple with the impact.  I was sure this wasn’t how you were supposed to treat a princess, you were probably supposed to take off your hat, bow, call them ‘your majesty’ and so forth, not hit their tits with your rock-hard cock and leave drops and splatters of pre-cum everywhere.   This was all kinds of forbidden, and I loved it. 
 
    The lingerie curved around the expanses of her breasts like slings, holding them closer than would strictly speaking be natural but I needed them to be pressed firmly together for what I had in mind.  With some difficulty I managed to manoeuver Klara’s hands so that her fingers were interlaced with her palms squashing her breasts together and her elbows propped against the mattress. 
 
    She looked so sexy posed like that, like she was giving me a little show, drawing attention to how big and firm her breasts were, how good it would feel to slide my cock between them.  On any other day she would be out of my league, out of almost anybody’s league, but this day she was all mine and her body was my playground. 
 
    With my cock lubricated to excess from the tube, I touched the tip to the underside of her breasts where they met to form incredibly deep cleavage and pushed forward.  Her supple teen flesh pushed aside for my advancing erection, hugging it as it slid ever forward.  I was in utter bliss, being pleasured on all sides by the large breasts of the unconscious princess. 
 
    The cleavage was lengthy and deep and I pushed forward slowly.  The journey took a pleasurably long time before the head of my cock peeked out at the top, pointing ominously at her neck and face.  I halted my movements for a moment, my mind almost blown away by the sexy sight beneath me. 
 
    It looked for all the world like Klara had wrapped her breasts around my cock herself and was giving me an expert tit wank.  I could feel her heart pounding all around the shaft of my cock as the thumps seemed to reverberate gently through the softer flesh of her perky teen chest, it was unbelievable. 
 
    Eventually I pulled back and the head of my cock disappeared into the passed out teen’s cleavage like one of those whack-a-mole things at the fairs.  This felt a hell of a lot better than winning tickets I could spend on stuffed toys though.  I began pumping back and forth between Klara’s tits, which held me firmly on either side, her hands stopped my cock from escaping the wonderfully pleasurable channel whenever my enthusiasm accidentally changed my angle of thrust and made my cock rise up between the beautiful mounds. 
 
    I’d never thought I’d be in bed with a girl so young with breasts so perfect for fucking and didn’t anticipate quite how good it would feel.  I began breathing harder as the tingling sensation at the tip of my cock was fuelled with every lusty sawing motion of my cock between her tits.  Looking down at my stiff dick popping out of her cleavage over and over again I thought about how incredible it would feel to give her a pearl necklace that could become part of the Swedish crown jewels. 
 
    The idea alone was almost enough to make me cover her in my hot seed, but even in the fog of my lust I knew that would be a waste of the opportunity I had.  So, with a heavy heart consoled only by the promise of even better things to come, I pulled my erection out from between the sleeping girl’s breasts. 
 
    I pulled Klara’s hands apart and looked on wistfully as the cleavage disappeared to reveal a slick mess of lubricant between the magnificent curves.  Her skin there was glowing slightly from the rubbing of my cock as if warmed by my shaft and I wondered to myself whether she had ever lowered herself to wrapping her big tits around a cock to get a guy off or if she was used to being ‘serviced’ and put on a pedestal.  If that was the case, the tables were certainly going to be turned. 
 
    I shuffled backwards and adjusted my position to between Klara’s legs, pausing only momentarily to marvel at the fact that the fifth in line to the throne of a real live country had her legs spread before me.  From this privileged vantage point I could see directly under the mini-skirt portion of her lingerie to the matching white panties, which appeared to be made of silk or satin. 
 
    My fingers curled around her underwear at the hips and I pulled downwards.  The slippery material glided off her ass and down her legs, revealing Princess Klara’s pristine royal pussy set back in the shadows of the lingerie mini-skirt.  The teen had super-model-long legs and I lifted them up and over my shoulders to get her panties completely off without having to change my position, there was nowhere else I’d rather have been at that moment. 
 
    The silky underwear flew through the air, they wouldn’t be needed anymore.  I flipped the front of Klara’s skirt upwards and her carefully tended pussy basked in the soft light.  A perfectly trimmed landing strip of blonde pubic hair sat neatly above the small pink petals of her labia. 
 
    I got down on my stomach with my face between her legs to admire her sex at close range while each breath caused a puff of hot air to hit it.  It was a majestic sight, aside from the landing strip the rest of her pussy was entirely devoid of hair, leaving her pussy lips completely exposed to my gaze. 
 
    With some difficulty I planted each of her feet on either side of me, bending her knees and causing both legs to slump outwards, spreading her pussy.  I placed my fingers on either side of her lips and spread her slit as wide as I could.  There was no more invasive a view that could be had of the sleeping teen royal, her tight pink pussy laid open before me and I descended on it with hunger. 
 
    Without a slow build up I plunged my tongue as deep into her slit as I could, delving and exploring her most secret place.  Never had the term ‘honey pot’ been more apt, she tasted like nectar of the Gods and I lapped her up like she was secreting the elixir of immortality.  No small part of her labia escaped my eager tongue, and when I extended my tongue to its maximum depth I curled the end to lick at her walls, her pussy was incredible. 
 
    For the first time since I’d entered the room, the sleeping girl seemed to move of her own accord, her hips squirming as if trying to escape from the unknown slippery invader.  It was no use though, in her unconscious state her movements were too weak.  I wrapped my arms around her upper legs and held my hands together over her navel, effectively latching my mouth on to her sweet little slit. 
 
    Wherever she struggled my ceaselessly lapping tongue followed her effectively unprotected sex and it wasn’t long before Princess Klara’s body began to betray her.  I transferred my attention to the unconscious teen’s clit and the confusion within her must have mounted in proportion to the pleasure, her body no longer knowing whether to try to escape or grind against me for the release of orgasm. 
 
    Royalty or not, she didn’t have a choice at that time, I was going to make her cum and then nothing could ever change that fact back.  My tongue flicked over her sensitive little bud at a furious pace, my position still secured by my firm grip and soon, almost without warning, Klara’s abdominal muscles flexed and her head raised an inch or two off the pillow. 
 
    “Uuuuuhhhh!” 
 
    Klara moaned with inarticulate sleepy ecstasy and her stomach muscles began shuddering with the strain of the involuntary spasms brought about by what looked like an incredibly intense orgasm.  Her lips parted and she let out several sexy high-pitched sounds that were somewhere between a yelp and a gasp, pulsing out in time with her trembling muscles. 
 
    A flush rose from her stomach blending in with the flush of her chest and rising to her pretty face as a wave of euphoria washed over her.  Klara’s pussy juices were flowing such that my tongue couldn’t keep up with it and her slickness ran down my chin until, at last, the teen royal collapsed flat on the bed again and laid still. 
 
    She looked so peaceful again, she could have easily have been in the middle of a perfectly normal slumber.  Her hair didn’t look so perfect anymore, it had a slightly mussed up look, which I felt somewhat privileged to have caused.  My cock was slick with pre-cum and lube by this time and practically screaming for release, I wouldn’t deny it for much longer. 
 
    Finally, although briefly, breaking away and relenting my assault on her pussy I moved over her and rested my weight on the sleeping teen.  My hard dick naturally aligned with her sex, like we were born to fuck each other, and the tip nudged at her sexy folds as I felt the lubricant from the earlier breast sex squelching between our respective chests. 
 
    It was an incredible feeling to feel her body lying under me, from where her spectacular breasts squashed against me, all the way down where our bellies touched as we breathed in and out and to where our legs intertwined with each other.  I bent down and kissed the princess, giving the sleeping teen a taste of her own pussy, maybe even her first.  My tongue penetrated her mouth deeply, pushing her flavour down her throat. 
 
    Without conscious thought my cock crept forward and, before I knew it, her soft pink petals were caressing the head and holding me in place.  I extracted my tongue from Klara’s mouth and held on tight, not knowing quite how the passed out beauty would react to my next move. 
 
    With a single hard thrust I was buried to the hilt inside my Swedish fuck toy and she let out a sharp yelp right in my ear while trying to push me away.  In her sleep she was unable to see where to put her hands, their untargeted flailing found no purchase and eventually calmed down.  They thrashed with renewed vigour when I began mercilessly fucking the blonde teen’s pristine little pussy harder than it had ever been fucked before, I was sure. 
 
    Klara was no more able to dislodge my hard-thrusting cock than she was to shake off my flicking tongue, her dazed mind and body soon gave up resistance and accepted the powerful pounding.  I could even hear her beginning to breathe heavier already as her body succumbed to its own primal needs and worked against what remained of her better judgement, doing what it could to extract my creamy cum, squeezing my shaft as it pumped in and out of her. 
 
    I was so fucking turned on that any thrust had the potential to be my last.  I’d been restraining myself from any kind of sexual release for a couple of weeks, wanting to make this weekend count.  It wasn’t easy, but when I had settled on my choice for this first night, I had all the motivation I needed.  Princess Klara was going to get one of the biggest loads of semen I had ever produced in my life, the only question was where I was going to put it. 
 
    I released the now-unmoving girl and took my weight on to my hands, creating distance between our upper bodies.  Without my chest holding them in place, her tits bounced and swayed wildly with each jack-hammering pump of my cock.  Their frantic dance was mesmerising, the view combined with the sensation of her pussy squeezing my cock with all its might had me tipping over the edge of orgasm when Klara beat me to the punch with her second orgasm of the evening. 
 
    She arched her back and drowsily yelled her pleasure into the room.  It was too much to bear, with her breasts and open mouth presented like a royal gift I extracted my length from her pussy and hurriedly straddled her stomach again, jerking myself off over the sleeping, climaxing, beauty. 
 
    I clenched my teeth and squinted my eyes against the mind-blowing pleasure as I watched my first jet of cum erupt from my cock and arc through the air, landing in the blonde teen’s high-maintenance hair.  It left a thick trail that stretched from her hairline, across her closed eye, down the side of her nose, disappeared where her mouth was open only to reappear on her chin and then in a straight line over her upper body between her breasts to under the tip of my cock. 
 
    The second spurt didn’t have quite the explosive distance of the first, but landed in a thick glob on her cheek.  I groaned and continued pulling at my cock, thrusting my hips forward to improve my aim and I was gratified when the bulk of my third huge spurt landed in her mouth and on her nose. 
 
    Still I stroked my dick, though successive pulses of cum ceased to get any air time.  I held my cock over each of her breasts as the semen leaked out, hitting each of her nipples and flowing across her magnificent curved mounds in random directions.  I felt almost like I was going to pass out, I collapsed on the bed next to the sleeping girl and caught my breath as the world got a little fuzzy around the edges. 
 
    When I regained my composure I turned and looked at the oblivious beauty and admired my work.  The formerly pristine princess had been utterly defiled, her most private depths used for my pleasure and her immaculate face used as a sperm depository. 
 
    With a single finger I scooped some semen from her cheek and pushed it into her mouth.  There was an outside chance that she would one day be a queen.  If that happened, then I would probably be able to watch her coronation and remember the night when she ate my cum. 
 
    I was exhausted and didn’t move from that position for quite a while.  I thought forward to the following two nights wondering if I could find the energy to make as much of those opportunities as I had of this one.  I was going to give it my best shot, regardless. 
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    Mu Tau Tau.  In my opinion it didn’t have quite the same catchy ring to it that most of these Greek letter organisations managed to achieve.  Presumably the letters chosen had something to do with their secret motto but my daughter, Ava, wouldn’t tell me.  Catchy or not, their chapter house had an ancient and intimidating feel, like it knew things that could shake the world to its foundations if it, somehow, chose to divulge its secrets. 
 
    In my wildest dreams I never imagined any Fraternity or Sorority would have been able to organise a weekend like this one.  This was my second night out of three that were my repayment for creating the contract that each of Mu Tau Tau’s pledges had to sign to give consent for the hazing they would go through this year.  Each of the pledges was going to be used for sex while sleeping by whomever the senior members of the sorority chose.  I was one of the chosen. 
 
    I’d utterly exhausted myself the previous night with my first pledge, treating it like a sprint rather than a three day marathon.  There was no way I could have paced myself when faced with the playground of the sleeping girl’s body though.  That was why on this second night, for the first time in my life, I’d taken a couple little blue pills that were going to make sure my second pledge was walking funny for days afterwards. 
 
    The same duo greeted me behind the temporary-looking desk in the foyer of the chapter house, my daughter and the young woman I’d never actually been introduced to, whom I had named Miss Hot-But-Harsh due to her dead serious demeanour. 
 
    “Driver’s License,” she asked. 
 
    “You saw it yesterday.” 
 
    “Driver’s License, now.” 
 
    I fished it out and handed it over, there was no point whatsoever in rocking the boat.  Not when the boat was serving you up teen girls you could use for your own pleasure without a worry of repercussions.  She examined it briefly and handed it back before scanning a piece of paper in front of her. 
 
    “Room three, up those stairs, turn right and first on the left.  It’s got the roman numerals for ‘three’ on the door.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said and made my way up the stairs, already feeling the effects of the pills I’d given myself back at my hotel room. 
 
    At the top of the stairs I turned right as instructed and made my way to the first door on the left, a door I’d passed in a hurry the previous night on my way to number five.  I didn’t bother with knocking, already knowing the only person on the other side was incapacitated, and just walked in. 
 
    The door closed behind me with the same satisfying ‘thunk’ that number five had the previous night, and the room was presented in much the same manner though it was slightly smaller.  Dim lighting set the mood, accompanied by soft music playing over some well camouflaged sound system. 
 
    In the bed asleep, seemingly without a care in the world, was a girl named Stacey Ivers.  I walked to the side of the bed and looked down at her, mildly nervous.  Of the three girls I was going to fuck, Stacey was the only one I couldn’t research on the internet.  She was an unknown quantity, and I was afraid I may have picked a dud. 
 
    Ava had reassured me that Stacey was a stunning young girl, but you can only truly ever trust your own judgement on these things.  What had really sold me on Stacey was that Ava said she was a virgin.  A real, live, freshman virgin, all for me.  Now, seeing her in person, I was relieved that she was every bit as cute as Ava had promised.  If she was truly a virgin then this was going to be incredible, I was going to do things to her that you don’t dare do to a virgin when she can complain about it. 
 
    Stacey had a warm, girl-next-door face framed by dark brown hair and looked like the kind of girl that would always look to do the right thing.  She had only pulled the sheets up to just below breast-level and the small swells in the sensible nightie she was wearing gave me a hint that she had a petite build.  In that sense she reminded me of my daughter’s friend, Chloe, but where Chloe was a little sex-bomb, Stacey looked utterly innocent. 
 
    I was sure that even if I hadn’t been chemically enhanced, I would have been rock-hard by then just looking at her pretty face and thinking about all the sexy sounds she would be making in the near future.  Gripping the top of the sheets I pulled them down to reveal her body and was amazed at how soon they came off the end of her feet, I would have been surprised if she was much over five feet tall. 
 
    The virgin teen in front of me looked like she weighed approximately nothing, it was such a waste that her petite body had never known a cock.  I was going to change all that. 
 
    My cock was straining at my pants, as it had been for about half an hour, part way through my drive to the chapter house.  Breaking from my usual routine of undressing, I took my pants and underwear off first to relieve the pressure.  I stood up straight again to take my shirt off and my cock stood up just as straight, without a hint of bounce or give in it.  The term ‘rock-hard-cock’ is bandied about a lot, but when my shirt cleared my head and I looked down, that’s most assuredly what I had. 
 
    I climbed on to the bed and straddled the sleeping teen’s stomach.  My rigid cock cast an ominous shadow on the gentle swell of her breast, still hidden under her nightie.  Picking up her left hand with my right, I wrapped it around the base of my cock and held it in place, then I did the same with my left and her right until both of her hands were gripping my shaft. 
 
    Stacey was small enough, or my erection was big enough, that the virgin’s first handful of stiff dick required both of them.  Using my hands on hers to guide my cock, I brought the tip to her mouth, rubbing it across her lips and leaving a shiny trail of pre-cum across them like a natural lip gloss. 
 
    It looked so out of place on her innocent face that my erection swelled even harder, if that was possible, thinking about what an unparalleled opportunity was literally laid out in front of me.  This pure virgin was about to be corrupted by the hardest, roughest fuck I could muster up, she would be taken and used until I could take no more. 
 
    Her right hand dropped away, flopping to the bed with a soft patter.  I repeatedly tapped my hard cock on her face as if hammering in a flag to mark my territory, claiming the passed out teen.  Her mouth, her nose, her cheeks, were left with splatters and dollops of pre-cum along with a rosy glow from the light slapping. 
 
    My cock forced her lips apart and I pushed against her perfect white teeth, but her mouth wouldn’t open due to the angle of her head on the pillow.  Sliding sideways across their smooth enamel surface my thickness ended up bulging out her cheek, distorting her innocent features into those of a cock-hungry little slut.  I pushed it back and forth, watching the outline of my mushroom-tip on her cheek as I leaked pre-cum directly into her mouth, giving the unconscious virgin her first taste of a man. 
 
    Stacey’s transformation in appearance from pure to filthy with the simple addition of a cock to the mouth was a real treat, but I needed more.  I shuffled backwards until I could step off the bed and grabbed Stacey by her ankles, dragging her downwards until her feet were at the bottom edge of the mattress.  I took care to keep her legs together, wanting my first glimpse of her pussy under that nightie to be at a much closer distance. 
 
    Moving back to the side of the bed I admired the unexplored beauty while I pondered the logistics of what I was about to do.  Stacey’s arms had raised as her body was pulled downwards and she looked like she was enjoying an early-morning stretch.  There was most certainly a stretch in her near future, but before I drenched her depths with my cum, I wanted to feel those sweet virgin lips on the base of my cock.  Her first blowjob, as far as I knew, would be deep throating me. 
 
    Taking one of the many blindingly-white pillows strewn about the top of the bed I shoved it under her shoulders, causing her head to roll back and her mouth to open.  I climbed back on the bed and straddled Stacey’s head, facing the bottom, and her hot breath wafted out on my balls.  With one hand I guided my engorged erection past the soft cushions of her lips and felt the head sliding across her tongue. 
 
    I took a moment to savour the sight and sensation of Stacey’s mouth on my cock.  The way her head was thrown back made it look like she was stretching towards me, yearning for my dick, and her little mouth was so hot it was like a wet pleasure-furnace.  
 
    I interlaced my fingers with Stacey’s on each side and put more of my weight on my arms, effectively pinning her hands down, and began to push forward with my hips, driving my cock deeper into her mouth.  The head met resistance at the back of Stacey’s throat and she began kicking her legs weakly and trying to move her head to either side as the utterly alien sensation of a stiff dick forcing its way down her throat must have made it through the drugged haze of her mind. 
 
    I could feel her trying to lift her hands to push me away in her sleep, but they were well restrained.  She tried to say something around the thickness of my cock, but all that came out was a muffled ‘mmmph’ sound and it caused her throat to relax enough for my head to squeeze in.  Once the tip was in, there was no stopping it and I felt my entire length slide into the tighter fit. 
 
    Stacey’s struggles redoubled, but she was far too uncoordinated to dislodge me even the slightest bit.  Her furiously working throat and tongue made it feel like she was eagerly worshipping my cock, which was penetrating her face so deeply.  Eventually she settled down and I tentatively released one of her hands so that I could feel my cock through her neck as I slowly thrust back and forth, never quite letting the head exit her throat and enter her mouth. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Stacey’s sleeping body was crying out for air and she began to struggle again.  I reluctantly pulled myself back from that alluring tight fit of her throat and let her breathe around my cock, feeling the cold air sucked in and the hot air blow out as her small chest heaved in front of me, still covered by her sensible nightie.  
 
    Once she had settled down into a peaceful slumber again I held her hands once more and forced my cock back into her throat, not waiting for her to let me in, just taking what was mine.  She kicked her legs, but calmed down much quicker this time, her sleeping body was obviously a quick learner. 
 
    I leaned forward over her, my cock buried to the hilt in her mouth and my balls resting on her nose, until my face was right over her still-covered slit.  I slowly but surely pulled her nightie upwards to reveal her short but perfectly proportioned legs, inch after inch of virgin-girl-being-used-for-sex-for-the-first-time was exposed to me.  The coconut scent of whatever soap or moisturiser she used wafted around me and I inhaled it with relish. 
 
    The distance between Stacey’s inner thighs became less and less as the hem of her nightie raised until the pink folds of her virginal entrance were laid bare before me.  I couldn’t help but thrust forward with my hips, forcing my cock as deep as possible into Stacey’s throat as the vision of ploughing into her tight slit played through my mind. 
 
    Stacey’s pussy reminded me of Chloe, the first girl I ever had sex with while she slept, as much as her petite size did.  Stacey’s pussy was entirely devoid of hair, as if an expert had gone over it with a fine tooth comb and removed all traces of anything that could obscure the perfection of her pristine virgin slit.  Her pink pussy lips were tidy and tucked in and I could just make out the bump of her clitoral hood peeking out from her folds.  It looked just like what it was, a tight, unused pussy about to be fucked hard. 
 
    The passed out teen beneath me began squirming again and I pulled back to let her breathe while I lowered my lips to rain kisses down on her pubic mound and inner thighs, wanting to be the first person to kiss her everywhere between her legs.  Her skin was so smooth and soft, tinged faintly red in places as if the hair had only recently been removed and she was still tender. 
 
    When Stacey was still once more, I slipped my hands under her upper thighs and pulled her legs up so her knees were bent and then reached further and placed my fingertips to either side of her secret folds.  I pulled her lips apart at the same time as pushing my cock back into her throat, watching her most private place open up before my eyes. 
 
    Stacey’s thighs half-heartedly attempted to clamp shut but then fell open even wider than before as she was distracted by my thickness disappearing into her throat again.  When she had swallowed my entire length I pressed my tongue against her clit and gave it a delicate flick.  Stacey’s legs slapped closed on my ears, trying to deny me access but only serving to hold my head in place as I began a furious tongue-bath of her virgin folds. 
 
    She tasted wonderful, made all the more easy to enjoy by the irrational thought that no other cocks had been there to add any blemish to her flavour.  I lapped at her like she was the most delicious ice cream ever to grace a cone and it wasn’t long before her legs were quivering with pleasure as I got into a steady routine of thrusting my cock in and out of her throat and licking between her legs. 
 
    Soon Stacey was moaning like a whore every time my cock retracted enough to allow it and she was writhing under me as much as her drowsy state permitted.  I pulled back to her mouth, listening to her excited chirping around my girth, and I knew she was close to her first orgasm given to her by anybody other than herself. 
 
    I let her catch as much breath as I could, keeping her on the edge of climax for as long as possible with careful flicks of her clit, then plunged all the way back into her throat again.  Stacey was used to the invasion by this time and didn’t struggle at all, lost in the pleasure I was giving her. 
 
    I redoubled my frantic licking and felt Stacey tense all her muscles under me, her throat squeezing my cock almost as hard as her thighs squeezed my head.  Her hands bunched up into little fists on either side and her hips began bucking as the impaled virgin was rocked by a powerful orgasm. 
 
    Finally her slim body calmed down and I extracted my cock from her mouth, covered in a mixture of her slobber and my pre-cum.  I watched each glistening inch come into view, still somewhat surprised that her little mouth and throat had been able to take the entire thing. 
 
    Stacey’s face was a mess of the same mixture of saliva and my own natural lubricants, which had flowed out of her mouth and up her face in twin rivulets either side of her eyes before disappearing into her hairline.  She looked like such a cock-hungry little slut that I had no intention of holding back giving he what she was born to take. 
 
    Opening a bedside table I rummaged around but found no lubricant.  I was surprised, but luckily for Stacey I looked in the drawers on the other bedside table and found what I was looking for.  I was almost crazed with my desperation to get my dick into her that I struggled with the simple task of hurriedly twisting the top off the tube. 
 
    After what felt like an agonisingly long time I succeeded and put the nozzle just inside her already-wet pussy and squeezed a jet of cold jelly into her.  Stacey gasped and twitched, but remained still otherwise and I threw the tube away before diving between her legs.  With one hand I guided my throbbing erection towards the pussy that had waited its whole life for this moment and nestled the tip against her pink lips, glistening with both natural and artificial lubricants. 
 
    Seeing my chemically enhanced erection next to her virginal pussy it looked like a nearly impossible fit but I’d long since learned to not let that stop me from trying.  Sleeping teen pussy seemed to be able to take anything you care to throw at it.  I took her hands and held them against her hips, stopping them from flailing around and also giving me a good hold on her body for what I was about to do. 
 
    Secure with my grip and aim, I focussed my attention on her face, wanting to memorise what she looked like the instant she gave her carefully guarded virginity away to a stranger she had never, and probably would never, meet.   I leaned forward with my head and then brought it back, thrusting my hips between her legs and driving my cock into her unused tunnel.  I felt a brief ‘popping’ sensation as I passed her hymen and then I was buried inside the unconscious teen once again. 
 
    “Uuuuhhhhhn!”  Stacey yelled. 
 
    “You said it.  How do you like your first cock, Stacey?” 
 
    Stacey was apparently in two minds about it, her hands tried to escape my firm grip and push me away even as her legs seemed to wrap around and hold me deep inside her.  Feeling that tight little pussy hugging my cock so powerfully was all the motivation I needed if I had to decide which of Stacey’s two minds to side with. 
 
    I moved my upper body over hers and reached behind her head to grab a handful of hair, pulling her head back to expose her neck as if I was a wild animal about to descend on her.  My other arm wrapped around her slim mid-section, holding her close to me.  Still fully embedded in the passed out teen I whispered into her ear. 
 
    “Are you ready to get pounded into this bed, you little slut?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, of course, and I began fucking her as if she was being punished for her refusal to respond.  Virgins typically need it slow and gentle for their first time, but that’s not what Stacey was getting.  Our bodies met over and over again with a meaty clapping sound as I thrust into her sleeping form.  Each clap was punctuated by a sound somewhere between a yelp and a moan as she struggled against me. 
 
    I was in absolute heaven, even Chloe hadn’t had a pussy this tight when I fucked her as a sleeping schoolgirl.  Stacey’s drowsy squirming went on for quite a long time, I held on tight and fucked her hard and rhythmically as a jack-hammer, seeking only my own pleasure.  Eventually Stacey’s battered pussy got used to the rough treatment and her sounds became more clearly moans of sexual release as if she’d been let loose from a cage she didn’t even know she was in. 
 
    I let go of her hair and braced my weight on my arms to create some distance between us as I pounded down on her, I wanted to see my deflowered virgin in all her glory.  She was indeed glorious as a sunrise, an amazing contrast of innocence and seasoned fuck-toy with her youthful features, dishevelled hair and body fluids all over her face. 
 
    Pausing for a moment, I leaned back and took my weight on my knees.  Quickly, wanting the break to be as short as possible, I grabbed the top of her nightie and yanked downwards causing the thin and flimsy straps to break.  At last the small swells of her breasts were uncovered and I bent forward again to take first one pink nipple and then the other into my mouth, lavishing similar attention on them as I had her clit. 
 
    Within mere minutes both of her nipples stood erect and I leaned forward to wrap one arm around her again, leaving the other hand free to roughly pinch her sensitive pink peaks while I fucked her as hard as I could once more.  Stacey’s face was a mask of pleasured confusion, her body wasn’t sure what was happening to it, wasn’t sure if it was supposed to be enjoying it, but couldn’t help itself. 
 
    A flush of colour rose on her chest, almost seeming to emanate from her well-tweaked nipples, and spread to her face.  With no warning other than that, Stacey groaned and had her second orgasm, her tight teen pussy spasming around my ever-thrusting rod.  A flood of her honey washed out over the base of my cock and my balls as I continued to pump into her. 
 
    Looking right into her sleeping face as she had her first penetrative orgasm, I was right on the edge myself.  I was extremely surprised that I hadn’t filled her with my hot semen already, but something about those pills I had taken was holding me back, providing a longevity far beyond requirement.  I needed the release of giving this passed out recent-virgin my cum and had one last violation in mind for her. 
 
    I leaned back and pulled out of the sleeping teen, flipping her small and slender body over to her stomach with ease.   I took the pillow out from under her head and stuffed it under her hips, raising her perfect little ass off the bed, presenting the only fuckable hole on her that was still virginal. 
 
    Her puckered little asshole now sat above the abused petals of her tidy pussy lips, but until a moment previous it had been below and all the lubricant and Stacey’s own juices had flowed out over it.  With one hand on her lower back and the other hand halfway down my shaft I pressed the tip against it and pushed hard and fast before her natural instinct clamped her asshole shut tight. 
 
    It worked like a charm and by the time I felt the clench of her muscle, the well-lubricated head of my cock was already inside her.  Squeeze as she might, she could not get my hard dick out of her ass, I pushed forward, feeling my length slide deep inside her as my girth stretched her unprepared asshole to its limits. 
 
    Stacey appeared to be trying to pull herself upwards on the bed away from my deep anal penetration but was unable to coordinate herself well enough.  She had to settle for a grunt of effort larger than I would have thought possible for such a petite girl when my balls came to rest against her and I couldn’t push any more length inside. 
 
    I pushed harder anyway, feeling the pillow under her hips spring back as if Stacey was shoving her ass against me, begging for harder and deeper fucking.  I was happy to oblige and began to fuck her tight asshole with the same reckless abandon with which I had just taken her virginity. 
 
    The extra padding of her ass cheeks provided an even louder clapping sound each time our bodies met and it only took a few minutes of hard fucking with this soundtrack before I felt myself finally, mercifully, pushed over the edge of my own orgasm.  I collapsed on top of the sleeping girl, my hips thrusting sporadically as I filled her anal depths with spurt after spurt of hot cum, blasting her innards with what felt like gallons of semen. 
 
    When I was finally spent I stayed where I was, my cock not softening in the slightest no doubt due to the pills.  I let my hands roam all over her body as I felt myself slip into a power nap, wondering just how long my cock would stay rock hard.  At some stage I did fall asleep, still deep inside the ass of my newly deflowered teen. 
 
    ### 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



Dazed and Hazed 3: The Actress 
 
   
 
  

 Description 
 
    Mr. Banner is commissioned to create a contract for the pledges of the Mu Tau Tau sorority to sign. The senior members of this greek letter organisation have an idea so extreme that it requires consent in writing! Pledges are going to be used for sex while unconscious by whomever the senior members decide! 
 
   
 
  

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Sleep sex, Dubious Consent, Older Man, Younger Woman, Rough Sex 
 
   
 
  

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    As I walked under the imposing stone carved plaque above the Mu Tau Tau sorority chapter house for my third and, I assumed, final time I had conflicting emotions.  On one hand, I had saved the absolute best for last and my heart was leaping in anticipation.  On the other hand, the knowledge that this was to be my last pledge I’d have the privilege of hazing weighed that leaping heart down somewhat. 
 
    I entered the house and strode straight to the desk where Miss Hot-But-Harsh was sitting with my daughter, Ava, handing my driver’s license over without a word, knowing the drill from the previous nights.  The severe-looking young blonde looked through her list and raised her eyebrows. 
 
    “You got some good ones, Mr. Banner.  It’s almost like you knew somebody on the inside, wouldn’t you say, Ava Banner?” 
 
    “Luck of the draw I guess, Lucy,” Ava responded with a good-natured smile. 
 
    “Room number one.  Up the stairs, turn left , first on the right.  It’s got the number one on it.  Have fun.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
    I smiled at the slight thawing of Miss Hot-But-Harsh, Lucy, maybe there was a fun girl underneath there somewhere after all.  I had little brain capacity to dwell on her though, knowing what was waiting for me in room number one.  My excitement grew and overwhelmed my melancholy, because I knew that I was about to give Hollywood A-list actress Naomi Potter the hardest fuck of her life while she was totally unconscious. 
 
    The door to room number one had a huge ‘1’ on the front, much like number five had, it was impossible to miss.  I opened the door and saw yet another room well-furnished in similar décor.  This room had some hidden sound system playing soft music, just like the others had.  Again it was soft, dreamy music but I recognised it as an orchestral version of the score from Naomi’s latest movie. 
 
    How could I recognise such a thing?  Well, I’d been a fan of Naomi for years by this point.  She landed her first major role at the tender age of six years co-starring with the biggest name in action movies at the time, Leopold Koenig, cast as the daughter of a vigilante cop in a war against the organised crime factions in his city.  Despite his massive muscles and surprisingly competent acting ability, despite the explosions and special effects, she stole the show.  The image of her holding a smoking handgun with a tear running down her cheek became iconic, the movie an instant classic. 
 
    I first became really aware of her about four years previous to this night.  In the oddball comedy ‘He Abides’ she played the teen daughter of comic genius Jerry Klause, who was struggling with all the boys trying to date his only child, answering the door with a well-polished shotgun and awesome one-liners.  She was mind-blowingly pretty, you didn’t have to suspend your disbelief to see why all the boys wanted to date her. 
 
    After I saw that movie I waited for the credits, got her name and looked her up.  I felt guilty as sin when I saw her birthdate, having thought she was older, but from then on my ears always perked up when I heard she was starring in something because, physical beauty aside, she was a phenomenally talented actress.  It seemed like she could make you believe anything she turned her skill towards. 
 
    From that movie onwards she seemed to be cast in increasingly sexually charged roles as she grew up before the eyes of the world.  Her breasts grew to spectacular proportions, prompting some random internet user to create a kind of flip-book online that showed their progress over the years.  It was certainly an eye-opener to see that incredible chest inflate before your eyes, but the last two movies she’d been the leading lady for were on another level entirely. 
 
    Hopping on the popular bandwagon of super-hero movies, she was cast as ‘The Silver Amazon’ in the movie adaptation of the comic going by the same name.  She was eighteen by the time they finished filming that one and the difference in scenes between those shot before her birthday and after was almost like two different movies. 
 
    The director knew what would get asses into those movie theatre seats.  Skin-tight body suits and deep, deep, cleavage from his newly-legal-sex-object star, Naomi Potter.  The Silver Amazon’s new uniform that was worked into the movie halfway through was nothing short of breath taking.  She was eighteen years old, sexy as holy fuck, talented and a rising star.  She was a super heroine, she was The god damn Silver Amazon. 
 
    The last movie Naomi was in she played a journalist sent undercover to a Catholic girls’ school to investigate rumours of sexual abuse by the priests and faculty.  Sent undercover as a Catholic schoolgirl.  As if the very premise wasn’t enough to have men across the country watching with guilty pleasure, the movie also featured her first sex scene.  It was soft core to the point of no actual nudity, but her moans had been ringing in my ears ever since. 
 
    Now passed out and defenceless in front of me on the bed in the Mu Tau Tau chapter house, like the best present in the world, was Naomi Potter.  At nineteen years old she had started college a year later than most, presumably to finish her last movie.   Why she was taking time out of her incredibly lucrative life to get fucked hard in her sleep by a stranger I couldn’t fathom, but I was not going to look a gift-horse in the mouth. 
 
    She was tall, not as tall as a certain member of the Swedish royal family, but still above average.  Her luxurious dark-chocolate brown hair was spread out behind her head in some wind-swept pose.  Behind her closed eyelids I could see her eyes twitching as she dreamed some random dream, which would presumably start to take a turn for the sexual once her sleeping body registered what I was going to be doing. 
 
    Unlike my partners of the previous two nights, Naomi wasn’t even under the covers, she was lying on top of the sheets wearing a simple thin-strapped tank top and a pair of lacy white panties.  Beneath the thin material of her top I could see the huge swells of her breasts rising and falling with each sleepy breath she took. 
 
    I attempted to offer up a prayer to whatever god it was that offered up sleeping teen sex toys to horny men but words failed me and I began to undress instead.  I’d spent the entire day in preparation watching Naomi’s recent filmography and I had sat there gob smacked by the knowledge that later on that night I’d be using the super-star on the screen for my own pleasure. 
 
    Climbing on to the bed from the bottom edge I pushed one of Naomi’s legs aside, tantalising myself with a glance at the edge of her frilly panties, knowing that behind that thin barrier was a pussy that literally millions of men around the world had daydreamed about fucking, and it was going to be all mine. 
 
    I crawled forward and lifted her legs upwards by the knees, sliding my own in under her thighs, and slowly leaned forward over her until I felt the heat of her sex through the lace as the shaft of my already-hard cock nestled against her as yet unseen labia.  Savouring every sight, sent and sensation I lowered my body against hers with a torturous lack of speed. 
 
    When the peaks of Naomi’s prodigious breasts touched me, I closed my eyes, feeling them squash against my chest as I bore down with even more weight.  I came to rest on top of the unconscious starlet and opened my eyes again, glancing downwards to steal a peak of her cleavage, as if such glimpses had to be stolen in secret on that night. 
 
    It was a privileged angle to be looking at her from, directly through the narrow channel flanked by her breasts I could see the top of her slim belly before her tight-fitting top obscured the view.  Naomi’s warm breath blew in my ear with every exhale as I ogled her world-famous assets and I returned my gaze to her stunning face, studying her peaceful beauty at close range. 
 
    I ran a hand through her hair and felt my fingers glide as if they were passing through warm water.  My hand reappeared from her wavy locks and I placed it on her shoulder, sliding it down the length of her bare arm, running a thumb down the partially exposed outer swell of her breast as it passed.  My stroke parted company with her arm at her hip level, reaching around to cup the firm cheek of her ass. 
 
    I pulled her against me, feeling the pressure of her crotch against the shaft of my cock, and bent down to kiss her luscious lips, nuzzling at her and kissing ever deeper until her mouth was forced wide open to admit my tongue.  It was a kiss completely unlike anything she’d done on screen.  Where the mainstream movies played up the romance angle, this was a kiss of utter lust, the kiss of an older man using the body of a beautiful teen girl for sex. 
 
    I ground the shaft of my rigid erection against her flimsily protected slit, vaguely able to feel her panties getting slowly stuffed inside her until her lips were peeking out on each side.  Her bare labia caressed my length as I slid it between her folds, rocking against her and squeezing her ass. 
 
    My fingers slipped under the elastic of her panties, gliding across her smooth ass cheek until I felt the puckered entrance that was her asshole.  I circled my finger all around it, feeling it automatically clench up against the unfamiliar stimulation.  I pressed inwards, forcing the very tip of my finger inside and felt her body react by pushing her pussy against me even harder, like I had found the thrust button on her remote control. 
 
    Reluctantly pausing my exploration of the sleeping teen’s mouth I broke off the embrace of our lips and began working my way downwards, planting kisses on her body as I went.  I kissed her neck hard to leave a mark, so when she took her first classes everybody would know she had been fucking recently.  Down her chest to the upper swells of her massive breasts my lips wandered, sucking and tasting her smooth skin. 
 
    I pulled my hand out of her panties and cupped as much of her chest as I could, squashing her tit against my face as I kissed and licked the exposed skin.  Moving still further down I hovered over her navel and lifted her top until I could see the foothills of her twin mountains.  I didn’t uncover them yet, though.  Time for that later. 
 
    All over her firm and flat stomach I rained down kisses, tonguing her belly button and nuzzling the waistband of her panties, teasing myself with how near to one of the world’s most sought after pussies I was.  The crotch of her panties had indeed been pushed deep inside the passed out movie star, so far that the delicate pink petals of her slit actually touched despite the lacy invader buried between them. 
 
    I gripped the elastic waistband and pulled downwards, watching in wonder as her clean-shaven pubic mound was exposed to my hungry eyes.  Down her smooth thighs the fabric slid until the very top of her slit was revealed to me.  The panties had been so firmly pushed inside her that I had to tug at them until, with an elastic twang, they sprang free and cutest little pussy I could have imagined was displayed before me. 
 
    I glanced at her panties, intending to throw them away, and saw that she, or perhaps her mother, had written her initials on the tag on the inside.  That struck me as a little odd but gave me an idea.  Looking to where my clothes were piled I carefully threw the panties on top of my shirt, I was going to keep those as a souvenir of my weekend, a memento of the night a teen star took everything I could think of giving her.  Perhaps I would hang them on the corner of my TV when I watched her movies. 
 
     With that little side-track taken care of I got down on my stomach, propped up on my elbows with my face mere inches from her slightly parted pussy.  Never in a million years would I have suspected that I would find myself with The Silver Amazon’s undefended pussy at my disposal, but there I was, and there it was, courtesy of the unconscious Naomi Potter via Mu Tau Tau sorority.  I felt like a super villain. 
 
    I desperately wanted to taste her pussy, but when I looked back on this event in the future I wanted to be able to say I did it right.  Turning my head to the side, I slowly kissed my way up Naomi’s inner thighs, tenderly licking and sucking her smooth, taut skin.  Soon her pussy was in front of me again, I let my lips lightly drag across the slightly protruding labia and then began kissing her upwards from her other thigh. 
 
    Having laid trails of kisses up both of her thighs like the footprints of two worshippers on trails to the holy temple, her pussy wordlessly beckoned my attention.  Having kissed so much of her skin I wanted, just to begin with, to taste her as deep as I could.  I stuck my tongue out like a short, wet, dagger and slowly pushed it between her waiting lips. 
 
    All too soon I reached maximum depth but still I strained, pushing my face against her sex.  Her flavour and scent filled my world and I curled my tongue upwards to drag it along her vaginal wall as I pulled back, seeking to extract as much of her sweet honey as possible. 
 
    My desperation to sample her depths temporarily satiated, I ran my tongue all around her pussy, up one side and down the other with a brief flick of her clit.  Naomi’s leg’s twitched when my tongue ran across her most sensitive button but other than that she remained in a deep sleep.  I flicked my tongue across it again and was rewarded with a similar reaction. 
 
    Slipping my hands around both of her legs to hold on to her hips, I descended on her clit with single-minded intensity and a furiously flicking tongue.  Naomi’s legs first twitched, then tried to shut and finally she began feebly trying to squirm away from me, her unknown assailant.  Dazed as she was, Naomi was unable to move very much and it wasn’t long before her body began to betray her. 
 
    A fire of pleasure was clearly building up somewhere inside the teen actress, fuelled by every one of the many laps of my tongue across her clit.  I would occasionally run my tongue up the entire length of her slit, each time tasting more and more of her nectar as the sleeping teen’s body responded to my stimulation with a freely flowing pussy, helpless to deny its arousal. 
 
    Glancing upwards, I could see that Naomi’s face was obscured to my vision due to the massive swells of her breasts, which were heaving up and down with every harsh breath she sucked in between clenched teeth.  The sleeping girl ground her pussy against my face, not knowing who or what was providing her with these sensations but clearly wanting more. 
 
    I could hear her voice catching with every exhale, letting out a steady ‘uh… uh… uhhhh… uh’ that was music to my ears.  She sounded so similar to the way she did in her one and only sex scene, I wondered if she had recorded herself cumming and practiced for her role as the undercover journalist.  It was incredibly sexy and my cock almost seemed to cry out for attention, as if it was frustrated being so close to tight teen pussy and yet not impaling it. 
 
    First thing was first though, a notch I wanted on my bedpost was the bragging rights of being able to say I made Naomi Potter have a mind-blowing, gushing, body-rocking orgasm.  Each time I thought she was getting close, her sexy little sounds would die down slightly before rising again.  At last her short sharp breaths became deeper and slower, the twin mounds of her breasts swelling an incredible amount each time, and her faint ‘uh’s became veritable groans of release. 
 
    Naomi’s legs clamped shut on my ears and she arched her back, all I could see was the firm expanse of her lower navel disappearing under her tank top before her prodigious chest dominated the view.  Though muffled by her thighs I could hear her screaming the house down with what sounded like slurred affirmatives as a small but easily noticeable flood of sweet Hollywood actress pussy juice drenched my lips and chin. 
 
    Relentlessly, I continued my assault of her now entirely surrendered clit, letting her ride the wave of her sleepy climax as long as possible.  After what seemed like the world’s longest orgasm, Naomi’s legs finally released me and I raised my head to look at her face.  A thin sheen of sweat glistened across her brow and her hair had gone from wind-swept-on-a-movie-set to truly dishevelled.  A quickly fading red flush stood out on her exposed upper chest and face and she panted in what seemed like a desperate, if drowsy, attempt to recover some level of composure. 
 
    I had no intentions of pausing in my abuse of the sleeping beauty, she was mine to use as I saw fit.  While her breasts were still heaving I quickly stood and did a search of the bedside table, trusting in the Mu Tau Tau senior members to have prepared as well as they had on previous nights.  I was not disappointed, finding the tube of lubricant in the top drawer. 
 
    In an instant I was back on the bed, straddling the stomach of my favourite teen actress.  I thought back to my first night in the Mu Tau Tau chapter house, it seemed like a lifetime ago but it was an incredible memory.  By way of comparison, if Klara’s breasts were good for fucking, Naomi was absolutely born to wrap her firm pillowy breasts around a cock and milk it for a pearl necklace.  I was sure her huge tits would create cleavage so deep that I may have to send a search party in after my cock.  What a fabulous place to get lost, though. 
 
    Setting the tube within easy reach to the side, I took a hold of Naomi’s top with the finger and thumb of each hand and pulled upwards, my heart pounding as the lower slopes of her breasts came into view again.  They were firm for their size but the tight garment squashed them upwards as I continued to lift until, with no sound but a gasp of awe from myself, they tumbled out and into view. 
 
    With an iron clad will power I resisted mauling her breasts with my hands until I had pushed her top securely over her mounds so it wouldn’t get in the way.  They were truly works of art, a sculptor couldn’t have made them any more perfect no matter how many revisions and alternations he did.  I took a deep breath and spread the fingers of each hand wide as I reached out to them, eager to cup as much of their vast expanse as I could. 
 
    It was impossible to grope them all at once and as I explored the much coveted chest of Naomi Potter, I scoffed at the old saying that more than a handful was a waste.  Her nipples were still erect from her orgasm and I gave one a rough pinch, eliciting a sharp gasp from the unconscious girl but little movement. 
 
    Turning my attention to her other breast I gained another firm grip upon the nipple and used it to jiggle her massive tit, the ripples of movement absorbed in short order by the surprising level of firmness.  Naomi’s full lips parted with a moan as my manipulations of her sensitive pink tips registered through the haze of whatever drugs the anaesthesiologists on the Mu Tau Tau team had given her.  My God she sounded sexy, I needed to feel them around my cock. 
 
    I worked her tank top off over her head and had a brain wave.  Naomi’s arms were still encased in the tight fitting attire and I used it to completely entangle them, effectively trapping the teen girl’s hands behind her head as she slept.  It was a beautiful pose, as if she was showing off her boast-worthy chest for me.  I picked up the tube of lubricant once more. 
 
    With a flourish I left a generous swirl of clear jelly between her breasts and another dollop on the tip of my impatiently waiting erection before putting the tube to the side again.  Cupping the outer curves of her breasts, I pushed inwards, watching as the mounds got closer and closer like continents colliding until a crease of cleavage formed, spreading the slippery lubricant everywhere. 
 
    Her breasts came together until her nipples were almost touching and my cock practically cried out to delve between them.  I had no intentions of denying it and pushed the tip at the underside of her tits where they met and felt their smooth surface slide over the head as it pushed them to each side. 
 
    There was enough lubricant on the sleeping girl’s chest and my cock that the entire length slid into the depths of her cleavage easily without any hint of it peeking out at the top end.  I held her tits together firmly and began to thrust my hips back and forth, plunging my cock between them over and over again and seeing that same quickly dissipating ripple across their flesh each time I bottomed out and my pelvis met the undersides. 
 
    I’d been with women who had big breasts before, but there was something fundamentally different about Naomi’s.  If I hadn’t seen the gradual swell over the years (via pictures on the internet) with my own eyes I would have thought they were fake.  Large breasts I’d felt before were much softer than hers, though admittedly the women had a few years on Naomi as well so perhaps it was just her youthful firmness.  Either way, it was an incredible sight to behold, my cock repeatedly disappearing between them as they sturdily gripped it.  I wondered if I came between them whether the semen would seep out at the top and flow up to her neck, eventually running to the side and pooling in her long hair. 
 
    As glorious as a cream pie of the breasts would have been, I knew there was a better place to put a huge load of cum as far as the sleeping teen actress was concerned.  I was going to claim the depths of her pussy for myself, put my stamp on her cervix with a blast of hot creamy semen. 
 
    I released her breasts, dismayed to see her cleavage disappear as each mound retreated to its own side of her chest like rivals that had been forced to ally for a mutually beneficial but temporary cause.  My cock came back into view, glistening with lubricant, as was the area formerly known as the cleavage of Naomi Potter. 
 
    Driven almost to the point of madness by the tease of her firm tit flesh on my stiff dick, I wasted no time in repositioning myself, pausing only to make sure my thickness was aimed directly at her still soaking wet pussy before slamming my entire length into the sleeping girl with no warning.  Naomi let out a short, sharp scream and struggled against the restraints I had made of her tank top. 
 
    I paid her struggles absolutely no attention whatsoever, caring only for the incredible pleasure her tight little pussy was giving me, hugging my thick cock with all its might.  Naomi’s sleeping mind was unable to figure out a way to extract her hands from the makeshift bonds that held her and she soon calmed down, perhaps incorporating the sensations she was feeling into a dream. 
 
    I wondered if us mere mortals dreamed of fucking movie stars, who did the movie stars dream of fucking?  It was a deep philosophical conundrum for another day, this was a day for fucking unconscious girls.  Confident that she wouldn’t be able to free her hands and swat me with a randomly flailing arm, I moved my upper body over hers, squashing my hard chest against her comparatively soft one and felt the slick jelly smear between us. 
 
    I reached into her long hair with one hand, once more feeling the smooth water-like sensation of its glossy length, and grabbed a handful before wrapping it around my hand to gain a firm grip on the well-endowed starlet.  With her hair as reins I squeezed her breast with my other hand as I began fucking her pussy rough and hard. 
 
    Naomi’s head shook slowly from side to side as much as my grip would allow while she struggled valiantly but without coordination to free her hands, eventually giving up and lying still as I viciously impaled her again and again with my cock, using her pussy for my pleasure.  Naomi’s slit was tight, as a teen’s should be, but this clearly wasn’t her first rodeo and once she got used to the idea that she was getting fucked hard, her pussy gripped at my invading length expertly, milking me for the cum it wanted, despite her brain’s better judgement. 
 
    Naomi began to moan with the background sound of our bodies slapping together and another soft version of the music from her latest movie playing over the sound system.  I lowered my lips to kiss her and she continued moaning directly into my mouth oblivious to how my tongue was swirling around hers. 
 
    Finally, with an orgasmic shriek that even a deep kiss couldn’t muffle, I felt her pussy grip me tighter than I would have thought possible as the sleeping starlet surrendered to the relentless pounding of my cock and came again.  I couldn’t hold myself back even if I tried and as her second flood of pussy juice made her even slicker, I added my own cum to the mix, jetting spurt after spurt of my creamy load into her. 
 
    All the sounds in the room, Naomi’s moans, the soft music, the sporadic slapping of our bodies, merged into a white noise that I couldn’t concentrate on as the bliss of my climax washed everything away until the only sense left was focussed on how incredible her teen slit felt on my hard cock.  I kept pumping away until the last feeble droplets of semen had been milked out of me, hungrily accepted by the sleeping girl’s pussy, before collapsing to the side in a breathless heap. 
 
    It took me quite some time to catch my breath and collect my thoughts before my eyes popped wide open.  With a sudden rush of realisation, I sat bolt upright, jumped off the bed and crouched down on the floor where my pants lay in a crumpled heap.  In my right pocket, just where I had left it, I found my smart phone.  I thanked the god of passed out teen girls, whom I was now a devout follower of, for the high resolution they were able to pack into these small devices these days. 
 
    I took several shots of Naomi posed with her hands tied behind her head, her tits jutting out proudly and legs splayed, my semen leaking from her punished pussy.  Close ups, full-length shots, pictures of me kissing her, several with my cock covered in our combined juices thrust past her pouty lips, I saved them all for posterity. 
 
    Switching the camera to video-mode I created what would one day perhaps become one of Naomi’s best-selling movies if I could find a way around the contract I myself had created to be air-tight.  If not, it would have to be just for my own personal stash, and that would be fine by me too.   
 
    Starting with a close up of her cum soaked pussy I scooped a generous portion of our combined juices on to my finger and, all in one shot, moved up over her body, careful not to drip any of it on her, before focusing on her beautiful face so it would be clear just who’s pussy this semen just come out of.  I placed my finger on her lips and slowly pressed it in, depositing that sticky load directly on to her unaware but waiting tongue. 
 
    Pulling her lower jaw down with one hand I was able to get enough light into her mouth so that the camera could easily make out the giant glob of cum sliding backwards on her tongue, finally disappearing down her throat.  Releasing her face I could have sworn the edges of her lips curled upwards in a smile. 
 
    “And cut, Naomi, that’s a wrap.” 
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    I would like to think I have done some good with my powers.  I’ve helped find lost children, I’ve told fire fighters whether there are or are not any people trapped inside burning buildings and exactly where to find them.  I have done all this and more, but sometimes I use my ability to take what I want. 
 
    My name is Jeff Harford and as far as I can tell I am, barring accidents, effectively immortal.  I thought I was one of the unluckiest people in the world when I literally got hit by lightning.  When I woke up in the hospital I had some crazy burns on my hand, which had been raised so that’s presumably where it hit, and on one of my feet, where the electrical current presumably exited.   
 
    People who witnessed the event said the lightning was a blinding blue, not the normal white you’d expect, but nobody caught it on film, no meteorological services recorded it in any way, so those eye witness accounts were the only indication I had that this was anything but a ‘run-of-the-mill’ lightning strike.  Suffice to say, I was a changed man after this happened, and much closer to the opposite end of the luck-spectrum. 
 
    I was discharged from hospital the very same day and back to my boring-as-fuck office job a week later.  Most people in a telephone-based sales job like I had would probably have worked in a cube-farm, but not me.  No, our sales manager didn’t want us to have our own walls, he liked to be able to yell at us all at once about targets, enthusiasm and other management-speak bullshit. 
 
    On my very first day back I was on the phone, listening to a customer lie about what he had asked for and trying to claim the moral high ground about what actions should be taken to return the expensive equipment he had ordered, opened, used and done cosmetic damage to.  My blood was boiling, I was oh-so-close to telling him he was more likely to be able to shove the unit up his ass than return it. 
 
    I rested my forehead on my desk, the customer still jabbering away in my ear via my headset and covered the microphone so I could sigh in resignation.  I remember thinking Just stop, stop, STOP! and felt a kind of ‘twang’ in my head like a string had been plucked on a guitar.  All of a sudden the customer halted his self-righteous tirade.  Not only that, the general buzz of the office had silenced as well.  My heart pounded in my chest, had I just shouted ‘stop’ instead of thinking it? 
 
    I raised my head, expecting to see everybody looking me like I was crazy, but nobody was paying me any attention at all.  In fact, nobody was doing anything.  In the desk opposite me my colleague was looking down at a piece of paper.  He was one of those people that habitually spun a pen around his finger whenever he was at his desk, flicking it in the air and doing tricks without even thinking about it.  He was pretty skillful, but it was still fucking annoying when he dropped it with a clattering sound on the desk, which was often. 
 
    Looking at a piece of paper and spinning a pen around his finger was all normal.  What certainly wasn’t part of his regular repertoire of pen-tricks was how the pen was hovering in mid-air over his hand.  I wanted to scream, but managed to hold myself together thinking of how embarrassing it would be to scream and find I’d just fallen asleep at my desk or something. 
 
    Looking around I saw that nobody else in the office was moving either.  The receptionist was paused in mid-stride as she delivered pieces of mail to everybody, the tassels on the fan were in mid-flutter even though the blades were still.  There was not a breath of wind or any sound other than my own breathing and heartbeat pounding in my ears.  I’d never experienced such all-encompassing stillness before.  It was strangely relaxing, or at least it would have been if it hadn’t been so surprising at the same time. 
 
    I stood and reached across our desks, plucking the pen out of the air.  I was able to move it without any difficulty, it seemed to weigh as much as a pen should.  I held it between my finger and thumb over my desk and let go, it stayed right there and didn’t drop.  Looking beside my mouse pad I saw a rubber band and picked it up as well.  I pulled it apart, feeling a usual resistance from the elasticity, and then relaxed, expecting it to stay stretched out, but it snapped back to its regular size. 
 
    Hooking it over my thumb, I pulled it back like a slingshot and let go.  The rubber band flew through the air normally at first, then slowed down and then stopped in mid-air before hitting the ground.  I couldn’t make any sense of it.  Looking out the window, I saw cars on the street below, nothing was moving.  My eyes widened when I looked in the sky and saw some large passenger-carrying jet just hovering on the spot like a helicopter with no propellers. 
 
    I wandered out of the office, marvelling at all the impossible hovering and balancing acts frozen in time.  It was fascinating but my initial panic, which had faded with the sheer mesmerising power of this situation, returned with gusto.  What if the world had stopped forever?  Would I be left with only a bunch of life-like statues as company for the rest of my days?  Would there even be any more days and nights? 
 
    My throat worked as I swallowed hard in fear.  I knew the last thought that had gone through my head before this happened was ‘Stop’ so, hardly thinking that it would work, I thought ‘Go’.  Nothing happened.  The world remained as still and silent as ever.  Panic rose. 
 
    Go. 
 
    GO. 
 
    GO! 
 
    “… happened to ‘The customer is always right’, Jeff?” 
 
    I opened my eyes to see my shoes on the office floor, my forehead resting on my desk, and heard my customer talking to me on the headset.  I heard the clatter of a pen as my colleague failed to catch it and raised my head, bewildered. 
 
    “Jeff?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Look.  Just tell me when the courier will be here to collect this.” 
 
    “I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “No, tell me n…” 
 
    I hung up and looked around at the bustle of the office.  People were doing their best to sell things to customers for the highest price they could get away with, paper was being shuffled around so the shufflers could look busy, countless eyes stared out of windows wistfully at the beautiful sunny day as they listened to the voicemail greeting message of yet another customer who was away from their desk or on holiday. 
 
    The thought that I’d imagined the whole thing crossed my mind, but subsequent experiments have proven that wasn’t the case.  Whenever I finish my jaunts into frozen-time, I always end up back where I started. 
 
    Looking back now, it’s impossible to say how long I’ve spent in frozen-time in total.  Time is obviously kind of meaningless there, but I would estimate I’ve lived an extra thirty years with time stopped and I only seem to have aged in the comparatively small proportion  I’ve spent in ‘normal-time’.  I do all my sleeping in frozen-time, all the stuff that doesn’t require human interaction, like reading a good book, gets done in frozen-time. 
 
    I realised almost instantly that I didn’t have to go to work anymore, money would be easy to come by for a person who could stop time.  However, there was one thing I really wanted to do before I effectively disappeared off the face of the earth as far as this job was concerned.  My opportunity came later on in that very first week. 
 
    My boss was, shall we say, not the most likable person in the world.  Maybe that’s just the way sales managers have to be, but God damn.  He was paid a hell of a lot more than the rest of us and I knew for a fact he spent most of his time in his office watching funny video clips of cats on his computer.  That was a bit of a kick in the teeth but the way he berated and belittled his staff made him truly hate-worthy given his own conduct. 
 
    He had something all the single, and some of the married, guys in the office wanted besides an easy job, though.  His daughter, Jasmine, possessed a beauty that surpassed any model or actress I had ever seen.  How John and his troll of a wife had produced such a stunning girl was beyond me, but there you have it. 
 
    Almost every week, she would come and visit her Father in the office, trailing the scent of flowers after her, presumably the jasmine she was named for.  Rumour around the office was that she had plans to be a model, had already done some work apparently.  That didn’t surprise me at all.  With her flawless skin and luxurious glossy hair, she’d definitely sell magazines, or clothes, or whatever it was she was hired to do. 
 
    I suspected she wouldn’t be a runway model, they’re supposed to be tall but Jasmine was probably only a little bit over five feet.  She certainly had the walk down pat though, half the office went silent every time she visited as the male contingent watched her sashay over to her Dad’s office, her tight little ass normally hugged in a short skirt and her small breasts closely outlined in some thin-strapped top.  She nearly caused a riot the day she didn’t wear a bra and the colour of her hard nipples could be faintly seen through the material.  What a little heartbreaker. 
 
    Jasmine was one of those girls you can look at, as long as the boss doesn’t see, but you better not lay a finger on her.  Her looks, her youth, the fact that she was the boss’ daughter all made her absolutely untouchable.  With my new ability, though, I had different ideas, I was going to do a whole lot more than touch her, and right in front of her Father too, though he would never know it. 
 
    For somebody who suddenly had such an incredible control over time, the days spent waiting for Jasmine to show up in the office really dragged.  At last, on what became my final Thursday in the office, she arrived.  The doors opened and heads turned as if she had been announced. 
 
    My jaw dropped when I saw her, she was as pretty as ever and looked to have spent her afternoon having make-up applied, she could have been on her way to a magazine cover shoot.  Her long, rich-brown, hair was draped over her shoulders and obscured the view of her upper body.  At first it looked like she wasn’t wearing a shirt, her breasts covered only by her flowing locks, but as she got closer I could see just a little bit of the strapless top between the two main cascades of her hair. 
 
    Jasmine walked straight past me without a glance, as she always did to everybody, and went to the door of her Dad’s office, knocking and then entering without waiting for a reply, probably interrupting a hilarious video of a cat falling into a fish tank.  The door closed behind her and I put down my headset, leaning back in my chair as I waited for a few minutes with a smile on my face. 
 
    With a mere thought I brought time to a halt, feeling that now familiar ‘twang’ in my head as I did so.  I strolled towards John’s office without a care in the world, thinking only of Jasmine and the body that had been teasing me since I started working in that hell-hole.  The door opened and I saw that the sexy little teen was sitting on a chair in front of her Father’s desk, he was reclined in his expensive management-only office chair, apparently listening to something she had just said, and looking bored. 
 
    I circled around Jasmine until I could see her pretty face and went down on one knee beside her.  I’d never had the opportunity to look at her close up and was pleased to see that her beauty was no illusion of distance, she was every bit as perfect under close scrutiny.  Her face was frozen with her lips pouting, as if she was a little kid not getting her way, but it just looked mind-bogglingly sexy on her.  A girl her age had no business possessing such full lips, she looked like she was born to suck cocks. 
 
    The thought alone had my dick straining against my clothing, aching to test the proposed theory.  I unzipped my pants and fished around inside, pulling my hard cock out through the gap in my boxers until it stood stiff and proud in front of Jasmine’s unseeing eyes. 
 
    I stepped close to the young girl and performed an act of utter blasphemy, sinking my cock into her liquid-smooth hair and smearing pre-cum into it.  She had probably spent hours making herself look perfect, little did she know that I was going to be the biggest beneficiary today.  I pulled my hips back, extracting my cock from her hair, and pressed the tip against her face, spreading my natural lubricants over her cheek, up the side of her nose, using the pristine aspiring model like a little whore. 
 
    I rested the shaft of my cock on the soft cushions of Jasmine’s lips, which had light pink gloss applied making them look oh-so-kissable, and delved my fingers into her hair, pulling it back over her shoulders to reveal the strapless top that had teased me when she arrived.  Jasmine’s Father looked on with eyes that saw nothing and the same bored look on his face as I, his former employee, rubbed my cock all over his only daughter’s lips. 
 
    I pushed her bottom lip down and away from her pure white teeth with the tip of my cock and let it spring back up with a soft, wet, slapping sound as it snapped back into place. 
 
    “I’m going to make your daughter my little slut, John, you pretentious asshole.  Bet you never thought you’d watch me fuck her right in front of you, did you?” 
 
    John didn’t answer of course, he just kept on looking as if watching me use his daughter for my own pleasure was about as interesting as waiting for the bus.  I gripped Jasmine’s chin and opened her mouth until her pretty pink lips were parted far enough that I judged I could force her to take my thickness. 
 
    I spun Jasmine’s chair to the side, I wanted my cock to enter her with an unobstructed sightline between the point of penetration and her Dad.  I knew he couldn’t see anything, but it’s the thought that counts.  Revenge is a dish best served with a cock in your enemy’s daughter. 
 
    Having positioned her appropriately, I slid my hands into her hair on either side of her head until I felt my fingers curl around the back and get a firm grip before I pulled her open mouth inexorably towards my hard cock, which was pointing right at her parted lips.  I watched as the tip of my cock glided straight into her mouth and groaned in bliss when I felt it sliding over her hot and wet tongue. 
 
    Jasmine was a little sex goddess, she looked like she was fulfilling her whole purpose in life, sitting there on the chair with my cock embedded in her mouth.  I pushed forward until I felt my cock hit the back of her throat.  An eighteen year old girl like her would normally be coughing and gagging under this kind of treatment, but Jasmine was frozen in time and didn’t react at all as the squelching sound of the impact rang out in her Dad’s office. 
 
    I pushed her legs apart with my knees so I could stand even closer to the girl with her mouth on my cock, which caused her scandalously short skirt to ride upwards until I could see a tantalising patch of white panties, a sight I’d only ever dreamed of seeing before.  I grabbed a handful of hair at each side of her head, twisting the bunches around until the makeshift pigtails were like handlebars that I could use to both pull her mouth towards me and away. 
 
    I began roughly fucking Jasmine’s face, each thrust producing the same wet squelch my first penetration had.  Daddy’s little girl was getting treated like the filthiest of whores right in front of him and there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it. 
 
    I wondered how many guys had already had the pleasure of feeling her luscious lips around their manhood.  It couldn’t be too huge a number, given her age, but I bet none of them had face fucked her like this, she was the kind of girl that would have always been put on a pedestal, wined and dined, always asked for permission for every little thing.  Not today.  Today she was giving me anything I wanted. 
 
    With the short skirts Jasmine routinely wore, I had thought I might get that aforementioned peek at her panties, but never in my wildest dreams had I ever imagined that I would be forcefully pounding away at the back of her throat in front of her helpless Father.  I pulled at her pigtails, driving my cock into her as hard as I could until I felt a faint popping sensation and my length began disappearing down her neck. 
 
    I moaned in ecstasy as the teen’s pale pink lips edged closer and closer to the base of my cock, her eyes staring straight ahead, totally unfazed by what I felt must be her first deep throating.  Her mouth had felt fantastic, she may very well have pleasured every guy in her school with mind-blowing oral sex, but her throat was so tight, I couldn’t imagine she’d ever had a cock in there, petite girl that she was. 
 
    At last her face was pressed against my body and even with a rough tug on my twin handfuls of hair, I couldn’t force any more cock into my boss’s daughter.  I released my grip and placed one hand on the back of her head, making sure I didn’t slip out of her mouth as I gently rocked back and forth, just enough to stay hard as a rock while keeping my full length entirely embedded in her. 
 
    With my other hand, I lovingly stroked her cheek and brushed all her hair back, not wanting to obscure the view for either myself or her Dad.  I left my cock buried in her throat for what would have been the equivalent of several minutes in normal-time.  Only those men dating world-record-holding free-divers could have been given a deep throat blowjob as extensive as the one I was receiving. 
 
    The head of my cock was being hugged on all sides somewhere in the depths of Jasmine’s throat and I was in heaven.  I slipped the fingers of my free hand down the front of her top and cupped her perky little teen tit before pushing her top down to reveal her chest in its entirety. 
 
    Jasmine’s modest swells had the look of a chest that was still growing, but I thought she was old enough to mean that probably wasn’t the case.  On a taller or bigger girl they would have looked out of place, but on Jasmine the small bumps looked absolutely perfect.  The hue of her nipples matched the pale pink lip gloss she had chosen so closely that I had to wonder if she had taken that into consideration when applying it. 
 
    I rubbed and pinched her nipples with my free hand while my cock remained buried in her tight throat.  I was mildly disappointed that they didn’t get erect, but that disappointment was more than offset by the sheer joy of groping this untouchable teen sex goddess.  The joy was only magnified by the fact that it was my asshole boss’s teenage daughter. 
 
    With a cacophony of squelching sounds I began to pound my full length in and out of Jasmine’s throat, extracting it until the tip rested on her tongue briefly, before thrusting forward until her nose hit my pelvis.  A mixture of pre-cum and saliva began drooling out of her mouth, pumped out by my cock, and dribbled down her chin before dripping off.  Some globs of this mixture landed on her little tits, some hung in mid-air like she was deep throating in zero gravity. 
 
    If I were a betting man I would have put most of my money on the idea that John had never thought his only daughter would get used for sex in his office, extra odds for whether he would be present for the occasion or not.  I could feel my climax fast approaching, thanks to the incredible Jasmine’s mouth and throat around my cock, but I had bigger plans for where my cum was going. 
 
    Reluctantly stepping back from my teen fuck toy I watched as inch after glistening inch of my hard dick slid out over her lips until it was free and a thread of pre-cum stretched out between the tip and her face momentarily before breaking.  I walked over to John’s desk and with a sweep of my arms, cleared it of everything.  Most of it hung in mid-air beside the desk, it was really strange to see but the objective had been achieved, his desk was clear and I was going to fuck his daughter on it. 
 
    I walked back to Jasmine and scooped her up in my arms, she looked like such a little teen princess with her pretty face and perfect make-up.  Her royal appearance was somewhat marred by the dribbles of pre-cum and saliva, but that didn’t detract from her sexiness in the slightest.  She felt as light as a feather, it was easy to carry her and place her on the surface of her Dad’s desk, legs dangling over the edge closest to him. 
 
    Circling back to the front of John’s desk I pulled Jasmine back by the shoulders until she was lying flat.  It was such a big desk that her head wasn’t even over the edge, but I reached under her and gently spread her hair out in the classic magazine cover pose.  It was such a sexy contrast to see her so beautifully arranged as if for a classy photo shoot but with her tits out and the evidence of her cock sucking all over her chin. 
 
    With a well-placed kick, I sent John careering against the wall on the wheels of his office chair, clearing the way for me to kneel in front of his daughter.  The bored expression never left John’s face, I couldn’t imagine what he would say or do if he was actually able to see me reach up his daughters skirt and slowly, teasingly, pull her panties down. 
 
    Her panties were completely off the ends of her toes before I let myself gaze at her pussy under the shallow shade of her short skirt.  It was every bit as beautiful as the rest of her body, bald and smooth as if freshly tended to by a true expert of Brazilian waxes, impossibly tight looking, and between the outer folds of her sex I could see that same pale pink that matched her lip gloss.  This was a girl that knew all about colour coordinating. 
 
    I bent my head to her sex and slipped my tongue straight between her smooth folds and tasted her pussy.  I slid my tongue as deep as I could, lapping at every wall of her teen slit, tasting her most private area and likening it to the sweetest honey I’d ever had. 
 
    When my tongue was as deep as I could thrust it, not that I was any kind of snake-tongued rock star, I felt something I hadn’t suspected could be even possible with a girl of Jasmine’s innate sex appeal.  This day just couldn’t get any better, not only was I going to fuck Jasmine on her Dad’s desk in front of him, I was going to deflower her as well.  I should get struck by lightning more often. 
 
    In my pocket I had a tube of lubricant, having not been entirely sure how fucking a time-frozen girl would work when I woke up that morning, I slipped the nozzle into her pussy and squeezed out a generous serving before stashing it back in my pants and getting undressed from the waist down.  I lifted each of Jasmine’s feet up on to John’s desk until her pussy was spread wide before me, and her Father. 
 
    I climbed on to the desk and braced my weight on two knees and a hand as I pointed my throbbing cock at her unused pussy.  I could only imagine what the view was from the vantage point of her helpless Dad as my bare ass descended towards his little girl’s virgin pussy, led by a long hard dick. 
 
    When I felt the cool jelly on the top of my cock, followed shortly after by the first kiss her pussy lips ever imparted on an erection it finally hit home just how different my life was going to be from then on.  All the most beautiful women could be mine, and I was going to start by giving the unresponsive Jasmine a rough introduction to the world of fucking, I was sure it would be a long time until anybody fucked her as hard as I was going to, never mind the fact that she was currently a virgin. 
 
    Jasmine’s labia were pushed to either side as I forced my way inside of her until I felt the tension of her hymen.  Safely embedded I carefully wrapped one arm around her shoulders, and the other arm around the small of her back, holding the time-frozen teen in place before thrusting my hips forward and shoving my entire length inside the virgin girl all at once. 
 
    Jasmine’s natural tightness was incredible, the petite girl felt like she was being stretched to her absolute limit to accommodate my cock.  I wasted no time building up pace, and began jack hammering my cock into her, completing the defloration of John’s little girl as he sat by, unable to do anything. 
 
    My balls slapped loudly on her tight ass and I felt her entire body shaking as I squeezed her against me.  Jasmine’s firm little tits pressed gently into my chest as I defiled the unaware virgin on her Dad’s desk and I pulled my arm out from around the small of her back to squeeze one, never relenting my frantic assault on her pussy. 
 
    Her tit was much less than a handful, but it felt so perfect as I mauled it lustily, squeezing and pinching,  getting to know it by feel as well as sight.  She was easily the sexiest girl I had seen in real life, and her pussy was so tight that I knew I wasn’t going to last very long, especially after the lengthy deep throat blowjob I had made her give me. 
 
    I mashed my lips against hers when my climax came, her mouth still open from when my cock had occupied it, and kissed her deeply as I felt the overwhelming pleasure of my hot seed claiming her virgin depths in my name.  Never in my life had I felt a pussy so naturally eager to squeeze my cum out as Jasmine’s, and I thrust into her as hard as I could, as long as I could, desperate to prolong my orgasm, basic instinct taking over and making me want to deposit as much semen into her as possible. 
 
    At last there was no more pleasure to take from the aspiring model, no more cum to give her, and I collapsed on top, nuzzling against her long soft hair and smelling the scent of flowers up close.  I wasn’t sure how long I stayed there, I supposed time was pretty irrelevant now, but eventually I caught my breath and began softening, still inside her. 
 
    I stood back on the ground and pulled my cock out of her roughly abused pussy, seeing a river of semen slop out after me before becoming motionless halfway down the crack of her ass.  I had absolutely defiled this virgin and it was the most intense sexual experience of my life.  Jasmine had given me a gift almost as precious as my ability to stop time, though she didn’t know it. 
 
    I gathered my pants, boxers, shoes and socks before going over to the door, wiping my cock on John’s suit jacket, and getting dressed.  Breath caught or not, I was pretty shattered from fucking Jasmine so hard and went back to my desk to recline the seat and recover.  Before I knew it I was asleep, again I had no idea how long for because when I woke up nobody had moved, the sun was still in the same position in the sky, I felt refreshed though. 
 
    I took a deep breath, thought GO, and watched as sound and movement returned to the world, my perspective shifting slightly as I was put in the exact position I had been when I stopped time.  I grabbed a bottle of water off my desk and took a deep drink, quenching a thirst that seemed more proportional to an entire day since I last drank rather than a few moments.  I didn’t know exactly what that might mean, the mysteries of space and time were beyond me, but there was certainly a lot to think about. 
 
    That’s when another interesting thought came to me.  In an office only a few seconds walk from where I was at that very moment was the sexiest virgin I had ever seen. 
 
    STOP! 
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    I fucking love tennis, and lately I had even more reason to attend live events.  Ever since I was a teen myself I was absolutely gobsmacked at the seemingly endless series of beautiful blonde Russian tennis stars that seemed to be making as much money from sponsorship as they did from professional tennis. 
 
    The latest teen sensation making waves in the tennis world was Katia Krupinova.  Eighteen years old, blonde-haired and blue-eyed, she was a stunningly beautiful athlete.  She had never won a major tournament, but had been beaten in the final twice in the past year to the current #1.  I’d travelled to Chicago to attend the prestigious Atchison Open, where Katia would once more be attempting to topple her nemesis for the first time. 
 
    Beautiful athletes were nothing new, especially within tennis, but Katia was special.  Recently she had picked up a lucrative sponsorship deal with an energy drink and she was plastered all over the back of buses and billboards.  The TV-spot, though.  Oh holy fuck, the commercial.  It was the sexiest piece of advertising I’d seen in a long time. 
 
    It had her going from playing tennis underwater in a swimming pool, to having a drink of Splendade and playing on a regular tennis court with a rocket powered racquet.  The greatest thing about the commercial was that she was in a bikini the whole time and wet from the pool.  It was a real eye opener seeing her big tits bouncing in ways her regular sports bras never allowed.  I had to admit I was a bit smitten, and suddenly had an urge to buy Splendade. 
 
    As if that wasn’t enough, her relationship with her coach was high-profile for all kinds of reasons.  First, he was twice her age and that is always fodder for the tabloids.  He struck me as a real sleaze-ball, having started the relationship with Katia while he was still married himself.  There were also the rumours about how regularly he cheated on her.  She said she didn’t believe them, they were in love, and so on.  OK, so she was eighteen, she can do what she wants with her body, her life. 
 
    That’s where it got interesting though.  It seemed that all she wanted to do with her body was play tennis.  It had been leaked to tabloids, and later confirmed through more reputable sources, that Katia was a virgin who was saving it all for marriage.  She was one of those dreamers who wants to marry ‘the one’ and have him be her one-and-only her whole life.  In addition to that, she didn’t want to risk getting pregnant when she was at, or near, the top of her game. 
 
    With my ability to stop time, I was going to see if the claims of virginity were true.  My power was going to bypass any danger of her getting pregnant, because when I started time again it would reset everything back to the moment I stopped it.  As for her reluctance towards sex before marriage in general, well, technically she would still be a virgin on her wedding night if she still was now. 
 
    Virgin or not, I was going to have one hell of a good time with her time-frozen body, and I was going to do it right there on centre-court in front of everybody, especially her sleazy boyfriend.  He was obviously going to start divorce proceedings the day after deflowering her on the wedding night, but if all went according to plan I would beat him to the punch and his unseeing eyes would be staring right down the barrel of her well abused vagina as all my cum leaked out of her and on to the firm green ground of the grass court. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Ticket.” 
 
    The huge man checking tickets at the gate looked like he’d much rather be smashing a beer bottle over somebody’s head in a bar brawl than dressed in a security uniform under the hot sun.  I handed over my front-row ticket with what must have been a suspiciously-wide smile, causing the man to raise an eyebrow as he punched a hole in it with a little clipper thing that was utterly lost in his massive hands. 
 
    “Hold your arms out straight to either side please… sir.” 
 
    I could have just stopped time right there and walked in, Katia would already be there somewhere, but I actually wanted to watch her play a bit of tennis first, so complied with his request.  He gave me a quick pat-down, ignoring the lump of my wallet, but investigating the mysteriously shaped item in my other pocket.  With it still half-inside my pocket the security guard saw that it was a full tube of lubricant. 
 
    “Always be prepared, my good man,” I said. 
 
    The bored and mean expression cracked into a huge smile as he guffawed, dropped it back in my pocket and gave me a slap on the back that almost qualified as assault. 
 
    “Good luck, guy.  Have a nice day,” he finally said, waving me on. 
 
    It was easy enough to find my seat, hard to mistake the front row for anything else but the front row.  I couldn’t wait to see her in person, and hoped her beauty was not down to camera tricks and a dedicated make-up artist, there was always the possibility that I had built her up too much in my mind too. 
 
    Finally, when the seating was almost entirely full, I clapped politely with everybody else as Katia and her early-round canon-fodder walked out on to the court, sports bags over one shoulder and waving at the crowd.  After they’d sat on the side of the court for a while adjusting their shoestrings and picking from their selection of racquets, I was pleased to see Katia head towards the side of the court I was on.  I was going to get the classic tennis-girl view of her whenever she was serving or waiting to receive a serve, bent over at the waist with her skirt lifting at the back. 
 
    As she walked a bit closer I was happy to see that the cameras had not lied to me, she was gorgeous, there was just no two ways about it.  Her white top and white skirt would soon be partially see-through with sweat in this heat, and the blue sweatbands and cap nearly matched her eyes, which were absolutely piercing with focus, she was in the zone, her mind completely focussed on the fine execution of her craft, her trade, her art. 
 
    It appeared the other player was serving in the first set and I smiled along with the millions of male viewers in attendance and around the world via TV as Katia bent over and swayed slightly from side to side as she waited.  I wouldn’t have said it was like time stood still, because I knew what that was actually like, but it surely did seem to slow down as the increasingly more private expanses of her long toned legs were exposed. 
 
    I wanted her right there and then, but I also wanted to watch a bit of tennis first.  That’s one of the requisite skills of quasi-immortality, patience.  The eastern European player with a name I couldn’t pronounce threw the ball up in the air and sent it racing towards Katia with a loud grunt and at an insane pace.  Katia responded with a lightning quick shift to her side, a swing of the racquet and a much more, dare I say it, sensual groan of effort, sending it back over the net. 
 
    I gasped, clapped and ogled along with the rest of the world as Katia fought her way towards an inevitable, but much more tightly contested than expected, win.  Near the beginning of the final set, when Katia was once more on the receiving end of the still-powerful serve of her counterpart, I felt the time had come.  As she bent forward and her skirt raised, I concentrated, waiting for the perfect moment. 
 
    STOP! 
 
    The familiar ‘twang’ in my head and then utter silence.  I suspected that one day it would feel totally natural to have time on a string, but for now it still felt incredibly alien.  I looked around me at all the men (whose eyes were firmly planted on Katia’s ass) and women (some of whose eyes were also planted on Katia’s ass) frozen in whatever position they had been when I pressed the pause button on the universe and shook my head in a well-how-about-that gesture before climbing over the barrier in front of me and dropping down on to the court. 
 
    I walked towards Katia with a silly sense of being slightly star-struck.  It was an incredible feeling, the ability to stop time wasn’t just able to bring me near the rich and famous, it would also allow me to have as much sex as I could handle with the more attractive ones. 
 
    As I neared the time-frozen teen, I resisted the urge to reach out and squeeze her ass, partly from wanting to hold back as long as I could and savour the moment, and partly from not knowing quite where I wanted to start with her.  I circled around the blonde beauty and had to duck my head down a little bit to peer under the rim of her cap and look her in the eye.  The intensity I had noted at the start of the match was still there, she was focus personified. 
 
    Because she was bent over at the waist, I was able to see down her top and see the strain her sports bra was under in its efforts to contain her large breasts.  I reached down and pried her fingers off the tennis racquet and then sent it spinning through the air, watching as it slowed down and then froze before ever actually hitting the ground. 
 
    Turning back to Katia, I circled around to her back again and inched closer until the front of my pants made contact with the back of her skirt.  I closed my eyes and smiled, Katia Krupinova was bent over in front of me, and as my cock hardened in my pants I was acutely aware of it nestled between her ass cheeks. 
 
    I opened my eyes again and grabbed her by the hips, pulling her firm body against me even harder.  Every inch of her exposed skin was beaded with sweat as if she’d just had a marathon sex session.  I knew better, obviously having just watched her play tennis for the last hour or so, but even if sex wasn’t in her past, it was definitely in her immediate future.  If that made any sense with time stopped. 
 
    I pulled my hips back slightly and flipped the back of her skirt up over her lower back, revealing the skin tight bicycle shorts she had on underneath.  They honestly looked like they might have been painted on, they showed every curve in fine detail I swore I could almost see the pucker of her asshole. 
 
    Paying no heed to the television cameras, or the silent crowd, I unzipped my pants and pulled out my dick before pulling her body against me again.  I watched the Splendade branded ass cheeks hug my shaft once more before kneeling down to have a good look at her. 
 
    The official television crews had been given a slap on the wrists several years ago about focusing on the female players skirts every time they flipped up during a serve, so they weren’t able to show the good bits anymore.  I had no such restrictions placed upon me and admired the shape of her pussy, clearly defined in the black and white of the form-fitting material that covered her. 
 
    The poor girl looked like her G-string had worked its way between her pussy lips under the tight-fit of the spandex.  I extended a single finger and, starting near her asshole, stroked along the length of her pussy, feeling it hug the very tip through the material as I pressed between her still-covered petals.  My cock gave a twitch and I took that as a good cue to unveil a bit more of the sexy teenager’s skin. 
 
    Reaching up under her skirt I felt for the waistbands of the bike shorts and underwear, eventually finding them and hooking my fingers in.  The stretchy material began bunching up under my fingers as I pulled downwards, the ridiculously firm flesh of her ass being slowly exposed to me.  I couldn’t help but notice the faint tan lines from her bikini, which reminded me of just how sexy she had been in that commercial.  It was also a reminder that I was peeling back the clothes on her most private area, hidden even from the sun. 
 
    The converging lines of her tan were divided down the middle by the crack of her ass until, at last, the bike shorts were bunched up at the top of her legs, where they met with her perky little butt.  I licked my lips in anticipation and then pulled them down even lower, getting my first glimpse of sweet teen athlete pussy. 
 
    Even if it turned out that Katia was saving herself for marriage, it apparently didn’t mean that she wasn’t taking extreme pride in the appearance of her tight slit.  From my angle behind her, I couldn’t see any hair whatsoever, just the tidy pink folds of her sex with a deeper pink peeking out, hinting at the incredible pleasure that was to be had beyond. 
 
    I stuck my finger in my mouth, wetting it, and reached out to her pussy again.  This time her clothes were no barrier, they were around her knees and the tennis star was bent over in front of me.  Her labia pushed to either side as my finger slid past, pushing against the entrance of her vagina briefly before pushing towards the front of her slit, lightly brushing her clit and then feeling the short and well-tended patch of her landing-strip pubic hair. 
 
    Her outer folds now hugged the length of my finger, just as her ass cheeks had hugged the shaft of my cock moments before, and I pulled it back until the tip was resting at her entrance again.  I licked my finger once more, tasting the faint flavour of teen girl, and then pushed it against her pussy, feeling her natural tightness reluctantly give way before my advance. 
 
    The grip around my finger was enticing, I couldn’t wait to force my cock into her.  I suspected that, in normal-time, she would definitely struggle to take me.  In frozen-time, however, I could fuck this clearly inexperienced teen like she was a slut and leave her a cum-soaked mess. 
 
    The feel of her little tunnel grasping me was also very promising, and I hadn’t pushed in too far when I felt the confirmation of just what I’d been searching for.  Ladies and Gentlemen, quiet please… I had my finger on the hymen of teen tennis sensation, Katia Krupinova. 
 
    My cock throbbed in anticipation, ready to deflower her right there as she was, but a treat like this was too good to not take my time.  I stood again and moved in front of her, pushing her head down until she was bent over at an angle that would have probably sent her toppling to the ground if time hadn’t been standing still.  My hard dick stuck out from my body and, from my perspective, disappeared under the rim of her cap. 
 
    I felt the tip of my erection pushing at her slightly parted lips, and pressing against her even white teeth.  Reaching down, I slipped the same finger that had been in her pussy into her mouth and pushed her lower jaw down, making room for my fat cock. 
 
    I shuffled forward and pulled her head against me at the same time, slowly moving my entire length over her lips, savouring the feel of her wet tongue sliding along the bottom of my swollen tip.  My cock met the back of her throat at the same moment the end of her cap touched my shirt over my stomach and I put my hands on either side of her face, holding her firmly, my fingers almost touching behind her head. 
 
    I pulled her open mouth towards the base of my cock, forcing my tip against her throat until I felt it start to slip down her neck and her cap was knocked akimbo on her head.  I paused for a moment to throw her cap away, seeing it also end up hovering a few feet off the ground, before resuming my invasion of her face. 
 
    Seeing my shaft slide over her wet-looking lips, disappearing into her neck, was incredible.  I felt so powerful being able to turn good little virgin girls like this into deepthroating sluts, the fact that she was a sexy quasi-celebrity was an added cherry on top of her actual cherry. 
 
    With a sustained push, I finally felt my balls come to rest on her chin and knew I was as deeply embedded in her throat as I could possibly be.  Katia was staring at my shirt, from point-blank range, as intently as she had been staring over the net at her opponent, but in my opinion she looked even better with a big dick in her mouth. 
 
    I scanned the front row of the crowd until I spotted Katia’s boyfriend and trainer.  I gave him a cheerful wave. 
 
    “I just need to borrow this for a minute,” I said, pointing down at his virgin girlfriend deepthroating me. 
 
    With that little formality taken care of, I pulled back with my hips, feeling the blonde girl’s throat gripping my length as it retreated into her mouth, the tip coming to rest on her tongue for a moment before I slammed it home again.  Squelching sounds rang out in the silence as I fucked Katia’s face for all she was worth, that single-minded focus never leaving her eyes. 
 
    Reluctantly, I paused in my thrusting so I could wrap my hand into Katia’s ponytail and use my other hand for exploring as much of her body as I could reach.  Still sawing my cock in and out of her throat, I reached down her top and cupped one tightly packaged tit through her sports bra.  Even through that thick material the fullness of her breast was obvious, I couldn’t wait to get them out. 
 
    With even more reluctance than a mere pause in thrusting had warranted, I pulled my cock entirely out so I could raise her arms out in front of her as if she was about to dive into a pool, before lifting her top off over her head.  My God, her body was beautiful.  She looked like she was absolutely built for sex, bent over with her underwear around her knees and skirt flipped up over her lower back.  Her belly was as trim and toned as the commercial for Splendade had led me to believe and I traced my fingers along her sides, before finding the various clasps that held her sports bra on. 
 
    Eventually it was loosened enough that I was able to pull it off over her head and arms, and then the blonde teenager’s big tits were free to be explored.  I whistled, this girl was truly genetically gifted but it must have been difficult at times, as an elite athlete, to deal with such large breasts.  I took the time to admire her essentially naked body as I took off my clothes, my cock seeming to point towards her like a compass to magnetic north. 
 
    Stepping forward again, I pressed my manhood against her face, my balls resting just inside her open mouth, as I reached down to cub both of her soft mounds.  I flicked my fingers over her nipples as I looked down into her face, my cock pressed along one side of her nose, the tip gently dabbing a mixture of saliva and pre-cum on her forehead. 
 
    Katia’s body didn’t respond to my stimulation in the slightest, her nipples remained unerect.  When I had first begun to stop time for the purpose of having my way with women, I’d been mildly disgruntled at that, but I was used to it by this point.  I had a stunningly beautiful blonde with her mouth on my nuts and her tits in my hands, what was there to be disgruntled about? 
 
    Carefully, I lowered Katia to the ground on her back, straightening her out and making sure her pussy was pointing directly towards her boyfriend.  If he had been able to see anything, he would have had the perfect angle to watch me lick her sweet unused snatch. 
 
    Arms flat at her side and legs spread, I knelt down over Katia’s head facing towards her body as I moved into a sixty-nine position.  Carefully I aimed my cock at her still-open mouth pushing it in and forcing my length into her throat once more before reaching around her legs with both hands and spreading her virgin pussy wide open. 
 
    Katia’s clit peeked out from its little hood to see the sun for maybe the first time in years as the teen athlete’s most private parts were laid utterly bare to me.  I flicked my tongue over her clit as I began to roughly fuck her face with short, sharp, hip movements, never pulling back far enough to let my cock out of the wonderful grasp of her throat.  There was no need, in frozen-time, Katia didn’t need to breathe, and that gave her one hell of a good party trick, the infinite deepthroat blowjob. 
 
    The Russian teen’s pussy tasted spectacular.  I revelled in the assurance provided by her intact hymen that no cocks had been there before, I was claiming untouched pussy for myself, no matter what the future held for her and her trainer, I would always know that I was her first. 
 
    I kissed and licked her clit with pleasure before alternating my attentions between it and her tight tunnel.  I slowly forced my tongue as deep into her, feeling her hot slippery walls seem to deny access and yet promise incredible pleasure all at the same time. 
 
    I felt a distinct tingling at the tip of my cock as what I assumed was her virgin throat squeezed pleasure into it while I thrust in and out.  Never ceasing my hip movements I reached to the side and fished the tube of lubricant out of my pants, which were in a crumpled heap on the court.  I twisted the cap off and punctured the foil seal before carefully inserting the nozzle just within her entrance. 
 
    With a squeeze of my thumb I sent a generous serving of cool slippery jelly into the virgin girl’s pussy and felt sure she would have squealed if she had been able to feel anything.  Casting the tube aside I leaned back up and extracted my cock from Katia’s mouth, seeing it glisten with the combined effects of her saliva and my freely flowing pre-cum. 
 
    I walked on my knees until I was positioned between the unaware girl’s splayed legs and I aimed my hard shaft towards her well-lubricated pussy.  Her small pink petals caressed my head as I felt the very tip press against her virginal slit, and the incredible grip of her pussy barely yielded at all to my pressure. 
 
    Leaning forward, I slid my hands along her sides until I could wrap my hands under her armpits, and hold on to her shoulders from behind, giving me a firm grip to pull her entire body against my invading manhood.  Gradually, a fraction of an inch at a time, I felt her pussy surrender ground to my cock, eventually swallowing the head and allowing it as far as anything had ever been inside her when it came up against her hymen. 
 
    I looked down into her eyes, aside from the slight mess of saliva and pre-cum smeared around her lips, she still looked like she was waiting for a serve.  Well, I was going to give her one that she hadn’t been expecting.  Squeezing down on her shoulders to make sure she didn’t go anywhere, I forced my hips forward and felt her hymen give way before me as I went where no man had been before. 
 
    Past her last meagre defence and my path well lubricated before me, there was nothing left to stop my cock delving into her uttermost depths, sliding home in that wonderfully warm and slippery hug was the purest definition of pleasure.  I looked down into her piercing blue eyes, my own half closed in the ecstasy her body was giving me, and began to rock my hips back and forth, her pristine tunnel attempting to oppose all movement by way of being such a snug fit for me. 
 
    With my entire length soon becoming well-coated in the lube, I couldn’t stop myself from quickly reaching full pace, fucking the slim virgin as if she was made for rough sex.  I moved my left hand behind her neck to grip the opposite shoulder from behind, keeping her steady as I shook her entire body with my thrusts. 
 
    This left my other hand free to explore everything the busty tennis star had to offer, squeezing her wobbling tits, her ass, caressing her taut stomach and lean legs.  If only we could all feel like this all the time, there would be no wars I thought randomly as the sheer pleasure of pounding the time-frozen teen built up inside of me. 
 
    I lowered my lips to her neck, sucking and nibbling at her with increasing passion as every stroke of my cock into her incredible pussy brought me closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, holy fuck, Katia,” I whispered as I felt the first jet of cum erupt from my cock, adding to the mess of foreign fluids inside her. 
 
    Katia’s well-preserved and, I surmised, tenaciously defended virginity was obliterated in a hail of semen as I emptied myself into her every time I bottomed out and my balls slapped on her ass.  She still felt as good as new as I gradually slowed my thrusts to a halt, but I knew better.  I had used her pussy hard and fast, and I’d always be her first. 
 
    I leaned back and up until I was on my knees, my still-rigid cock still halfway in the teenage pussy there on centre court.  I looked back to Katia’s boyfriend and flipped him the bird before pulling out completely and seeing evidence of the huge creampie I had deposited into the Splendade spokeswoman’s perfect little slit. 
 
    Speaking of Splendade, I was absolutely parched, really thirsty.  I looked from Katia’s spread-eagle form to the side of the court where a chair was set up next to a cooler.  This was where Katia would normally have a quick drink between sets, and I suspected I knew what I’d find there. 
 
    I moved Katia into a more easily-carried position and lifted her up as if I was carrying a bride over the threshold before setting her down in front of the chair in a kneeling position.  I sat down and then brought Katia’s mouth down on my cock, forcing my way into her throat again before leaning back, taking a deep breath and letting out a huge sigh. 
 
    I opened the cooler and fished out one of the bottles of Splendade I suspected would be there, twisting the cap off and enjoying the refreshment as the future world #1 women’s singles tennis player wrapped her lips around the base of my hard, but slowly softening, dick. 
 
    The last thing I was expecting at that moment was applause.  The umpires often told the crowd to be quiet, but in the silence of frozen-time, a single person clapping sounded like repeated gunshots.  I spilled Splendade all over myself and struggled to sit up straight, holding Katia’s head to my groin like her face was a fig leaf or something. 
 
    In the crowd, standing in one of the aisles was a woman of approximately my age, slowly clapping with a smirk on her face. 
 
    “Good show,” she said, “but can we please see the end of the match now?” 
 
    The phrase ‘we are not alone’ ran through my head.  I thought it was usually used to refer to aliens, but it had an entirely different meaning for me in that moment.  As if the world wasn’t already full of surprises, this was the wild card to end all wild cards as far as I could see.  I didn’t know what to say, so stared in open-mouthed surprise at her for God only knows how long.  What this might mean for the future, I had no idea. 
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    ***** 
 
    I was taking a pit stop in Las Vegas on my way out west to L.A because I’d never been to the gambling capital of the world before.  To be honest, when you can stop time, Las Vegas kinda loses its appeal.  I’d never want for money or sex, so it didn’t leave a lot for the desert city to offer me. 
 
    A few days previous, after getting busted by a fellow time-stopper when balls-deep in a beautiful teen tennis star, I learned that I was not the only one of my kind.  In fact, there was an organisation of sorts that was based in L.A. 
 
    They’d set up there for the sake of convenience, it seemed that sooner or later everybody who could stop time got the idea into their head that they should go to Hollywood and have their way with their favourite A-list star of the silver screen.  Made sense to me, as soon as the other time-stopper, Shannon, told me about it, an idea sprang into my mind about just who I wanted. 
 
    So, after declining an invitation to travel together, I had set out on my own.  It just felt too awkward to make small talk with a woman who had just seen me take advantage of a time-frozen teen girl on centre court. 
 
    For Shannon’s part, she didn’t seem fazed by it at all, she said that even the purest of the pure people who suddenly found themselves with this power would sooner or later find themselves in a situation where their dream guy or girl was suddenly available to satisfy all the secret desires they’d had over the years.  Self-restraint tended to go out the window at that point. 
 
    Apparently Shannon’s ability to not be time-frozen along with the rest of the world when I stopped time was just one of many other skills that could be learned.  It was intriguing enough to convince me to make L.A my next destination but as I was passing through Las Vegas anyway, I had decided to see what it was all about. 
 
    I ruined a magic show for myself by stopping time and looking under the enchanted red curtain and left feeling somewhat bored and disappointed.  I was tempted to just cut the visit short and resume my journey when I spotted an elderly man dressed like Elvis coming out of a little chapel accompanied by a girl in her twenties dressed like Marilyn Monroe, having apparently just tied the knot. 
 
    It seemed anybody off the street could just walk in and be part of the audience, I felt like I had to go in there just to see if there were any other pairings as crazy as the one I had just witnessed.  Most of the people sitting and watching were just waiting their turn to get married too, and almost everybody was hilariously drunk. 
 
    The guy performing the ceremony looked like a porn star from the seventies, a wide open shirt showed off some gold medallions drowning in a sea of curly black chest hair.  It whole place was just what I’d hoped it might be and I took a seat near the back. 
 
    A scan of the seats around me revealed some truly interesting couples.  A skinny little guy and a truly massive woman, a guy dressed like an alien and a dominatrix, a barely conscious guy and a woman who was clearly a stripper.  It was amazing. 
 
    Such was the attention-grabbing nature of so many people around me that I barely noticed who I was sitting next to because, out of the corner of my eye, they looked so normal.  It was only after glancing directly at them that I had to do a double take. 
 
    They were a young couple, almost certainly still teenagers, and they were actually dressed the way a bride and groom ‘should’ be.  The two of them were so conspicuous in their normality that I decided to try to make small talk with them between ceremonies. 
 
    It was actually a pretty sweet little story they had.  High school sweethearts for the past couple of years, they’d wanted to get married the instant Jessica had turned eighteen, but her family had forbidden it. 
 
    Her family was rich, his family was poor, he didn’t go to the right church, his family hadn’t lived in the area for a million generations.  Back where they were from in the Deep South, these things all really mattered apparently. 
 
    The more we talked the more difficult I found it to concentrate on anything but Jessica.  I couldn’t blame Paul for having fallen for her, she was innocently sultry, if such a thing was even possible. 
 
    I was mesmerised by her dark eyes and her southern drawl.  You could tell by the way Paul spoke that he was working class but, even though their accents were nominally the same, it was obvious that Jessica was from the right side of the tracks. 
 
    In righteous teenage rebellion, the pair of them had taken off together so they could get married because they ‘couldn’t wait’ any more.  I didn’t have to ask what they couldn’t wait for, it was written in those eyes of hers. 
 
    How Paul had managed to hold himself back if she had been looking at him with those eyes for a couple years, I had no idea.  She was so innocent, so prim and proper, I bet he had never even seen her naked though he had probably been teased to the point of near-insanity by a bathing suit or two. 
 
    Now, their hormone-fuelled hopes and dreams were so close.  Her strapless wedding dress seemed pricey and it looked like no expense had been spared on her hair and make-up.  She looked absolutely stunning, a beautiful virgin bride.  Jessica had clearly wanted to do as much ‘right’ as possible, even if the ceremony wasn’t taking place in the big church back home with the blessing of her family. 
 
    The next ceremony started and the crowd hushed to watch the train-wreck.  I couldn’t help but keep on stealing glances out of the corner of my eye at Jessica.  Her firm little breasts didn’t strain at the material of her wedding dress and sometimes when she moved a little gap appeared, giving me a glimpse down to her strapless bra. 
 
    I felt butterflies in my stomach and the more I thought about her, the more I thought about what secrets that wedding dress was hiding, the more I knew I had to take her.  I had to take this virgin bride on her wedding night. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Following somebody inconspicuously is pretty easy when you can stop time.  Paul and Jessica had said they were staying in the Concordia Hotel, so after watching him kiss his new bride I left before they had even stepped away from the seventies-porn-star to catch a taxi. 
 
    Once there I waited for them to arrive and then, after they entered the hotel, I waited for exactly a minute and stopped time with that familiar *twang* in my head.  I walked through the silent foyer navigating around the statue-like people, completely at ease these days now that I was more experienced, and found Paul and Jessica waiting in front of the elevator, the doors just opening. 
 
    Jessica was looking beautiful, all nervous and excited at the same time, a girl about to become a woman with her husband.  I couldn’t wait to have her. 
 
    “You’ll be all mine soon, Jessica,” I said. 
 
    I started time again, finding myself once more outside the hotel in the exact place I had been before stopping it.  This time I waited for one minute and ten seconds before stopping it. 
 
    When I headed back into the lobby I could see that the elevator doors were still open but I couldn’t see the newlyweds until I was right in front of them.  Peeking inside, I saw button fourteen lit up and smiled.  The search for their room had just been narrowed down a lot. 
 
    After a couple more time stops and some rather annoying trips up the stairs, I knew they were in room 1418 and I was more than ready to see everything Jessica had to offer.  I stood in front of their door and concentrated, hearing the almost-silent constant background noise cease completely. 
 
    I reached out towards the handle, already knowing I was probably going to have to get the axe from behind the safety glass down the hallway next to the fire hose.  Thankfully, whatever Gods were in charge of helping time-stoppers have their way with beautiful virgins were smiling upon me at that moment and I found it unlocked. 
 
    With a little shove, I watched as the door swung on its hinges and then came to a rest, revealing the room to me.  The Concordia was a nice hotel and the room was comfortably furnished with Jessica standing in front of the most important piece of furniture, the bed. 
 
    The pair of them had been frozen in a beautiful, intimate, moment.  Jessica was facing the bed and Paul was standing behind her, reaching up towards the zip at the back of her dress as she looked at him over her shoulder. 
 
    Nerves and excitement still clearly shining in her eyes, Jessica’s arms were crossed over her chest as if she was already holding the dress up.  She was just about to give herself to her husband… but first she would give herself to me. 
 
    “Sorry, champ.” 
 
    I pulled Paul backwards and dragged him to the corner of the room, propping him up facing the walls, and then turned my attentions back to the lovely Jessica.  Taking her husband’s place behind her, I slipped one arm around her waist and the other over her shoulder , pulling her body against me and leaning down to kiss her on the lips. 
 
    Gradually I forced her mouth open and touched the tip of my tongue on hers as I explored her body, feeling that taut navel through the thick material of her wedding dress and her ass pressing against my hardening cock.  I slipped my hand up under hers, feeling the small but firm bump of her left breast that had tantalised me so much back at the little chapel. 
 
    “Let’s see what you’ve been saving for this magical night, Jessica.” 
 
    Leaning back slightly, I began pulling the zip down seeing the smooth and lightly-tanned skin of the slender teen unveiled with every inch.  Once the zip was all the way down, I tugged the dress at either side until it loosened enough and slid downwards. 
 
    When it reached her hips I got down on one knee, almost as if I was proposing to her, and pulled the garment over her athletic little rear end.  A second later, the most meaningful dress the teen girl would ever wear was in a heap around her ankles. 
 
    When I saw her ass I had to bite my knuckle in awe of its perfection.  Partially covered by pristine white panties completely befitting a virgin bride, it looked so tight you could have bounced a quarter off it. 
 
    Pulling at each side, I wedged them into the crack of her ass to get a better view, turning the panties into a G-string.  I saw the faint tan-lines of her bikini bottoms and smiled, they only reinforced the exclusivity of the skin I was seeing, and everything else Jessica would be showing me before my time with her was through. 
 
    I leaned in and literally kissed her ass, hearing the wet smacking sound disappear quickly into the time-frozen air before I slowly came back up to my feet, sliding my hands up her thighs, over her hips and then over the flat expanse of her belly.  The twin curves of her ass cheeks nuzzled against the bulge in the front of my pants and I kissed her again, feeling the heat of her skin against the palms of my hands. 
 
    Her hair smelled fantastic, I buried my nose in the dark brown waves as I worked at the clasp on her back before carefully tugging the strapless bra away and looking over her shoulder at the swells of her chest, with just enough room between the tips of her erect nipples and her hands so the view was not obstructed. 
 
    Clearly she had been aroused at the moment I stopped time, she knew what wedding nights were supposed to be about.  She was still looking back over her shoulder with those smouldering eyes of hers, though her mouth was now wide open like a sex doll. 
 
    How far had Paul been with this girl?  How untouched was this bride?  As I cupped her tits and pulled her against me again, I thought there was a very real possibility this girl-from-the-right-family had never been groped like this. 
 
    Her hard nipples pressed into my hands and I squeezed her youthful flesh enthusiastically.  Leaving one eager hand on her breast, I slid the other one down and into her panties, feeling her pubic hair trimmed into a neat little landing strip before my middle finger was caressed on both sides by the folds of her sex as it delved between her legs. 
 
    I was only slightly surprised to find her a little bit wet already.  The teen bride must have been looking forward to this night almost as much as our good friend Paul in the corner.  If I had known what I’d be doing this evening, I’d have looked forward to it too. 
 
    This southern belle had made me as hard as a rock, my dick was practically screaming at me to get inside her, and I had no intention of resisting such a heartfelt plea for too long.  With one finger, I pushed on her chin and closed her mouth, then kicked my shoes off and undid my pants. 
 
    These days I would no more leave home without a tube of lubricant than I would leave without my wallet.  After fishing it out of my pocket and throwing it on the bed, I resumed disrobing. 
 
    My pants and boxers were around my ankles in no time at all and my stiff rod was sticking out from under my shirt, almost as if it was straining towards the vulnerable virgin.  I put my arm around her waist again and pushed her forward until her head was resting on the bed, pulled my shirt off and then stepped back to admire the view. 
 
    It would have been a pretty good feat of balancing if she weren’t frozen in time.  Her well-toned legs were dead-straight and led the eye from the ground, inevitably, towards the bright white patch of underwear peeking out and just barely covering her most private and well-guarded area.  It was such a beautiful pose. 
 
    Once more going to my knees behind her, I curled my fingers around the elastic of her panties at her hips and pulled them downwards, agonisingly slowly.  Inch by inch I removed the last scrap of clothing from the innocent bride until her pretty pink pussy was presented to me. 
 
    I stuck my middle finger in my mouth to wet it and pushed against her virginal entrance.  Slowly, almost reluctantly, her unused folds gave way to the pressure of my finger and soon her slippery warmth was all around the tip until I pressed up against exactly what I had been hoping to find, her hymen. 
 
    I pulled my finger out as I stood and tasted her sweet juices, like pure honey.  Pushing her ass forward and to the side, I rolled her on to the middle of the bed and got her on her back with her legs sticking straight up in the air. 
 
    Extracting a pillow from under the covers near the head of the bed, I managed to stuff it under her shoulders and pushed her head backwards so it appeared that she was looking straight up.  I bet her wildest dreams had never envisioned what would actually happen on her special night. 
 
    I climbed on the bed and straddled her head facing towards her, my balls resting against the bridge of her nose and my cock twitching above her chin, dribbling a thin stream of pre-cum that slowly flowed down her neck.  Once more I opened her mouth and then rubbed the tip of my cock over the shiny pink lip gloss she had applied for the ceremony, making it even glossier in the process. 
 
    She looked so perfect, lying there with my cock on her lips, she still even had a little white flower in her hair.  I pushed forward and felt her tongue unknowingly caress the head of my stiff shaft as I advanced inside her. 
 
    Once my cock was safely inside her mouth, I let go with my hand and leaned forward, pushing her legs to each side until it looked like she was doing the splits there on the bed.  She surely was a flexible girl, but even with her legs spread so wide her unused pussy lips barely parted.  I was most certainly looking at heaven on earth. 
 
    I rested my elbows on the bed to either side of her waist and reached around her legs to cup her ass cheeks with my hands, using them as the sexiest handles possible to keep her still while I thrust forward with my cock until I felt it hit the back of her throat. 
 
    There was no way of telling for sure if Jessica had ever given Paul, or anyone, a blowjob before, but for my money, I would have bet that an innocent little prim and proper girl like her would certainly not have been able to master the art of deep throating yet, especially not at the tender age of eighteen. 
 
    However, since she was frozen in time and didn’t have a gag reflex or a need of air, experience was irrelevant, all that was required was enough pressure to pop into the tight confines of her throat.  I thrust forward slowly until I felt my balls come to rest on her nose again and savoured the feel of being as deep into her mouth as I could possibly be. 
 
    Before me were the pink folds of her sex, and I lowered my mouth to it, eager to taste her again.  Gently, I traced my tongue along above her pussy and caressed the tiny bump of her clit before circling around her labia. 
 
    My hips rocked backwards and forwards almost automatically, fucking the teen bride’s face without needing to interrupt my pleasure to let her breathe.  She felt so good I let out a soft groan of pleasure before thrusting my tongue into her virginal entrance and letting her wholesome flavour fill my sense of taste. 
 
    Never again after tonight would she be so perfect and unspoiled.  Paul was a lucky man, but I was going to use her for everything I could first.  Faster and faster I pumped my cock into the unwitting teen’s mouth, until my balls were slapping against her face and I was lapping at her pussy like it was my first meal in weeks. 
 
    I couldn’t help but notice her little puckered asshole right in front of my face as I licked and sucked her pussy.  Jessica was such a good girl that she might never give Paul anything but missionary sex.  To be fair, missionary sex with her would be pretty damn good, but I saw an opportunity to explore somewhere that might remain otherwise unknown until the end of her days. 
 
    Feeling around to my right, my hand fell on the tube of lubricant and I paused my attentions to her slit while I unscrewed the cap and slipped the nozzle up her rear entrance.  Had she been aware of what was going on, I imagined Jessica would have squealed like the schoolgirl she so recently was when she felt that cold jelly injected into her. 
 
    As it was, she didn’t complain in the slightest and I resumed defiling her face after I cast the lubricant aside again.  Curling my hand around her thigh once more, I pointed a finger at her asshole as if accusing it of something and pressed against the formerly one-way street. 
 
    Though it was even tighter than her pussy, it had no hymen to halt my progress and my digit was soon buried to the knuckle in her ass.  Compared with the pace my cock was jack-hammering into her throat, the in-and-out motions of my finger were positively leisurely, there was just no other way to move in that tiny space, heavily lubricated or not. 
 
    It was so fucking hot seeing her take my finger up the ass like that, knowing it would be something so far off the table if she wasn’t frozen in time.  Even if it wasn’t her wedding night, even if I was her husband, it would be a long shot at best. 
 
    I was taking so much more than she would normally give, and it felt so good.  Every thrust into her mouth sent a tingle of pleasure buzzing from the tip of my cock to the pit of my stomach and I was sorely tempted to unload my balls straight into her stomach.  Deep down, though, there was only one place I wanted to put my cum. 
 
    After leaning back on to my knees I watched as I pulled my cock out of her mouth, seeing the mess my pre-cum and her saliva had made of her face.  She looked like an absolute sex goddess, a champion of cock sucking, and when combined with her otherwise innocent features it drove me wild with lust, I wanted to look deep into her eyes as I gave her pussy its first taste of cock. 
 
    I shifted position to between her legs and wrapped those toned limbs behind me as if she was stopping me from escaping.  Naturally, I had no intentions of going anywhere else. 
 
    With another generous serving of lubricant on the tip of my cock, I smeared the slippery concoction over Jessica’s well-licked slit as if my manhood was a paintbrush.  Her sex was as wet as it could possibly be when I pushed forward. 
 
    The lips of her pussy parted as if giving the tip of my length a kiss, but her virginal entrance was more resistant.  It had been a snug fit on my finger, and I imagined she would have been wincing if she were able to, but I didn’t have to worry about that, I just kept pushing and pushing until I felt something give and then the sweet sensation of tight virgin pussy flesh was sliding over the head of my cock. 
 
    It felt so good I had to stop for a moment when I lightly pressed up against her hymen, lest I spoil all of my fun early.  I leaned over and bore most of my weight on my left forearm while squeezing her perfect little tit with my other hand and looking into her eyes. 
 
    To be with such an untouched beauty was a privilege I would never forget, and I never took my eyes from her as I pushed slowly through her virginity until I was as deeply inside her tight teen tunnel as I possibly could be.  She would never know it, but she was mine. 
 
    I wiped her mouth with the sheet and then kissed her as I moved my weight directly on top of her and began fucking her tight little slit enthusiastically until my balls were making satisfyingly loud slapping sounds on her ass.  The pleasure was so intense, I bet my good friend Paul was going to last about three seconds the first time he fucked her. 
 
    With my arm curled behind her neck and gripping on to her shoulder, I held her in place while I pounded into her and explored her body with my other hand.  From the top of her head to the tips of her toes, every square inch of this girl was like an erogenous zone for me and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was drenching her depths with semen for the first time in her life. 
 
    I raised myself up off her slightly and slowed the pace of my thrusts, making sure every time I delved inside her it was a stroke of the maximum length from just about withdrawn to balls-deep.  I made every thrust as hard as I could, making them count, and watched her firm little tits shake with the impact. 
 
    I couldn’t take much of this wonderful vision and after a few minutes I felt that ball of pleasure in my stomach go past some point of no return and my thrusts sped up again, out of my control.  I fucked the virgin bride for all she was worth and was positively jack-hammering into her pristine pussy when an explosion of ecstasy inside me coincided with an explosion of cum inside her. 
 
    Spurt after spurt jetted from the engorged head of my cock soaking her most intimate depths with the evidence of my lust until I felt utterly drained and collapsed on top of the newly abused teen.  With my face buried in the pillow, I stroked her cheek as I caught my breath. 
 
    After a while, with my dick still deeply embedded in her pussy and still as hard as it had ever been, I raised myself up on my elbows again and kissed her once more. 
 
    “You’re amazing,” I said. 
 
    I unwrapped her legs from around me and pulled back, amazed at how her tight pussy still gripped at my thickness, as if sorry to see it go.  Finally, the head of my cock popped out, bringing with it a small stream of cum. 
 
    On any other girl it might have looked slutty or vulgar, but Jessica looked just the way a beautiful bride should on her wedding night. 
 
    With one last scan of her body to memorise it forever, I concentrated and felt the *twang* of time inside my head and once more I was standing outside their door, with nothing but memories of a time that didn’t technically exist and an afterglow of one of the most intense climaxes of my life.  I knew that behind this door was a virgin bride about to have her dress unzipped by her new husband. 
 
    I was sorely tempted to go in and deflower her again, but I’d had my fill for the night, so walked away.  Conveniently, my own hotel was only a few doors down the street and I went there with every intention of stopping time again while I slept, to make the most use out of normal-time while I was awake. 
 
    However, at some point while I was thinking about how hot Jessica was, my daydreams turned into potential wet dreams and the next thing I knew, light was streaming in through my window.  Not to worry, at the end of the day it made no difference to me when I left Las Vegas, and now I could get some breakfast before beginning the drive. 
 
    I checked out and walked into the crisp morning air, looking for somewhere decent to grab a bite to eat.  After a few minutes, ahead of me and to my surprise, I saw Paul standing on the sidewalk looking at his phone.  I looked around for Jessica and finally spotted her coming out of a diner on the other side of the road, looking radiant and pretty on her first full day of marriage despite lacking the wedding dress, or make-up she had the previous day. 
 
    She spotted Paul and her face lit up with a smile so full of joy I could see it even from this distance and she broke into a slow jog towards her new husband.  The loud screeching of tires was more alarming than any blast of a horn could be.  When there’s no time for a driver to be pissed off, only time to slam on the brakes, you know it’s a close call. 
 
    The adrenaline kicked in in an instant and I was in full flight-or-fight mode.  Inside my head I heard my internal monologue scream ‘STOP!’ and the banshee-screeching sound of tires was cut off like the God of sounds had neatly snipped it with scissors. 
 
    With a cold sweat springing up on my forehead, I ran towards the truck that had cut off my view of Jessica as she began her ill-advised street crossing.  What I saw when I got in front of it made my heart sink. 
 
    Jessica, innocent beautiful Jessica, hadn’t been hit… yet.  But you could barely slide a piece of paper between her leg and the bumper.  It was a big truck, and I wasn’t sure how fast it was going.  Fast enough that the wheels were locked up, that was for sure.  Shit. 
 
    I stared at the scene for what would have been several minutes in normal-time, my throat choked up with fear and sadness.  If I started time again, Jessica would surely die. 
 
    Towards the side of the road was a cyclist who looked to be in the early stages of a crash, having been startled by the screeching of tires.  I looked from him, to Jessica, to Paul and back to Jessica, and had an idea. 
 
    First, I pulled Jessica away from the truck, I couldn’t leave her there.  I took her over to Paul and put their arms around each other.  If I were them, I would have thought that was a much better moment to be frozen in than the alternative. 
 
    Next, I relieved the cyclist of his bike and hopped on.  I had no idea how long it would take me to ride a God damned bike to Los Angeles.  One week?  Two?  It didn’t matter really, I had all the time in the world. 
 
    Surely those people who were more experienced time-stoppers than me would have a way around this.  Surely. 
 
    I couldn’t have articulated why it was so important to me.  People died every day, but I couldn’t let Paul and Jessica’s story finish like that.  I needed to make sure they enjoyed for a long time what they’d come so far to secure for themselves. 
 
    If that meant a literal pain in the ass bike ride, then so be it. 
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    Life can be tough and there were some things I wish had happened differently, but as I turned on the television to watch the big game I knew it could have been one hell of a lot worse.  Some people work like slaves their whole lives just to keep their head above water, facing the constant stress of wondering how the next power bill, or the next month’s rent will be paid.  They will always have that voice at the back of their head accusing them of not being able to do enough for their children. 
 
    I was eternally thankful that I didn’t have to deal with that voice.  With a combination of luck and hard work I’d been able to give my kids everything they needed and a lot of what they wanted, while still trying to avoid spoiling them.  Not too much anyway. 
 
    After we struggled our way through her rebellious teen years my eldest daughter, Ava, began repaying me for my fatherly dedication in a most unusual way.  It all started when she was fine with me taking advantage of one of her friends back when they were eighteen and just finishing high school.  Then, when she was in college, she got me involved in the craziest hazing ritual you could imagine, where the pledges were used for sex in their sleep. 
 
    We were still financially secure, better than that really.  Everything was paid for, investments provided more than enough passive income to live off if I was suddenly unable to work as a contract lawyer.  Ava had recently finished her doctorate in psychology and had made it through college without crippling debt, or any debt for that matter.  That’s why I was able to relax as the game started. 
 
    If I had have known beforehand that Ava was lining up another little gift for me, I probably would have forgotten that sports even exist.  Using her Mu Tau Tau sorority connections, Ava had accepted her doctorate and walked straight into a high paying government job.  I was sure such a position could easily eat up seventy or eighty hours a week, you have to work so hard when you’re just starting out. 
 
    That being the case, I was surprised when she accepted some extra responsibilities such as volunteering psychological services to her old high school.  This week she had taken the school’s two valedictorian candidates away to god only knows where to assess which one would take the honours for their graduating class.  From the few text messages Ava had sent me over the past several days, I learned that these two girls were incredibly motivated, willing to do anything it took to win.  Ava capitalised ‘anything’ for some reason. 
 
    Ava had brought the two girls back to my place for their final night of assessment, as she was living with me again while she volunteered at her school.  I hadn’t seen much of them except for when they arrived and my daughter introduced the candidates to me. 
 
    I had been expecting shy academic types, but apparently the school was now choosing valedictorians based on extra-curricular activities in addition to academic success, and these two were both quite intelligent as well as star members of a high-achieving beach volleyball team.  I wasn’t sure how the school had managed to slip that one through, seeing as we weren’t a seaside town for one and we all know beach volleyball is a thinly veiled pretence to ogle fit young girls in bikinis. 
 
    Lisa was a cute brunette whose large breasts looked like they would be a major attraction at any tournament the girls happened to be competing in, her warm brown eyes sparkled as she was introduced.  Fern was a petite girl with platinum blonde hair who more than made up for a small chest with full pouty lips and a truly stunning beautiful face.  She looked like she would be at home sitting behind the breakers on a surfboard with her crystal blue eyes scanning for the next big set to come in. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how young they both looked.  It was hard to believe that my own Ava had been their age not all that long ago, hard to believe that her friend Chloe was also eighteen when I found her passed out on my couch, dressed like a slutty little schoolgirl and begging to be used like a little fuck toy. 
 
    I had smiled outwardly and sighed inwardly, slightly glum that a polite handshake was likely to be all the physical contact I had from these pretty schoolgirls.  They both grinned back at me with well-practised smiles, their pearly white teeth perfectly even.  Visions of them kissing while Lisa spread her legs and I made her tits bounce with powerful thrusts into her pussy flooded through my mind as I watched Ava lead them down the hall and up the stairs, their firm asses twitching in their tight shorts with each step. 
 
    By the time I switched the television off that night I was in a pretty good mood, my team had won and really crushed the opposition by an embarrassing margin, I’d had a couple bourbon and cokes and was feeling pretty happy with the world.  I heard somebody coming down the stairs and wondered if one of the schoolgirls would perhaps give me a teasing peek at her legs in a nightie as she walked through to the kitchen for a glass of water or something. 
 
    It turned out to be Ava with a knowing grin on her face. 
 
    “Good game?”  She asked. 
 
    “The best, I’ll be collecting on a bet I made with Greg at the office.  How’s things with your little valedictorian candidates?” 
 
    “They don’t seem to be able to handle their alcohol.” 
 
    “They… what?” 
 
    “Yeah.  I decided that consumption of vodka was another extra-curricular activity they needed to be tested on before I make my final report to the school.  I’m also kind of scouting for Mu Tau Tau so, you know, killing two birds with one stone.  I thought to myself ‘what safer place for a couple of teen girls to test their limits than the house where I used to live?’ and here we are.  They’ve both gone really quiet now, except for some light snoring so it’s got a bit dull for me, I thought I might head out for a few hours.  You’ll be sure to check in on them, won’t you?” 
 
    I took all this information in almost-stunned silence. 
 
    “Why are you so good to me, Ava?” 
 
    “For teaching me to swim, for teaching me how to not be afraid of the dark or the vacuum cleaner, for making me eat my vegetables and brush my teeth.  Any one of those reasons is enough.  You were always there for me no matter what, it’s the best way I can think of to repay you, and even so it doesn’t feel like enough.  Now shut up with the soppy questions before you make me cry.  I love you, Dad, have a good night.” 
 
    Ava bent over my chair to give me a hug before retrieving her keys from the hook by the front door and walking out into the night.  I sat there in my chair for a few seconds, briefly reliving the sexually charged visions that had swam through my head when I met Lisa and Fern earlier, before standing up and making my way to Ava’s room. 
 
    I paused by the door, listening for any obvious signs of the two schoolgirls moving around in there, and heard none.  The door handle twisted silently and I gently cracked it open, seeing that the room was illuminated by the soft glow of Ava’s reading lamp rather than the main light. 
 
    I halted again, hardly daring to breathe as I listened through that open crack.  I thought I could faintly hear soft breathing, but definitely no movement or any indication that anybody was aware of what I was doing.  With a nervous gulp I pushed the door open wide enough for me to get my head through, thinking that if either of them noticed what I was doing I would say Ava had asked me to check in on them. 
 
    As it turned out I need not have worried about that.  When I peeked around the corner I saw both of them completely passed out.  For two highly competitive girls who were working at the same goal, they sure did look awfully friendly towards each other at that moment. 
 
    Both had changed from their clothes into comfortable looking tank tops, ditching their shorts completely so that only a pair of panties covered each of their precious little schoolgirl pussies.  On the floor, stacked neatly to one side, were three empty bottles of vodka, some lemonade, some red plastic cups and a deck of cards.  I hoped those bottles hadn’t started full, or they would be on the verge of alcohol poisoning.  Neither of them were exactly giants, I was surprised I hadn’t heard anything while they drank but I supposed I had been reasonably engrossed in the TV at the time. 
 
    Lisa and Fern were both slumped on Ava’s sofa that folded out to a bed.  Fern’s sporty ponytail had been split into pigtails at some point during the night, serving to further accentuate her schoolgirl youth as if her slim body and perky little breasts weren’t enough.  She, at least, had passed out the right way up on the bed.  Lisa, on the other hand, was sideways, lying on her back with her head in Fern’s lap. 
 
    Lisa’s impressive breasts strained against the material of her tank top, protruding upwards with a firmness that most other women with equally large breasts would envy.  My eyes scanned downwards to the thin band of firm teen navel exposed between her green top and her lacy black panties, then lower still.  I couldn’t help but lick my lips when I saw the soft flesh between her slightly parted legs peeking out either side of her panties, the marginally darker colouring giving me a hint at just how close to seeing her pussy I was. 
 
    I slipped through the door and crept closer towards them, careful to be as quiet as possible as I still wasn’t sure exactly what I’d be able to get away with.  These girls had only drunk some vodka, admittedly a lot of vodka, but it wasn’t like that unforgettable weekend at Mu Tau Tau with professional anaesthesiologists on the team!  There was a real danger here that their eyes could flutter open at any moment, so I had to tread carefully and only take from them what wouldn’t be noticed. 
 
    As I got closer I could see that Fern was wearing black and red panties, much more sporty looking than Lisa’s sexy lace, they could very well have been bikini bottoms held up by elastic rather than tied on with bows like most of the bikini bottoms I had seen lately.  Maybe they were even part of the beach volleyball uniform, they were in the school colours after all. 
 
    Neither of the passed out schoolgirls moved at all as I reached the side of the sofa-bed, apart from the rising and falling of their chests as they breathed, Lisa’s being much more prominent than Fern’s.  I went down on my knees beside them, my heart pounding in anticipation that these two little teens would soon have their bodies explored and they would never know about it if all went well. 
 
    I reached out and delicately placed my fingertips on the slowly moving target of Lisa’s large right breast, feeling her body heat through the material of her tank top.  Lisa continued to breathe without changing her rhythm at all, each intake of air pressing her tit flesh against my fingers. 
 
    With my free hand I adjusted my thickening cock inside my pants, not wanting it to get caught in an uncomfortable position when the inevitable happened and the unaware teenage bodies laid out on the bed aroused me to full hardness.  Slowly, I spread my fingers outwards and felt Lisa’s full breast meet my palm until I was cupping it through her top, my hand now rising and falling with each of her breaths as she slept on, unaware that an older man was groping her. 
 
    Encouraged by Lisa’s complete lack of response, I reached out and placed my hand over the barely discernible bump of Fern’s tit, letting out a quavering breath as I registered the fact that I had my hands on the, admittedly still clothed, breasts of two beautiful unconscious teenage girls.  Neither of them gave any indication that they were being roused from their stupor at all, so I licked my lips and reluctantly withdrew my hands from their tits so I could free my cock. 
 
    Once more I found myself almost holding my breath as I undid the button of my pants and pulled the zip down as slowly as I could force myself to do, trying to make as little noise as possible so I wouldn’t disturb them and also so I could make sure they didn’t make any sounds that indicated they were waking up.  Equally slowly, I pushed my pants and underwear down to my knees together, my hard cock sticking up over the edge of the bed. 
 
    I reached out and grabbed Lisa’s left hand, bringing it to my hard shaft and wrapping her fingers around it.  It did my ego good to see how big it looked in her grasp and I gently moved her hand up and down, savouring the feel of her warmth on my skin.  The pumping motions of the sleeping schoolgirl served to work some pre-cum out, and I watched as a single droplet dribbled over the head of my cock before meeting her hand and slightly lubricating the movements. 
 
    Further emboldened by the continued sleeping of the eighteen year old pair I released Lisa’s hand, which went slack but remained loosely wrapped around my cock, and reached for the bottom edge of her green tank top.  With my heart pounding in my chest, making my dick twitch in the sleeping high-schooler’s grip, I pulled it upwards to reveal the classic firm belly that all the beach volleyball cuties seem to have. 
 
    When the bottom edge of the green material was above her belly button I was unable to lift it any further, her body weight was holding it down at the back.  Driven by the excitement of being able to see this straight-A student’s most closely guarded flesh I carefully tugged at the tank top until the underside was parallel with her tits before continuing to lift the front and expose her. 
 
    As if uncovering priceless treasure, I stretched the material of Lisa’s shirt over her wonderfully big tits and drank in their every curve in the soft light.  To my surprise, Lisa had hardly any tan lines at all so I supposed she must either go to a tanning salon or perhaps there was a glorious location somewhere on earth where one might be able to see her sunbathing topless.  Even at such a magical place, the odds would be stacked against being able to touch the teen beauty. 
 
    I replaced my hand on Lisa’s teen tit, without the barrier of her shirt getting in the way and felt my cock practically aching with lust for her.  The firm but oh-so-squeezable quality of her incredible mounds was driving me absolutely wild with desire and I gave her nipple a sudden pinch, forgetting that she was only drunk.  Lisa gasped and turned her head to face the other way as I snatched my arm back and knelt there absolutely petrified with her hand still loosely wrapped around my stiff dick and her tits on full display. 
 
    I’m not sure how long I stayed utterly still with my throbbing cock in the potentially-rousing schoolgirl’s hand, but when she didn’t move any more, I felt myself creep back from the edge of a potential heart attack.  I debated with myself whether to quit while I was ahead and I was close to leaving, but the thought that I’d barely done anything with Fern was enough to convince me to stay.  Fern was a smaller girl than Lisa, it was possible that she would be even more out of it, after all. 
 
    There was a bit of a problem in that Lisa had turned her head to the right and was now using Fern’s belly for a pillow, holding Fern’s own tank top down.  With tedious difficulty I gripped Fern’s shirt at each side and slowly worked it upwards until it was free from under Lisa’s head and then braced myself for my first glimpse at Fern’s tiny teen tits. 
 
    When they came into view I smiled.  Although she had less to hide than Lisa, the more prominent tan lines seemed to suggest that she didn’t ever take the risk of topless sunbathing.  What would the boys at her school give to be in my position now?  I could only imagine all the times they would have seen her in a bikini, or beach volleyball uniform, and prayed to heaven for a wardrobe malfunction. Yet, here she was unconscious in my house, her teen body about to be used for as much pleasure as I could take without waking her up. 
 
    With Lisa facing towards Fern’s tits as if she too wanted to see them I placed my palms over Fern’s little bumps and swore I could feel her heart beating through her chest.  Fern didn’t react to my touch and I gently pushed her tits together, forming shallow cleavage on the petite girl, before releasing and watching them spring back to their natural positions.  My cock twitched in Lisa’s hand as I did my best to burn the image into my memory forever, the two passed out schoolgirls with their tits bared in front of me. 
 
    Now that Fern’s beautiful little buds were on display, I had to get my first glimpse of schoolgirl pussy in eight years.  I pulled at the elastic material of Fern’s black and red panties, feeling them start to glide down her legs once the waistband had slipped over the curve of her tight athletic ass.  I brushed some of Lisa’s hair out of the way and marvelled at the work of art that was the sleeping blonde’s sex. 
 
    At first I thought that the little beach bunny’s pussy had been shaved bald, but when I looked very closely I could see that she had a few faint wisps of light pubic hair.  I had to wonder if she was naturally sparse on hair or if this was regrowth from a Brazilian wax she’d had previously.  I gently stroked her pubic mound and found the hair so soft, the surrounding skin so smooth, that I had to guess her little slit was naturally nearly-bare. 
 
    Fern’s pussy was a glorious little package.  I could see the glistening pink that hinted at a tight teen slit between her tidy outer folds and I carefully lifted one leg up and out to spread her before me, my eyes darting back and forth between her opening snatch and her face to see if she was stirring at all. 
 
    Thankfully she didn’t, and it wasn’t long before legs were wide open, revealing a pussy that looked like it would be virgin-tight.  Slowly putting the weight of my upper body on the bed between Fern’s legs, I lowered my mouth to the unconscious teen’s sex, gently extending my tongue until I was touching her little honey pot. 
 
    Fern’s face was obscured by Lisa’s head from this angle, but when her legs didn’t twitch, she made no noise and I could see that the rhythm of her breathing hadn’t changed at all, I slowly forced my tongue into the tight confines of her pristine sex.  Her flavour was amazing, I dragged her juices back into my mouth with a curl of the tongue and then stabbed it into the passed out valedictorian candidate again, penetrating her as deeply as I could with that particular muscle. 
 
    Fern remained completely unresponsive to my invading tongue and I began to lap at her pussy with more vigour.  Her unconscious body responded to my attention, soon rewarding my constantly flicking tongue with more and more lubricating juices.  Fern’s own body was betraying her, preparing her tight little pussy for a hard fuck even though she herself wasn’t aware of what was happening. 
 
    I paused my assault on the unaware teen’s slit to slip a finger into my mouth and moisten it with my saliva before pressing it against Fern’s opening.  At first I thought that she was going to be too tight to even accept my finger inside her but after applying just a little bit more force I felt the tip slip past her outer lips and then there was no stopping it. 
 
    As my finger slowly slid ever deeper into the unconscious schoolgirl I returned my eager tongue to her sex, concentrating on her clit.  Even when I touched the tip of my tongue to Fern’s most sensitive area she didn’t react and that’s when I knew that I could fuck this sleeping girl as much as I wanted.  First I was going to make her body inflict the ultimate betrayal on her, make her cum for me and turn her from the star of the school to my little eighteen year old whore. 
 
    I found no trace of a hymen in Fern’s incredibly tight tunnel, so either some lucky guy had already fucked her or she was one of those girls that apparently lost their hymen through some kind of more hum-drum physical activity.  Either way, her teen slit was so tight I didn’t think I’d be able to tell the difference once I got my cock in there. 
 
    When my finger was fully inserted inside the passed out blonde I began furiously flicking my tongue across her clit, eager to bring her to climax as quickly as possible and taste the treachery as Fern’s body made her cum for a much older man, whom she had only just met and probably never thought twice about.  The effect between the sleeping beauty’s legs was almost instantaneous, I felt spasms of muscles clamping down on my finger, rolling waves of squeezing that made it feel like she was trying to milk my digit.  No matter what Fern wanted, her pussy was all about getting the semen, it appeared. 
 
    I began thrusting my finger in and out of the sleeping girl, feeling her pussy work with me, rhythmically squeezing and releasing, becoming sopping wet as my tongue continued to flick over her clit.  Twisting my finger around I began to stroke the front wall of her precious tunnel with a ‘come here’ motion, feeling for her G-spot. 
 
    In quick order Fern started making signs of approaching orgasm, her breaths began coming quicker and more shallow, her pussy squeezed my finger even harder if that was possible.  At last, after all the shallow breaths, she inhaled deeply and her throat seemed to catch, causing her to hold the air in as her legs began to quiver gently to either side of my head. 
 
    After a few seconds of this, her legs stopped shaking and a flood of warm juices leaked out of her pussy around my finger.  I latched my lips on to her sex around her clit, licking at her hard and maintaining contact as her hips began to buck.  At last she let out her breath with a long soft ‘uuhhhhhhh’ of pleasure and was still again. 
 
    I extracted my finger from the little teen, feeling a sensation of her tight pussy sucking at it as I pulled.  I sampled the flavour of her orgasm directly from my soaked finger, and then lapped at the full length of her pussy as if cleaning the schoolgirl and returning her to her former dignity.  Dignity was an illusion though, one of the most prized pussies in the entire school had just been primed for a rough fuck. 
 
    Carefully, I climbed entirely on to the bed between Fern’s splayed legs, pushing my pants all the way down to my ankles as I did so.  I leaned over and brought my face to Lisa’s, planting a kiss on her lips and forcing my tongue quickly into the hot wetness of her mouth, making her taste her rival’s flavour.  Lisa moaned sleepily and once more turned her head to face the other way. 
 
    I froze on the spot again, kicking myself for jeopardizing my chance to fuck the petite blonde who was completely passed out, unlike Lisa.  Thankfully, the big-titted brunette didn’t rouse any further and I breathed a sigh of relief.  Her face was now directly above Fern’s sopping pussy, and inches away from my rock hard cock, which was standing imposingly over the pair. 
 
    I desperately wanted to plant it back and forth between Fern’s pussy and Lisa’s mouth, to fill the brunette up with her classmate’s sweet nectar, but I knew Lisa just wasn’t far gone enough to allow it, I would have to just concentrate on the stunning little blonde girl.  It was certainly a good problem to have, but I couldn’t help but be a bit sad that I wouldn’t get to see Lisa’s firm breasts bouncing each time I slammed my cock into her. 
 
    With delicate movements I moved my upper body over the sleeping girls and bent down to touch lips with Fern.  I slipped my tongue into her mouth so that she could taste her own orgasm and forced her wide open so that I could give her an incredibly passionate kiss.  Our lips were latched firmly, my jaws working as I moved my head around slightly.  So strong was the suction between us that the teen’s head tilted and moved to follow me as if she was eagerly kissing me back. 
 
    I pulled back and we parted with a loud smacking sound as our meeting of the lips ended.  I loved kissing Fern, but I wanted to gaze at her face when I penetrated the sleeping blonde, see the look of discomfort as my big dick invaded her most well-guarded treasure. 
 
    With hands carefully planted on either side to support my weight, I pushed forward with my hips, aiming my cock at her opening.  I felt the delicate petals of her labia brush on the tip of my advancing length and adjusted my angle towards where I could discern the slick heat of her sex, radiating out at me like a beacon. 
 
    Fern’s labia reluctantly parted before me, she may or may not have been a virgin but she most certainly wasn’t used to a big cock like mine.  I felt how taut her lips were around me and got to a point where it seemed like they wouldn’t stretch anymore, tantalisingly close to being able to slip over the ridge of my head, the thickest part of my cock. 
 
    Fern’s eyebrows were raised as if she was trying to open her eyes but just couldn’t manage it.  Her whole body looked tense, it was like it had suddenly realised what a precarious position it had put itself in by getting Fern all wet, making her cum and teasing me with that tight pussy and its milking motions.  I could feel Fern’s pristine vagina on every side of my cock and I knew I couldn’t stop. 
 
    Resolved to go ahead no matter what, I roughly shoved my cock forward, feeling the opening to Fern’s pussy clamp down on my shaft like a tiny but strong rubber band.  Fern bared her teeth and sucked in air as if she was in pain, but still didn’t move much and her eyes remained closed.  I wondered what she was dreaming about, or if she was having any coherent thoughts at all through the haze of alcohol. 
 
    At last, after continued pressure, that incredible ring of tightness was firmly clamped down around the base of my cock, the rest of her pussy squeezing my entire length.   I took a few moments to savour the feeling of the unaware teenager’s most private depths being invaded by my manhood before carefully beginning to thrust into her. 
 
    I wanted to wrap my arms around her, hold her still as I built up pace, but I couldn’t because of where Lisa’s head was.  The brunette had an absolute front row seat to watch my corruption of her valedictorian rival, if she had been awake that is.  My cock slid out of the sleeping blonde’s pussy, glistening with her juices just below Lisa’s slightly parted mouth, which was a target that it took iron-clad will to resist fucking. 
 
    With the fat head of my cock still well inside Fern, I slammed my entire length back home, feeling my balls slap on her ass with a soft thump and seeing Lisa’s tits bounce as if I was gently fucking her too.  With such magnificent specimens of teen perfection at my mercy, I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long, especially given the incredible natural tightness of Fern’s nearly bald pussy. 
 
    I grabbed Fern’s hand and placed it on top of Lisa’s breast, wondering briefly if they’d ever even daydreamed about other girls, or being part of a threesome with each other.  With this spectacular view I began to fuck Fern’s little slit with powerful thrusts, watching Lisa’s tits jiggle as I did so. 
 
    My hips thrust back and forth, driving my hard cock into Fern’s depths, abusing her little pussy while she slept on unaware of me taking advantage of her.  I settled into a rhythm, fucking Fern hard and fast, each slide of my cock inside her eliciting one of the most pleasurable feelings I’d ever experienced. 
 
    Almost without thinking about it I leaned back to take weight of my hands and pinched both of Fern’s nipples roughly at the same time.  Fern gasped out something that sounded vaguely like ‘dnuuuhhh’ and I felt her pussy squeeze my cock even harder as the little schoolgirl experienced her second sleeping orgasm of the evening.  I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d be able to feel the exertion under the haze of her hangover the following morning. 
 
    Either way, her intense squeezing caught me by surprise and was just enough to bring my ever-lingering threat of orgasm into full blown reality.  I felt the first blissful spurt of semen deposit directly into Fern’s pussy before I could pull out, having no idea what kind of birth control the teen may or may not have been on. 
 
    I pumped my cock furiously, seeing the next several jets of cum criss-cross over Lisa’s peaceful face.  Some managed to thread the needle of her thinly parted lips and land inside her mouth, most streamed across her beautiful features and dripped on and all around Fern’s abused-looking pussy, which was leaking its own personal stash of my seed.  
 
    My heart was thundering in my chest as I tugged at my cock until every last drop of cum I could produce had been blasted all over the sleeping pair.  They were an absolute mess.  I caught my breath as I looked over my handiwork, thinking I’d found just about the only make-up that could have made these two girls look any hotter. 
 
    I slipped my finger inside Fern’s slit, bringing it out coated in a mixture of my cum watered down with Fern’s natural lubricants.  I pushed this potent cocktail into Lisa’s mouth, using her teeth and lips to scrape off as much as possible inside.  With the same finger I gathered as much of my seed as possible, sharing it out in the mouths of the little sleepers before getting off the bed, pulling up my pants and going to get a washcloth to remove as much as possible of the rest of the evidence. 
 
    I reached out to try to rearrange their clothing but decided it was not worth the effort.  Also, I wanted them to wake up half naked, Fern’s hand on Lisa’s tit and wonder what they did to each other.  Just the idea of them facing the possibility that they had had a lesbian encounter neither of them could remember was kind of a turn on in itself. 
 
    So, with a light heart, I retreated out of Ava’s room and went back to my own, where I had a nice relaxing shower in the en suite before having the most refreshing sleep I’d had in years.  I was asleep before Ava returned home, and I was the first one awake and out of bed the next morning. 
 
    I was just beginning to make breakfast for everybody when I heard first one and then another shower turn on upstairs.  By the time the girls had gone through their morning routines, everything was ready and I smiled widely at them as they entered the kitchen, a smile that was returned enthusiastically by Ava and Fern, less so by Lisa. 
 
    Enthusiastic smile or not, they were both incredibly bright-eyed and bushy-tailed considering how much air was in those bottles of vodka I saw the previous night.  All through breakfast, you couldn’t have wiped the smile off Fern’s face if you had tried, not that you’d have wanted to, she was positively glowing.  Lisa was quiet but polite, seeming very disappointed about something. 
 
    After everybody was done I went about collecting all the dishes and started cleaning up. 
 
    “Fern and Lisa can take care of those, Dad,” Ava said.  “Right, girls?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” They chorused and hopped to it as if Ava had them on a string. 
 
    “Mr. Banner, would you like a cup of coffee?”  Fern asked. 
 
    “Uh, sure, yeah.  I don’t drink it very often, not a connoisseur at all, so I don’t have a machine or anything, just a pack of instant coffee in that cupboard over there.  Milk and sugar please.” 
 
    Fern made me a very satisfactory cup of coffee while her classmate started on the dishes, the almost ecstatic smile never leaving her face.  When she set it down in front of me she looked like she wanted to give me a big hug or something.  It was a bit confusing, the truth be told. 
 
    The two of them quickly and efficiently cleaned the dishes and then looked to Ava, who nodded. 
 
    “Lisa and Fern have got you some small gifts, they’d like to give them to you before I take them home.” 
 
    “What?  They didn’t have…” 
 
    My polite protests were ignored as the two teen beauties went upstairs, returning shortly afterwards with their bags and with each of them carrying a small gift wrapped box in one hand.  Lisa handed me the small package, looking up at me with sad doe-eyes and a quiet ‘thanks’ before going to stand by Ava at the door. 
 
    Fern strode in front of me with her present held out, standing suggestively close and staring up into my eyes with almost hero-worship etched on her perfect features, the ever-present smile still on her face. 
 
    “Thanks for having me, Mr. Banner!” She gushed. 
 
    “That’s… that’s OK, Fern.” 
 
    The petite blonde turned and took a few steps towards Ava before pausing on the spot and then rushing back to me, wrapping both arms around my neck and planting a big kiss on my lips.  One of her feet lifted up in the air behind her as if she was a housewife from the nineteen fifties who was having a passionate kiss with her Elvis-haired husband. 
 
    I didn’t know what to do, I stared wide-eyed at the beautiful eighteen year old blonde as she kissed me right in front of her classmate and my daughter.  Eventually she broke off the kiss and practically skipped over to Ava. 
 
    “Wait in my car, girls,” she said. 
 
    We watched them go and when they were out of earshot Ava turned to me. 
 
    “It’s really amazing what you can do with a psychology degree,” she said.  “There’s an old saying, attributed to various sources within the Jesuits order that basically says ‘Give me the child to seven and I will give you the man’.   Modern techniques can do much better than that.  Give me anybody for one week and I will give you whatever you need them to be.” 
 
    “Have I been tricked again, Ava?” 
 
    “Does it matter?  I think everybody had fun, last night was hardly the biggest trial I’ve put these girls through this week.  You just helped me make a split decision.  Fern is going to be my recommendation for valedictorian, and my recommendation for Mu Tau Tau.  She really is something, isn’t she?  She’s going to break some hearts and take some names, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll ask any more questions, except for one.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be available to help choose the valedictorian next year?” 
 
    “I could probably be convinced,” Ava laughed, “see you soon, once I’ve dropped these two off.” 
 
    My daughter closed the door behind her, leaving me with a small present in each of my hands and the lingering feel of Fern’s kiss on my lips. 
 
    I sat at the kitchen table next to my empty mug and opened Lisa’s present.  Inside was a nude picture of Lisa, her upper arms squeezing her large breasts together, and a note that said: 
 
    “Sorry, Mr. Banner, I can do better!  Call me!” 
 
    I thought I would almost certainly give her an opportunity to redeem herself, even though I wasn’t one hundred percent certain what she felt she had failed at.  I turned my attention to Fern’s present, opening it to find a close up photo that I recognised as her own little pussy.  Fern’s note said: 
 
    “I live close by, call me!” 
 
    I decided that I was living a truly blessed life. 
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    Ava’s doctoral thesis made for surprisingly interesting reading.  She’d had several copies of it printed out and professionally bound with classy gold lettering on the cover.  She’d done it to give out to friends and family, though I’m not sure how many people aside from myself would have actually read it. 
 
    She studied psychology and had written her thesis on cults, specifically indoctrination rituals and what popular media would call ‘brainwashing’.  After reading it I certainly gained a small modicum of understanding regarding the kinds of things she may have done to Lisa and Fern at the end of the previous school year when she essentially gifted them to me as unconscious sex toys.  As I was the primary beneficiary of whatever techniques she had employed, I had very little to complain about. 
 
    Ever since that day I’d had about as much sex as I could handle from the two former-rivals for the local high school’s valedictorian honour.  It seemed like they would do almost anything for me, and I was having the time of my life, but I couldn’t help but anticipate who Ava was going to be bringing into my home this Friday. 
 
    The school was so happy with the free service Ava had provided that they had called her in again ahead of schedule.  Originally she was going to come back at the end of the school year and help with the next valedictorian decision, but it seemed the school had a unique problem regarding who to appoint as head cheerleader. 
 
    The Woodham twins, Misty and Gail, had finally come of age and had both indicated they wanted to be head cheerleader.  They were, as you would expect, difficult to discriminate between for such a role, so the school had called Ava to see if she would match her price from the previous year, which was ‘free’.  Ava had looked them up on the internet from previous cheerleading competitions and made the decision that I would probably be very interested in meeting these girls.  Ava knew her dear old Dad so well. 
 
    Ava wouldn’t tell me where she took the cheerleading twins from Monday to Thursday, but she did say the three of them would be arriving at my place mid-morning on the Friday.  I woke up early to make sure Ava’s room was ready for the little slumber party.  The sofa bed the twins would be sharing was pulled out and made.  I’d left towels out for them to use. 
 
    When I saw Ava’s car roll up, I waved out the window, hoping I didn’t look as eager as I felt.  The passenger and rear-left doors opened and I saw a couple of blonde heads pop into view.  The twins retrieved matching sports bags from the trunk of Ava’s car before following her along the path to my front door. 
 
    I heard the doorbell ring, as if Ava didn’t know I was waiting on the other side of the door already, and opened it up with a big smile and wide open arms for my daughter. 
 
    “Ava, right on time, as usual!” 
 
    “Hi Dad.  Yep, punctual because we’ve got a lot to get through today, the girls are going to be absolutely dead to the world by the time they hit the sack tonight,” Ava said with a wink. 
 
    Turning to the twins she gestured at each of them in turn. 
 
    “This is Misty and this is Gail.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you both,” I said. 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Banner,” they said in unison. 
 
    Misty and Gail were identical twins of incredible likeness.  I’d seen twins before, obviously, but even when they were of the identical kind I’d always been able to pick out at least a few features to differentiate between them.  Not so with these two, I looked back and forth between them and shook my head. 
 
    “There’s no way I’m going to be able to tell you two apart, sorry.” 
 
    “That’s OK, Mr. Banner,” Misty started. 
 
    “Even our parents get it wrong sometimes,” Gail finished. 
 
    If that was the case, I had to wonder how many times in their early years these two had inadvertently had their identities transposed on each other.  Had the one born as ‘Misty’ ended up as ‘Gail’?  It was an interesting philosophical discussion, but for another day perhaps. 
 
    “Well, come on in, do you need a snack or a drink or something?” 
 
    “No thanks, Dad, we stopped for food on the way and the girls have got full water bottles already.” 
 
    The three of them filed in and Ava herded them up to her room after a very brief period of small talk.  They emerged a short time later with the twins in their high school cheerleading uniforms.  That morning and afternoon I was treated to a private viewing of cheerleader practise as Ava supposedly assessed their psychological performance at creating and teaching new routines to each other, and in working under pressure. 
 
    I didn’t know what most cheerleaders went through, but Ava certainly hounded them pretty hard.  I couldn’t hear that much of what she was specifically saying, but she was definitely pushing them to make the routines sexier and more risqué.  I would have told them they were doing fucking spectacular, I was rock hard all day and would have paid any price for any ticket to any event, sporting or otherwise, where they were cheerleading.  They could have been supporting a sewing competition and I would have been there. 
 
    At last it appeared that the twins could take no more and Ava brought them back inside.  Sweat was pouring off the poor little things, their glamorous blonde hair all wet, glistening beads dripping down their necks and disappearing into their cleavage.  They looked like they’d been through a carwash on a treadmill set to top speed. 
 
    I wanted to fuck them right then and there on the floor, give them another workout straight away, but managed to restrain myself, saint that I am.  Instead I had to make do with vivid fantasies as I made more small talk with the pair, imagining that they were panting from the rough sex I was giving them, from how hard they were working to milk my cock of all its creamy cum.  I bet that their big tits would sway like a hypnotist’s pocket watch when they were fucked, assuming they took off their sports bras. 
 
    Ava took the twins upstairs and I heard the showers start up soon afterwards.  They didn’t come down for dinner, instead Ava rushed down to answer the door when a pizza delivery man turned up. 
 
    “The twins need their calories,” she said as she went back up to her room. 
 
    A stupid joke about how I knew where they could get some calories from flicked through my mind but I said nothing, instead settling in to watch the news and current affairs program that followed.  When the shows ended, I had pretty much no recollection of what I’d just watched, the thought of the twins all tired and soapy upstairs in my showers earlier was all I could think of. 
 
    I tried to read a book, scanning over the same pages over and over again trying to take in any information I could to fill in time and after what seemed like eternity I heard Ava coming down the stairs.  I looked up over the pages of my book as she walked past with a pizza box in her hands.  She barely glanced at me as I heard her enter the kitchen and put the leftovers in the fridge before coming back. 
 
    “Those girls sure do want to be head cheerleader.  I can see why Tasha couldn’t decide between them though… they are the twin-i-est twins ever to twin, they’re exactly the same.” 
 
    “Tasha?” 
 
    “Oh.  Tasha is the cheer coach this year, she was actually in my class.  Do you remember her?” 
 
    “The name sounds familiar, can’t put a face to it though.” 
 
    “She came back last year after living in Europe for a while, wanted to contribute back to the community.  As do we all, of course.” 
 
    “We raise them proper in this here town.” 
 
    “She used to, and still does, have this strange sleep disorder.  I remember her telling us the crazy places she ended up when she used to sleep walk.  The dog house, the neighbour’s garden, some random guy’s truck.  Thankfully for her she finally found some sleeping pills that really put her out for the count in our last year of school.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah, she still takes them, actually.  I asked if she had any spares because I knew the girls would need all the sleep they could get in the week that I had them.  They don’t like swallowing pills though, so asked me to crush them and add them to the pizza.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Mmm hmm.  Tasha says she once slept through their neighbour’s house exploding, these pills are that good.  Remember that house on Vanderlay Street ?” 
 
    “Oh, she lived near that?  That was pretty massive destruction.” 
 
    “It sure was.  Anyway, Misty and Gail are living and breathing their head cheerleader aspirations at the moment.  They’re sound asleep in their spare uniforms so I thought I’d go out and catch a movie or two.  Can you check in on them in a while?  Make sure they’re not doing cheer routines in their sleep and messing up my room? Or whatever?” 
 
    “I… yes.  Not a problem.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad.  Don’t wait up!” 
 
    “Night, Ava,” 
 
    My heaven-sent daughter picked up her keys and went out the front door, leaving me in my house with a pair of eighteen year old blonde twin cheerleaders that belonged in a centrefold.  I drummed my fingers on the armrest for about three seconds before walking up the stairs and listening at the door of Ava’s room. 
 
    I heard nothing and so slowly opened it, seeing the soft glow from Ava’s bedside lamp spill out into the hallway.  The twins appeared to be sleeping peacefully on the sofa-bed in a very un-sisterly pose.  One of them was passed out with her head in the armpit of the other, face resting on the ample breast of her sibling. 
 
    With as much stealth as I could muster, I walked to the side of the bed and looked down at the sleeping beauties.  Ava had mentioned they’d changed into their back-up cheerleader uniforms, and I was so very happy to see that factoid confirmed. 
 
    Their little pleated mini-skirts had been tantalising me all day, swish-swishing from side to side as they shook their asses and giving me several peeks at their pristine white panties.  The back-up uniforms consisted of short-shorts, which I thought looked just as good on them, but didn’t have quite the same ‘ease-of-access’ that the skirts would have provided. 
 
    If Ava had in fact given the pair a dose of sleeping pills it probably wouldn’t matter, but time would tell on that one.  The twin resting on her sister’s breast was lying on her side, top leg bent and resting over the other girl’s thighs so I could see the crease that designated where her leg ended and her ass started. 
 
    Misty and Gail’s tits were large enough to strain at the tight but flexible material of their cheerleading uniforms and the hem of their form-fitting tops were cropped short to show off their athletic navels.  I slowly lowered myself on to the bed, on the opposite side from the twin curled up beside her sister, I had absolutely no idea which one was which. 
 
    I delicately lowered my hand on to the firm belly of the twin lying on her back feeling no fat there, just the soft skin on the athletic teen body.  I looked up into her sleeping face to see if there was any reaction and thankfully there was not. 
 
    They both looked so beautiful in the soft light, that even after all my lucky breaks in life I still counted myself blessed to be sharing a bed with them.  I began sliding my hand upwards, slipping my fingers under the cheerleading uniform and savouring every inch of the sleeping girl’s skin. 
 
    When I felt her ribcage under my fingers, I knew the swell of her breast would soon follow and I slowed my movements down even more, feeling the exact moment my fingertips touched the passed out cheerleader’s tit.  Upwards I pushed, feeling more and more of her tit flesh under my fingers, and then my palm, thankful that she hadn’t been wearing a bra. 
 
    I traced my forefinger around her nipple, feeling it harden even under my gentle touch.  Her top shifted and twitched with every movement I made, right in front of her sister’s angelic face.  I spread my fingers out and felt her newly-hardened nipple poking into the palm of my hand as I gave her breast a playful squeeze. 
 
    She did nothing but continue breathing steadily, my hand moved up and down with each calm inhale and exhale until I relaxed my grip and it sprang back to its natural shape with a speed befitting a teenage cheerleader.  My cock was straining at my pants already and I unzipped them to pull it out through the gap at the front of my boxers. 
 
    With her tit still resting safely under my palm, I grabbed her hand and wrapped the fingers around the shaft of my cock before carefully bending down and planting a light kiss on her lips.  I wondered how many people went to the high school football games just to daydream about fucking the cheerleaders.  How many of them had seen Misty and Gail shaking their asses, just as I had done that afternoon, and wanted to see those blonde heads bobbing up and down on their cock. 
 
     I worked my jaws open and shut, sucking at the sleeping teen’s lips until I could slip my tongue into her mouth.  I ran it across her even teeth before pushing further inside and swirling it around with hers.  Breaking off the kiss, I gently bit her lower lip and pulled it out slightly as I leaned back before letting it go and hearing the quiet slapping sound of it returning to its normal position. 
 
    The sleeping beauty’s lips were now moistened and slightly glossy with our combined saliva.  She looked so sexy that I just had to bend down and kiss her sister too, give her the same lip gloss and feel her tongue with my own as she slept peacefully with a breast for a pillow. 
 
    As neither of the twins had reacted in the slightest to my explorations of their mouths, I decided to push the envelope a bit and test the waters.  I gave the first sister’s nipple a rough pinch between my finger and thumb, tweaking it and pulling outwards before letting her breast snap back into place. 
 
    There was a sharp intake of breath and the faintest hint of a lower lip being bitten but she instantly returned to a serene expression and her breathing returned to normal.  I surmised that they really had requested sleeping pills, which meant these cheerleaders were all mine. 
 
    I stood up beside the bed and disrobed, my hard cock looming over the sleeping girls like a judge’s gavel, ready to impose a verdict upon the naughty pair.  Circling the bed, I climbed back on behind the one curled up against her sister, moving into a spooning position, I felt the heat of her ass cheeks caressing my shaft through the tight material of her shorts. 
 
    They were both absolutely magnificent, golden sex goddesses.  I leaned down and placed my hand on her thigh, gently stroking upwards until I felt that crease and I knew my fingers were on her ass.  I slid my middle finger along that crevice, pushing under the material of her shorts towards her pussy until I felt the little cheerleader’s last defence against my advances, a flimsy pair of panties. 
 
    I stroked her pussy through the thin material, able to vaguely feel her sex through her underwear and the heat she radiated like she had a cosy fireplace nestled between her legs.  I pulled my hand out and curled it around her inner thigh, lifting her leg upwards before slipping my cock between her legs and letting her leg drop back down so her upper thighs were holding my cock in place against the crotch of her shorts. 
 
    It was an amazing feeling, the beautiful blonde hugging my cock with her toned thighs, while she rested her head on the breast of a girl that was the very mirror image of herself.  I continued my single-handed exploration of her body, sliding my hand up over her hip and then across her midriff.  As I had done with her sister, I reached under her shirt to grope her teen breasts, feeling their fullness fill my hand as I squeezed first one and then the other, gently rocking my hard dick back and forth against her still-clothed pussy. 
 
    Feeling her warm flesh all around my shaft was driving me absolutely wild, I needed to see more of these girls.  Reluctantly pulling my cock out from between the unconscious cheerleader’s legs I reached down and pushed her shorts and panties towards her knees, kicking the tight garment completely off the ends of her feet once they travelled low enough for me to hook a toe into the waistband.  With a lot more difficulty I was able to pull her top off over her head, revealing her wondrous chest to my eyes for the first time. 
 
    I slipped one arm under the closer twin’s head, reaching around to cup one breast as I stared into her face.  My hard shaft was now nestled between her ass cheeks like the world’s happiest hot dog, dabbing pre-cum on to her lower back as I ground against her. I slid my other hand down across her firm belly, wanting to know her sex by feel before I saw it with my eyes and wanting to look into her angelic face as I violated her. 
 
    My fingers traversed smooth taut teen skin, circled around her belly button and over her smooth pubic mound.  She was so sleek that I had to wonder if she’d used her time in the shower earlier to shave her pussy.  The thought of her paying such intimate attention to her sex only to have an older man she just met take advantage of her efforts while she slept was so fucking hot. 
 
    Inevitably my finger was drawn to the folds between her legs, gliding lightly across her clitoral hood before delving between her labia and across the entrance of her noticeably moist pussy.  I pulled my finger back to gently rub at her most sensitive little button, as if coaxing it out from its cover. 
 
    The twin’s lips parted as some of the stimulation made its way through to her drug addled mind and I felt her chest begin heaving in my hand.  I repeatedly dipped my finger into her honeypot, pulling her increasingly flowing natural lubricants up over her clit and rubbing at her little go-button even harder. 
 
    From my vantage point, spooning the unconscious girl as she began to wiggle her ass cheeks against my cock, I was able to see a flush rising on her shapely chest, forewarning about the oncoming onslaught of an orgasm for the helpless teen as her body reacted without her knowledge of what was happening. 
 
    Finally the beautiful high school cheerleader forced a moan out through tightly clenched teeth and I held on to her bucking body to maintain my assault on her clit, making her cum whether she wanted to or not.  The blonde girl was making a slippery mess between her legs, I couldn’t help but slide my cock back between her thighs and savour the feel of her tense leg muscles squeezing at my length as my head and shaft teased her clit and entrance. 
 
    With a shudder the blonde cheerleader became still again, a very thin sheen of sweat stood out on her brow and matted a few stray strands of flaxen hair down.  I reached down to feel the head of my cock repeatedly popping out from between her legs, slick with her juices, and pulled it against her sex as I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing my hard shaft against her abused clit with short sawing motions. 
 
    She was obviously still sensitive from her orgasm and writhed sleepily as if trying to remove herself from the unwelcome invasion, but was unable to do so.  I held her in place with the arm wrapped around her, tweaking her nipple as she tried to escape, unrelenting on her pussy. 
 
    Her struggles intensified, but only served to rub her pussy even harder on my cock, I was caught by surprise when another flood of her lubricants washed out over my hard rod and the filthy little cheerleader moaned out another reluctant climax.  She was a dishevelled wreck by the time she calmed down again, but I had more defilement in mind for her. 
 
    My cock slipped out from between her legs with slick ease and I knelt over the sleeping teen, rearranging her position so that she was draped backwards over the midriff of her sister, her head hanging upside down off the other side.  It was only at that moment that I saw that a name had been printed in black felt pen on the pubic mound of the orgasmically shattered teen. 
 
    It said ‘Misty’ and I recognised Ava’s handwriting.  If she had labelled the sex goddesses in front of me correctly that meant that out of the two of them it was Misty who had received all the reluctant pleasure so far, so it was Misty that I was going to take pleasure from first. 
 
    “Can you deep throat, Misty?”  I asked. 
 
    Naturally, she didn’t answer, but the position I had arranged her in meant she was damn well going to take my cock all the way down her throat whether she would have been able to consciously or not.  I circled around the bed again, climbing aboard to kneel over Misty’s head, straddling her face. 
 
    With her head thrown back over her sister’s slumbering body, Misty’s mouth was gaping open as if inviting my length to invade her.  I placed my palms on her throat, my fingers wrapping around the sides of her neck to hold her in place, and aimed my cock at her hot and wet opening. 
 
    I felt Misty’s warm breath on the head of my cock before it actually touched her, gliding smoothly across her lips, lubricated by the combined juices of her two orgasms and my pre-cum.  Misty’s tongue met the top of my cock head with a wet embrace that I soon felt along my shaft as I kept on pushing slowly forward. 
 
    The engorged head of my dick hit the back of Misty’s throat and the pressure there seemed to be giving the sleeping schoolgirl some discomfort and she weakly flailed her arms upwards, trying to push my hips back, but by bowing my elbows out I was able to knock her hands away.  I held her head in place and forced my length further into her, feeling the faint popping sensation as she finally accepted me into her throat. 
 
    Once the struggle for entry was over, Misty’s body either became accustomed to it or felt too defeated to keep on fighting.  With my cock making steady progress into Misty’s throat, I transferred my grip to her tits, squeezing and massaging them as I advanced.  It was an utterly incredible feeling to have two full handfuls of this amazing beauty’s breasts as I initiated what was going to be a rough face fuck for the unconscious girl. 
 
    When I felt my balls touch Misty’s nose, I knew I was almost as deep as I could possibly invade her mouth, but with a firm thrust I was able to force her mouth wide open and gain those precious last few fractions of an inch.  I entertained the thought that maybe no cock would ever be as deep in Misty’s throat as mine was at that very moment, she might never let anyone treat her this way if she was awake. 
 
    I relaxed, feeling my cock retreat from that ultimate depth, but left myself buried to the hilt inside her mouth.  Transferring my attention back to the twin I now knew was Gail, I gripped her top and pulled it up over her tits.  These twins were truly a marvel of genetics.  I looked back and forth between their identical chests and groped one tit from each of them, feeling their indistinguishable firmness and weight. 
 
    Lost in my thoughts, mesmerised by so many teen breasts I almost forgot that my thickness was cutting off Misty’s oxygen supply, and I pulled back to let the poor girl get some air.  The bright red flush slowly drained from her face as she sleepily gasped and tried to catch her breath. 
 
    Moments before I estimated she was fully recovered I slammed my entire length straight back into her throat, once more fighting off her uncoordinated resistance until she calmed down again.  I closed my eyes to concentrate on the incredible feel of her tight throat hugging my entire shaft and sensitive tip for a moment before turning my attention to Gail’s shorts and panties. 
 
    It was moderately difficult to disrobe Gail’s lower half while keeping my cock embedded in her twin’s mouth, but it was certainly a good problem to have.  I was pleased to see my second clean-shaven snatch of the evening, this one appropriately labelled ‘Gail’ in black felt pen.  Gail’s pussy looked like it was already moist, I wondered if the sounds of her sister cumming and being roughly face fucked had seeped through to her dreams. 
 
    All too soon it was time to let Misty breathe again and the poor girl gasped for air as soon as she was able, she was really paying for the two sleeping orgasms she’d had forced upon her.  Once again, when she was not quite ready for it, I thrust my full length into the poor girl’s throat, beginning to vigorously fuck her face, my balls slapping against her nose every time I bottomed out. 
 
    Every now and then I paused to let her breathe unobstructed for a while, before resuming my jack hammer-like assault on her mouth.  While Misty’s throat satisfied my cock, I used my hands to explore the breasts and pussy of her twin, using Gail’s body for balance as I face fucked Misty. 
 
    When I felt like I was on the verge of adding some special sauce to Misty’s pizza dinner, I slowed the frantic pace of my thrusts before withdrawing completely.  The poor girl looked absolutely ruined, some mixture of her own pussy juices, my pre-cum and her saliva was smeared all over her face, her hair was a bird’s nest in disarray and she was flushed and panting from the forced exertion. 
 
    Wonderful as the unconscious twin’s throat felt, I wanted a pussy to squeeze me to climax, and Gail had gotten off lightly so far.  I crawled between her legs, spreading them wide until her labia gaped open before me to reveal the deeper pink of her tight teen tunnel.  With urgency I gripped my cock halfway down the shaft and pointed it at her pussy, before slamming it all the way inside her unprepared slit, lubricated mostly by her twin’s bodily fluids. 
 
    Gail gasped and seemed to try to buck the dead-weight of her sister off her midriff before falling still again.  I held her firmly by the hips, making sure my cock stayed in perfect alignment with her tight little pussy so I could thrust with reckless abandon.  I wasted no time building up speed, simply resuming the pace I’d fucked Misty’s mouth with, minus the breathing breaks. 
 
    The blonde cheerleader’s pussy was heaven on earth and I pounded into it with no thought on my mind but using her for every last iota of pleasure that I could possibly take.  These twins were built to be fucked hard, fucked rough and fucked often, their bodies and faces were straight out of every heterosexual male’s wettest of wet dreams. 
 
    When Gail’s teenage pussy noticeably clamped down on my invading rod I looked up in slight surprise to see her arching her back in the midst of a powerful climax, despite the fact that Gail’s sister was still lying across her.  It was all too much for me and I began unleashing a huge load of semen into the depths of the sleeping schoolgirl, consequences be damned, I needed to claim my territory on the highly-sought-after real estate of the deepest reaches of her pussy. 
 
    Jet after steamy jet of creamy cum erupted from the tip of my cock, filling Gail up until I felt it leaking out around my shaft with every sporadic thrust of my hip, dripping down the crack of her ass and on to the sofa-bed.  I pulled out, still hard, and returned to my position straddling Misty’s face. 
 
    With careful manipulation of her lips, I was able to adequately squeegee my length clean of the combined cocktail of all our fucking.  Globs of semen kept oozing out of Gail’s slit, which I repeatedly scooped up with a finger, depositing it in Misty’s mouth.  I guess Misty got the special sauce in the end anyway. 
 
    I was shattered, two girls was definitely my limit.  I thought I’d probably have died if the Woodham twins had been the Woodham triplets, either from exertion or excitement, I’m not sure what would have got me in the end.  Either way, it didn’t matter, I’d survived the twins and needed to get them cleaned up. 
 
    I left to get a washcloth and wet it with warm water in the bathroom before returning to Ava’s room.  Even after everything that had happened in my life I was still almost in disbelief when I saw the cum-soaked heavenly creatures unconscious on the sofa bed and knew that it was my seed they were dripping with. 
 
    I delicately cleaned them up, rearranged their cheerleader uniforms and then went for a shower of my own.  After a refreshing blast of hot water and soap, I dried off, crawled under the covers of my bed and slept like the dead. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next morning I awoke bright and early, as was befitting the early night I’d had.  I showered again to fill in some time and ease my sore muscles, wondering if the morning-after twins could possibly be better than the morning-after valedictorian rivals. 
 
    By the time I heard the showers turn on upstairs I’d already read the entire newspaper and prepared everything I needed to have breakfast ready for the three girls when they came downstairs.  I bet Misty was having serious problems with the tangles in her hair. 
 
    When the trio finally brightened up the kitchen with their presence the room was pervaded by the scent of bacon and eggs, and a selection of cereals was available on the table.  The twins looked absolutely radiant in yet another spare uniform they each had, bearing no indication of the ordeal they had been through and full of the illusion of boundless energy that all good cheerleaders had.  I’d seen them pushed to their limits twice yesterday, though, so I was able to see through it with the tiniest smile raising the corner of my mouth. 
 
    After a breakfast where Ava and I seemed to have all the bacon and eggs while the cheerleaders were mindful of their intake after the pizza ‘binge’ of the previous night, Ava had the little sex kittens do the dishes while we chatted about nothing.  I was glad the conversation was light, because the short skirts of the twins bending over the sink was a major distraction until they finished. 
 
    “OK Dad, bring a comfy chair out to the back yard, Gail and Misty would like you to judge their routines.” 
 
    “But I don’t know how to judge cheer routines… I’m a contract lawyer, not a choreographer.” 
 
    “You’re within a cheerleader’s target demographic, if you like or don’t like something then that’s more important than some random dance teacher.” 
 
    “Well… since you twist my arm and all.” 
 
    I’m not sure how the girls expected to perform these particular routines as part of a cheerleading squad, or with their adoring fans so far away in the bleachers.  I would have said they were more lap dances than cheer routines.  They performed two, presumably one masterminded by each of the twins, and I was left rock hard and absolutely on the edge of my seat by the time they were done. 
 
    “So, how would you rate them, Dad?” Ava asked. 
 
    “On a scale of one to ten?” 
 
    “Sure, why not.” 
 
    “One billion, both of them.  I can’t choose.” 
 
    “Me neither.  I think the solution to this problem is just like the solution to the Gordian knot.  Cut the rope.  Girls, I’m going to recommend to Coach Miller that she has two head cheerleaders this year.” 
 
    The squealing excitement could have shattered a wine glass, had I been holding one for some reason.  The twins hugged each other and bounced up and down enthusiastically, mesmerising me once more with their ample chests. 
 
    “I believe you also have some gifts you wanted to give my Dad for letting you stay here last night?” 
 
    The twins scampered off into the house, leaving Ava and I alone for a moment. 
 
    “You know, I wish you would just do this full time.” 
 
    “It’s fun and all, but free psychology services just don’t pay the bills like the government job.” 
 
    “Whatever they’re paying you, I’ll double it.” 
 
    “Ha!  Start writing the contract.  Hey, I forgot to tell you something.  Tasha, the cheer coach, gave me the lowdown on who are in the running for valedictorian this year.  Let me just say, you better hope the girl doing gymnastics gets higher grades than the girl who competes in shot put!” 
 
    “I pray for that very thing every night.  Do you think…” 
 
    We were interrupted by the speedy return of the bouncy duo returning to the back yard carrying their bags and small identical gift wrapped boxes. 
 
    They handed the presents over to me at the same time and each stood on their tip toes to give me a peck on the cheek, rubbing their breasts on my arms suggestively. 
 
    “Thanks Gail, Misty,” I nodded to each of them in turn.  “You honestly didn’t have to.” 
 
    “You deserve it, Mr. Banner!” They said in union. 
 
    Their ability to say the same words at the same time would have been slightly creepy on less attractive girls.  On them it just dripped with sex appeal, so I shrugged it off pretty easily. 
 
    “Alright, let’s get you girls home so you can quietly spread the good news.  Probably best to let Coach Miller make it official before you tell anybody but your parents though, got it?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    With a trio of waves and goodbyes they went through the gate towards the front of the house where Ava had parked.  I opened one present and found a note inside saying: 
 
    ‘Next time, cum inside me!  - Misty” 
 
    Also in the box were two matching pairs of panties with little teddy bears on the front.  One of them had the initials ‘MW’ on the label, the other had ‘GW’. 
 
    The second box had a note that said: 
 
    ‘I want to taste you next time, call us! – Gail’ 
 
    There was a simple photo under the note that depicted the twins in a nude embrace that squashed their tits together and showed off their beautiful bodies.  I took a deep breath and slowly blew it out with puffed-up cheeks.  Ava was practically building me a harem of teens, I was probably going to have to drop down to working only three days a week if I wanted to have the time and energy for them all. 
 
    I sat back down in the vacant chair in the warm sunshine and pondered what to do that day.  In the end I thought it might be prudent to write a letter to the high school, on behalf of the residents of the town, detailing how much more important to the community gymnastics was rather than, as a random example, shot put or something like that.  It wouldn’t be an easy letter to write but, as a contract lawyer, words were my livelihood so I thought I’d probably be able to put something together. 
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    When you know you’re about to do something for the last time, it’s possible to really build it up in your head and there’s the danger that the actual event itself will be a bit of an anti-climax.  Somehow I didn’t think that was going to be the case for me. 
 
    My Daughter, Ava, had said that her real job was getting too busy to commit to providing volunteer psychological services for her old high school after this academic year.  She had helped them choose last year’s valedictorian and the head cheerleaders for this year by putting them through their mental paces. 
 
    A side-effect of Ava’s week-long sessions with the vulnerable teens seemed to be that they were willing to let themselves be used for sex while they were asleep, and I was the one that had the pleasure of using them.  Of course, it didn’t hurt that afterwards they couldn’t get enough of me as well.  I was having an especially large amount of on-going fun with a pair of blonde twins that had the honour of being head cheerleaders that year. 
 
    To be honest, I was disappointed that my fresh supply of sleeping teens was coming to an end, but by this stage I had my own little harem for all intents and purposes, so that obviously took the edge off.  When Ava told me who the two contenders for valedictorian were that year, I knew I still had a lot to look forward to. 
 
    Abigail was a gymnast of remarkable ability.  When she was in her early teen years, when female gymnasts seem to peak, she fell just short of being able to compete internationally.  She demolished her competition at a local and state-level though.  Ava had given me a profile picture of her and I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her. 
 
    For want of a better word, she looked ‘posh’, like she was royalty or something.  One of those ‘how dare you even look at me’ kind of beauties.  Little did Abigail know what I did to royalty, though.  She had a classic gymnast build, petite to the extreme, I harboured a tiny worry that I might break her or something, but time would tell on that one. 
 
    The jewel in this year’s valedictorian candidate crown was Emma, as far as I was concerned.  Not only was she a stunning brunette who would have looked petite beside anybody except Abigail, not only was she well accomplished in tennis, but she just so happened to be the little sister of Chloe, Ava’s good friend and the first girl I ever fucked in her sleep. 
 
    There was a real sense of history coming full circle when Ava told me about Emma.  I remembered every detail of fucking Chloe in the ass, and a couple weeks later cumming deep inside her pussy.  How could I forget that?  I’d gotten her pregnant, after all, and the photo of Emma that Ava gave me could easily have been Chloe, if Chloe had still been eighteen. 
 
    Now I was going to defile Chloe’s little sister, claim an entire generation of that family by marking my territory in their little teen pussies with my semen.  It’s safe to say I was very much on the edge of my seat during the week Ava spent with the pair of eighteen year old valedictorian candidates.  I had to turn down the other girls in my ‘harem’, I wanted to save up an entire week of semen and unleash a huge load inside one of the new girls. 
 
    I woke up early on the Friday, I was too excited to sleep.  My anticipation of their arrival had been growing all week and I knew it was going to be a wonderful kind of torture in the time between when they arrived sometime mid-morning and whenever Ava ‘handed them over’ to me.  I filled what time I could with preparing Ava’s room for them and responding to as many work emails as I could, the ones that didn’t require too much thought anyway. 
 
    At last I heard a car pull into my driveway and made my way to my front door, opening it as my daughter and the two new valedictorian candidates were taking their final steps on to my porch. 
 
    “Ava!  Good to see you again!” 
 
    “Hi Dad, how’s things?” 
 
    “Couldn’t be better, good trip?” 
 
    “Yep, uneventful.  Dad, this is Abigail and this is Emma, the best of the best in school.” 
 
    The two teenagers were looking at me in unreserved awe, as if they couldn’t believe my familiarity with Ava, my speaking with her as an equal.  With attention now drawn to them they both blushed and muttered shy greetings, looking up at me with doe-eyes.  I didn’t know the specifics of what Ava put into their heads while she had them for the week, but having read her doctoral thesis on cults and brainwashing, I knew the gist of it.  Hell, from my experience over the past year I’d seen the results for myself. 
 
    As she had with the valedictorian candidates the previous year and with the head cheerleaders earlier this year, Ava took the girls straight up to her room.  Unlike the cheerleaders, she didn’t bring them back down again at all that day.  From downstairs, where I tried to keep busy, I only heard the occasional piece of meditative music and the occasional toilet flush. 
 
    Time moves on at its own pace regardless of how quickly or slowly we want it to go and from my perspective its pace seemed unreasonably sluggish that day but, eventually, the sun headed towards the horizon and I watched the news, followed by a current affairs show, before I finally heard some steps on the stairs and turned to see Ava coming towards me. 
 
    “What a week,” she said. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    “Don’t say I never did anything for you, Dad!” 
 
    “I’d never be so unabashed, Ava, what are you talking about though?” 
 
    “Did you see the purity ring Emma was wearing?  It’s one of those rings these kids get from their church to symbolise their promise to not have sex until marriage.  That wasn’t easy to address.  Then, after that, you’d think that Abigail would be the easy one, but no.  She’s a lesbian, never been into boys at all.” 
 
    “I can see how these are big issues for deciding on who should be valedictorian.” 
 
    “Yes… valedictorian.  Anyway, Abigail has been trying to get Emma in the sack all week, so I’ve used her to help break down Emma’s barriers.  Long story from a long week, but they’re absolutely beat.  Lucky for them I still had some of Tasha’s sleeping pills left over so they’re going to have the deepest sleep of their lives once those kick in.  There seems to be a problem with the main shower so I told Emma she’d have to share the shower in your en suite with Abigail.” 
 
    “They couldn’t go one after the other?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Fair enough.  Hey, if Emma’s got a purity ring, and Abigail is a lesbian… does that mean…?” 
 
    “They’ve never been with a man?  Why, yes it does.” 
 
    From upstairs I heard a shower turn on and the thought of poor Emma trapped naked under the hot water with a horny lesbian after her ass flashed through my depraved mind.  Ava saw my distraction and smirked. 
 
    “Like I said, don’t say I never did anything for you.  Right, I’m out for the evening, catching up with a friend.  Don’t wait up!  The girls are just going to have a shower and go to bed, but make sure you check in on them in case they need anything.” 
 
    “They’re in good hands, have a nice evening.” 
 
    “You too, Dad.” 
 
    Ava gathered her keys and handbag and left via the front door, leaving me alone with my dirty thoughts.  My dirty thoughts and two eighteen year old virgins about to take sleeping pills so I could fuck them with reckless abandon.  I watched some stupid sitcom on the TV while I waited desperately for the sounds of showering to end and for everything upstairs to be quiet for a while. 
 
    At last my torture was over, I hadn’t heard a single sound for about half an hour and so climbed the stairs quietly, listening out for any sign of activity.  I heard nothing and so made my way to Ava’s room, listening at the door.  The hallway was tinged with the faint scent of shampoo, soap and some girly deodorant, I thought they’d wake up a hell of a lot dirtier than they fell asleep. 
 
    Even after my experience with the last pair of valedictorian candidates and the head cheerleaders, I was still nervous at this stage.  There was still a huge risk in doing this kind of thing.  Especially with a girl who had sworn to stay a virgin until marriage and another girl who didn’t even like men.  Still, passed out teen pussy is too much temptation to ignore, I had to test the waters at least. 
 
    I softly knocked on the door, loud enough to be heard but not loud enough to rouse a heavy sleeper, and heard no response.  With a nervous swallow I gently twisted the door handle and gave it a little push, seeing the soft glow of the bedside lamp spill out.  Slowly I poked my head through the gap, wondering what state I would find the teen girls in. 
 
    I was not expecting what I saw at that moment.  Nothing.  The girls weren’t on the sofa-bed, they weren’t on Ava’s bed, they weren’t in the room at all.  I pushed the door open completely and stared into the room with what must have been a comically confused look on my face. 
 
    Scratching my head, I turned towards my room, my en suite was the ‘last known location’ of the teen beauties so, sleuth that I was, I imagined I could pick up their trail there.  I pushed the door to my own room open and, well, the case was solved in the best possible way.  There on my bed was Abigail, who looked like she had passed out mid-way through taking advantage of Emma, who was fast asleep on her front partially underneath Abigail.  The gymnast’s blonde head was resting on Emma’s back, her hand motionless on the brunette’s arm, where it had apparently stopped mid-stroke. 
 
    Both girls were naked except for a healthy youthful glow, Emma’s purity ring and some make-up, as if Abigail had been teaching Emma how she dolled herself up for gymnastics competitions.  Each of them had matching glossy lipstick and eye-shadow in different shades and painted fingernails.  I had to wonder what they had been thinking of doing before the sleeping pills first knocked out Emma and then Abigail. 
 
    Regardless, the end result was that there were two girls passed out on my bed that had never known the joy of a big cock in their little slits, and I was ready to educate them.  After I had a little fun, of course. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and leaned back until I was lying next to the sleeping pair, propped up on my elbow and gazing across at their peaceful faces.  Both of them were lying on their fronts, Abigail’s lower body was slightly twisted towards Emma and I could see a tantalising thin strip of pure blonde pubic hair, but other than that their most private areas were still hidden to me. 
 
    Taking my cue from Abigail, I reached out and lightly traced my fingers along Emma’s arm, from wrist to shoulder, revelling in the warmth and sheer youth that radiated from her skin.  My fingers trailed over Abigail’s arm where it was draped over Emma and, once over that negligible obstacle, I let my entire palm come back down on to Emma’s lower back. 
 
    Ever so slowly I moved my hand downwards until I felt the upward swell of her firm little teen ass and I was finally cupping her left cheek.  For all I knew, I was the only one aside from maybe Abigail to ever have my hand on her bare ass.  Thinking back to Emma’s older sister, Chloe, I remembered just how much she had loved getting her ass slapped so I decided to see if that particular trait ran in the family, even though Emma was obviously a much more conservative girl than Chloe had been.  I raised my hand and brought it down swiftly on her rear end. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Emma made a sound that probably would have been a gasp if she had have been awake enough to put the energy into it.  I raised my hand again and brought it down on her ass with more power. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moaned. 
 
    My god she sounded erotic, her little moan was exciting as hell and I felt my already hard cock twitch in my pants, thinking I had maybe given the sleeping teen the gift of her first sexy spanking and heard her first exclamation of arousal.  I repeated the process on her other ass cheek. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    A rosy red handprint began forming on each of her cheeks, testimony to the spanking that was still ringing in my ears.  I gripped her ass firmly and kneaded it like dough under my palm, squeezing and releasing, exposing her asshole and maybe her pussy every time, had I been at the right angle to see between her legs. 
 
    My eyes shifted to the blonde, who had her arm around Emma almost protectively.  I leaned forward and touched my lips to hers.  The luxurious feel of her mouth was only accentuated by the fact that I knew she wasn’t interested in men.  There was no way she’d let me do this if she was awake, or if Ava hadn’t worked her magic over the past week.  How many guys had wanted to get her in the sack and failed?  Was it even common knowledge around the school that she was a lesbian? 
 
    That fact didn’t even matter anymore, this little teen was going to get her first cock in the pussy in the very near future, even though she had probably planned to never even touch one.  With that thought I stood again to undress and then join the ranks of naked people in my bed after retrieving a tube of lubricant from my bedside table. 
 
    After climbing back on the bed I shuffled over and straddled Emma’s upper legs, my hard cock twitching with excitement over her shapely ass every time my heart thudded in my chest.  Without my hand pulling her ass cheeks apart her asshole and pussy were still hidden to me, but I opened the tube and squeezed a generous amount at the spot where the crack of her ass met the twin creases at the bottom of her cheeks and the top of her legs. 
 
    Placing the lubricant carefully aside I reached down with my left hand and with fingers and thumb on either side of her ass, spread her apart again, seeing the reservoir of lubricant seep downwards as more area became available.  Through the clear jelly I saw the pale pink of her virgin pussy lips, a sight she had planned on saving for her hypothetical new husband on her hypothetical wedding night.  What a waste of valuable fucking-time that would have been. 
 
    I pushed my almost painfully hard cock downwards, wanting the first time Emma had a man touch her pussy to be done with an engorged erection, to use her tight tunnel for the pleasure it was made to give.  Like a high diver, my swollen head dipped through the pool of lubricant before nuzzling up against the sleeping girl’s slit. 
 
    The sensation of a fat cock pushing her labia aside must have been so out of the ordinary for Emma that even through the haze of sedation she squirmed weakly.  I kept pushing forward until her wonderfully tight lips were stretched over almost the entirety of my mushroom tip and I felt my stiff dick pressing against the evidence of her virginity.  Emma moaned sleepily but became still again after a moment. 
 
    I leaned over the passed out valedictorian candidates, taking the weight of my upper body on my left elbow, interlacing my fingers with Emma’s.  With my right hand I reached around until I could slip it under the sleeping body of Abigail and I was cupping her tiny breast.  Her nipple was fully erect, pressing stiffly into my palm.  The moans being elicited via Emma’s violation must have made it through to Abigail’s dreams, or she was still turned on from before she fell asleep halfway through taking advantage of Emma. 
 
    I could feel Emma’s purity ring between my fingers and held on to her hand tightly as I drove my well lubricated cock into her unaware body until my pelvis met her ass with a slapping sound.  Emma yelped and bucked, but with the combined weight of Abigail and myself on top of her, she wasn’t going anywhere.  While she struggled, I pinched and rolled Abigail’s nipple between my finger and thumb. 
 
    “Mmmm, Emma,” she groaned in her sleep. 
 
    I guessed she had wanted to fuck the brunette as much as I did.  When Emma calmed down again I began slowly sawing my cock in and out of her tight little slit, while continuing to massage and tweak Abigail’s sensitive pink tip. 
 
    Emma’s brow furrowed and she appeared to be clenching her jaws shut as I fucked her.  Holding her hand even tighter I began fucking her harder, pounding the virgin more roughly than any virgin would willingly be pounded, and turned my head to resume kissing Abigail even as I continued groping her tit. 
 
    I was bordering on sensory overload, taking my pleasure from the two passed out schoolgirls under me.  I closed my eyes and focused on the tactile perfection of their bodies.  Emma’s ass was the ultimate cushion for my relentless thrusts, mitigating the impact every time I bottomed out in her newly deflowered pussy, which hugged my cock with youthful tightness. 
 
    Abigail’s tiny tit was perfect on her lithe gymnast’s body, and I relished kissing her deeply, caressing her with my tongue where no man had been before, and perhaps no man would be after.  Releasing Emma’s hand I snaked my own under her body to cup her breast, again it was probably smaller than average but just right on her petite frame. 
 
    With my hands on the bare chests of two sleeping virgins I began jack hammering Emma’s pussy as hard as I possibly could, bringing a grimace to the unconscious teen’s face as the sensation of her virginity being roughly fucked away seeped through her sleeping mind.  After several minutes of sustained pounding a different look spread across Emma’s face and I noticed a warm flush was spreading across her features. 
 
    With an almost surprised-sounding sigh, I felt her pussy convulsing around my cock as I ravaged her.  Emma shuddered under Abigail and myself, her left hand gripping the sheets of my bed tightly as her first cock-powered orgasm rocked her body and her abused pussy gushed fluids around my pumping shaft.  It was all I could do to not add my own cum to the mix, the knowledge of how roughly I had fucked Chloe’s little sister to orgasm alone was almost enough to do the job for me. 
 
    When Emma finally lay panting and spent under my still-thrusting cock I decided to give Abigail a taste of the pussy she had apparently been lusting after all week, and for God only knows how long beforehand.  However, I wasn’t going to serve it up quite how she would have fantasised. 
 
    I extracted my cock from Emma’s violated slit and saw it was thickly coated with our combined juices, glistening in the light of my bedroom.  I moved over until I was kneeling by the two girls’ faces, Abigail’s still poised peacefully over the more strained-looking Emma’s. 
 
    Hooking a thumb behind Abigail’s bottom teeth, I pulled her jaw downwards, opening her mouth.  Past the glossy pink lips I could see the deeper pink that I had already explored with my tongue.  When her lips were parted enough I grasped my cock with my other hand and aimed it at the gap I had created.  I slid the head straight over her lips and across her tongue, giving her the flavour of virgin pussy she had so craved, delivered on a generous serving of cock. 
 
    Abigail’s lips squeegeed a considerable amount of the slickness off my hard rod, which dribbled down her cheek before dropping onto Emma’s sleeping face, splattering her with her own defiled pussy juices mixed in with the pre-cum from the cock that had done the defiling.  This additional make-up turned her image from abused-innocent-virgin to wanton-slut at the drop of a hat. 
 
    However, I had little time to ponder that, instead I was captivated by the sight of Abigail’s lips approaching the base of my cock as I slowly thrust it forward.  She may have never wrapped her mouth around a dick before and that was another great waste of a precious natural resource.  She was a born cock sucker, when I felt the fat head of my cock hit the back of her throat it opened up with little resistance and before I could say ‘face fuck a lesbian’ my balls were resting on her chin and I couldn’t get any more rigid length into her if I tried. 
 
    I held her head still with both hands and began to thrust in and out of the sleeping blonde’s throat, letting her breathe between each stroke so I wouldn’t have to take any extended breaks to allow a half-choked teen pant for air, having learned from previous experience.  Saliva and pre-cum began flowing freely out of Abigail’s mouth, adding to the mess on Emma’s face. 
 
    They both looked like little sex goddesses, one getting her face covered in bodily fluids, the other taking my big dick deep in her throat like a champ.  I thrust my length in and out of Abigail for as long as I felt I could hold myself back.  A load of semen as big as I had saved up needed a pussy, and I had decided that Abigail’s was the one to take honours. 
 
    I pulled my cock out of Abigail’s throat and smeared it across Emma’s lips before climbing over the sleeping pair and adjusting Abigail’s hips so her lower body was now facing down just like Emma’s.  Unlike the brunette, Abigail’s pussy peeked out from between her legs and I was too far gone to consider pausing for lubrication, the combined slickness from Emma’s pussy, Abigail’s mouth and my pre-cum would have to suffice. 
 
    For the second time of the night I aimed my cock at a pussy that had never known the pleasure of a hard cock.  When Abigail’s pussy lips caressed my tip I knew I wouldn’t last long, having been at the brink for some time already.  I slammed the entire length into the passed out teen, feeling no resistance of a hymen.  I supposed even though she was a lesbian she must have pleasured herself with a dildo at some stage, or perhaps it had been popped as a result of her gymnastics.  Either way, it didn’t matter because I was in no mood to hold back on her. 
 
    I began fucking her with no consideration towards slowly building up pace, my pelvis slapping against her ass over and over again at a frantic tempo.  I bore the weight of my upper body down on her as she bucked in reaction to the sudden and forceful invasion of her most private depths. 
 
    Eventually she calmed down and I was able to drive into her with a sustained rhythm, feeling my orgasm building with each stroke.  The pleasure was incredible, rivalled only by the sense of pressure I felt welling up from somewhere deep inside me.  I had the fleeting thought that I hoped I wasn’t about to have a heart attack or explode before ecstasy of immeasurable intensity washed over me and I felt the first gigantic spurt of cum blast the inside of Abigail’s women-only pussy. 
 
    A voice whispered in my mind ‘I claim this land for all mankind’ as an utter torrent of semen was unleashed inside the sleeping lesbian.  I gripped her shoulders and drove my cock as deep into her as possible, spurting cum every time I bottomed out until I was utterly spent and I collapsed on top of the two girls, letting my hands roam over both of their bodies as I slowly softened inside Abigail. 
 
    At last, breath caught, I decided it was shower time for me and climbed off the bed, glancing back at the thoroughly abused pair of beautiful schoolgirls one more time before washing myself under the refreshing warm water.  When I got out and dried off I realised I had a slight dilemma on my hands.  Where was I going to sleep? 
 
    Emma and Abigail were exactly where I had left them in my bed, Abigail still looking like she had passed out in the early stages of molesting her valedictorian rival.  Emma’s purity ring shone in the light and I had an idea.  I slipped it off her finger and deposited it inside Abigail’s creampied pussy.  I figured Abigail would probably have a pretty good time if Emma wanted to retrieve it… and I wanted to be there when it happened. 
 
    I positioned both girls under the covers on each side of the bed before climbing in between them and placing one of each of their hands on my cock and balls before drifting towards sleep.  What a great life. 
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    My wife is an angel. She keeps the house clean, cooks me dinner, and is a total joy to hang out with. I seriously wish we had the money to afford a housekeeper, just to help her out, because she just does so much for me. On top of all that, she's a tiger in the sack. She has even talked about giving me the threesome I've always wanted. My wife really does give me everything that I want. 
 
    Well, almost everything. 
 
    My wife graduated from college a year ago into the worst economy in history. Whereas I was able to get a job right away when I graduated five years ago, this recession has made it impossible to find even entry level work. Every day she sent out at least a dozen resumes, and most days she didn't get even a single response back. 
 
    When I suggested that now might be the perfect time to start a family, she balked at it. 
 
    "I will not be your Suzy Housewife forever," she had said. "In fact, when I get a job, I'll probably hire a maid to take care of the place. What I really want is to start a career. Ask me in a couple years and I'll think about it." 
 
    I didn't want to wait a couple years. I really loved kids. On top of that, she had adverse reactions to birth control, so I was forced to wear a condom every time we had sex. I hated using them. The sensation was always dulled. I wanted to have sex without a piece of latex between us and I didn't want to wait to be a father. We were lucky enough to be the only couple our age to be financially secure enough to really afford kids, and I wanted to be young enough to play with my kids. 
 
    One night, while we were watching a TV show, some babies came on. She looked over at me and said, "Look how cute and little they are!" I thought this might be my chance. 
 
    "If we were to have children, I guarantee they'd be cuter than those," I said, looking lovingly into her eyes. 
 
    For a moment, she seemed to melt. I thought that we would make love right there, conceive our first child right there on the floor in front of the TV. That moment passed, though. She hardened back up. 
 
    "I told you to ask in a couple years, Harry," she said. She turned back to the TV, and I dropped the subject. 
 
    A few days later, I caught her on myFace, looking at a profile from one of her friends from high school. All of the friend's pictures were of her kids, and Anna was smiling while looking through them. They looked adorable, and I wanted to sweep her off her feet and carry her to the bedroom. I approached behind her, but she heard me coming, and quickly closed the Internet browser. The moment was over. 
 
    Anna started to get more and more stressed out about not having a job, to the point where she was having difficulty sleeping. She said that while I was at work and she had finished cleaning up, she would nap the whole day away sometimes, and then be up all night watching infomercials. We decided to go to the doctor. 
 
    While we were at the doctor's office, there were a couple of kids playing in the waiting room, no more than 3 years old. Anna watched the kids with a smile on her face as the kids ran around and played with all the toys. She put her hand on mine. 
 
    I whispered in her ear, "Some day, I know you'll make an excellent mother." 
 
    She smiled and leaned her head against my shoulder. "Some day," she agreed. I didn't press the issue any further. I just watched the kids play. 
 
    ***** 
 
    "Your test results just came back in," the doctor said. "I don't see anything abnormal. You did say you were stressed though, right?" 
 
    Anna nodded her head while I held her hand. 
 
    The doctor continued. "Normally I might prescribe an anti-depressant, but I think you just need a few good nights' sleep and you'll be right as rain." 
 
    He punched some numbers into a computer, then printed out a prescription and signed it. "The pharmacist will fill you in on the details of the medicine, but I want to give you an extra warning. The side effects of this medicine are very similar to narcolepsy. Make sure you never drive after taking this, and make sure your husband can carry you to bed, or at least make sure you are comfortable, because you could fall asleep anywhere, at any time after taking this." 
 
    Anna and I both nodded. We were both so happy that she was finally going to be able to get the sleep she needed that we promptly forgot about the doctor's warning. 
 
    ***** 
 
    That night, everything worked out great. Anna took her pill, and fell asleep almost instantly on the couch, curled up against me. I smiled and carried her off to bed, going to sleep myself a couple hours later. I didn't feel her stir all night, and we woke up at the same time the next morning. She said she hadn't slept that well in years, and I could tell she was in a better mood already. I went to work as usual and she stayed home, cleaning the house and sending out resumes. Knowing that she was having a good start to her day made my day that much better. I was excited to see what kind of mood she was in when I got home. 
 
    "How was your day?" Anna asked as I walked in the house. 
 
    I smiled. She hadn't asked how my day had been in a while. "Oh, you know, same as every day at the office. How was your day?" 
 
    She smiled. "I got so much done today. I'm really liking how I feel after taking the sleeping medicine," she said. 
 
    I smiled too. A happy wife makes for a happy husband. She had prepared dinner for us, so we sat down to eat. Immediately following the delicious meal, she popped the pill in her mouth, and we went to the living room to watch TV. 
 
    After a minute, she looked up at me. "What do you think about us going to the club this weekend? I have a new dress that I'd like to show off." 
 
    I smiled at her. "You are feeling chipper, aren't you?" 
 
    She shrugged. "It's just that we've talked about finding another girl or couple before, and I thought that while I'm unemployed would be the perfect time." 
 
    My erection sprang up, and I said, "Yeah, that sounds great. I look forward to it." 
 
    I think I had missed the part where she was thinking about sex, because soon, she started rubbing my leg as she lay against me on the couch. She was going higher and higher up my leg, and I knew that was her little signal that she wanted to fuck. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" I asked. 
 
    She made an exaggerated yawn, obviously fake. "I'm so sleepy. I think you need to carry me to bed," she said, smiling widely. 
 
    I put my arms under her legs and her back and lifted her up, lovingly sweeping her into my arms to carry her into the bedroom. She put her hands around the back of my neck, giving me a kiss as I carried her. I set her on the bed gently. She was so lovely laying there. 
 
    She yawned again, this time pushing her tits together as she did it. She really was trying to turn me on, I thought. She didn't need to try. I was already ready to fuck her brains out. 
 
    "I'm so tired, husband. Will you help me get my clothes off?" she asked, a coy smile on her lips. 
 
    "Yes, wife," I replied. She was just wearing a white tank top and a pair of sweats. Pretty standard for the days when she didn't plan on leaving the house. Her shirt was already riding up a little, and her sexy belly was exposed. I began to kiss her belly button, slowly pulling her shirt up to reveal more of her body. 
 
    She lay there, eyes open but perfectly still, smiling down at me. I pulled up more, revealing her tits. They were full and perky, perfect in my eyes. Everything about my wife was perfect to me. 
 
    After I pulled her shirt off over her head, I moved my hands to grab at her breasts, taking each nipple in my mouth. She began to writhe a little on the bed, her hand going to her clit, rubbing it over her sweats. I loved when she did that, turning herself on even more. Tonight was definitely going to be a fun night. 
 
    I moved my hands down to her sweats, pulling them down a little bit so she could play with herself better. When I moved my own hand down there, I frowned, a little puzzled. I quickly sat up, looking down at her, then looking back at her face with a sheepish grin. 
 
    She bit her lip, smiling. "I told you. I got a lot done today." 
 
    I'll say, I thought. I looked down at her pussy. I could see under her underwear, and where normally there was quite a bit of pubic hair, she had taken the time to shave herself bare. I could no longer contain myself. My wife squealed as I grabbed her sweats and roughly pulled them off, then knelt between her legs. 
 
    I kissed around the outside of her panties, looking up at her. She was smiling down at me, but as I moved my lips to kiss her clit through her underwear, she leaned back and closed her eyes, still smiling. Her hands went to her nipples, touching them softly. 
 
    I gently pulled her panties to the side, finally seeing her bare pussy. Completely hairless, she had done a great job of shaving it. I stuck my tongue out, gingerly licking it. It was as delicious as my wife's pussy had ever been. With her first moan, I lost control, burying my face in her. I licked all around her opening, slowly working my way up. 
 
    As soon as I touched her clit with my tongue, I heard another moan. I roughly pulled her panties to the side and flicked my tongue against her clit, quickly and rhythmically. I felt her tense and relax, tense and relax. I could hear whimpers from her as I continued to slowly but surely bring her towards orgasm. 
 
    Soon, I felt her hips arch. Goosebumps erupted all over her skin, and I continued with that intense pace. I could feel her pussy clenching and relaxing, and soon I heard a cry from my wife, practically a scream. I had never heard her orgasm like this before. It was so unbelievably hot. 
 
    As she relaxed back down off her orgasm, I got up, quickly moving to my dresser. It was where I kept the condoms and lube, and she always knew what it meant when I went over there. On my way over there, I pulled off my shirt. My pants and underwear came off quickly, and I hopped in place to remove my socks. I knew she was probably laughing at me on the bed, but I didn't care. I had to have her, as quick as possible. 
 
    I grabbed a condom out and turned around, my cock hard as a rock. As I opened up the condom wrapper, I looked over at her. She still had her hands on her tits, but her eyes were closed. She was pretending to sleep. 
 
    Okay. I could play along. "Oooh, look how sexy my sleeping wife is over there. I'm going to do naughty things to her while she sleeps." 
 
    No reaction. 
 
    I put the ring of the condom against my dick, unrolling it. "Yep. Gonna get to do whatever I want to her, now that she's asleep." 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I went back to the bed, dragging her body to the edge of the bed. She was convincing alright, her dead weight having no reaction to my pull. I rubbed my condom-wrapped cock against her panties, trying to excite her. 
 
    I finally got a response. She began to snore softly. 
 
    Unbelievable, I thought to myself. Did she really just fall asleep? 
 
    I decided to test it. I reached up and grabbed one of her boobs, squeezing lightly. Nothing. I massaged it, a little harder than I should, and still got no response. 
 
    There's only one way to be completely sure. I grabbed her panties at the top and pulled them down her legs, and she didn't resist at all. In fact, I had to struggle to get them off, something she never let me do because she didn't want me to stretch out the waistband. 
 
    I sighed. Might as well drag her back up into the bed and put a blanket on her. I was sure we'd have a good laugh about it in the morning. I pulled the condom off, throwing it in the trash. At least I don't have to wear one of those when I'm having sex with myself, I thought. 
 
    I was about to pull her back up on the bed when I looked at her bare pussy. A sheen of moisture was all over it, even dripping a little bit out of her opening and onto the bed. She never gets that horny, I thought. 
 
    I weighed my options. She had wanted it so bad, and so did I. Plus, I had wanted to have sex with my wife without a condom for so long now. 
 
    I acted without hesitation. I picked up one of her legs and put it on my shoulder, then straightened the rest of her body on the bed. I looked down at my cock with no condom on, no protection, no layer of insensitivity between man's penis and woman's vagina. I grew even harder, and as I pushed in, my wife's wet pussy lips spread open. 
 
    I moaned a little. I hadn't had bareback sex in years now, and it felt just as good as I remembered it. I looked down at my wife. Her arms had fallen to her sides, but she seemed to be lightly gripping the sheets. I recognized what that meant; she was having a good time. 
 
    For a moment I wondered what she could be dreaming about. Was it sex? Was it with me? If it wasn't, did I care? 
 
    I looked down again. All I cared about was the way her sweet canal was hugging my cock, the soft way she writhed, the way her hands bunched up the sheets. She was so lovely underneath me. My darling wife. 
 
    I continued to pound into her pussy. Her leg started to pull off of my shoulder, and I figured it was starting to get tired, so I let it down. She laid on her side, my cock still within her, so I kept thrusting within her. With her legs closed like that, it felt fantastic on my dick. She felt so tight I could barely believe it. 
 
    She continued to writhe in front of me, now digging the side of her face into the soft sheets. She looked so angelic as I used her sleeping body. Her tits pushed together on the bed, jiggling gently with every thrust of mine. 
 
    I was getting excited. I wanted this experience to never end, but I knew that at any moment she could wake up and my fun would be over. I decided that I wanted to cum more than I wanted to fuck her sleeping body until she woke up. 
 
    I turned her over, getting her all the way onto the bed as far as I could. This took some effort on my part, but I managed to get her head on the pillow, face down but still able to breathe. One of her arms flopped off the bed but there was nothing I could do about that. Then, I took my pillow and pushed it under her body, pulling her hips up so that she'd be at the perfect angle. 
 
    I looked at my sleeping angel wife, and my cock grew even harder. I positioned myself behind her and on top of her, spreading her ass cheeks open with my hands. Again, I noticed she was still dripping wet, turned on by the sensations or whatever dream she was having. I pushed myself inside of her pussy, feeling her tighten around my cock. 
 
    She hardly ever let me fuck her in this position, probably because I always came so quick. Now, looking at her beneath me, her firm ass hugging my cock, her breasts squashed underneath her and overflowing to her sides, her hands again clenching against the sheets, it was too much to bear. 
 
    I heard her begin to moan, and her entire body seemed to tense up. I knew I was hitting a spot inside her, and kept going at the same rhythm and pace. My own pleasure was soaring, and I could feel myself ready to blow. I heard a whine come from her, her mouth still closed so it sounded like a whimper. Her eyes squeezed shut even more. 
 
    As soon as I felt the first contraction on my cock, I felt the liquid rush within me. I shot like a shotgun inside of her, scattering my seed all over her pussy. Her own orgasm sucked the semen in, drawing it into her body and closer to her fertile eggs. I pumped again and again, filling her to the point where it was leaking out around my cock. It felt so good, I never wanted it to end. 
 
    Eventually, my orgasm subsided. I pulled out and quickly grabbed a tissue. I managed to clean up most of the mess around her pussy as she continued to writhe, still having her wonderful dream. 
 
    I pulled the blanket around her and tucked her in, arranging her on the bed so her arm was no longer hanging off. I kissed her behind the ear, and once again admired her angelic face. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I ended up sleeping next to her, and she snuggled up next to me. I woke up once during the night, cleaned up the new mess she had made, and went back to bed. 
 
    When I woke up, she wasn't in bed. I staggered to the kitchen, where she was cooking me breakfast. When she saw me, her face turned beet red. 
 
    "Sorry I fell asleep on you last night, that medication really is something," she said. 
 
    I smiled. "Don't worry about it," I said. 
 
    She blushed some more. "If it's any consolation, you did give me some really vivid dreams last night." 
 
    "Oh? Tell me what I did," I said. 
 
    She bit her lip and turned even more red. "Who says it was you in the dream? Who says it was even about a guy?" 
 
    I laughed. I could deal with that. 
 
    ***** 
 
    That was the first and last time I had sleep sex with my wife. Every time she got in the mood, she didn't take her sleeping pill. In fact, she stopped taking her sleeping pill altogether a few weeks later, after her sleep schedule normalized. Soon enough, she found herself exhausted at all hours of the day. 
 
    We thought she was having an allergic reaction to the sleeping pills, similar to when she had had an allergic reaction to birth control. When we went to the doctor, they did the normal battery of tests. 
 
    The doctor finally came in to see us, holding Anna's test results. 
 
    "The good news is, there was no adverse reaction to the sleeping pills, but I am glad you're not taking them anymore," he said. 
 
    "Why is that?" I asked. 
 
    "Anna, you're pregnant." 
 
    My wife looked shocked. I didn't know what to say. What would she do? Would she blame me? Would she ask me what I did to her while she slept? Would she want to keep it? 
 
    I slowly looked up at her, unsure of what to say. When I looked at her face, I found it impossible to read. She looked at me the same way. We kept looking at each other this way for the longest five seconds of my life. 
 
    Then, I thought about our little boy or girl, running around and playing, and I couldn't help it. I broke into a huge smile. Anna smiled too, and immediately reached out and hugged me. "Oh Harry, we're going to need some help if we're going to start a family!" 
 
    Many tears of happiness were shed in that office and many more over the next nine months. As I sit here now with my baby boy sleeping on me while I write this story, I know I made the right choice. She never figured out how it happened, but she still blushes when I ask her about her dreams. 
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    When it rains it pours, as the saying goes, meaning everything happens at once. After desperately sending her resume out to prospective employers for an entire year, trying to get her career started, my wife got pregnant when I had my way with her after she fell unconscious under the influence of her sleeping pills. 
 
    Thankfully, the mere news that she was expecting brought out the inner-mother in her and before I knew it she was happily nesting. Months raced by while she was deciding on colors for the baby’s room, laying out little t-shirts on her swelling tummy when we went out shopping, and so on. She was adorable. 
 
    I was overjoyed with the news too, and slipped happily into fatherhood when Trystan arrived. I thought we were settling into a comfortable little life when an email was sent to Anna, my wife, out of the blue. After getting no response for over a year, the human resources department of one of the companies she had sent her resume to had decided they just had to interview Anna for her dream job. 
 
    Anna was torn, having completely changed her tune on her feelings of being a ‘Suzy Housewife’ when her and the little one first locked eyes on each other. We talked about it at length and finally decided that I would take a day off work to look after our recently-weaned baby and she should go to the interview, because if she didn’t she’d always wonder what would have happened and maybe foster some kind of resentment. 
 
    The day of the interview came and I waved at Anna out the front door as she left, before dealing with the first Force-Five-Code-Brown of the day and trying to find some happy medium between keeping the baby entertained, fed and well-rested while dealing with the mountain of housework that seemed to have piled up overnight while we slept. 
 
    We sort of expected that the interview wouldn’t lead to anything, Anna having been out of the workforce for so long and never having a position that utilized her degree at all, but she’s a sharp one, my girl, and I knew she’d kept completely up to date with every change and new development in her field so there was a chance they might like her. 
 
    When the front door clicked I realized I’d been dozing, our son precariously balanced asleep on my chest as I lay on my back on the couch. Anna walked into the living room and looked down on us with the biggest ‘awwwww’ expression I’d ever seen on her face as I blinked up at her sleepily. 
 
    “How are my boys?” She whispered 
 
    “Everything that I cleaned is dirty,” I summed up. 
 
    Anna left the room to stifle a laugh in the hallway before coming back in. 
 
    “The interview went really well, they’re going to get back to me next week if I got the job. Then you can help me write the rejection email when they lowball me, like we planned.” 
 
    I was so proud of her… but so exhausted. It was kind of a relief that Trystan chose that moment to wake up and make a sound eerily like ‘mummy’ before farting and crying. She picked him up and before I knew it I was sound asleep again. 
 
    Over the course of the next week I prepared my wittiest ripostes for the email I was writing in my head, the one Anna and I had agreed to write to every job offer that didn’t make us feel like we had won the lottery. She just valued her time with Trystan too much to give it up for anything but the dream job combined with the dream remuneration package. 
 
    When I came home one evening I found there was no home-cooked meal ready for me. Instead, my incredible wife looked to have decided some kind of celebration was in order, a bottle of wine was sitting in a bucket of ice and food appeared to have been recently delivered, still steaming hot. 
 
    “Trystan is spending the night at my Mom’s,” she said. 
 
    “Well, that’s cause for celebration,” I began. 
 
    “There’s a better one, have a look at that email over there.” 
 
    Anna’s laptop was open on the kitchen counter and I bent over it to see the finer details of what had got her so excited, I knew as soon as she said ‘email’ that it had to be something amazing about the job she’d applied for. My left eyebrow rose. My right eyebrow rose. My jaw dropped. 
 
    It was an impossibly good deal. If she accepted it then her starting salary would be more than what I was making, she’d get a company car, better insurance and a performance based bonus that I knew Anna would be able to blow out of the water. 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    “That’s what I said!” 
 
    I picked her up and spun her around, setting her back down on the floor before we hurt ourselves. 
 
    “How do people celebrate when their household income more than doubles overnight?” I asked. 
 
    “So you’re sure I should take it? You don’t mind?” 
 
    “Mind? I’m so proud of you, baby.” 
 
    Anna hugged me as if she’d been worried about my reaction and I held her tight. 
 
    “The only thing is, what do we do about Trystan? Your Mom can’t have him all day every day, the other ladies at the bingo hall would send out a search party.” 
 
    “This offer really is too good to pass up, and I told you when I first got pregnant that we were going to need help if I went back to work. The funny thing is, on our way back from young sir’s afternoon nap in his stroller I picked up this flyer from the noticeboard on campus advertising an au pair program that some company is running in partnership with the college.” 
 
    “Oh… pear?” 
 
    “Au pair, you uncultured swine. It’s like a live-in nanny, she’ll take care of the housework too.” 
 
    “That sounds expensive, can we…” 
 
    Anna tapped the laptop screen and I had to shut up, but it was difficult to think at our new level of income, it had been sprung upon me so suddenly. 
 
    “And anyway, it’s not all that expensive. Part of her payment is room and board, plus utilities. We’ve been wondering what to do with the spare room… I think it sounds like a good solution.” 
 
    “What does the college have to do with it? Some old lady wants to go back to school but needs somewhere close by to live so she can knit mittens for her classmates?” 
 
    “No, au pairs… you’ve really never heard of them? They typically come over from Europe somewhere, they’re college-age girls. I guess that’s another reason why they’re so reasonably priced.” 
 
    “Well, show me the flyer later. For now… the celebratin’!” 
 
    … 
 
    It was remarkably easy to arrange for our very own au pair and before we knew it there was a knock on the door announcing the arrival of Tamara Konstantinov. When Anna had shown me the flyer and I had visited the website I could hardly believe my eyes, all the girls looked like they should have been models instead of home help. However, even in the sea of beauties, Tamara stood out for both of us, though I thought maybe Anna was staying a bit more professional than I was, looking at her profile while I concentrated on the profile pictures. 
 
    Anna and I answered the door together and greeted the conservatively dressed young Russian who was to live with us. I was expecting clipped English with a heavy accent, but Tamara sounded more like a southern belle with just a hint of some unknown European flavor to her pronunciations, she had a truly intoxicating music to her speaking voice. 
 
    Tamara was eager to begin settling into her role as soon as possible so Anna showed the pretty young blonde to her room to drop off her luggage and then gave her a basic rundown of the various chores she’d be responsible for. My wife refused to let me show Tamara around the house because I didn't do the chores the way she liked them done. That was fine by me, I settled in to watch a baseball game while my beautiful wife gave a guided tour to the stunning teen. 
 
    Before I knew it, Anna joined me in the living room and picked up a book as delicious smells began emanating from the kitchen. 
 
    “She cooks,” Anna shrugged. 
 
    I shrugged back, but had to suppress a chuckle. We were far from rich, but it was certainly a change of lifestyle to have a full time household staff member. Anna zoned out the noise of the baseball game and immersed herself in her book for a while before Tamara appeared with an ice-cold beer in one hand like she was a mind reader. 
 
    She set it down on the coffee table in front of me, bending at the waist so I had an eyeful of firm teen ass in form-fitting tight jeans. I stammered my thanks and she smiled over her shoulder knowingly before walking behind Anna and beginning to give her a shoulder massage that turned the narrowed eyes of ‘you-stay-away-from-my-husband-you-hussy’ into relaxed eyes of ‘oh-god-you-can-have-him-just-never-stop.’ Wow… this girl was making a hell of a first impression. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate on the game with Tamara in the room. Even though she was clearly giving Anna the massage of a lifetime, she rarely took her gaze off me and I couldn’t help but undress the two of them with my eyes. What would the young blonde look like naked? 
 
    When Trystan decided to make it known to the world that his afternoon nap was finished, Anna went to get him. While my wife busied herself getting ready to take him for a walk and show Tamara some good places to go when the weather was nice it turned out it was my turn to get a massage. 
 
    I had to put my beer down lest the utter relaxation cause me to drop it on the floor and make a mess. It was a euphoric mixture of sensations, her hands kneading away at my shoulders, neck and head, her subtle perfume wafting around me and, most unexpected and exciting of all, how her firm teen tits pressed into the back of my head through her sweater, I could have sworn she wasn’t wearing a bra under it. 
 
    Floating in a cloud somewhere above my house, I felt Tamara’s arms wrap around my neck, her breath on my ear and then with a sudden increase in pressure, a series of cracks and pops rang out from my vertebrae before she let go. I sat there for a moment, not knowing if a KGB spy had just paralyzed me or whether this was the best I’d ever felt. It turned out it was the best I’d ever felt, I didn’t even want to move to thank her, I was so relaxed. 
 
    Yes indeed, it was a change of lifestyle but one I believed I was going to find very easy to get used to. Anna and Tamara appeared to become fast friends, spending a lot of time together in the few weeks before Anna’s new job began. As for me, I was being treated like a king. It had been such a long time since Anna had so much energy, she was back to her tigress-best in the sack and I was the envy of any of my friends who ever visited or laid eyes on Tamara because their wives would never let them have such an irresistible beauty in their house. 
 
    ‘Irresistible’ was a bit of a problem, I admit. The longer Tamara stayed in our house, the more blatant she was about wanting my cock. It started with making sure to bend at the waist to accentuate her ass and incidental body contact, and progressed to wearing ludicrously skimpy clothes whenever it was just her and I at home. One time she even wore nothing but a towel after she showered for over an hour, just vacuuming and dusting around me as if the bottom edge of her towel wasn’t a few inches from revealing her little pussy to me every time she bent even the slightest amount. 
 
    It was driving me crazy. I loved my wife, loved my family, but I felt like I had to either fuck her or send her away, she was just too much to resist forever. That’s why I was so relieved when Anna gave me the birthday present she did when we went out to our favorite restaurant. 
 
    We were sipping wine after dessert when she slid an envelope with my name on it across the table, a playful sparkle in her eye. I opened it eagerly, revealing a birthday card that had lots of love hearts on the front. A piece of green paper fell on to the table when I pulled the card out. I picked it up and read: 
 
    1 year Adult Pass to the Tamara Konstantinova Funhouse 
 
    “That’s going to take some explaining,” I said. 
 
    “Oh come on, don’t tell me you don’t want her as much as she wants you. We always talked about going out to find another partner for our bed. It turns out we have a willing partner living with us already” 
 
    “But, baby, I love you…” 
 
    “I love you to… that’s why I want you to be as happy as I am.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. Have you and her… you know?” 
 
    Anna’s deep blush was answer enough. I didn’t know what to say, the thought of what the two of them naked together was incredibly hot, but I couldn’t deny I felt a bit of jealousy too. A confusing kind of jealousy at that! I wasn’t sure whether I felt cheated on or whether I was envious of my wife having taken our au pair before I did. 
 
    Anna moved to the spare chair at our table and shuffled it closer, to whisper in my ear conspiratorially. 
 
    “I’ve seen the way you look at her, and I know you’re not so stupid to be oblivious to how she acts around you. I swear I could cut the sexual tension with a knife sometimes, she’s even asked me for permission. I want you to take this gift, Harry. You can do things to her I’d never let you do to me. She’s on birth control, so you can bareback her little pussy until the cows come home, she can deepthroat. And, Harry… she’ likes it rough. Slap her ass and she moans like a whore. You can do anything you…” 
 
    “OK! OK! Preaching to the choir, Anna, holy shit,” I whispered back, hardly believing the hot filth that was coming out of my wife’s mouth in the middle of this classy restaurant. 
 
    “So, I’ve got a girls night out with my co-workers this Friday. Mom can take Trystan. That leaves you and Tamara home alone. Unless you had other plans of course.” 
 
    “I’ll have to check my calendar. Don’t tell her I know, though, I think it’ll be more fun that way.” 
 
    “Happy Birthday, baby,” Anna kissed me and returned to her own chair. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was the longest two days of my life, waiting for Friday. I knew Anna hadn’t told Tamara about my “access all areas” pass, so our au pair was still acting flirty but coy. I, on the other hand, was acting somewhat more unrestrained. Whenever Anna’s back was turned I would grab Tamara’s ass as if sneaking a grope without my wife’s knowledge, then later on Anna and I fucked like rabbits when I told of the desperately horny, but wary, looks Tamara would give me. 
 
    Finally Friday rolled around and I raced home from work, cursing the bad traffic the entire time, knowing that when I arrived there would be no wife, no child, just a sexy little blonde teen that I could cum in and on to my heart’s content. I walked in the door and was greeted by the delightful smells of dinner that I’d become accustomed to since Tamara arrived. My place was set at the dinner table and Tamara was just setting down a plate of steaming food. 
 
    My God she looked sexy in her cropped shirt and shorts, I wanted to sweep everything off the table and take her right there, but somehow I restrained myself. Tamara opened the fridge and set a beer down beside my plate with a smile. 
 
    “I’ve already eaten, y’all enjoy that. I’m just going to have a shower and freshen up.” 
 
    Tamara placed one hand on the back of my chair, and leaned over until she could put the other hand on the seat between my legs, precariously close to my cock, bringing her face close to mine. 
 
    “Your wife is out late tonight, the little one is spending the night at his Grandmother’s. That’s interesting isn’t it?” 
 
    My eyes dipped down from her face to the deep cleavage she was showing me, then back up. It was hard to think with her so close, teasing me as much as I had teased her over the past couple of days. I leaned forward to kiss her but she pulled back before I could make contact, tracing her fingers up my leg and body as she stood and walked away. 
 
    I heard the shower turn on upstairs and tucked into my dinner, hardly even noticing what it tasted like as I daydreamed about how good it was going to feel to fuck my au pair. Tamara finished her shower at about the same time I finished my dinner, I heard the water turn off when I was putting my plate in the dishwasher. 
 
    I strolled to the living room to watch the news, to see what was going on in the world while I let my food settle. It was impossible to concentrate on anything, I felt like I’d been given a huge dose of some aphrodisiac and before I knew it I’d watched the entire program with a hard on. I wondered what Tamara was waiting for, I hadn’t wanted to disturb her while she was ‘getting ready’ but I had been on the edge of my seat for too long now. 
 
    The stairs creaked quietly under my weight as I climbed them. When I arrived at the top I saw that the bathroom light was still on, but the door was open. Peeking inside, I confirmed the room was empty, but Tamara had left her little bottle of birth control pills beside the sink, the bathmat and her clothes on the floor. This was totally out of character for the young girl, who had always been so meticulous about cleaning everything up the instant a mess was made. 
 
    I picked up the pill bottle and was about to put it back in the cabinet behind the mirror when I noticed the name on the label. It didn’t have Tamara’s name on it, it had Anna’s name. It didn’t say “Take Once Daily” it said “Take ONE (1) as needed to assist with sleep.” Was it possible that Tamara had taken one of Anna’s leftover sleeping pills instead of her birth control? On this day of all days? 
 
    I walked to the door of Tamara’s room, which was open just a crack, and knocked lightly. 
 
    “Tamara?” 
 
    No answer, so I waited for a moment and knocked again, slightly harder. The force of my knocking pushed the door open a little bit more and I could just see Tamara’s feet hanging off the edge of her bed. 
 
    “Tamara?” I called, a little louder. Still no response. 
 
    I gave the door a little shove and it swung all the way open. Sure enough, fast asleep on her bed was our au pair. The pills must have hit the teen girl hard and fast before she could even finish collecting all her things from the bathroom. I cursed the efficiency of modern pharmaceuticals and was about to close the door and let her sleep it off when I remembered how much fun I’d had with Anna that night she was asleep. 
 
    A brief debate on ethics was conducted inside my head, finally coming to the conclusion that it couldn’t hurt to just go in and have a look at the sleeping blonde, could it? I stepped through the door and walked over beside the bed to survey the beautiful features of our live-in babysitter. 
 
    Tamara had certainly worn some skimpy clothes in the time she’d been with us, but I’d never seen so much skin as I was at that moment. Before Tamara had collapsed on the bed she had apparently only had time to put on a pair of lacy white panties, with cute blue frills. Her smooth and taut teen skin curved in all the right places, drawing my eyes all over her perfect body. 
 
    The white material of her panties converged between her ass cheeks and then disappeared between her legs, hiding her pussy from my probing eyes. She had managed to get into a comfortable looking position before passing out, resting peacefully on her side, almost in the recovery position except for the one arm bent under her head and under the pillow. 
 
    Tamara’s other arm was draped almost protectively across her breasts, which obscured their pink tips from view as well. I scanned her entire body, always returning to the tantalizing swell of her breasts against her arm, before licking my lips and sitting beside her on the bed. The ethics debate that had been won with the assurance that I would only look was now forgotten. 
 
    The blonde girl didn’t react at all as the bed shifted under my weight, continuing to breathe quietly and evenly. My heart was pounding in my chest as I reached out for her arm, grabbing it by the elbow and wrist. I carefully moved it out of the way and feasted my eyes upon Tamara’s breasts for the first time, watching as they rose and fell with each sleeping breath. 
 
    For such a slim girl her breasts were remarkably full and squashed together creating deep cleavage due to the fact she was sleeping on her side. Each one was tipped with a small pale-pink nipple that practically called out for me to touch. I remembered just how potent my wife’s pills were and knew I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from fucking this teen just the way Anna had said I should. 
 
    I placed one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder, rolling the unconscious girl on to her back. This brought both of her breasts into full view, but sadly made her cleavage disappear. I straddled her stomach and, pausing only for a second to savor the moment I made contact, I cupped both of her tits in my hands, squashing them together again. 
 
    My God did she feel good, I hadn’t had my hands on a pair of teen tits since my wife and I were teenagers. I stroked her nipples with my thumbs as I kneaded her ample chest, watching and feeling as they grew stiff and began to poke out. When they were hard enough I added pinching to my repertoire, my hands explored every last inch of her breasts. 
 
    I felt like I’d been dealing with a constantly hard cock for weeks on end at this point and I was desperate for the release of fucking this little blonde. I pinched both of her nipples and pulled them outwards as I stood to undress, finally releasing them and watching as her breasts snapped back into perfect shape. 
 
    My clothes were off in record time and I jumped back on the bed with enthusiasm, pushing Tamara’s legs open as I settled my body on top of her. I felt the heat of her sex radiating out on the shaft of my cock as I ground it lightly against her and her breasts pressed firmly into my chest. I stared down at her serene face, closer than I ever had before, admiring her fine European features. 
 
    With one hand I caressed the length of her body from knee to shoulder before wrapping her arms around my neck as if she was embracing me. I touched my lips to hers and gradually forced them apart to I could caress her tongue with my own. She tasted so fresh, so clean and full of youth, as I kissed her deeper and deeper. 
 
    I remembered what Anna had said about Tamara being able to deepthroat, still slightly disbelieving about the conversations they must have had, and felt my cock twitch at the thought of being balls-deep in the passed out blonde’s face. Reluctantly, I pulled back from the kiss with a wet smacking sound and sat up. After shuffling backwards down the bed I hooked my arms around both of her legs and pulled her downwards to create some space at the top of the mattress. 
 
    With some difficulty I managed to stuff a pillow under her shoulders, which effectively made her head loll backwards so she was facing the top of the bed upside down and caused her mouth to gape open, giving easy access to her throat. Admiring how the position made her tits jut upwards proudly, I circled around, settling myself at the top of the bed with one knee on either side of Tamara’s head. 
 
    My cock stood over the sleeping au pair’s face intimidatingly, twitching with each excited heartbeat. I leaned forward, planting a hand on the bed to each side of her hips, watching as my cock aligned with her open mouth. With each of her steady breaths I could feel a puff of warm air on the tip of my cock, and I groaned in anticipation when I saw a droplet of pre-cum fall off the end and land on her cheek before dribbling upwards towards her eye like a reverse-teardrop. 
 
    I slowly thrust forward with my hips watching as the very tip of my cock disappeared between the slippery cushions of her lips before they made contact. The hot and wet feel of her tongue was heavenly when my hard dick touched upon it, licking the upper part of my cock head as it slid inexorably towards the back of her throat. 
 
    When my swollen head found some resistance, Tamara started squirming in her sleep. She may have been able to deepthroat when she could prepare herself for it, but being effectively caught by surprise seemed to be a different story. My dick was entirely inside her mouth, and her tongue lashed around wildly trying to eject the invader, but there was nothing she could do. 
 
    I forced the sleeping blonde down with my upper body, feeling her breasts pressing into my stomach as her tongue continued to swirl around my shaft in an attempt to dislodge me. I reached around her legs with my hands and grabbed her ass cheeks before thrusting forward with my hips again, driving my cock into her throat and groaning in ecstasy as I felt the increased tightness sliding all around my length as I advanced. 
 
    I shut my eyes and relished the feeling of the violated teen’s throat squeezing my cock as I held myself in place, deep inside her. She lacked the coordination to push me away and soon relaxed again as I began rhythmically fucking her face, feeling my balls swing against her nose every time I bottomed out in her. 
 
    When I opened my eyes I was staring directly at her lacy white panties, which were bare inches from my face. I pulled my cock from her throat into her mouth and leaned to one side, feeling the abused teen panting for breath underneath me, so I could push her panties down with one hand. 
 
    In one swift motion her panties were around her knees and I had front row seats for a close up observation of one of the most beautiful pussies I’d ever laid eyes on. Tamara’s slit was devoid of any hair, its perfection unconcealed. Delicate folds of skin curved inwards to a pink slit that looked slightly moist already, with the small bump of her clit peeking out over the top. 
 
    Gently, I flicked my tongue across her sensitive button and felt a muffled moan vibrating around the head of my cock. I pulled her pussy lips wide apart and concentrated my flickering tongue on her clit, which drove her wild if the ever-increasing moans were anything to judge by. 
 
    With long strokes that had the head of my cock popping out into her mouth every time, I began to fuck her mouth again as I continued my unrelenting assault on her clit. Her pussy juices began to flow freely from her slit, leaking out and flooding over the crack of her ass, gradually making a wet patch on the bed. 
 
    Her moans were punctuated by deep thrusts of my shaft and began getting louder and louder between every stroke. Finally I felt the sleeping Russian shudder under me and a torrent of her natural lubricants gushed out from between her pulsating pussy lips. The moaning and licking at my cock was almost too much for me to bear and I thought I was going to cum straight down her throat. 
 
    With a reserve of willpower that I didn’t even think possible, I managed to hold myself back as the climaxing teen unknowingly almost brought forth my creamy load for her to swallow. When she settled down at last I pulled my cock out of her mouth and rolled to the side, catching my breath and feeling myself slowly recede from the brink of my own orgasm. 
 
    Tamara panted beside me, her breasts heaving beautifully due to her backwards-arched position. I had to find out what her pussy felt like squeezing my cock, I’d seen in minute detail just how wet she was, I knew she was as ready as she could possibly be in her sleep. 
 
    I adjusted the pillow to a more comfortable position for her, seeing the mess of saliva and pre-cum plastered all over her formerly pristine face, and maneuvered myself between her legs again after discarding her panties. When I slid my shaft between her sopping wet folds I felt Tamara attempt to close her legs, her brows furrowing in response to the unknown cock sliding over her clit. Thankfully she was still too dazed from the sleeping pills to coordinate any resistance, and after I had thrust my length along her pussy lips a few times I changed angles and pushed just the head into her entrance. 
 
    When I was safely embedded in the passed out au pair, I wrapped one arm around her shoulders and the other around her waist. I was about to fuck her as hard and fast as I could imagine her ever having been fucked before and I wanted a solid grip in case she struggled. 
 
    I kissed Tamara hard on her neck, intending to give her a love bite that might last a month, as I slammed my entire length into the teen girl, feeling her squirm under me. With such a firm grasp on the slender girl I was able to begin jack hammering into her with all the power I could muster, the slapping sound of my balls on her ass ringing out in her room. 
 
    “Daaaaa,” she groaned over and over again. 
 
    Her sleepy moans right in my ear spurned me on even harder and the whole world seemed to melt away, leaving nothing but me, my pounding cock and my Russian fuck doll. The whole bed shook with each vigorous thrust into her and I felt the slight wobble of her tits against my chest as I fucked her mercilessly. 
 
    It was such an incredible release, to be able to just take the pleasure I wanted from her, no slow build up, no fucking around, just rough pounding designed to get my cum into her pussy as quickly as possible. When her moans began escalating I was forewarned of the upcoming sensation of her quivering pussy squeezing at my cock, and I was so close to the edge of my own climax already that I held myself back to time it perfectly. 
 
    Tamara let out a great sigh of strained contentment and began to shudder again, I felt her youthful pussy muscles pulsate as if milking my cock and I was only too happy to go with the flow, grunting in ecstasy and driving my length into her as hard as I could one last time, sending my sperm as deep into her tunnel as possible, an absolute whitewash of her pussy. 
 
    We bucked and heaved together, my firm grip ensuring our groins were always perfectly aligned, until our respective orgasms ebbed away and the rest of the world swam back into focus. I looked at the sweaty cum-soaked mess that began the session as my pristine teenage au pair and gave her another kiss. Getting a live-in babysitter was the best decision Anna and I ever made, at that moment I was sure of it. 
 
    With extreme reluctance, I extracted my cock from the unconscious girl and stood up. I carefully draped her blankets over her so she wouldn’t get cold overnight and went to have a shower of my own before tidying up in the kitchen and going to bed. 
 
    It was about 3am when Anna joined me, waking me up to ask for details of my evening. She was surprised, to say the least, when I told her about Tamara not taking her birth control that night. 
 
    “You’re a brave man to bareback a fertile little teen like that when she’s screwed up her birth control.” 
 
    “To be honest, I didn’t really think about it… but what are the odds she’ll get pregnant?” 
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    Things were great around my house. A year ago, my wife Anna had given birth to our adorable son Trystan, and he filled me with joy. Seriously, every gurgle, every laugh, every wet diaper just made me want to have more. And Anna had been a champ, cleaning up his messes, taking care of him during the day, and being the best mom she could. The mystery of how she could have got pregnant had never come up since that first doctor's appointment, because as far as she knew, we always had sex with a condom on. 
 
    All except that one time she took her sleeping pill, fell asleep on the bed and I was unable to control myself. 
 
    A couple months ago my wife got a new job with a leading biotechnology firm, and our household salary doubled overnight. However, she was no longer able to take care of Trystan every day, and so we had to look for alternatives. The alternative that my wife had come up with had been perfect. I meant that in every sense of the word, Tamara was perfect. 
 
    Tamara Konstantinov. A lovely girl from Russia, she had waltzed into our lives so easily, so perfectly, it was almost unbelievable. She was a fantastic au pair for Trystan, a great cook, and sexy as hell. With her accent like a Southern Belle, she had charmed both my wife and I as if we were under a spell. The very first time she had given me a massage, I had melted in her hands. Every muscle in my body loosened, except one that grew noticeably harder. If I didn't love my wife so much, I would have taken what I wanted right then and there. 
 
    My wife apparently didn't have the same restraint. We had always talked about going to a club and picking up another girl or a couple together. Apparently she had took that to mean that she was free to sleep with a woman, and the two had begun a relationship. That hadn't been enough for the nymphomaniac Tamara, and she had continued to mercilessly flirt with me. I had tried and tried to stay faithful to my wife, but I knew I would reach the breaking point soon. 
 
    That's when my wife broke the news. She did it in the best way possible: by giving me permission to do whatever I wanted with the young au pair. I hadn't let on that I had permission, but I began to flirt back. When my wife left the house and Trystan went to his Grandmother's for the evening, Tamara and I were worked into a frenzy. She had left me to eat my dinner and take a shower, and I had thought of nothing but that tight, teenage body bouncing on me. 
 
    When I arrived upstairs, I noticed that she had taken one of my wife's sleeping pills instead of her birth control pills. When I saw her passed out on her bed, I had almost backed out. However, I knew how bad she wanted it. Once again I was too horny to control myself, and I had fucked her hard, coming deep inside her body. 
 
    She wouldn't get pregnant from just one time, I thought. She'd resume her birth control and this would be a fantastic relationship, all three of us getting along like a family. I slept like a baby, figuring my life couldn't get any better than this. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My wife arrived home the next day, very early in the morning. I left details sparse, but I figured I'd let her know in the morning. When I woke up I didn't see Tamara, but as I walked downstairs Anna was just coming in from a morning grocery store run. Anna looked more beautiful than usual, or maybe I was still euphoric from the previous night's events. 
 
    "Did you have fun last night?" she asked. I smiled and winked at her, and she knew exactly what I meant. "Where is Tamara?" 
 
    I hadn't seen her all morning. "I don't know, but I have a feeling she's still sleeping," I said with a smile. 
 
    Suddenly, Tamara walked down the stairs. I smiled broadly at her, but she didn't even make eye contact with me. Instead, she went straight to the baby. Trystan lit up as soon as he saw her, and eagerly climbed from his mommy's arms to his au pair's. She walked past me again, and again didn't make eye contact. 
 
    Surely she realized what had happened. Waking up with a pussy full of cum is supposed to be a pleasurable experience, and I knew she wanted it as badly as I had. I shrugged it off as her waking up on the wrong side of the bed and helped my wife with her bags. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It got worse. 
 
    First, Tamara stopped giving us massages in the evening. Instead, she played with Trystan on the ground. I enjoyed seeing her play with my kid, and she seemed to enjoy it. Again, however, she didn't even look at me. After dinner, she tucked Trystan in, went to her own bedroom, and shut the door firmly behind her. 
 
    The house remained clean, but she never seemed to clean when I was around. She started to dress less provocatively. I missed seeing those perky teen tits bounce around my house, her firm ass in the little skirts and shorts she used to wear. I offered to help her with dinner once, but she gave me half a smile and told me no thanks. 
 
    I didn't know what to do. I must have really pissed her off, I thought. Finally, one night in bed, Anna turned to me in bed. "What happened between you and Tamara? She hasn't been the same since the night I left you two alone. She's been avoiding me and I no longer feel like you have the same sexual tension." 
 
    What could I say? That I fucked her in her sleep? She would immediately know that I had fucked her in her sleep as well and that that's how she got pregnant. She might never forgive me. I shrugged. "I don't know, she seemed into it before," I said. 
 
    "Well, I have the day off tomorrow. I'm going to talk to her. I want the old Tamara back," she said. 
 
    "Sounds good," I said as I rolled over, wondering if this would be the last night I slept in this bed. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I spent the next day at work nervously biting my fingernails. It was a nasty habit, but I couldn't help myself. I was sure that my wife would find out what happened and then have a fit. I kept expecting to get a call as soon as she got the news. It was the longest day of my life. 
 
    I stopped at the bar on the way home and had a drink, being sure to tip the bartender extra. I thought that, if she did get the news, I'd be spending a lot more time here. 
 
    I walked up to the door and opened it, turning to close it... 
 
    "Hey, you're home!" The woman inside had her arms around me before I had even a chance to react, giving me a kiss on the lips. I closed my eyes and returned the kiss, running my hands up and down her sides. Her sides felt fantastic through her thin shirt, and I reached down to grab her ass. It was at the moment that I grabbed that tight ass that I noticed that I had to stoop farther than I usually do. The woman in front of me was shorter than I remembered my wife being. My eyes shot open, and I pulled back. Tamara looked sheepish as she bit her lower lip, looking as innocent as a schoolgirl. 
 
    I laughed out loud, amazed at what was happening. I checked her out as I hadn't done in days. She was wearing a lacy white shirt, jean shorts, and no bra. I marveled at how tight and perky her whole body looked in front of me. Suddenly, Anna stuck her head around the corner. "I was beginning to wonder where you were! Come on in, dinner's almost ready!" 
 
    Tamara ran back into the kitchen, helping with the last few things that had to be done. Anna was wearing a white tank top and jeans, and she looked so sexy. The two of them giggled and, just the way they were touching, I could tell they had had sex today. I smiled as I leaned against the couch, watching the two of them play. 
 
    Anna told Tamara to stir the sauce for a moment, then practically skipped up to me. I wrapped my arms around her waist, kissing her fiercely. She leaned up and whispered in my ear, "I dropped Trystan off at your mom's house earlier." 
 
    I felt a momentary sense of shame at forgetting all about him, but I quickly lost that when I thought of how good tonight was going to be with these two women. I leaned in further, kissing deeply. I began to lift her shirt up, but she slapped my hands down. "Dinner's almost ready! You'll get some soon enough," she said coyly. I let go, knowing it was true. 
 
    "Have a seat you two," Tamara called from the kitchen. I sat down, eager to eat. I knew my anticipation would be building throughout the entire meal. Tamara brought over two wine glasses, already full, before grabbing one for herself. She held her wine glass in the air. "To remembering." Anna clinked glasses with her, probably not realizing what the girl meant. She didn't remember last time, and wanted to remember this time, I thought. The three of us took a drink. 
 
    Dinner was fun. The two women sat across from me, giggling and touching each other as they told each other old stories. One or the other of them were playing footsie with me at all times, sometimes both. As the two touched, I could feel the sexual tension between them, and when they paused to make eye contact, they always broke it to look at me. I couldn't wait until we made it to the bedroom. 
 
    As we chatted, we finished the first bottle of wine and Tamara opened a second. We were all laughing hard, and by now I had moved next to Anna. A few times I broke from a story that I was telling to kiss Anna, and Tamara watched hungrily. Suddenly, after I had kissed Anna, Tamara leaned over and began to kiss her. My erection immediately got even harder as I watched the two lock lips, their tongues swirling against each other. 
 
    As soon as they broke from the kiss, Anna yawned. "I'm getting sleepy," she said. "I think it's time we head to bed." 
 
    I thought it must have been a fake yawn but I agreed immediately. Anna left the table immediately, and Tamara grabbed my arm. "Help me clean up," she said. I smiled and began to grab some dishes. 
 
    "I'm glad you're not mad at me," I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. "I was furious when I woke up and found the mess you left. I'm a very tidy person, you know." I laughed but she cut me off. "I'm serious. I considered calling the au pair agency and telling them what had happened. Really, if not for how attached I am to Trystan, I definitely would have. I was still mad at you but... What's the phrase? Forgive and forget." 
 
    As I set the dishes in the sink, I turned towards her. "I'm glad you feel that way," I said, leaning in to kiss her. 
 
    She pulled away. "I didn't tell your wife because that would mean the end of this job, but when she came to me today like nothing was wrong, I knew that you had told her that we had sex. Like nothing you had done was wrong. So I know you won't think what I did tonight was wrong either." 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean? What did you do tonight?" 
 
    She reached behind the sink, grabbing a small bottle. She shook it, and I could hear a single pill rattle around inside. She opened the lid, dumped the contents in her hand, and put it in her mouth. She swallowed, then smiled. 
 
    "What was that?" I asked. 
 
    "The same drug that I took the other night instead of my birth control," she said, matter-of-factly. She smiled at me, a conspiratorial smile. "I do love your little boy so much. Let's go check out how your wife is doing." 
 
    I followed her, unsure if I should be scared that she was about to tell her or what her reaction would be. We walked into my room, and Anna was there on the bed. Her eyes were closed. 
 
    "What did you do?" I asked. 
 
    Tamara smiled. "I slipped the second to last pill into her wine." She slipped her top off, releasing those perky, large boobs. Her jean shorts came next, and then she crawled into bed with Anna. Anna smiled, her eyes still closed, but her lips pursing. Tamara came over and kissed her, and Anna seemed to be making out with her in her sleep. 
 
    Tamara slipped Anna's tank top over her head, releasing her tits. Anna opened her eyes and looked over at me sleepily. She giggled, then began to work her own pants off. As the pants fell off her ankles, her head dropped into the pillow, and she fell asleep again. 
 
    Tamara giggled, and began to work Anna's panties off her ass. I went to the foot of the bed and took them the rest of the way off, then watched as Tamara took her own panties off. She began to kiss Anna again. The two of them looked so beautiful there, kissing softly, their breasts touching. I began to rub their legs, and suddenly Tamara leaned her head up against Anna's. 
 
    She shook herself, then looked up at me. "I guess it hit me quicker than I thought it would," she said. "But then again, this bed is soooo comfy." She laid down on her back, snuggled into the white sheets, and leaned over to give my wife one last kiss. Anna rolled from her side onto her stomach, placing her arm over Tamara and pulling her close. 
 
    The two of them looked angelic, as if they had just passed out on a cloud. I continued rubbing my hands up and down their legs, and their breathing both slowed to a rhythmic pace. I watched as my wife's back rose up and down, watched as her hand clutched at Tamara's side, watched as Tamara's tits swayed back and forth gently as she slept. 
 
    Could I do this again? The last time I had done this to Anna, I had gotten her pregnant. The last time I had done this to Tamara, she had nearly left the country rather than face me again. 
 
    A low moan left Tamara's mouth as Anna's fingers sleepily clutched the bottom of her breast, and I saw her writhe a little bit. A sheen of moisture was on her pussy, as shaved as it had been the last time I had done this. My erection was hard as a rock, and I began to feel as if it would be a crime to waste this gift that had been given to me. 
 
    I began to undress, knowing that this was going to be fantastic. I had never undressed so quickly, but I wasn't going to let anything get between me and these two women. I ran my hands up each of their legs as I got on the bed. My fingertips lightly brushed over Tamara's pussy as my other fingertips ran through the crack of Anna's ass. Both girls let out little whimpers, and I kept moving my way up. 
 
    My hand left Anna as I reached Tamara's tits. I had fantasized about touching these tits again every day since I had last fucked her, and now I roughly kneaded their flesh. I grabbed them in two great handfuls. I touched each nipple, and flicked at each with my fingertips. They grew hard immediately, and Tamara began to writhe. I watched her arch her back and then relax, hoping that she was having good dreams already. 
 
    I watched as her tongue darted out of her mouth, quickly licking her lips. I had to feel those lips on my cock once again, so I worked my way up to her face. I tilted her chin up, opened her mouth up, and set the head of my cock inside her mouth. She leaned up, beginning to kiss it sleepily. Her tongue massaged the bottom of the head and it felt amazing. I could have just stayed like this, but I had other plans. 
 
    I straddled Tamara's face and pushed farther in. I felt my member hit the back of her throat and I pulled it back. She slurped at me, her tongue lovingly stroking at my cock as I pushed it back in and pulled it out. With every thrust, she got my cock wetter and wetter, and I was getting really excited. 
 
    My wife laid next to her, sleeping peacefully. I couldn't let that last. I pulled my cock from Tamara's mouth, and brought it to Anna's. She began to lick it and mouth it, the same motion she had made when she and Tamara had kissed. I suddenly had a great idea. I grabbed the back of Anna's head and brought her closer to Tamara, then did the same to Tamara. They were close enough to begin kissing, and they did, smiling as they did so and sleepily grasping each other's bodies. 
 
    I moved their faces apart slightly, bring my cock in between them as I did so. It worked just as I had hoped it would. Both women began kissing my cock, their tongues darting in and out of their mouths. Their hands continued to touch each other, but in their dazed states, they were unaware that they were no longer kissing each other. It felt amazing, and as I began to move my cock up and down, both women kissed up and down my shaft. It was probably the single sexiest thing I had ever seen. 
 
    A drop of my precum formed on the head of my cock, and I moved it over to Anna's mouth. Tamara's tongue reached farther out of her mouth, licking at my shaft while Anna took my cock into her mouth. I positioned myself so that I could fuck Anna's mouth while Tamara tongued my balls. Tamara's tongue felt amazing as she lightly sucked on my scrotum. I chuckled to myself. There was no way she could be thinking she was still kissing my wife. 
 
    I had had enough. Those bodies were lying there, just waiting to be used. I moved out of the way, and the two women began kissing again immediately. In a few moments, however, they rested their heads against each other and fell deeper into sleep. 
 
    I worked my way down to Anna's ass, looking at it fondly. I spread her ass cheeks open, looking at her pussy with a hunger inside me. Two years ago had been the last time I had been able to bareback my wife, and tonight I was going to get another chance at it. I grabbed a pillow from the head of the bed and pushed it under her pelvis. She was going to need it. 
 
    I opened her ass cheeks as far as they would go, and flicked my tongue out to taste her pussy. I heard her moan appreciatively and watched as a set of her fingernails ran down Tamara's chest, as if Tamara were the one causing this pleasure. I relished the taste of her wet pussy as she began to writhe, her legs pushing together in ecstasy. I pushed her ass up as far as I could, and placed my tongue against her clit, rubbing it up and down. She began to practically whimper. 
 
    I looked up in surprise when I heard Tamara begin to whimper as well. Anna was still rubbing her fingernails up and down Tamara, and Tamara had moved a hand to her hairless pussy. Her finger lazily moved on her clit with nowhere near the speed or intensity required to get her off. I decided to give her some help. 
 
    My hand crept over to her waist, and as I buried my head back in my wife's ass, I followed the teen girl's hand down to her clit. I found her button immediately, and began to rub. I noticed immediately how wet she was, and as she began to writhe, her hand went to Anna's body. I couldn't take this sight anymore. 
 
    I pulled my face from my wife's bottom and moved off the bed. I grabbed Tamara's legs as I got to the side of the bed she was on and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Her body was a little twisted so I got up on the bed and straightened her out, propping her head up on my wife's back. Tamara's fingers gripped the bedspread as I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock lightly touching her sweet sex. My wife seemed to be more into it now, rubbing her fingers over Tamara's breasts. 
 
    I grabbed her legs and put them on my shoulders, bending her at the waist. As I rubbed my cock up and down on her wet pussy, she began to writhe on my wife. "Da," she said, the Russian accent sounding through clearly. "Da, da, da," she repeated as I slowly pushed into her dripping pussy. I got about halfway in before pulling out, then pushing back in again. "Daaaaaa..." came her moaning reply. 
 
    As soon as I was all the way in, I began pounding her as hard as I could. Her large tits sloshed around on her chest, and she thrashed around as she stopped using words and started just moaning. The sleeping hand that was on Tamara's side lazily played with Tamara's nipples, getting Tamara all that more excited. 
 
    Tamara's cheeks turned red, and she started gripping the bedspread tighter and biting her own lip. Her moans became more frantic, and she began to call out Anna's name. She pronounced Anna with a long A sound, like Onna, and it was so fucking sexy. Soon I saw as her back arched, and her pussy contracted on my cock. "Daaaaa!" she cried out. 
 
    I soon found myself rising towards my own climax, but knew I couldn't come yet. I pulled out, checking out both their bodies as they writhed. Tamara was clearly coming down off her orgasm, and with her feet on the floor, she shifted her ass around. I didn't know if she was looking for that cock to fuck her some more, or if it was something else, but I enjoyed watching it. 
 
    Anna was writhing too, that fine ass of hers swaying in the air, propped up by a pillow. I had to fuck her too. I moved my way over behind her, hoping that Tamara wouldn't writhe herself right off the bed. I got behind her and positioned my cock behind her. Tamara had gotten it super wet with her tight pussy, so it was no problem at all for me to slide right in... 
 
    Anna's eyes shot open and her head lifted up off the bed. I didn't know what to do, so I just kept thrusting. She began to moan, but she just kept laying there. In a few moments, her eyes seemed to lose focus, and her head slowly sunk back down to the bed. I smiled as I sunk my way deeper and deeper into my wife's pussy. 
 
    I always came way too quick in this position, and I wanted my wife to get off as well, so I pulled out of her. I carefully grabbed her by the hip and flipped her on her front. Her huge tits flopped around on her chest, a delicious sight. I made sure that Tamara wasn't going to fall off the bed again, then dove into that cleavage. As I licked at her nipples, I maneuvered myself at her precipice, and dove into her abyss. 
 
    She moaned again, and I wondered if she was thinking of Tamara like Tamara had thought of her. I didn't care, as my wife's pussy felt so good now that I didn't have a condom on. She put her fingers in my hair, pulling me in tighter. I could feel her hips bucking, and I began to slam into her. She bit her lip and began to whimper, just as Tamara had. It was so fucking sexy. 
 
    Her nails dug into my back like Tamara's nails had dug into the bedspread as her orgasm hit. I couldn't believe how sexy she could be while asleep, as she bucked and moved underneath me. Her face turned a crimson red, and sweat began to seep from her pores. A tiny droplet of milk formed at the end of her left nipple, even though Trystan was weaned. I laughed when I saw that, but I kept going, hoping I could cum like this myself. 
 
    Tamara reached out above her head, her nails catching me. I had forgotten all about her, but now I knew what I would do. I pulled out of my wife, knowing that I would soon return. 
 
    I moved over to Tamara, putting one of my hands under her knees and lifting her shoulders with my other hand. For a moment her eyes seemed to open a crack, and she wrapped her hands around the back of my neck and smiled. Then, her hands fell off of me and her whole body went slack. I moved her dead weight next to Anna, then rolled her over so that she was on top of Anna, her ass in the air. I made sure that their heads weren't going to bang into each other too badly, then got behind them. 
 
    They began to lazily kiss again as I grabbed Tamara's tiny ass with both hands. Her pussy was still so wet, and as I pushed in, my cock slid in with no resistance. I pounded her, noticing the sweat that had begun to form on her back. I moved quickly, pulling from her pussy into my wife's, their juices mingling. 
 
    The two women continued to kiss until Tamara laid her head next to Anna's and seemed to hug into her more, falling more deeply into sleep. A drop of sweat ran off my forehead and fell onto Tamara's back, then rolled off her side onto Anna. The sheen of sweat on both of the girls' bodies let them slide against each other as I plowed into my wife over and over. 
 
    I pulled out of Anna and pushed back into Tamara, then back into Anna, going back and forth, one thrust for each of them. I hoped I wouldn't push into one of their asses, but I knew that at this point, nothing would wake them up. Both women were moaning softly now, the writhing that they had exhibited earlier dying down a little bit. I decided I needed to finish this up. 
 
    I plowed into my wife, again taking a double handful of Tamara's ass. I thought of how sexy the two of them had been this evening, playing footsie, kissing softly, touching each other. It was a quick journey for me to get towards orgasm. I felt the pressure building within me, and I knew I needed to release it. I looked down, and the sheen of sweat on Tamara's back finally pushed me over the edge. 
 
    I groaned loudly as I thrust deeply inside of Anna, shooting a river of semen into her. I thrust two or three times, then with a Herculean effort I managed to pull out of her. I shot a thread of cum over Tamara's ass before diving into her pussy, shooting another river into her. I felt her cervix contract as I filled her to the brim, drawing the cum deeper into her body. My body shuddered with the effort, and both women writhed with the new feeling of hot liquid within them. 
 
    In a few moments, I felt like I was done. I pulled out of Tamara and looked at their twin pussies. Anna was already leaking a little bit, and suddenly a small stream began running out of Tamara. As soon as it dripped onto Anna's pussy, I knew that this was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen. I rubbed my cock in the sticky liquid as it flowed over Anna's pussy, then pushed it into her. The cum that I had shot into Tamara now was in Anna, and it was so fucking hot. 
 
    I did this a few more times, pushing Tamara's cum into Anna and then Anna's cum into Tamara, until my dick was too soft to do it any more. I thought about leaving them there and getting myself ready for another round, but between the wine and the sheer exertion of the evening, I found myself feeling a little sleepy. Had Tamara drugged me too? I doubted it, but it was impossible to ignore the feeling that I should just roll over and fall asleep. I rolled Tamara off of Anna, snuggled up in between them, and both women snuggled into me almost immediately. We'd have dirty sheets in the morning, but I knew an au pair that would do the laundry for us... 
 
    ***** 
 
    In the morning, I awoke before either of the women. I watched them sleep, snuggled up into me, and realized that I was the luckiest guy in the world. I rubbed my fingers up and down their tight, naked bodies and just reveled in the fact that both these sexy women lived with me. After about an hour of this Anna stretched and smiled. 
 
    "Good morning, sleepy head," I said. She rubbed her eyes, then as she saw Tamara, she looked confused. 
 
    "What happened last night?" she asked. I didn't know how to answer, but then suddenly Tamara opened her eyes. She leaned up and give Anna a kiss, which looked like it surprised her but she quickly closed her eyes and returned the kiss. 
 
    "You were wonderful last night," Tamara said, winking at me. 
 
    Anna laughed. "Was I? I don't remember a thing. That wine must have hit me harder than I thought," she said. 
 
    Tamara shrugged. "You seemed a little out of it, but then with as many orgasms as you had, I'd be surprised if you had any blood left in your brain." 
 
    Anna laughed, but scrunched her eyebrows, still confused. I laughed and changed the subject, asking about who would want breakfast. Both agreed readily, and as I left the room, I saw Anna reach a hand down to her vagina, as if the stickiness down there was something she wasn't used to. I heard Tamara say "Let's go take a shower!" and silently thanked her. I never heard about the cum in her pussy. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next few weeks were the most sex filled of my life. At least three times a week, after Trystan went to bed, Tamara would join us in our bed and the three of us would have fantastic awake sex. I saw my wife do things to the little au pair that I never would have guessed she would do. Of course, I used a condom every time, and would switch condoms when switching between Anna and Tamara. About once a week I would fuck Tamara without a condom, and I know my wife was getting a little on the side from her as well, in addition to the times that my wife and I had sex without Tamara. All in all, it was the perfect, drama-free relationship. 
 
    A few weeks later, Anna was getting tired again. As if she already knew what had happened (they say that women can tell when they are pregnant), she went and bought a pregnancy test before telling me. When she confronted me about it, we had a long talk about it. I told her that I had come inside her that first night, neglecting to tell her that she was under the effects of a sleeping pill, but she smiled and understood. Plus, her job had a great maternity leave policy. 
 
    The two of us went to Tamara to let her know what had happened. She had smiled the whole time, and seemed so ecstatic for us. 
 
    "So you're not worried about your workload doubling?" I asked. 
 
    "No, I'm not. I'm not even worried about my workload tripling," she said. 
 
    "What do you mean?" I asked. 
 
    "Let's just say we've all been blessed. I just found out that I'm expecting as well." 
 
    Anna sat down quickly. I thought she was going to faint, but, as I comforted her, I was all smiles. 
 
    "What does this mean for your au pair program?" I asked. 
 
    "Well, I'll have to drop out of that, but with an American child I'll be allowed to stay. I'll be able to continue my education and... well..." 
 
    "What is it?" I asked. 
 
    "We've all been getting along so well, and I've been having a lot of fun. I was hoping it would be alright if I could move in here with you. Otherwise, I'll have to get a nearby apartment, and you guys would have to pay for it." 
 
    I looked at my wife, who seemed like she was still on the edge of fainting. "I'm okay with it if you are," I said. She nodded and smiled. 
 
    A permanent fixture around the house who would cook and clean, it seemed like a dream come true. "We'd love to have you, Tamara." 
 
    Tamara beamed. "In France, the words 'au pair' means 'on par with'. I'd like it if you just considered me a part of your family, even though I'm not your wife. I think it'd make us the happiest family in the whole world." 
 
    I smiled to myself. My family of three was about to double to a family of six, and I had the resources and loving individuals in my life to support it. I think things were about to turn out just fine. 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Sin with the Sleeping Choir Girl 1: Eve 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    Eve Riley's parents send her in for a stern talk with Pastor Luke, but after the older man hears the most depraved confession ever laid out by an eighteen year old choir girl and she gets drowsy in his study, will he be able to resist knowing her, in the biblical sense?  
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Sleep Sex, Dubious Consent, Virgin, Priest, Schoolgirl 
 
   
  
 

 Author’s Note 
 
    This series was written in conjunction with the talented Cassandra Zara. 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Forgive me, my Lord for I have sinned.  I have sinned inside the irresistible temptation that came upon me in the form of Eve Riley.  I was powerless, as was Adam at the dawn of mankind, to stop myself from taking what Eve showed me. 
 
    I write this now, holding nothing back, so you may see that I hold nothing back from the eyes of the Lord.  All my most base and shameful thoughts, all the sinful pleasure I took from her, I will tell it all here. 
 
    As you know, the Riley family have been members of this church for generations, since before I was positioned here.  I baptised young Eve those eighteen short years ago and was delighted when her parents said she wanted to be part of the choir.  Even amongst the cacophony of her less talented peers, I always found such joy in her angelic voice. 
 
    She may have had the voice of an angel, but if her parents were to be believed she had the demeanour of a minor devil.  In the last few years her singing had become downright sarcastic, for want of a better word.  All part of a natural teenage rebellion I supposed. 
 
    Her parents, amongst the most devout of my congregation, had forced her to stay in the choir much longer than most others, there are only a few still in the choir as old as her.  When the Rileys approached me for guidance regarding their daughter, I had no idea what I was in for. 
 
    They said they suspected she had a drinking problem, that she was staying out late ‘with BOYS’ and they feared they were losing their little girl.  Not only that, but she might be losing her faith, which was considered even worse.  They wanted me to have a very stern talk with her, maybe direct her to some appropriate bible passages and discuss their relevance with her.  Fool that I was, I agreed. 
 
    It was arranged that we would have our discussion after choir practice on Saturday, which they always hold in the church due to how wonderful the acoustics are.  Eve stayed back while the rest of the choir said their goodbyes and I closed the doors behind them, not realising I was essentially leaving myself inside with a demon of lust. 
 
    When I turned back I was startled to find Eve standing right behind me, almost uncomfortably close. 
 
    “Where would you like to… talk… to me, Pastor Luke?”  She said. 
 
    Eve’s hands were clasped behind her back as she gently twisted from side to side, awaiting my answer.  It was as if she was trying to accentuate her small breasts, draw my eyes to them.  The bulky choir clothes the singing teacher insisted they practice in nullified her efforts though, if that was what she was trying to do.  Her succulent body, firm with youth and curved with her recent development into a young woman, was as obscured to me as it could possibly be. 
 
    “My humble abode is just through that door over there, Eve.” 
 
    She turned on her heel and her hair spread out in a golden blonde cascade as she spun, before settling down over her back and shoulders again as she walked through the door I’d indicated. 
 
    “Just take a seat there.  I’m not sure how much your parents have told you about what this talk is about?” 
 
    “Probably the same thing every talk with them is about,” the teen girl leaned forward conspiratorially, “they think I’ve been bad.” 
 
    “What about you, Eve?  Do you think you’ve been ‘bad’?” 
 
    “I know it.  More than they do.” 
 
    The sheer unrepentant bluntness of her statement gave me pause.  She noticed this and it brought the faintest hint of a smile to the corner of her mouth, as well as what could accurately be described as a devilish glint to her eye. 
 
    “Do you mind if I get changed out of these clothes?  They’re awfully hot after singing in them for an hour.” 
 
    “Sure, no problem, I’ll just leave you alone for a moment…” 
 
    “No need, I’ve got my other clothes on underneath, you can stay, I won’t take long.” 
 
    Before I could protest or react, Eve was undoing buttons and staring into my eyes the entire time.  I couldn’t stop my eyes from darting downwards at the bare skin she was revealing.  Whatever she was wearing under there, it certainly had a wonderfully low neckline. 
 
    I sat down behind my desk and averted my eyes, trying to busy myself with shuffling papers around.  I was painfully aware that I had no idea what was on the paper in front of me, my entire mind was focussed on every detail that could be gleaned from the periphery of my vision.  When Eve pulled the clothes over her head I caught a flash of ass cheek before a slinky little black dress was hastily pulled back down with a knowing look over her shoulder. 
 
    “Whoops, sorry Pastor Luke.” 
 
    “It’s… that’s OK, Eve.  Please sit down.” 
 
    The little blonde vixen sat in the chair on the other side of my desk, but not too close, her lower body remained in full view.  With a slow and purposeful movement, she crossed her legs and I saw the briefest flash of her underwear between them before her well-toned thighs closed again.  When I raised my eyes I saw that Eve was looking at me with that same all-knowing Mona Lisa smile. 
 
    My heart was beating in my chest harder than I could ever remember, I hadn’t seen so much sultry female flesh in decades.  I hurriedly tried to regain my composure and launched into the short speech I’d prepared to get things rolling. 
 
    “Eve, young people these days are getting bombarded with more and more pressure to do things that…” 
 
    “Do you have another house, or is this the only place you live?”  She asked, gesturing around the small room, which had the desk, a small kitchenette, a bed, a lovely white couch and not much else. 
 
    “Er… well, this is it.  Officially, it’s called my ‘study’ but it’s all I’ve got.  I don’t need much to help deliver the good word to the congregation.” 
 
    “Do you ever wish you had have gotten married instead?” 
 
    “I’m married to the church, Eve, that’s fulfilling enough for any man.  This talk isn’t supposed to be about me though.  You parents are worried about you, they think you might have fallen in with the wrong crowd.” 
 
    “Wrong crowd?  I’m friends with the same people I’ve always been friends with since I started going to school.  My parents are just out of touch with reality, I think.  What’s wrong with having a good time?” 
 
    “A good time?  Nothing.  Some ‘good times’ have consequences though.  Drinking too much alcohol, for instance.  Your parents are very concerned about this.” 
 
    “Pffff, I can handle my drink just fine.  Lots of my friends drink way more than me.  It’s just a bit of fun anyway.” 
 
    “Eve, young people have hormones pumping through their bodies, and they don’t have the benefit of age to help them control themselves.  What if somebody took advantage of you?” 
 
    “So what if they did?” 
 
    I was getting frustrated by her complete indifference towards this little intervention and decided to turn to the bible for guidance, as well as a distraction for Eve while I took some time to formulate a new strategy for our little talk. 
 
    “I don’t think you realise what you’re saying, Eve.  I’d like you to read a short section of the bible for me, and write 500 words on the perils of drunkenness.  Here you go.” 
 
    I slid my own bible across the desk and handed her a piece of paper and a pen.  She looked unimpressed. 
 
    “Genesis, chapter nineteen verses thirty to thirty eight.  I’m going to go take care of a few things and I’ll be back in around thirty or forty minutes, so I suggest you don’t dawdle.” 
 
    “You’re really handsome when you’re taking charge, Pastor Luke,” Eve’s devilish sparkle was back. 
 
    Flustered once again, I didn’t respond, rising without a word and striding out of the door to take care of some essential cleaning chores around the church.  I knew something was amiss when I returned to my room and saw the door was closed, having distinctly remembered leaving it open.  My suspicions were confirmed beyond doubt when I turned the handle and found the door locked. 
 
    “Eve?  What are you doing in there?  Open this door!” 
 
    “What took you so long, Pastor Luke?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I found your stash of wine, the bible is much more interesting after a whole bottle, I can see why you keep so much of it in here.” 
 
    “Wine?  Eve, that’s the sacramental wine!” 
 
    “Well, whatever it is, it’s good stuff.  I like to have a bit of wine before deep and meaningful conversations anyway.  Would you mind if we just talked like this for a while?” 
 
    “You mean with you half drunk and through a closed door?” 
 
    A muffled schoolgirl giggle could be barely discerned from my room. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    I sighed, “OK Eve, as long as you try to be honest with me.  And yourself.” 
 
    The sound of a cork popping followed by the clatter of it ricocheting around the ceiling and walls emanated from behind the door. 
 
    “I honestly love this wine.  Is that a good start?” 
 
    “Not really, Eve.  You said you wanted to talk?  To have a deep and meaningful conversation?  I’m listening, my child.” 
 
    “OK.  Yes, I did say that, didn’t I?  OK… here goes.  Do you… um… you know… think I’m pretty, Pastor Luke?” 
 
    “That’s not really an appropriate question to ask, Eve.” 
 
    “I really hoped that’s what the meeting would be about…” 
 
    The sound of a wine bottle being enthusiastically emptied could be heard between Eve’s questions and comments, a slur rapidly creeping into her pronunciation. 
 
    “You hoped the meeting would be about you being pretty?” 
 
    “No, silly!  About you thinking I’m pretty.  Because I think about you, all the time.” 
 
    Once more, in such a short space of time, I found myself temporarily lost for words, while the sounds of Eve’s continued binge drinking session continued to make their way to my ears.  The thought of such a beautiful, young and, dare I say it, sexy girl thinking about me like that caught me by surprise. 
 
    Another thing that caught me by surprise was the sound of another cork being popped.  Could it be possible that she had drunk an entire bottle in only a few minutes?  And had just opened her third?  I had to bring this to a close as quickly as possible. 
 
    “I’m flattered, Eve, but you should be with somebody your own age.” 
 
    “Yes!  I have been, Pastor Luke, and I loved it!  The feeling of that hard dick sliding up inside me was so good… I bet yours is bigger though.” 
 
    So, Eve’s parents’ worst fears were true, their daughter had known a man, or at least a boy her own age. 
 
    “What will it take to get you to open this door, Eve?  You can’t stay in there all day.” 
 
    “You have to promise me something, and then I’ll open the door.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “You have to promise to fuck me.” 
 
    “I can’t do that, Eve!” 
 
    “Then I’m not opening this door!” 
 
    Eve’s voice was heavy with slurring and teenage rebellion now, as she powered her way through the third bottle of sacramental wine.  She had asked the impossible, though. 
 
    “I saw you watching me undress… I think you want me as much as I want you.  Why won’t you admit it?” 
 
    “I can’t… you’re a beautiful girl, Eve, I just can’t.” 
 
    “You do think I’m pretty!” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered, not sure if my voice carried through to her, not sure if I wanted it to. 
 
    “That calls for a celebration,” 
 
    The sounds of more dedicated drinking could be heard from inside my room, and Eve began to sing a few lines of some awful song that was popular amongst her generation that week. 
 
    “I lost my virginity last month, you know,” she said, eventually. 
 
    “That’s not something you should have done outside of marriage…” I began before being cut off. 
 
    “Fuck that, when the captain of the football team says he wants to take you on a date, you say ‘yes please’ and you say it quick!” 
 
    “Eve…” 
 
    “We went to watch some movie, I don’t even know which one because he made me suck his cock the entire time.  He used my mouth as his little cum dumpster, and I loved it!” 
 
    “You shouldn’t…” 
 
    “I kept imagining it was your cum, Pastor Luke!  Whenever that thought ran through my head I would suck twice as hard, push his cock hard against the back of my throat to try and take as much of it as I could!” 
 
    “That’s not…” 
 
    “Afterwards he took me up to lovers’ lane and we got in the back seat.  I told him I wanted him to fuck my virginity away, fuck me hard, but I really wanted you to do it… I just thought you’d never be interested in a little girl like me.” 
 
    “It’s not…” 
 
    “He asked if he could film my pussy taking his cock for the first time… I said yes, and I whispered your name when I felt him pop my cherry, and the whole time he was fucking me.  He said I had the tightest little pussy he’d ever felt.  I’m pretty sure he showed the video to all his friends on the football team too, because I started getting asked out on dates left, right and centre!” 
 
    “I’m sorry…” 
 
    “Sorry?  It’s been great!  I haven’t gone on any more dates yet, but the whole football team will do anything for me!  You should see how pissed off all the cheerleaders are!  Little Eve the choir girl has taken all their boyfriends away.  I like to be bad, Pastor Luke!” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re saying, Eve!” 
 
    The sound of another cork being popped was her only response to that comment. 
 
    “Please, Pastor Luke, promise me that if I open this door, you’ll come straight in and make me cum on that big hard cock I just bet you’ve been hiding all these years.” 
 
    I could barely understand her through the slush the wine had made of her speech, but I certainly got the gist of it.  I still found the strength to resist her request, somehow, but the truth be told, my cock was as big and hard as it had ever been.  The little minx’s filthy, depraved, talk had worked a dark magic on me and I was almost enthralled. 
 
    “I can’t… Eve, please…” 
 
    “I’m so hot just thinking about you, Pastor Luke.  I can’t believe I’m in your actual room, the room of the man I most want to get fucked by.  I’m going to stroke my pussy while I wait for you to change your mind… please change your mind!” 
 
    From my room I heard the faint rustling of clothes, followed by little satisfied purrs and gasps as the innocent-looking choir girl, presumably, masturbated.  Her breathing gradually got heavier and heavier until she was nearly screaming the church down. 
 
    “Oh God, Pastor Luke, I’m thinking about your throbbing cock pumping in and out of my little slit over and over again, I promise it would be the best pussy you’ve ever had, don’t you want it?  Oh… oh….OH!  Hold my hand, at least, please!” 
 
    From under the door I saw Eve’s fingers frantically searching for something.  Lord help me… I reached out and felt her little digits grasp at my hand.  Shortly afterwards her gasps and sighs reached a crescendo and her fingers conveyed what must have been a body-wide shuddering orgasm.  Eve’s fingers slowly slid back under the door as I heard her trying to catch her breath, as well as taking on more fluids from the bottle of sacramental wine. 
 
    “Holy shit, Pastor Luke… you’ve made me make a mess of my panties.  Will you please make me cum again?” 
 
    “Eve…” 
 
    “I’m going to hide them in your room!  If you don’t fuck me then I’ll say you forced yourself on me and when they find my panties in here they’ll believe me!” 
 
    I heard Eve rummaging around behind the closed door and felt a pang of panic, this situation was well out of hand.  I could only imagine the kind of stand offs she’d had with her parents if she was this horny all the time. 
 
    “I’m waiting for you, Pastor Luke!  I bet you fuck better than a silly boy my own age!  I bet… I bet… bet…” 
 
    Eve’s voice trailed off in the middle of her flattering wager on my sexual ability.  On one hand I was relieved that the constant barrage of nigh-on irresistible propositions had ceased, on the other hand I was very concerned for the poor girl’s well-being. 
 
    That’s when a realisation dawned on me that literally made me slap my forehead in disbelief that I had forgotten it.  I had hidden a key to my room, just in case the wind ever blew it shut and locked me out or something.  I rushed to retrieve it and returned, inserting the key and twisting it to the sound of a click from somewhere inside the door. 
 
    After turning the door handle I gave it a quick shove, pushing it open in front of me.  I wasn’t sure what I was going to find in there, but I was thankful when I saw Eve sleeping peacefully on my bed.  She looked almost entirely angelic again, from just looking at her you would never have guessed at the tirade of filth that had poured from her mouth in the last several minutes. 
 
    No, you would never have guessed about what a dirty little girl she had been, but note I did not say she was entirely angelic.  Her hair was slightly dishevelled, her skin had a hot flushed look and there was the minor matter of her fingers being in her mouth, as if she was licking something tasty off of them. 
 
    Eve was lying flat on her back, the short black dress revealing her legs almost to the very top.  I found my eyes drawn to the border where that black fabric cut off the view of her flawless skin.  Eve’s thighs were clamped together, her legs straight out on the bed.  Try as I might to catch a glimpse under that hem and still be able to convince myself it was an accident, I couldn’t, the angles forbade it. 
 
    I moved in closer, telling myself that I was just going to make sure she was alright, but even then knowing deep-down that I’d lost control the moment I felt the thrumming of her orgasm through her fingers.  I bent down and placed my hand on her warm shoulder, giving her a little shake. 
 
    “Eve?” 
 
    The beautiful blonde’s hand slipped out of her mouth and came to rest on her upper chest, glistening with saliva at the very least, maybe with even more of her bodily fluids.  I licked my lips and grasped her by the wrist, pulling her hand upwards.  After a moment’s hesitation I snaked my tongue out and licked the tips of her fingers.  Her subtle flavour overwhelmed my senses, casting my mind back to the heady days of my youth before I found my path in life.  Oh God, my better judgement was washed away by a tidal wave of lust. 
 
    Her hand dropped down to her side when I let it go and turned my attention to that tantalising edge of material cutting me off from seeing that holy grail of sex, the pussy of a stunningly beautiful eighteen year old blonde.  With forefingers and thumbs, almost delicately, I pinch-gripped the hem and slowly lifted it upwards until, with a quiet gasp of wonder, her pale pink pussy lips were revealed to me and I bunched her dress up under her small breasts. 
 
    My heart was thundering in my chest as I stared at her moist folds, nestled at the point where her legs met like the ‘x’ that marks the spot on a treasure map.  I glanced up at her peaceful face, which was making no indication that she was aware of what I was doing.  No reaction at all, positive or negative. 
 
    I was about to go past the point of no return, and I reached forward completely ignoring the squeaky little voice of my conscience, which itself grew silent as if also secretly eager to see what the pussy of a passed out teenager felt like.  My finger touched the hot skin of her mound and slipped between her slick folds as if her pussy was sucking my digit in. 
 
    The small bump of her self-abused clit slid under my finger before I bent my digit slightly and pressed it past her entrance.  She hadn’t been lying, her pussy was incredibly tight.  Even having lost her virginity, even relaxed in her drunken stupor, her warmth hugged my finger like it was never letting go.  If she wasn’t so gloriously wet, I never would have got it inside her. 
 
    Thoughts of how incredible that warmth would feel sliding over my cock filled my mind as I pressed my finger deeper into the sleeping beauty.  When her entrance was wrapped around my second knuckle I was unable to explore her any deeper due to her legs being closed. 
 
    With my other hand I gently picked up one leg at the knee and pulled up and to the side before letting it go.  It slumped back to the bed, spreading her slit for easy access and I pushed onwards until I couldn’t get any more of my finger inside her.  I looked down with half-shut eyes and half-open mouth as I savoured the image of my choir-girl-finger-puppet. 
 
    She had wanted me to promise to fuck her and I had refused, but I was about to do just that.  First, though, I wanted to taste her again, tantalised as I had been by the remnants of her juices on her fingers.  I climbed on to the bed between her legs and lowered myself to my stomach until her sex was right in front of me.  I cursed the aches and pains in my joints that made this physically difficult in addition to the mental difficulties I had already overcome to get there. 
 
    Thankfully, when I touched my tongue to her pussy lips, all thoughts of my age disappeared and in my mind I was transported back to my own teen years when girls were sluttier than the history books would have you believe.  One thing that had changed in the intervening decades was that Eve’s pretty little teen slit was as smooth and devoid of hair as a perfect pearl, there was nothing to obscure her feminine perfection. 
 
    I lapped at her pussy like it was the only source of liquid I’d seen in days, hungrily tasting her sweet nectar and gratified when her juices began flowing freely.  Every time I concentrated my flicking tongue on her clit her pussy seemed to get even wetter, so I knew that even in her drunken delirium she was getting a sinful pleasure out of my actions. 
 
    Even so, I was taken slightly by surprise when her hips started rhythmically bucking and thrusting back and forth and she began moaning like the little whore she had recently discovered she was.  Asleep or awake, she sounded just the same as when she’d brought herself to orgasm not thirty minutes previous. 
 
    I brought my finger to her clit and flicked it back and forth so I could prolong her sleepy pleasure and so I could watch the euphoric writhing of this little girl, this perfect little sex demon.  Her blonde hair was strewn across her face as she thrashed her head from side to side, the thin straps of her black dress had slipped partway down her arms, and of course her legs were spread right in front of me, splaying her pulsing teenage slit for my unobstructed view. 
 
    I felt like I’d drunk the elixir of youth, like I was twenty years old again and all it took was the pussy juice of a passed out teen.  My cock was absolutely rock hard and more ready for action than it had been for longer than Eve had even been alive.  I rushed to my feet, the aches and pains of my age forgotten, and disrobed with a speed a man half my age would have been proud of.  Hell, a man half my age would still have been excited to be with a girl as young as Eve. 
 
    Once I was back on the bed I moved over Eve and lowered my body on top of hers, feeling my big cock trapped between her belly and mine as I kissed her unresponsive lips deeply, thrusting my tongue into her mouth and swirling it around hers.  Almost without thinking, as if my body was remembering exactly what to do when you have a beautiful girl mostly undressed, my hands pulled the straps of her dress down until finally her tiny bare tits were pressing into my chest, nipples poking into me so hard I thought they might leave a mark. 
 
    Almost reluctantly, I broke off the kiss to sit up again and see Eve in all her naked glory, naked except for the scrap of dress material bunched up around her mid-section, useless in the endeavour of covering her nakedness.  Eve’s tits were so small that it was no wonder that she hadn’t been wearing a bra, she had no need of it.  Her perfect mounds would sit high and perky on her chest no matter what she did. 
 
    My eyes scanned downwards to where my cock stood over her pussy.  It had been such a long time since I’d fucked a teenager that, looking at the size of my cock next to her incredibly tight pussy, I had my doubts about her ability to fit me.  Damned if I wasn’t going to try, though. 
 
    Gripping my rod halfway down, I bent it towards her entrance and pushed forward, feeling her wonderful warmth and slickness accepting my length like an old friend.  When I was halfway inserted into her unconscious body the limits of her slickness was reached and I had to pull back before pushing forwards again, spreading her juices up my shaft and allowing her to receive me until my balls came to rest on the soft pillow of her ass. 
 
    I groaned in ecstasy and looked down at Eve, who was biting her lower lip in her sleep and looking so very happy.  I began thrusting into the unaware choir girl at a reckless pace, partly out of fear that she would wake up and change her mind about wanting to fuck an older man like me, but mostly because I’d never felt more alive than when her pussy caressed my cock with that hot, wet, tightness. 
 
    The clapping sound of my balls hitting her ass over and over again made it sound like there was one enthusiastic onlooker in the room, giving full support of my actions.  Eve’s body shuddered under me with every thrust, and it was with no small sin of pride that I saw I was pounding into her body hard enough to make even her small tits jiggle with the impact. 
 
    With a pussy that tight, a girl that beautiful, all the dirty talk she’d done before passing out, I was never going to last long and after experiencing what I desperately hoped heaven would be like I felt my orgasm fast approaching.  I briefly considered pulling out, but my body ignored the option and moments later I felt a lifetime of semen erupting from my cock into the fertile sleeping teen, a torrent of little swimmers seeking out her womb.  Wave after wave of creamy cum emptied into her, and I was lost in a sea of pleasure. 
 
    Finally, exhausted, I rolled to the side and lay next to the girl whom I had made into my sleeping fuck toy, my true age settling back into my body as if saying You thought you could get rid of me forever?  I looked back to Eve, who was absolutely glowing with youth and beauty, and thought of a sinful little saying I had heard somewhere ‘You’re only as old as the girl you feel’. 
 
    Once I recovered I went about the rest of my business as normal that day, checking in on Eve regularly, adjusting her dress and finally going to sleep on my couch.  I woke early the next day, as I always do, and felt the stirrings of panic in my chest.  No matter how enthusiastic Eve had been while she was getting drunk, there was no telling how she’d react when she woke up, but I was about to find out. 
 
    At about 7am, Eve’s eyes popped open and she uttered several curse words about her hangover before I saw her hand shoot between her legs, her mouth open and shut, and then she looked over at me in disbelief.  I was about to blurt out a denial or an apology when she smiled and stood up, collecting her choir outfit and getting dressed with that I-Know-Something-About-You look never leaving her face. 
 
    I’m sure that day was one of the worst sermons I ever gave, it was impossible to concentrate on what I was doing, knowing the mess of semen that I had deposited in and on one of the choir girls, which she was hiding under her clothes and behind an, intense hangover.  To her credit, her singing was still wonderful. 
 
    Eve stayed behind after everybody had left.  I didn’t tell her to go.  She keeps on coming back when nobody else is at church.  I don’t tell her to go.  Her belly is beginning to swell with her pregnancy, it looks so sexy on her petite frame, I almost can’t believe I am the one that put it there.  And… Lord help me… I’m getting ideas about some of my other choir girls of past and present. 
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    ***** 
 
    I whistled as I walked the pews of my church, checking each row carefully. I carried a rag and some cleaner, looking for spots on the pews. It was a matter of pride for me to keep my church as clean as possible. At my age, I didn't have much better to do anyway on a Saturday evening anyway. 
 
    Most people didn't notice anyway, I thought with a sigh. They'd trudge in, not even bothering to wipe their muddy feet on the mat. It didn't matter, I thought. As long as the word of the Lord reached their ears, as long as some of their souls were saved, then everything I did was worth it. 
 
    Soon it would be dinnertime, and then I'd do one last read-through of my sermon. On Saturday nights I had dinner delivered to me, sort of a treat for all the work I had done all week. A priest's pay was meager, but without a family to support, I could afford to splurge on occasion.  
 
    The phone begin to ring from the front office, the loud ringing echoing into the empty pews. I put down the rag and made my way to the phone. It took longer to get there than it had when I had started ministering the faith. My knees creaked a little when I tried to move quickly, a gentle reminder that I was getting older. I smiled to myself. When I had first started, this church had seemed so small, but now it was a journey making it from one side to the other. 
 
    I made it to the phone on the eighth ring. Whoever was calling obviously needed the services the church was offering or else they would have hung up by now. 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Hello, Pastor Luke? This is Nick, Yvonne's husband." Nick and Yvonne were a couple in their early 40s with three children, a beautiful family. The voice on the other end of the phone sounded a little hoarse, as if it had been yelling for quite some time. 
 
    "Oh yes, of course, Nick. How are you this evening?" 
 
    "Not good, Pastor. Not good at all." I could tell that he was speaking loudly so that whoever was around him on the other side of the phone could hear him. I could practically envision him glaring at whoever the source of his ire was. 
 
    "Well, Nick, tell me what it is that's troubling you," I said. 
 
    "Not over the phone. I was hoping that we you were working tonight and that we could come over." 
 
    I sighed, softly so that he couldn't pick it up over the phone. "Of course, Nick. God's work is a twenty four hour a day job. I am able to help at any time." 
 
    "Perfect, we'll be over in ten minutes." The phone hung up. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Like I said, I didn't have much better to do on a Saturday evening, but this was an unexpected change in my schedule. At my age, I didn't like surprises, but I would never let my congregation know that. 
 
    I sat at the snack table in the front area of the church and waited. Within minutes, I saw the headlights of a car pull into the church parking lot. I never locked the front door of the church while I was there, so when I heard the knock on the door, I said "Come in!" 
 
    Nick walked in, Yvonne walking in shortly behind him. They didn't wipe their feet, I thought with a frown. Nick continued to hold the door open, looking out the door. "Come on, get in here," he yelled. Long seconds passed. Whoever else was coming must be walking quite slowly. 
 
    Nick and Yvonne were dressed up, wearing their Sunday finest. I couldn't help but look at the lovely Yvonne, past her sexual prime but still looking fantastic in her conservative dress. When I had first started my priesthood at this very church, she had been twenty-five and had been quite pregnant with her first child. The son she had given birth to was the first male child I had ever baptized. Yvonne had always been a pleasing addition to my congregation, both in looks and in overall pleasantness. However, when the last member of their party walked in, I forgot all about her. 
 
    Their oldest daughter finally entered the room. Her eyes were on the floor, and her rosy cheeks and puffy eyes showed that she had been crying recently. Her father glared at her as he closed the door behind her, obviously very cross with her. 
 
    Mary had just turned 18. I kept records on all the babies I had baptized, but she was certainly no longer a baby. She had recently stopped singing in the choir, and I hadn't seen her in a few weeks. Her brunette hair had recently added some blonde streaks, bringing out the green in her eyes . The hair was brushed back from her face, as lovely as her mother's had been the first time I saw her. My eyes ventured elsewhere, because what was more noticeable, was her body. 
 
    Her flowery dress was as conservative as her mother's was, if not more so. The light fabric extended past her knees, and the sleeves went all the way to the elbows. A belt shaped like a bow that you might find on a present wrapped around her tiny waist. There was no cleavage to the dress, but I could clearly make out the large breasts that had recently formed on the girl's slender body underneath it. I immediately started getting a little turned on, but suppressed the feeling. 
 
    I stood up and walked to Nick, extending my hand. He grabbed it and shook it with the vigor of a young man, while I shook back as hard as I could to keep up. "Thank you for meeting with us on such short notice, Pastor Luke. We have a bit of a problem," he said, turning towards Mary. I could already tell what the problem was. 
 
    "This is a house of God, Nick. Through His word we can solve all our problems. Yvonne, a pleasure to see you as always," I said, closing in for a hug. 
 
    She returned the hug, then gave me a customary kiss on the cheek. I had long since stopped deriving pleasure from the simple gesture, but it was still nice. "Same to you, Father." 
 
    I turned to Mary. "And to you too, Mary. I haven't seen you in Sunday service for a few weeks. I assume that that's what this is all about?" 
 
    Nick spoke for her. "Forgive me, Father, but if all I had to deal with were Mary's absences from church, I wouldn't have bothered you. No, our problem is far worse than that." 
 
    I turned to Nick. "I understand. I'm glad that your family has made church attendance a priority, but I also understand that we can sometimes have busy lives. Does this problem involve Mary?" 
 
    "Yeah, oh yeah, it involves Mary alright," Nick said. 
 
    "Then please, understand that I should hear the problem from Mary if she's to work through it. Mary, what is the problem?" 
 
    Mary looked up for a moment to meet my eyes, then looked down immediately. "I've been hanging out with boys," she said. Her voice, soft right now, was angelic. It was like water rushing through my ears, intoxicating and innocent. I had missed that voice from the church choir. 
 
    "It's not just that, Mary! Tell him. Tell him about who your new friends are. Tell him about what you've been doing with boys!" Nick snapped at her. 
 
    "Please, Nick," I interrupted, placing my hand on Nick's shoulder. "You understand that your presence here is just a hindrance at this point. If you truly want Mary to solve her problems, I can't have you here interrupting her and making her feel ashamed. Please, leave her here at the church for a few hours. Go home, enjoy your Saturday evening. I will call you when she's ready for the four of us to talk." 
 
    Nick looked like he was about to argue, but then he softened. "Of course, Pastor. I appreciate all your help. We'll be waiting for your call." He turned to Mary. "You, be good and do what the Pastor says." 
 
    "Yes, sir," came Mary's response, quick but in a soft voice. 
 
    I watched as Nick and Yvonne walked out the door. Their car drove out of the church parking lot, back towards home. 
 
    "Thank you," Mary said, still not looking up at me. 
 
    "You're welcome. Your father, while well meaning, was not being helpful at all." She had no answer, so I continued. "Let's take this into my study. Have you eaten dinner yet?" 
 
    She shook her head no. 
 
    "Do you like Chinese food?" She looked up at me and smiled. "I'll take that as a yes. I'll take care of the order, you just go have a seat in my room. It's in the main hall, the last door on the left." 
 
    She smiled and left towards the main hall. I watched her ass as she left, clearly seeing the outline of her lacy panties through the thin fabric. I remembered my experience with Eve, and I felt like tonight was also going to be a night I'd never forget. 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I got to my study, she had taken a seat on the white couch I had in there. Her legs were crossed with her hands on top of them, and she looked very proper, very sweet. Still, I couldn't help but notice her tits pushing against the fabric of her dress. 
 
    "The order's in, it should be here in just a few minutes," I said as I crossed over to a cabinet. I pulled out two glasses. "Unfortunately, I don't have white wine, only red. Is that okay?" 
 
    She blushed and didn't answer. "Look, I know your father's mad about something. Does it have to do with alcohol?" She slowly nodded her head. I continued, "You're allowed to take communion on Sunday, aren't you? A glass of wine with dinner is not going to make your father mad." I didn't wait for an answer, simply pouring two glasses of red wine from the bottle, setting one on the table next to her. 
 
    She smiled, reached for the glass and took a sip. "Thank you," she said. She took another drink immediately, this one longer. I smiled. 
 
    "Now, why don't we start talking about why your father brought you here?" I asked. She looked down again, looking nervous. "I know you're shy, but the Lord judges us all equally, and we're all sinners in God's eyes. Believe me, nothing you could tell me would surprise me. I've heard it all and I believe your sin is a small one and that your father is overreacting." 
 
    Her eyes lit up as she lifted them to meet mine. Those were the right words, I thought. "That's an understatement," she said, taking another drink of wine. Her glass was already half empty. 
 
    "Please, can you tell me what happened?" I asked again. 
 
    She smiled at me, but it quickly turned into a frown. "Last night, I made out with a boy in his car. A policeman caught me and took me home. He told my dad that he thought I had been drinking and that my dad should keep a better eye on me. My dad has been going ballistic ever since then." 
 
    She paused, and I asked. "Well? Had you been drinking?" 
 
    Her eyes hit the ground again. "We were sharing one beer." She shifted nervously. I think she's lying, I thought. 
 
    "Has this ever happened before?" I asked. 
 
    "No, never." Another shift in her seat, another lie. 
 
    "Hmm. You know, I can't help you defuse your father if you're not completely honest with me," I said. Her eyes shot up, and she looked angry for a moment. In my head, I could already hear her voice say I am telling the truth! As soon as she opened her mouth, she closed it. Just then, I heard the doorbell go off. "Well, that's our dinner. Think about what you'd like to talk about when I come back." 
 
    I walked out the door. As I looked back, she downed the rest of her glass of wine. I still had no idea how this would go, but she was beginning to open up to me, and that was a small victory in itself. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I paid for the order, then went back to my study. When I came back, I saw her looking at the bottle of wine on the table, as if unsure whether she could pour herself some more. I put the food on the table, then grabbed the bottle of wine. I filled her glass back up. 
 
    "Thank you," she said softly, taking a drink immediately. I put some rice and some orange chicken on a plate for her. I hoped she was hungry. I ate very little the older I got and I always ended up with leftovers. She began to eat, and I sat next to her with my plate of food, waiting for her to talk. 
 
    "You're right, Father. I haven't been entirely truthful," she said. She took a deep breath, then downed the rest of her glass of wine. "This wasn't the first time I had kissed a boy." 
 
    I sat and said nothing, waiting for her to continue. "My daddy was right. I have been hanging out with a new set of friends. They're really fun to be around, and they care for each other deeply." She paused to get another bite of food, then another. She must be ravenous, I thought. Of course, that meant she had drank two glasses of wine on an empty stomach. 
 
    Finally, she grabbed her wine glass, as if she had forgotten it was empty, and went to drink. When she noticed it was empty, she set it back down. I didn't wait for her to ask, I just got up and filled it again. She smiled at me, a much more open smile than she had given before, and took another sip. 
 
    "So, like I was saying, we started to hang out a few weeks ago. These girls do everything together, and sometimes they sin." Her eyes looked down again. "Can I tell you a secret?" 
 
    "Anything, my child," I responded quickly. 
 
    She took another deep breath. "Sometimes they sin together. They have stories about when they shared a boy between the two of them. Sometimes the boys ask them to do things to each other, and they do it." 
 
    I was getting hard just thinking about these high school girls giving threesomes to lucky guys. I knew it was an affront to God, that Sodom and Gomorrah had happened for a reason, but it was hard not to think about. "And you? Have you 'shared a boy'?" 
 
    Her eyes shot open. "No! No." She paused, and I knew that wasn't the whole story. She looked at me, probably figuring that I could tell she was lying again. "I did kiss a girl once for Truth or Dare, but it was only to make a boy happy. I would never go all the way with a girl. I've never even gone all the way with a guy. I'm saving myself for marriage." 
 
    The image of this young beauty locking lips with another girl was hot, no doubt. "It's good that you're saving your greatest gift for your future husband," I said. 
 
    She took another drink of wine. She set it down, and she relaxed into the couch more. She was no longer the prim and proper Mary, as she slouched against the couch to get comfortable. She was certainly tipsy by now. She seemed to shift uncomfortably. "It's really hot in here," she complained. 
 
    "An old man like me needs it to be warmer. Less meat on my bones," I joked. She giggled a girlish giggle, and I could feel my cock rising more. "That dress looks pretty warm. You could change out of it," I said. 
 
    She smiled at me. "I didn't bring any other clothes, Father!" 
 
    I shrugged. "It's just the two of us here. You could just take off the dress." 
 
    She giggled again. "Are you sure? What if my dad sees?" she said while laughing. She was already playing with the bottom of her dress, as if trying to decide what to do. 
 
    I laughed, a hearty laugh. It seemed to put her even more at ease. "My child, you can simply put it back on before he gets back! No one will ever know but us!" 
 
    She laughed, harder than she should have since it wasn't a joke. "Okay," she said, then stood up. My eyes drank in the sight of her lifting the dress up, over her panties, her belly, past her tits, and over her head. While she was still getting the dress off her head, I had a great view of her body from where I sat on the couch. The lacy, fullback panties looked tantalizing. Her bra was large, made for function rather than to be pretty. Her tits were probably a D-cup, and the wire underbra pushed them up nicely. The straps dug into her shoulders, supporting their heavy weight. I could tell why she was popular with the boys. 
 
    I managed to avert my eyes before the dress was all the way over her head. She threw the dress in a crumpled ball on the floor. How untidy, I thought. She flopped back down on the couch, her ladylike demeanor gone, and drank the rest of the glass of wine. She got up immediately, walking to the table. She grabbed the wine bottle and began to pour herself some more. About a third of a glass in, the wine bottle was empty. 
 
    "Oh no!" she cried. "I drank all your wine!" 
 
    I laughed again, and she smiled. "Don't worry, I can always get more. Eat some more food, and we'll keep talking." 
 
    "Okay, Father. You know, you're really easy to talk to. Thanks!" 
 
    "Anything for you, my child," I said as I left the room. 
 
    ***** 
 
    As I walked to the wine cellar, I stopped in my office. I dialed Nick's number. 
 
    He picked up on the first ring. "Are you ready for us to come back?" he asked, not even saying Hello first. 
 
    "Actually, no. I've got her doing some work as penance for her sins. We've made a lot of headway, though, and I think we'll be ready for our meeting in the morning," I said. 
 
    "In the morning? Where's she going to sleep?" he asked. 
 
    "I have a couch in my study. I have her cleaning the main hall now, so I think she'll be exhausted enough to sleep anywhere," I said. 
 
    There was a pause on the other end of the line. I was hoping that he wouldn't refuse. "Of course, Pastor Luke. We'll be there for morning service, as usual. Thank you so much for doing this for us." 
 
    "Oh, it's no trouble, no trouble at all," I said. We said our goodbyes and I grabbed the bottle of wine, then headed back to my study. 
 
    There was Mary, a big grin on her face as she saw the new bottle of wine. She was laying on the couch, her head was on the arm of the couch, and she was using one of the pillows already. I looked as her tits in her bra rose up like mountains from her body as she breathed softly. I didn't even bother trying to force my erection to go away at that sight. 
 
    The last glass she had poured was gone, so I poured her one last glass. She smiled as I set it down next to her, taking a sloppy drink of it. Then she leaned back and yawned. I looked like I was going to sit on the couch, so she moved her bare feet off the couch. When I sat down, she put them on top of me, and I about lost it right there. 
 
    "So, tell me the rest of the story. How did you get from my lovely choir girl to getting caught with a boy in a car?" 
 
    She smiled. As she spoke, she slurred her words a little bit. "So one night, after we had been drinking with some boys, somebody suggested we play Seven Minutes in Heaven. I made out with a boy that I had just met in the closet for seven minutes, and he did things to me. Wonderful things..." she trailed off. She had apparently forgot who she was talking to. 
 
    She continued. "He took off my shirt and bra and kissed my nipples. It felt amazing. He even tried to take off my pants, but I stopped him. He rubbed me through my jeans, though..." She trailed off again, and her hand started to creep towards her panties. I watched as she touched herself, lightly rubbing at her clit over her underwear. Her eyes closed and she bit her lip. 
 
    I waited for a few moments, watching this little girl play with herself in front of me. Finally I spoke up. "And then what?" 
 
    She snapped out of it, stopped rubbing herself. "And then I wanted more. I knew I didn't want to have sex until marriage, but I wanted all of it. I kissed boys any time I could. I rubbed my boobs in their faces. I sucked on their penises. The boys all called me a tease because I didn't go all the way, but I would never." She looked right at me. "I would never go all the way, Pastor Luke. Because I'm saving myself for marriage." 
 
    I smiled. "I know you are, sweetheart." 
 
    She smiled back, then took another sip of her wine. She yawned again. "It sure is warm and comfy in this room, Pastor Luke." 
 
    "I know it is, child." 
 
    "Can you wake me up when my Daddy gets here? I gotta put my dress back on," she asked. Her words were slurring badly now. 
 
    "Of course." 
 
    "Okay thanks," she said, then closed her eyes. I took the mostly full glass of wine from her hand before she could spill it all over the place, and she moved her hand to her tit. Her other hand went to her clit again, slowly rubbing herself. She got slower, and slower, and finally she stopped rubbing altogether. 
 
    I watched for a few minutes. Her breathing stayed constant, rising and falling beautifully. I wanted to make sure she was asleep, and got my confirmation when she began to snore softly. I grabbed her feet in both hands and squeezed gently, wanting to make sure she was truly asleep. No reaction. 
 
    I smiled and stood up. I stood next to her admiring her beauty. I had wanted her for hours now, and now I would finally have her. I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. A soft moan escaped her lips, but she didn't kiss back. Her fingers, however, did start lightly touching herself again. 
 
    I smiled and removed all of my clothing quickly. She was past the point of remembering, so if she did wake up, she wouldn't remember this anyway. My cock was at its full length, hard as a twenty year old's. I was glad that I hadn't had any need for an erectile dysfunction medication, even though my dick hardly got any use. 
 
    I looked at those teenage tits, still rising and falling with each breath. I had to see them. I slipped my fingers under the bottom of her bra and lifted up. I pulled it up towards her shoulders, and as her tits were released, she smiled. I kept the bra bunched up around her neck and shoulders. 
 
    My mouth practically watered. Her boobs were as big as they had looked in the dress and bra. Her nipples were puffy and light pink. Her hand fell back to the bottom of her breast, rubbing it lightly. 
 
    I wouldn't rub so lightly. I grabbed one in each hand, pushing them together and jiggling them around. They felt amazing, and immediately her nipples began to harden. I buried my face in them, licking her nipples. I heard her moan softly and move her hand to the back of my head, lightly resting it on my hair. Nothing was going to stop me at this point, as I lightly bit the tip of each nipple, savoring her taste. 
 
    I kissed my way downward, surprised at how muscular her abs were. She must be doing something like cheerleading to have a set of abs this fit, I thought. The thought of her prancing around in a little cheerleader outfit just spurred me on more, to the top of her underwear. 
 
    I kissed all around the outside of her underwear, from one hip bone to the other, then down a leg. She writhed a little underneath me, as if her body were anticipating the touches she were about to get. I would start over her clothes like she had made all boys do, but I knew I wasn't going to stop there. 
 
    My mouth went to her opening, and my tongue licked at her panties. I could tell she was wet already, probably from talking about all her sexual experiences with other boys. She started writhing again immediately, her finger lightly touching her clit. I moved her finger and began to lick there myself. I heard her moan as she began to wiggle under me. I grabbed her legs and moved in closer, eating her pussy up. 
 
    It wasn't long before I looped my fingers through the sides of those lacy panties and pulled down. They worked off her hips, moving down her legs. I kissed her legs as they went down to her knees. She brought her feet closer together, and I looked at her face. Still asleep. I couldn't decide if her body was trying to make it easier for me to get her panties all the way off, or if she were closing her legs to protect her delicate flower. I didn't care. 
 
    I carefully worked her panties the rest of the way off and carefully set them next to the couch. Then, I opened her legs back up. She gave me no resistance, exposing herself to me immediately. 
 
    Her slick pussy opened up immediately, showing just how wet she had become. It smelled delicious, and I just had to have a taste. Besides, she would need to be as wet as possible if she really was still a virgin. 
 
    I grabbed her legs in my hands and began to lick at that clit. Her mouth shot open as if her own body couldn't believe the pleasure that was coursing through it. I moved down to her entrance, licking at this virgin pussy. I lubricated her up with my spit, then licked it up, and spit it back onto her. Her own juices began to flow from inside her pussy, making her even more wet. 
 
    I decided to test her out. I spit on my finger and began to massage her opening, doing little rings around it. Then, I began to push it in. Her face turned into a grimace and she clenched down. I pushed a little deeper, and came up against some resistance. Her hymen. 
 
    This was the real deal. The Virgin Mary, right in front of me. She would need as much lubrication as she could get if she were going to take all of me. I looked at her mouth and smiled. 
 
    She said that she liked sucking on penises, I thought. I grabbed her legs and pushed them together, then turned them to the side. The rest of her body followed, and she snuggled more into the pillow as she faced away from the couch. I walked to the where her head lay, and stuck my finger in her mouth. She began to suck on it, suck on the juices that had come from inside of her. I used that finger to open her mouth further, and then I grabbed her chin. 
 
    As I worked my cock into her mouth, she closed her mouth around me. I moaned as her tongue began to lick me. I put my hand on the back of her head and began to thrust, and she kept licking at me. I heard her begin to moan softly, that angelic voice turning me on even more. I pulled my dick from her mouth, and a long trail of drool reached from the edge of her lips to the head of my cock. It was so hot that I plunged right back into her mouth, still fucking her mouth as she moaned. 
 
    I began to feel the orgasm rising in me at this hot sight, and I knew I couldn't waste this opportunity. I took my cock out of her mouth, and the drool leaked from her mouth onto the couch. What a mess I'll have to clean up, I thought. I moved back down to her legs and lifted them up, setting them back on the couch so that they were laying flat. Her chest moved to line up with her legs but her face kept rolled to the side. 
 
    I moved her legs up, exposing her wet pussy once more, then knelt next to her on the couch. Her legs bent at the knees as I pushed them up towards her chest, and her ass lifted off the couch a little bit. I placed my cock on her clit, rubbing it around. She bit her lip and began to moan, a smile forming. I didn't think she'd be smiling for long. 
 
    I moved my cock further down, tracing it around the entrance to her nether bits. She kept moaning, happily enjoying the sensations in her sleep. The head of my dick pressed against her opening, and suddenly she frowned. Her hands went to my hands, which were still on her legs, and pushed. She didn't like this, and I didn't want to see her suffer, so I'd make it as quick as possible. 
 
    I put my weight against her and pressed into her, feeling her hymen resist me and then break, a new rush of liquid coating my cock as it quested inside of her. She cried out, her eyes opening a little bit as she stirred. "Shhh," I said, putting my finger to her lips. She looked confused, then her body went slack again as she drifted off to sleep. 
 
    I smiled, and began slowly moving in and out of her. Now that she was asleep, I was able to enjoy her body to the fullest. And what a body. As I continued to slowly loosen her up, she began to writhe underneath me once more. I saw her fingers move to her clit again, rubbing herself softly. It was unbelievably hot to watch. 
 
    I delved deeper and deeper into her pussy. Soon, I was pounding into her, and little whimpers of pleasure escaped from her body. I could almost imagine that she was back in the choir, singing with that angelic voice, and it just turned me on more. 
 
    I pulled out of her, now crazy with lust. I grabbed her legs and flipped her back on her side, then lifted them up and put her on her tummy. I made sure she wasn't too twisted up, then walked to the other side of the couch. I moved her head past the arm of the couch so that she could breathe normally. I looked down at my cock, noticing the crimson streak that ran down the length of my shaft. I'd rub that off soon enough. 
 
    I ran my fingernails down her muscular back, then down the center of her ass. I grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed, enjoying the taut muscles. I grabbed one of the couch's other pillows and pushed it underneath her, propping up her ass. 
 
    As I got on top of her, I saw her hands grip the couch's arm and squeeze. I ran my cock up and down her ass, briefly considering committing the sin that had gotten Sodom destroyed. However, I moved farther down, and when I felt the slick wetness of her pussy, I knew I could go no other place. I pushed, and she squeaked again. 
 
    Her pussy enveloped my cock, and I pounded into her. With every passing moment, it seemed like her grip on the couch's arm got tighter. I could feel myself rising towards orgasm quick. I put my hand on her back and pressed her into the couch further, and this just seemed to make her moan even more. 
 
    I could feel her body begin to tense up, and I knew I was going to blow myself. I thought about pulling out, but then I realized what a mess that would make in my study. Besides, I remembered the Bible passage about not spilling one's seed onto the ground. 
 
    I grunted and groaned as I felt Mary's little body begin to orgasm underneath me. As soon as that tight, eighteen year old pussy contracted around my cock, I was done. The liquid rushed through my body, spurting out of my cock and into her pussy. I shot again and again within her, filling her womb with my seed, with the sprouts of new life. She bucked and thrashed underneath me, experiencing what was likely her first orgasm, sucking the semen from me like a pump. 
 
    A few moments later and it was all over. My cock, old as it was, deflated rapidly. I pulled out of her and threw my briefs back on quickly. I looked over and saw the first drop of my cum beginning to leak out of her, threatening to land on my white couch. 
 
    I flipped her over quickly, holding her legs up in the air. I grabbed her panties off the ground and slipped them back down her legs, lifting her up to place them under her body. My seed would stay within her for the evening, and she could shower in the morning. Her bra was still clasped, and I pulled it back down, shoving her tits back into it as best I could. It looked a little crooked still, but it was on. 
 
    By the time I was done, I noticed a wet spot forming on her panties already. I sighed as I put her down on the couch, then grabbed a nearby blanket. I pushed one corner underneath her, then wrapped her up in it. She seemed to snuggle into the couch as I tucked her in. She stirred slightly, and her eyes opened. 
 
    "Is my Daddy here yet?" she said, so slurred I could barely make out the words. 
 
    "Shh, sweetheart, go back to sleep," I said. 
 
    "Okay," she said. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I awoke at 5:00 A.M. like old people tend to do. Mary had thrown the blanket off of herself at some point during the evening. She looked absolutely lovely, peaceful as she lay there. I wanted to get another look at her tits, but I would never get away with it now. 
 
    I shook her foot gently. "Mary. Mary. Wake up, Mary." 
 
    Her eyes opened a little, and she squinted. "Where am I? What happened?" 
 
    I smiled. "You're at the church. Do you remember coming here last night?" I asked. 
 
    She sat up, holding her head in her hands. "Yeah. We were eating Chinese food, then... I don't remember." 
 
    I crossed my arms. "Do you remember drinking all my wine?" I pointed to the empty wine bottle on the table. 
 
    She looked confused. "Maybe? I don't know." 
 
    Even though I kept a straight face outwardly, inwardly I was giggling. She was so hung over. 
 
    "Well, take a shower in my bathroom. Neither of us want you to smell like a liquor cabinet when your father arrives," I said. 
 
    She looked confused. "Daddy?" Suddenly she seemed to realize that she was wearing hardly any clothes in front of a grown man, and put a hand over her tits and another over her panties. 
 
    I scoffed. "It's a little late for modesty now," I said. "Go, take a shower, quickly!" 
 
    She moved to stand, then moved a hand to her abdomen. "Why am I so sore?" 
 
    I had to think of something quick. "You drank a lot last night, plus you slept in an awkward position. I tried to wake you to make you more comfortable, but nothing I could do would break your slumber." That much was true, I thought with a smile. 
 
    She rose up, obviously really sore. She ran a hand over the front of her panties, obviously confused at how wet she must feel down there. I did feel bad, but it was too late to take it back now. 
 
    As she closed the shower door and I heard the water turn on, I called inside. "Also, I told your father that you cleaned the main hall last night. Try to keep that in mind, because I'd hate for you to get in trouble." 
 
    ***** 
 
    Morning service was at eight, but Nick and Yvonne showed up at seven. Mary was back in her Sunday dress, looking a lot worse for wear than she had last night. Hungover and deflowered, it was a wonder she could sit up at all. 
 
    "Mary had a long night of cleaning while she was lectured, but I think I've taught her the dangers of drinking too much alcohol," I said. "What do you think, Mary?" 
 
    "I'll never drink again," she said. I'd heard that line before, and people mostly went back on that promise, but when she said it, I almost believed it. Her father nodded, thanked me, shook my hand. I noticed that they hadn't wiped their feet when they came in, but then again, I had left a mess inside their daughter. I guess I'd call it even. 
 
    I looked over at her during the service a few times. She had her head on the pew in front of her, and I hoped she wouldn't get sick. What a mess that would be to clean up. 
 
    She showed up for church every week after that, and everything was going according to God's plan for her. She started to sing in the choir, her parents told me that she stopped hanging out with the bad kids, and that she'd be leaving for college. Everything was great for eight weeks. Then, last Saturday when I was cleaning the church again, I got a phone call. 
 
    "It's Nick. Mary's pregnant." 
 
    My heart began to beat faster. "Oh, when did this happen?" 
 
    "I don't know, but the worst thing is that she keeps lying to me. She claims she's a virgin, that she's saving herself for marriage, that she has no idea how this happened." 
 
    I wasn't sure whether to feel sad for the girl or happy for me that I was bringing another child into the world. "Now, Nick. It's important in these situations to remember The Lord's Prayer. 'Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us,'" I said. 
 
    "But..." he started. 
 
    "None of us live our lives without sin. It's important that you keep a healthy relationship with your daughter. If it's within God's power to forgive us, it's within your power to forgive her. Most importantly, the child is born into the world without sin. It's important that you treat the baby like you would any other member of your family. Love it. Cherish it. It's God's will." 
 
    There was silence on the other end of the phone. I almost spoke up to ask if he was still there, but he spoke. "You're a wise man, Pastor Luke. I don't know what we'd do without your guidance. I'll do everything you said, and we'll all see you at church tomorrow." 
 
    I smiled as I hung up the phone. I couldn't wait to see that baby bump, my baby bump. I couldn't wait to see it grow, to see Mary grow. Most of all, I couldn't wait to see the baby, and to baptize it in the name of our Lord. I turned to the crucifix hanging on the wall, quickly did the stations of the cross, and went back to cleaning. 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Sin with the Sleeping Choir Girl 3: Jemima 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    Eighteen year old Jemima is the most pious choir girl ever to grace Pastor Luke's church. Will the older man be able to convince her that her defloration is all part of God's plan, or is there perhaps an easier way to get the job done?   
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Sleep Sex, Dubious Consent, Virgin, Priest 
 
   
  
 

 Author’s Note 
 
    This series was written in conjunction with the talented Cassandra Zara. 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    The Lord always did work in mysterious ways.  The path he chose for me was not quite the path I had imagined when I first became a man of the cloth.  I always thought it was my job to spread the good word of God through my sermons every Sunday.  To be there for my flock when there was a crisis of faith.  To be a pillar of the community. 
 
    Well, to be fair, all those things were still true.  However, after much prayer and pondering upon the signs the Lord Almighty sent to me, it became clear that I was also destined to bring seed to the fertile wombs of the young women God conveyed to me, whether they were aware of it or not.   His most forceful messenger had been Eve, it had taken her battering ram approach to break down my opposition to God’s will. 
 
    The church choir was God’s breeding pen.  How else can their loveliness be explained?  The women who came of age within that group were all built for sex, perfect soil to plant the seed in.  How else can my attraction to them be explained?  I was a Pastor for decades, I thought my resistance to the temptations of the flesh was unbreakable, but I was wrong and God was right. 
 
    After my experiences with Eve and Mary, thoughts of my beautiful choir girls filled my mind.  I thought back to the beauties who had graced its ranks in all the time I had been stationed in this church.  Was I to track them all down?  No, surely not.  If God had wanted them to accept his seed, delivered by his servant, namely me, he surely would have made it happen while they were still members. 
 
    That meant I had to look to the current members of the choir for His will, and while I was listening to their soaring voices one Saturday afternoon during practice His will became clear.  Of all the current members there was one that stood out in every way.  Jemima, sweet innocent red-headed Jemima. 
 
    Eve and Mary had been typical rebellious teens, had stayed in the choir for so long only because their devout parents forced them to.  Jemima was different.  Jemima never missed a sermon whether her parents were there or not, she often stayed after the service was over, offering prayers and silent worship to the Lord under her own direction, she volunteered on Sunday afternoons for Sunday school.  She was wonderful with children, she would make a great mother. 
 
    I knew that Jemima didn’t drink, aside from the sip of sacramental wine, and didn’t do drugs.  She was most assuredly a virgin, seriously considering a life of servitude to the church at even her tender age of eighteen.  It was God’s will that I fuck her as hard as I possibly could.  It was the only explanation for her being in the choir, her voice was terrible. 
 
    My only conundrum was how to convince her that her defloration and impregnation was required.  I worked at the problem from several angles, even as I watched her sing her heart out at choir practice and my dick hardened at the thought of blessing her pussy in the name of the Lord.  At last, when the choir was chorusing ‘Hallelujah!  Hallelujah!’ the solution hit me. 
 
    A few years previous, one of my flock had come to me with a confession.  He’d fallen in with the wrong crowd, petty thieves and drug dealers, and his life was in a downward spiral.  He came to me because he’d recently purchased some sedatives from his drug dealer, with the plan to use them on his daughter’s friends and ‘feel them up’ as they slept.  He’d had a change of heart and came to me for advice. 
 
    At the time, I condemned the choices that had brought him to such a low place but praised his decision to seek redemption through confession.  I confiscated the drugs and told him to say 10 ‘Our Father’s and 20 ‘Hail Mary’s.  I’d thrown the little baggie in the lockable drawer of my desk with various other things I’d confiscated over the years, mostly cigarettes from the younger members of the church. 
 
    When choir practice finished I quickly pulled Jemima to the side and told her that I needed her help with a special project for the church and could she please check with her parents whether she could stay out overnight.  Jemima jumped at the chance to help the church and assured me she would make sure her parents were fine with it and she would definitely see me at seven thirty. 
 
    The hours dragged as I made myself busy cleaning everything I could think of, folding and stacking altar cloths, polishing metal, praying and then basically doing it all over again just to fill in time.  At slightly after seven o’clock I went back to my study to track down that little baggie.  Rummaging through the drawer I felt a pang of panic when I didn’t immediately spot it, but leaned back in my chair with relief when I pulled it out from under a half-empty pack of smokes. 
 
    The young man whom I confiscated them from had said that one pill was supposed to dissolve almost instantly in a standard glass of wine, or any other commonly drunk liquid of similar volume, and give roughly eight hours of complete sedation.  I hoped he was right, it would be a shame to delay God’s will because of ineffective pharmaceuticals. 
 
    At precisely seven thirty I heard the church doors swing open and Jemima call my name.  She always was such a lovely, tidy and punctual girl.  My heart leapt. 
 
    “In here, Jemima!”  I called. 
 
    A flash of red hair peeked around the door frame and the teenager’s face lit up with a smile. 
 
    “Hi Pastor Luke!  Thanks for thinking of me for this church project, I always feel like I’m not doing enough to serve God so this is great!” 
 
    “Don’t be so hard on yourself, my child.  None of us can measure up to God’s standard, it is only through divine forgiveness that we will be able to enter the kingdom of heaven.” 
 
    “That’s so true, Pastor Luke!”  She gushed, “What is this project all about anyway?” 
 
    “Well, let’s…” 
 
    I was saved the inconvenience of delaying her by an impatient-sounding knock at the front doors. 
 
    “Ah, that’ll be the Chinese food.  I got enough for two, I hope you haven’t eaten?” 
 
    “I haven’t, actually!  I’ve been so excited about coming here tonight that I clean forgot to make my dinner, and my parents aren’t exactly regular cooks, so I only had time for a tiny snack.” 
 
    “Perfect, we can discuss the project over some orange chicken, I’m qualified to tell you that the chicken from this place is absolutely heavenly.” 
 
    Jemima giggled like the schoolgirl she had so recently been at my cheesy joke and I went to the front doors to pay the delivery man.  You would think that after all these years of the same guy delivering food to me on a Saturday he would know that the front doors were unlocked and I preferred to conduct the transaction inside, particularly in the colder months when the wind seemed to cut right down to my bones.  Not to worry, this evening I’d have more than a mere single serving of orange chicken to keep me warm. 
 
    I returned to my little room to find Jemima quietly looking at my bookshelf while she waited.  She looked absolutely lovely, though her attire was extremely conservative for a girl of her eighteen years.  A simple white blouse with no hint of a plunge to the neckline over a long skirt that ended just above the ankle.  It would have been a scandalous length for a skirt sometime near the start of the nineteen hundreds. 
 
    No matter, thanks to the will of God I knew I’d soon be seeing what Jemima had kept hidden from the world.  With a smile I gestured to one of the empty seats at my small table and Jemima sat down. 
 
    “Dish it up, would you?  I’ll pour the wine.” 
 
    “Could I just have some grape juice, Pastor Luke?  I only take wine during your sermons.” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    In my kitchenette I poured two grape juices, there was no point in me having any alcohol anyway, the last thing I wanted to do was dull my senses when I was soon to be treated to the wonderful sights and sensations of Jemima’s body.  In one glass I dropped the little pill and watched as it fizzed fiercely and briefly, disappearing entirely into the liquid before returning to the table, setting the special mixture down in front of Jemima, and sitting down in my own chair. 
 
    “We’ll discuss the project after dinner.  Until then, enjoy, and a toast!  To God’s will!” I raised my glass and clinked it against Jemima’s before we each tucked into the food, hungrily. 
 
    “Tell me, Jemima, have you figured out what college you want to go to?” 
 
    “No.  I was thinking of taking a year out to maybe do some volunteer work somewhere, maybe Africa or something, and help spread the word while I’m at it.” 
 
    “Ah, very admirable, lots of souls need saving.  What do your family think?” 
 
    “They don’t really seem to care,” Jemima looked somewhat downcast at the thought. 
 
    “And what about your boyfriend?” 
 
    Jemima visibly blushed and took a big gulp of her grape juice as if to hide her face, if only for a moment, finishing the beverage before replying to me. 
 
    “I’ve never had one.” 
 
    “What?  A beautiful girl like you?” 
 
    “Nobody at school ever called me beautiful.  All they ever did was tease me about my faith.  Do you really think I’m pretty?” 
 
    I had faked surprise at her lack of boyfriends, but I hadn’t been lying about her beauty, anybody that didn’t think she was gorgeous was off their rocker. 
 
    “Of course you are, my child, one of the most beautiful girls in the entire town.  You mean to tell me that no boy ever asked you out on a date?” 
 
    “Well… there was one boy…” 
 
    “Tell me about him.” 
 
    Jemima was beginning to look a little cloudy in the eyes and seemed to be struggling to find the memory of what had happened.  After a while she managed to focus on the events, though she was beginning to slur as if she was drunk, and her inhibitions were dissolving as quickly as the pill had, as I was about to find out. 
 
    “He was really popular at the school, I had a secret crush on him and almost fainted when he asked if I would go to a party with him.  He was so nice… showed up at my house with flowers and everything.  Then, when we were at the party, he led me off to a quiet room and…” 
 
    “And what, Jemima?”  I prompted. 
 
    “And… and he pinned me up against the wall and began kissing me.  I didn’t want things to get out of hand because I’m saving myself for marriage, or until God make’s his plans known to me, but at the same time this guy he was… was…” 
 
    “Yes, child?  You can tell me.” 
 
    “He was so hot, Pastor Luke.  He made me feel… funny.  At first they were such romantic kisses, not even any tongue, but then he started kissing harder and harder…” 
 
    Jemima’s head was beginning to slump as she told her story, her speech getting slow and even more difficult to follow. 
 
    “What happened then, dear?” 
 
    “His tongue was in my mouth and I broke off the kiss to tell him to stop… but he didn’t… and before I knew it I was pushing my tongue into his mouth, twirling it around and around.  That’s when I felt something pressing into my stomach, he had something hard in his pants.  I didn’t know what it was but it made me feel so good.  Then he told me to…” 
 
    The teen choir girl was almost completely out by this stage, but I wanted to hear as much of her story as possible. 
 
    “Told me… suck his cock… said I couldn’t… he got angry and left the room… told everybody at the party I was a tease… not a tease… wish he had just pushed me to my… knees… and…” 
 
    Jemima slumped over completely and her breaths came slow and even as she sat there in front of her mostly eaten dinner.  I looked down and realised that I had hardly touched mine, enthralled as I was with the teen beauty sitting across from me.  Not only that but I was absolutely rock hard from listening to the story of how the choir girl had almost had her virginity reluctantly, but apparently willingly, taken away.  Not to worry, that boy’s loss was my gain. 
 
    I stood and was confronted with my second conundrum of the day: how to transport the slumbering teen to my bed.  There was no other way around it, I prayed for strength and scooped her up as best I could, relieved that it was actually much easier than I expected.  Jemima was no taller than, say, Eve, but Jemima was much heavier up top than the petite blonde. 
 
    I placed the unconscious choir girl on my bed like a trophy, her head resting peacefully on my pillow and her arm dangling off the side.  Lowering my weight on to the bed, I sat on the edge and pulled her hand up into my lap, placing her palm on to my stiffness. 
 
    “You see just how pretty you are, Jemima?  Look what you’ve done to me.” 
 
    Gently rubbing her hand up and down my cock through my pants, I lowered my mouth to hers and kissed her hard and deep, just the way she said the boy had begun to do.  My tongue danced upon hers, which remained completely still as I felt her breath rhythmically puff out of her nose on to my cheek.  I pulled back from our kiss with a loud and wet smacking sound and scanned the full length of my prize. 
 
    Reluctantly, I let go of Jemima’s hand and it fell slack in my lap.  I would need both of mine to disrobe this sleeping beauty, whose large breasts swelled upwards under the conservative top she was wearing.  I couldn’t see any buttons , zips or anything on the shirt so worked it upwards, revealing the pale milky skin of her taut teen midriff. 
 
    I was eager to see her naked but couldn’t resist pausing to lightly brush my lips across her navel, kiss it and circle my tongue around her belly button.  Her skin was so warm to the touch and my heart began beating even faster with the thought of her entire body pressed up against mine, naked and sweaty with the strain of our fucking. 
 
    I worked the shirt upwards and finally revealed Jemima’s breasts, encased in a bra that held the soft and youthful flesh close and high on her chest, the two inner curves almost touching, hinting at the cleavage she would be capable of with a different bra… or a pair of hands such as I possessed.  I cupped both of her tits and pushed them together, closing that small distance between them and squashing them against each other. 
 
    The sight of this virgin choir girl having her tits played with for the first time while she slept unaware was incredibly hot and I kneaded the heavy mounds over and over again.  Finally, to my mild surprise and extreme delight, Jemima’s bra worked itself undone from my manipulations, a clasp at the front that I hadn’t even noticed unhooking and then springing apart as I let her breasts go. 
 
    The cups of her bra still covered most of her tits, so I delicately gripped each half of the unhooked clasp and lifted them up and outwards until they were laid bare before me.  Each one was perky with youth, enticed the eye with their womanly curves and was topped with a dark pink nipple like a cherry on a scoop of vanilla ice cream. 
 
    What a waste that this was the first time her naked tits had been looked upon with lust by a man.  I sucked the nipple nearest to me into my mouth and flicked my tongue back and forth across it until it grew stiff, before repeating the process with the other.  I slowly raised my head, still sucking, and watched as her breast tented with the pulling of my eager lips before her nipple finally escaped and her fleshy teen mound sprang back into shape. 
 
    I sat up and looked down at Jemima with her shirt bunched up over her breasts and under her armpits.  The cups of her bra laid useless to either side, having given up their treasures to God’s will and my pleasure, her nipples pointed straight up as if giving thanks to the Lord for this opportunity for Jemima to fulfil her role in His plan. 
 
    Her shirt couldn’t be raised any further until I lifted her arms up, and then I was able to pull it over her head.  I was about to pull it completely off, but stopped when it was bunched up around her elbows.  She looked so sexy with the garment there, as if she had her arms tied up for restraint, that I decided the shirt didn’t need to come completely off. 
 
    The position of her arms seemed to make her breasts jut upwards even more.  They looked truly magnificent on her otherwise petite frame that if I didn’t know any better I would have thought she had been artificially enhanced, such size and symmetry were rarely given purely from God’s good graces. 
 
    Next I turned my attention to her long skirt.  I was so eager to plough her fertile fields that I wanted to just lift it up and fuck the ever-loving bejesus out of the passed out teen, but there was just too much material, it would never bunch up comfortably, as Eve’s dress had done.  After a brief search, I found a zip on the side and pulled it downwards. 
 
    Inch after inch of Jemima’s unexplored, porcelain thigh was exposed as I unzipped one of the last remaining, ineffective, defenders of her virginity.  The zip reached the end of its track about halfway down her upper leg and the waist was now loose enough to be pulled downwards.  I grasped the very bottom of the skirt and, by tugging at first one side and then the other, I managed to work it down her legs until it reached her knees and slid completely off. 
 
    Now on my bed, just as God intended, was a passed out teen virgin with her tits exposed.  The only clothes still completely on were her pure white panties.  My cock strained at my pants as I looked down at the beautiful red-head and I slowly disrobed while drinking in this vision of loveliness. 
 
    At last, completely naked with my hard dick sticking straight up like it wanted to ask a question, I climbed back on to the bed and pushed Jemima’s legs apart with my knees as I hovered over her.  When her thighs were spread, I lowered my body on to hers and let out a quiet groan of appreciation as her tits squashed against my chest. 
 
    Without looking, I reached down and slipped a finger up the leg hole of Jemima’s panties, pulling the elastic out so I could slide my cock under the thin material and then let go.  The tight underwear held my cock against the unconscious choir girl’s warm body, nestling in her sparse patch of pubic hair, which I was sure would match the colour of hair on her head. 
 
    I lowered my lips to hers and resumed kissing the passive teen as I began to gently grind against her pubic mound, her tits providing a wonderful cushion for my upper body while I rocked against her.  It wasn’t long before the humping motions caused my cock to slip out of the top of her panties, leaking pre-cum all over her navel.  I swore it was probably pooling in her belly button, the slickness between us was so great. 
 
    I kissed Jemima as deeply as I could, forcing her mouth wide open and thrusting my tongue against hers.  At the same time, I reached up with one hand and played with one of her massive tits, squeezing it, pinching her still-hard nipple and cupping as much of its vast expanse as I could. 
 
    I was absolutely wild with lust for her.  I needed to feel the release of erupting a torrent of creamy, impregnating, semen deep inside her fertile virgin slit, to know the joy of doing God’s work again.  First, though, I thought God wouldn’t mind if I took some pleasure for myself, as long as my sperm weren’t wasted.  I wanted to feel her mouth on my cock and, God willing, her throat too if she could take it. 
 
    Reluctantly removing my hand from her incredible breast, I pulled at each side of the pillow her head was resting on until I had managed to work it under her shoulders.  This caused her head to loll back and opened her mouth wide, as I had hoped. 
 
    With the speed of a man half my age, I moved until I was in what the kids call the ’69 position’ over the sleeping choir girl, my hard cock pointing straight at her open mouth as my own head hovered over her still panty-clad virgin pussy.  I carefully thrust my hips forward until I felt first her warm breath on my pre-cum slickened cock head and then her velvet-soft lips on the top and bottom. 
 
    I pushed forward even more until I felt my tip touch Jemima’s tongue, and the edges of my mouth curled upwards in a smile as I gave the inexperienced girl her first taste of a man.  Wonderful as the feeling of her mouth all around me was, I needed more, and kept pushing until I felt the head hit the back of her throat, a barrier of seemingly impenetrable tightness. 
 
    Jemima’s throat had obviously never known a cock, it was as virginal as her pussy was, and the concept of taking a big shaft in her mouth all the way to the base was completely foreign to the innocent little girl.  The strange feelings I was inflicting on her must have seeped through her drug-hazed mind because I could feel the weakest of struggles coming from the sleeping teen, her arms moved against the restraint of her top and her head shook feebly from side to side before she gave up and slipped back into the deepest of slumbers. 
 
    I rocked my hips back and forth, each time my cock came up against the back of her throat with a squelching sound until, with a sustained push, I felt the fat head of my rod pop into her throat, into an area Jemima never would have dreamed she’d allow a man to go.  I advanced my cock with my eyes shut in pure bliss, feeling the passed out teenager’s lips sliding inevitably towards my balls until I felt them resting on her nose. 
 
    My eyelids parted to the sight of Jemima’s white panties right in front of me and I carefully balanced my weight as I remained entirely embedded in her mouth so that I could push her last remaining piece of clothing away from her virgin slit.  As her panties retreated, I saw that I had been right about her pubic hair, it matched the hue of her fine red locks and had even been trimmed into a neat little line. 
 
    I paused to wonder why Jemima, a girl who had intended to keep her pussy off limits for the foreseeable future, had spent such time making it so neat and tidy.  It was downright beautiful.  Then I remembered that Jemima also did a lot of swimming, and supposed that swimmers did need to keep themselves well-trimmed with the way swimsuits were made these days. 
 
    Jemima’s soft line of pubic hair ended abruptly where the folds of her sex began, leaving the entrance to her pussy as smooth as silk and enticingly pink in the light of my study.  With great reluctance, I pulled my hips back to retract my cock into the sleeping girl’s mouth so she could breathe and lowered my mouth to her beautiful petals, delving my tongue between them to taste her nectar. 
 
    It was wonderful to know I was sampling a pussy that Jemima, with God’s help of course, had kept untouched by man.  Her unused pussy tasted wonderful and I was soon lapping at her clit with relish.  I was so enthralled in her unused sex that I almost managed to forget that my cock was still in her mouth until she let out a lusty moan around it and the vibrations of her voice almost sent me right over the edge there and then. 
 
    I withdrew my tongue from her most carefully defended area and prayed for the strength to hold back from orgasm, for the strength to do God’s work and make this little girl pregnant.  Jemima didn’t make any more sounds and my prayers were answered, for the time being. 
 
    Sweet Jemima, so pure, so pious.  I decided that the time had come to roughly deflower the innocent teen in the name of the Lord, to impregnate her as was His will.  I moved back between her legs, discarding her panties, which had bunched up around her ankles and laid on top of her again. 
 
    She looked so peaceful lying there, but when I gripped the shaft of my cock and nudged her tender pussy lips to each side, some virginal instinct was roused and I saw her brow furrow in confusion and worry.  The look of discomfort intensified when I pushed forwards, her teeth clenching. 
 
    Her outer labia had almost encompassed the head of my cock when I felt the evidence of her virginity barring my way.  Jemima’s mouth was open in disbelief, I could only imagine what she was dreaming about.  I watched her face as I pushed my cock forward with a sharp motion, wanting to remember forever the very moment her pussy was claimed. 
 
    Jemima let out a sharp yelp and briefly struggled, but with her arms effectively tied she didn’t get anywhere, just gyrated against me for a moment, only serving to push my cock deeper into her fresh pussy.  As I slowly advanced, the sleeping teen settled down.  By the time my balls came to a gentle halt on her ass she was entirely still again, the peaceful look back on her face as if she’d just realised she was doing God’s work. 
 
    The grip of her little pussy was almost indescribably wonderful, I was so thankful that the Lord had sent me another beautiful virgin to keep warm with on an otherwise lonely night.  I lowered my upper body on to hers, feeling the now-familiar sensation of her ample tits squashing against me.  With one arm around her shoulders and the other around her tiny waist to hold our bodies together no matter how hard I fucked her, I began sawing my cock in and out of her tight tunnel. 
 
    Jemima sucked air in through her teeth, happy about doing God’s work or not I was building up speed and power that you generally don’t inflict upon virgins.  When they’re awake at least.  Time and again our bodies slapped together and I felt her breasts shake against me with the impact.  I looked down to see them wobbling every time I slammed home inside her, then back to her pretty face. 
 
    As I continued jack hammering into the passed out girl I saw a wonderful transformation take place, from the pained expression of a hard-fucked-virgin she transitioned to a glowing sex goddess.  When I saw her brow furrow again, this time in joyous surprise, and felt her pussy convulsing around my ever-thrusting cock, I was unable to contain myself any longer.  To do so purely for my own pleasure may have been an affront to God anyway. 
 
    With a breathy sigh of thanks to the Lord I unleashed a huge army of little swimmers into the little virgin sacrifice, filling her up with a hot and creamy gush of impregnating semen as we were both lost in the ecstasy of our own climaxes.  Her tight little pussy was awash with my sperm and I continued to thrust in and out of her as spurt after spurt corresponded with tingles of pleasure that chorused all over my body. 
 
    At last, spent and my pleasurable work done, I rolled to the side and lay next to the well-used teen, running my hands over her body, seeing her shiver when my fingers trailed over her nipples or near her entrance.  She was perfect in every way. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I awoke early the next morning and dressed, leaving Jemima naked and still oozing cum from her pussy in my nice warm bed.  I showered and dressed, hoping I’d get a chance to wash my sheets and hang them out to dry before I had to deliver my sermon that morning. 
 
    For an hour or so I busied myself preparing to deliver the good word to my flock until, at around seven o’clock, I saw Jemima’s eyes flutter open.  She didn’t move for a moment, looking confused about where she was, or thinking about something, but then sat upright and swung her feet to the ground to look at me, paying no attention, or not noticing, the fact that she was completely naked. 
 
    “Pastor Luke… something wonderful has happened!” 
 
    “Uh… what do you mean, my child?” 
 
    “In my dreams, an angel came to me, he said I would bear the son of God and then he fuh… made love to me all night.  It hurt… but it hurt so good, do you know what I mean?” 
 
    “I know exactly what you mean.” 
 
    “I thought it was just a dream… but then I woke up and I’m so sore down there, I can feel the heat of the angel, the heat of God’s love spreading all through my body.  I’m full of life, Pastor Luke, I just know it!  I’m so happy!” 
 
    “You have been blessed, Jemima, truly blessed.  Did the angel say anything else?” 
 
    “There was one other thing… but it’s really confusing.” 
 
    “Dreams can be like that sometimes, what did he say, child?” 
 
    “He said I was to lay with my most trusted spiritual leader as a wife lays with a man… but that’s you, Pastor Luke… you wouldn’t…. you know… want me like that, would you?  Please say you would!” 
 
    All I could do for a moment was smile, trying to find the right words, the right verse from the bible to express my feelings or the best way to summarise the situation but the only phrase that came to me was that God works in mysterious ways.  That morning, as I delivered my sermon, I saw Eve in the third row from the front with her little one resting peacefully in her arms, Mary next to her with a swollen belly.  Jemima sang in the choir with pious enthusiasm, a pussy drenched in cum, and truthfully she had never sounded better. 
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    Shortly after I turned eighteen I started waking up in the morning sore between the legs a few times each week.  At first I thought I’d caught something from my boyfriend, which would have to mean he was cheating on me because he was the only person I’d ever had sex with.  I broke up with him in a rage and then ran home from school crying.  He was supposed to be ‘the one’, we were going to the same college the next year and now it would just be awkward and horrible. 
 
    I laid on my bed with a big wet patch of tears forming on my pillow until one of my parents finished work and returned home to console me.  I say parents in the plural because my Mom had married when I was ten and I didn’t even remember my real Dad, Michael was the only father figure I’d ever known.  I still remembered the day when I was twelve and I sheepishly asked him if I could call him Daddy so I could have one like my friends and how happy I was when he said yes. 
 
    Since then he’d always been there for me, just the way I had always dreamed a Dad would be like when I was growing up.  When I was sixteen and returning home one night from a first date with a boy from my school, I was really nervous and panicked when he leaned in to kiss me on our doorstep.  The boy took it the wrong way and actually slapped me on the face, calling me a cock tease! 
 
    Well, the front door opened instantly, Michael stormed out.  He gently, but forcefully, shunted me inside and closed it behind me.  He was out there with the boy for only a few minutes before coming inside and giving me a big hug.  The next day at school the boy looked like he hadn’t slept a wink, he looked absolutely terrorised and apologised profusely. 
 
    Suffice to say that Michael was my hero and I had no problems at all with the fact that it was him who arrived home earlier that day to console me.  In fact, he was probably better at it than my Mom, he always knew the right things to say and soon had me laughing about what a loser my now-ex-boyfriend was. 
 
    Over the past year I’d felt a growing jealousy towards my Mom, which I was somewhat ashamed of.  My Mom deserved happiness, deserved love, but it was absolute torture for me to have a handsome older man, a successful local business man with his own pharmacy, in the same house every single day while my teenage hormones ran rampant through my body.  Oh God, the time he walked out of the bathroom after his shower wearing only a towel and I got a good long look at his tanned and toned body… let’s just say the door to my room remained closed for a good thirty minutes after that. 
 
    Given my growing feelings and thoughts about him, I wasn’t entirely surprised when I started having these strange dreams.  At about the time when I first started suspecting my boyfriend was cheating on me, Michael had been letting me try this new artificial sweetener in my hot chocolate before I went to bed.  My hot chocolate was an indispensable part of my own little bedtime routine, but at the same time I was worried about the calories. 
 
    I’d been voicing my self-doubt about my body, wondering if I was gaining too much weight, the kinds of body issues that a lot of teen girls deal with.  Michael told me that my body was absolutely perfect (a compliment that made me squeal with guilty delight inside) but if I was going to worry about it then he had concocted an artificial sweetener I could try. 
 
    It was perfect!  That is to say, I couldn’t tell the difference at all, my hot chocolate tasted just the way I loved and Michael assured me that it had about a quarter the calories of regular sugar.  If anything the wonderful comforting warmth of the hot chocolate seemed even more intense when it was in my stomach. 
 
    That warm feeling was a recurring theme in my dreams, except instead of localised to my stomach it was spread all over my body.  At first it was just all dark, I could hear a deep voice saying something, but it was all muffled as if there was a pillow over my ear, I couldn’t see or feel anything. 
 
    I had these dreams a few times a week, and couldn’t make any sense of them at all.  Then the sounds started getting clearer and I recognised the voice when it spoke.  I was dreaming about Michael speaking to me but, oh my god, he was saying things to me he’d never said in real life and it sounded like there was a single person in the room clapping as he spoke to me. 
 
    “You’ve got the tightest little pussy in the world, Beth,” the voice would say. 
 
    “Do you like getting fucked hard like this, my little cumslut?  Getting fucked by Daddy?” 
 
    When I first started having these forbidden thoughts and dreams about him I blushed what I was sure was a lovely shade of bright red the next day at the breakfast table.  Try as I might, I couldn’t get him out of my mind, so I supposed it was only natural the dreams became even more intense. 
 
    In a matter of weeks, additional sensations were creeping into my dreams.  Feelings of being impaled on a cock that made my ex-boyfriend’s look like a tic tac, feelings of my body being rhythmically shaken in time with that clapping sound, as well as the vague sensation of hands caressing my whole body, pinching my nipples, slapping my ass, flickering on my clit.  I was dreaming of Michael using my passive body like a little fuck toy… and it was the hottest thing to ever cross my mind. 
 
    I began to look forward to those dreams, to refrain from masturbating so I was always as horny as possible when I went to sleep.  By doing this, I found I was actually able to become excited enough to cum as I slept, even though the sensations of cock and hands on, and in, my body were so nebulous, being from a dream and all.  The idea that Michael was fucking me was more than enough to compensate for my dulled senses. 
 
    Then things got even stranger.  One morning I woke up with my hair tied into pigtails.  This was odd, because I hadn’t worn my hair like that for years and of course because I hadn’t gone to sleep with pigtails.  Later on that week, I woke up totally naked with my pyjamas in a crumpled heap on the floor.  Was I also sleep-walking now?  I was seriously considering talking to a doctor, a sleep therapist or some kind of specialist. 
 
    One night I only drank half of my hot chocolate, and that’s when things got really interesting.  I woke up in the middle of the night, that familiar warm buzz humming around my body, but I knew I was awake.  My thoughts were just too clear to be asleep.  The sensations being fed to my brain were just too normal to be a dream.  I could hear my breathing and the crickets outside.  I could feel my sheets and blankets around me, my pillow under my head. 
 
    I tried to open my eyes to look at my alarm clock and found that I couldn’t do it, my eyelids wouldn’t respond.  I tried to raise my hand to my face, to pry them open manually if need be, but found I couldn’t move my arms either.  My body was completely paralysed, I couldn’t do anything except lie there as panic began to set in.  I could feel my heart beating against my chest as I struggled against a sleep-addled brain to remember exactly where I was and the last few things that had happened to me. 
 
    Had I been in an accident that left me paralysed?  Surely not, I could feel my whole body, but no pain.  I remembered clearly sipping at my hot chocolate as I texted in bed with a friend before turning out my light and feeling the comforting warmth spread over me as I fell asleep.  Something entirely different was happening.  I remembered all the stories about alien abductions, or the older ones about the ‘old hag’ and would have shuddered if I could have moved my body at all. 
 
    With a long and sustained effort I managed to open my eyelids just a crack and, thankfully, my head was facing to the side so I could see my digital alarm clock, which read 2:38am.  OK, so I was definitely at home at the very least.  And there were no aliens or witches in my room, which was another calming bonus.  There was just something wrong with my body that I had to figure out or wait until morning. 
 
    I had only been trapped in my own body, contemplating my situation, for a few minutes when I heard my bedroom door creak open.  Panic rose anew as I strained ineffectually to turn my head the few degrees required to look at who, or what, was in my room with me.  I couldn’t begin to describe the wave of relief I felt when the smell of Michael’s pine-scented body scrub, which he always used in his pre-bed shower, wafted over me. 
 
    Oh, thank God!  Daddy will know what to do! I thought.  Help me, I can’t move, Daddy!  I did my best to project my thoughts to him as if he could read my mind.  Through my barely-open eyelids I felt the sting of the, admittedly, soft light of my bedside lamp.  My pupils quickly adjusted and further relief washed over me as I saw Michael standing next to my bed in his bathrobe.  The calm quickly turned to confusion when he spoke to me, though. 
 
    “I forgot to bring any condoms home, so it’s bareback tonight, baby.” 
 
    Condoms?  Bareback?  What on earth was he talking about?  My questions were soon answered as wordlessly as they had been asked when Michael undid the belt that was holding his bathrobe on and let it fall to the floor around him.  I had the briefest glimpse of his sizable but only semi-hard cock through my eyelashes before he moved out of my field of vision and I felt colder air hit my body as my covers were cast aside. 
 
    As usual I was wearing one of a few sets of pyjamas that I owned, in this case it was the pink ones with little teddy bears all over them.  I was lying on my back, one leg straight and the other bent at the knee and sticking out sideways, and I was thankful for the pyjamas because otherwise my pretty little pussy would have been on full display to my Step-Father. 
 
    All thoughts of modesty were soon cast out of my head when I felt the bed shift under me as Michael put his weight on to it.  His strong hands grasped my straight leg and repositioned it until it mirrored the other one and I was basically spread-eagle before him as he apparently knelt naked between my legs. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes, Beth, that’s just how I like you, open arms and legs for Daddy.” 
 
    With that summary, he crawled forwards and I felt his body come to rest on top of mine.  The shaft of his cock, which must have hardened in record time, was nestled directly between the folds of my pussy, with only the flimsy material of my pyjama bottoms separating us.  The thought of that big hard dick, as much as the feeling of it, made me want to lick my lips and pull him against me even harder, but I couldn’t move and I was still so very confused by what was happening… this was my Daddy, after all. 
 
    The next thing I felt was his lips against my neck, kissing me, licking me, over and over.  He kissed hard, but not quite hard enough to leave a love bite, as if he wanted to but was barely managing to hold himself in check, and then his hand grabbed my head by the jaw and turned it to face him.  I stared out from my barely-open eyelids as Michael’s face lowered towards me and I felt his lips upon mine, kissing gently at first and then working his jaws open and closed as he kissed harder, forcing my own mouth wide open to accept the most passionate kiss I’d ever received. 
 
    Michael’s tongue danced around my unresponsive one, twirling it around inside my mouth as the kiss went on and on.  Finally he pulled back and I’m sure my head was almost lifted off my pillow, such was the suction of the kiss, and a loud squelchy smacking sound reverberated around my room. 
 
    “I’m so glad you broke up with your boyfriend, Beth.  My cock is the only one those sweet lips should be around.” 
 
    Nobody had ever spoken to me like that before, none of my boyfriends, not even the one I’d had sex with.  My inner feminist wanted to be offended… the rest of me wanted him to keep on doing what he was doing, to perhaps go even further.  I got my wish. 
 
    Michael wrapped his arms around my legs and pulled me downwards on the bed until I felt my feet just dangling over the edge and my head slipped off the pillow.  The bed shifted under me again as he stepped off and walked around to the side again.  Before climbing back on he grabbed my pillow and shoved it back under my head, but kept on pushing until it was supporting my shoulders and my head was leaning right back so I was staring at my headboard upside down. 
 
    First one knee appeared in the periphery of my vision, and then the other as he straddled my head, facing towards the bottom of my bed.  The only thing I could concentrate on, though, was his massive cock with heavy balls hanging below.  If I had thought it was big when only semi-hard, then this was certainly a rude awakening, no pun intended. 
 
    Hard and straight, twitching slightly with every pulse of his heart, it stood over my head intimidatingly.  I’d seen two cocks in real life before this night, and they were absolutely dwarfed by the monster between Daddy’s legs.  My mouth was parted slightly due to the position of my head and, with a gentle push at my chin, he opened it fully while pointing his stiff rod at my face and thrusting his hips carefully forward. 
 
    His thickness slid between my lips and I tasted his manhood for the first time, a flavour that somehow seemed familiar.  Even when I’d had my naughty thoughts about him I’d never suspected that his cock would be this magnificent, and I was in heaven with the thought of how sexy he must find me to be so turned on even when I was unable to move. 
 
    I had thought he was just going to put his dick in my mouth, maybe gently rock back and forth over my lips a little bit, but I was dead wrong.  The head of his cock slid all the way over my tongue until it hit the back of my throat with a squelch and every instinct in my body was fighting to gag and push him back… but the only reaction my body let me have was an instant watering of my eyes. 
 
    The head of Michael’s cock pushed harder and harder against my throat until, with a popping sensation that I half-felt and half-heard, he was advancing inside me again.  The blurred image of his balls coming closer and closer was all I could see until, like a warm blindfold, they rested on my nose and everything became considerably darker. 
 
    I’d never even given a proper blowjob before.  Whenever my boyfriend and I had been parked up in his car after a date somewhere, it seemed like he was always pushing my head down into his lap.  I never did much more than kiss the tip, which he liked enough to not force the issue any further, especially when I let him at my pussy and he almost forgot about my mouth completely. 
 
    With Michael it was completely different, his thick cock was buried to the hilt in my throat.  My mind was reeling with the barrage of sensations, the warmth of his balls on my face, the coolness of the saliva running up my cheeks, the incredible feeling of throbbing fullness in my throat.  However, after the initial reaction, my body was taking the giant invader all in its stride, as if it remembered taking a dick like this before even if my mind didn’t. 
 
    Michael placed the palms of his hands on my neck, his fingers wrapping around to the back, and began thrusting in and out of my throat, fucking my face.  My eyes continued to water as he began pounding harder and harder until I could feel the teardrops rolling up my head and into my hairline, as the small dribbles of saliva from the corners of my mouth became veritable torrents, joining my tears. 
 
    “Holy fuck, Beth, if only you knew how many more calories you’ve taken in via semen compared to how much my artificial sweetener has saved you… lucky for both of us you’re such a sexy little slut to begin with.” 
 
    Michael was really talking to himself for all he knew, and I could barely hear him over the internal squelchy racket of being roughly pounded by his gorgeous hard cock.  Nevertheless, I could feel a warm blush rise on my cheeks thinking about how much of his cum I may have ingested, the fact that he thought I was sexy was wonderful! 
 
    I lost track of time as Michael’s unrelenting assault on my mouth seemed to stretch out for a blissful eternity, but it was certainly pushing my body to its limits.  Unable to control my breathing, I was lucky when my unconscious inhales corresponded with his cock being retracted into my mouth, because I got no air when he was fully embedded in me.  When he finally pulled his length back I thought I was about to pass out from lack of oxygen, but the sight of his cock glistening with my saliva made me fight for awareness and I soon recovered while he shifted position and laid down beside me on the bed, repositioning the pillow under my head. 
 
    With no thought given towards taking his time, Michael roughly pulled my pyjama top up over my little tits and descended upon them with an eager mouth.  I could only vaguely see the back of his head through my bleary mostly-closed eyes, but the feelings and sounds were driving me absolutely wild.  He was sucking each nipple into his mouth in turn, flickering his tongue across it at a maddening pace, sending electric shocks of pleasure shooting into my body, alternating his attention back and forth until I thought I was going to explode from the sheer ecstasy of it all. 
 
    So mind-blowing was the pleasure in my nipples that I nearly didn’t feel it when his fingers slipped under the elastic band of my pyjama bottoms, the fingertips running through my sparse blonde pubic hair.  Thankfully, it was completely impossible to be unaware of when his probing digits stroked across my clit on their way to my honeypot. 
 
    “God damn, you’re wetter than ever, all ready for Daddy, are you?”  Michael murmured. 
 
    It was true, I could feel his fingertips rubbing all over my delicate petals as if an entire tube of lubricant had been squeezed out all over my sex.  The air felt so cool on my wet face and nipples, every shift in the air sent gentle waves of pleasure into me and all I could think about was Michael’s big dick taking me to new heights of euphoria. 
 
    That’s when I remembered what he’d said about ‘condoms’ and ‘bareback’ when he first entered my room and felt a momentary surge of panic… did he know I wasn’t on any other kind of birth control?  His balls had looked so full of sperm… like real little babymakers, was he really willing to risk it just to fuck me? 
 
    Responsible thoughts like these were driven from my mind when Michael’s skilled fingers spread my slickness over my clit and began flicking back and forth on my most sensitive little bump at a furious pace.  It was such a rough, manly, contrast with the way I masturbated.  I normally started out slowly and rarely, if ever, punished my clit with such hard and fast treatment.  It was entirely consistent with the way he had fucked my face and pleasured my nipples though, I was well beyond the point of ‘slow but steady wins the race’ and wanted him to give me an orgasm as quickly as possible. 
 
    I wanted to grind my pussy against his hand, eke out every last ounce of pleasure I could, but I still couldn’t move!  It was utter torture, I was sure if I could just squeeze my legs together, or something, anything, I’d be moaning with the intensity of my climax.  Regardless, I was getting close anyway, I wanted to groan, scream the house down and be damned if my Mom heard me, it was just so fucking hot! 
 
    I almost cried actual tears when, right on the cusp of cumming, Michael pulled his hand out.  My disappointment was short-lived when he grabbed my pyjama bottoms and yanked them off, moving between my legs at the same moment.  Michael wasted no time, slamming his cock home inside my sopping wet slit and leaning his upper body over mine so I could see his face again as he looked down, while fucking me as hard as I had ever been fucked. 
 
    The familiar sound of a single person clapping began and I was now able to attribute it to Michael’s balls slapping on my ass every time the literal cock of my dreams bottomed out inside my teenage pussy.  Never in waking life had my pristine slit felt anything like it, a hard fuck that walked a fine line between pleasuring and punishing, I wanted to writhe, buck my hips but I was still just a voice screaming affirmatives inside my cock-pummelled shell of a body. 
 
    For a torturous age it felt like Michael held me on the edge of a cliff, if he would just push a little harder I knew I would topple over and drown in the sea of ecstasy below.  I was almost shocked at my thoughts, getting pounded so hard and silently begging for more, but it Michael couldn’t hear me and a new fear grew within me.  What if he came before I did? 
 
    As if reading my mind, Michael rolled one of my nipples between his finger and thumb, and that small straw was what broke the camel’s back, my orgasm rocketed around my body, causing involuntary flexing of my pussy and abdominal muscles, finally bucking my hips against him and even squeezing out a low moan of pleasure. 
 
    “Holy shit…” Michael groaned. 
 
    From somewhere very far away I felt a steamy hot splash of sperm erupt in my pussy, not held back by a condom, with no birth control pills to save me, my fertile womb became home to an ever growing population of little swimmers whose only purpose inexistence was to make me pregnant.  I didn’t care… it felt too good, like my body finding its calling in life. 
 
    Michael’s jack-hammering thrusts became slower but more powerful, as if he wanted to drive his cock as deeply into my seemingly passed out body for each spurt of cum as he possibly could.  What felt like a ludicrous amount of his seed was pooling inside me as he finally collapsed and laid on top of me catching his breath, gently stroking as much of my body as he could reach with one hand while slowly softening in my tunnel. 
 
    Eventually Michael pulled out and, with one last lingering kiss, stood up.  He left the room momentarily before coming back with a towel and tenderly cleaning me up as best he could, putting the covers back on and turning out my bedside lamp.  I thought I would stay awake until morning, but the next thing I knew I was opening my eyes and I had somehow managed to get back to sleep. 
 
    Tentatively I tried to move my arms and legs, and found them completely back to normal.  I worked my jaw, which was stiff from being forced so wide open for so long while getting face fucked and felt my pussy as sore as it had ever been on the mornings after my strange dreams.  A tiny dribble of semen had leaked out of me, obviously Daddy had been unable to get everything in the middle of the night. 
 
    I swung my naked lower body out of bed and sat up before going through my morning routine as normal, heading for the shower.  When I had got as far as putting on a nice little matching set of underwear with cherries printed on the bra and panties I had an idea.  Opening up a drawer I pulled out a couple of hair ties and bunched my straight blonde hair into a couple of long pigtails.  I hoped Daddy would notice what a good little girl I was being for him, keeping our secret and giving him a sexy little treat in the morning. 
 
    When I went down for breakfast, my Mom gave me a funny look.  Funny or not, it paled in comparison to the reaction Michael had, his eyes nearly bulging out of their sockets.  Still, to his credit, he regained his composure quite quickly and when he kindly brought my breakfast to the table I saw he put down a little pill by my orange juice. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked, as if I didn’t know a morning-after pill when I saw one. 
 
    “It’s a multi-vitamin.  I know you’ve got a test today, so you’ll want to be right on top of your game.” 
 
    “Oh, OK.  Thanks, Daddy!” 
 
    I pretended to swallow it, instead hiding the capsule under my tongue until I could spit it out when he wasn’t looking.  All his cum inside my unprotected womb… I just knew he would get me pregnant and I couldn’t bring myself to halt such a miraculous process once started.  I mean, the thought that my belly might swell up with the child of the most wonderful man I knew was incredible.  If I was pregnant… he’d understand too, right? 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



A Sleepy Surprise 2 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    Beth is becoming more and more enthusiastic about giving the man of her house an heir as a result of his middle-of-the-night visits. Michael has no idea about this of course but he still has a few surprises up his sleeve for the beautiful blonde. This is one professional who's not above taking the tradesman's entrance when the opportunity arises. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Sleep sex, Pseudo-Incest, Dubious Consent, Stepfather, Stepdaugther, Anal, Schoolgirl 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I stared at the home pregnancy test kit and tugged at my pigtails anxiously.  I’d been testing myself every other day for two weeks ever since Michael had cum deep inside my pussy when he thought I was asleep.  I’d been feeling sick in the mornings and I was absolutely over the moon because I thought that was some textbook morning sickness symptoms.  I was so looking forward to the little bundle of joy, because it would be mine and his. 
 
    Unfortunately every test so far had resulted in a single line, a negative.  Worse, when he heard that I wasn’t feeling well, Michael recommended I stopped drinking hot chocolate before bed for a while.  This meant none of his special sweetener, which I deduced that Michael had concocted in his pharmacy to sedate me so he could have his way with my passed out teen body on any night he chose.  So, no hot chocolate, no sweetener, no more night-time visits from my Daddy.  It was terrible. 
 
    I watched as a single line faded into view on the pregnancy test and gave a little ‘grrrr’ of frustration while throwing the little stick across the room into my wastepaper basket.  Ordinarily I would have congratulated myself on the ‘nothing-but-net’ shot from such a distance, but this was no day for celebrations.  All the vitamins and minerals I’d been taking, all the foods that were supposed to boost your fertility, and I didn’t conceive.  Michael clearly had not donated enough sperm to the cause the first time around, I needed to remedy that as soon as possible.  I supposed I’d just had a cold instead of morning sickness too, what a let-down. 
 
    I looked down at the tight jeans I was wearing, I’d had to lie flat on my bed just to get them on that morning.  They were good, but not good enough, I pulled out the short skirt I had just bought and changed before going downstairs and walking past the living room where my Mom and Michael were watching TV. 
 
    “I hope you don’t think you’re going out like that, young lady,” my Mom said. 
 
    “Hmmm?  Oh.  No, I just bought it today, but I think the lady at the store must have got it mixed up somehow when she was ringing it up and putting it in the bag, this is much shorter than the one I chose.  I just wanted to rest tonight, I’m feeling all better though and wanted to have a hot chocolate before bed, I’ve really missed it.” 
 
    “OK, as long as you’re feeling better.” 
 
    Michael looked over at me as my Mom turned her attention back to the TV.  I saw him give me a full body scan, pausing at the hem of my skirt and then back up to my eyes. 
 
    “Don’t forget the sweetener!” he said. 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    Hook, line, and sinker!  I turned on the spot and pretended to drop something from my hand on to the floor, bending at the waist to pick it up.  My pigtails almost brushed the ground!  I didn’t bother to look over to check if Michael was savouring his free peek at my panties, I was almost sure of it. 
 
    My hot chocolate was good.  I thought Michael could probably make a fortune with his sugar substitute, marketing might be a problem though.  It felt so nice and warm in my tummy that I had to fight against the urge to drink all of it.  I wanted to be under far enough so that I wouldn’t give the game away and make any noises when he had his way with me, but I wanted to be able to feel everything he did. 
 
    With some regret, I tipped almost half the cup down the sink before having a shower.  That wonderful warm feeling spread throughout my body as I washed the worries and stress of the day away and by the time I was done I could barely keep myself awake to dry off and put on my little babydoll nightie.  I didn’t even have the energy to find the matching panties before giving up and crawling into bed. 
 
    My face hit the pillow and I fumbled around behind my back pulling my nightie down so it, just barely, covered my ass and then pulled the covers over the top of me.  I started thinking about Michael’s long hard cock and all the naughty things I wanted him to do to me and, as they are wont to do, at some stage my thoughts turned into dreams. 
 
    In my dream I was on the deck of some luxury yacht, Michael was behind one of those big steering wheels those boats always have.  He was dressed in a sexy captain’s outfit, but he wasn’t a very good captain.  You couldn’t blame him for not looking where he was going, because in the dream I was sunbathing naked right in front of him.  The next thing we knew, we’d run aground on some deserted island and had to fuck like rabbits to stay entertained.  We raised a nice little family there, and everything was perfect. 
 
    Michael was pounding my pussy with everything he had in the master bedroom of our bamboo-and-palm-frond mansion we’d made when I heard the door open with a click.  That’s strange, I thought, our door doesn’t have a latch. 
 
    Before the thought was completely finished, I was back in my regular bedroom and my eyes were shut.  I found I couldn’t open them, couldn’t move any part of my body for that matter, and I became excited, waking up fully and listening intently. 
 
    The bamboo mansion didn’t have a latch on the door, but my real bedroom did.  That might mean Michael was there and my dreams were about to, partially at least, come true.  Try as I might, I couldn’t open my eyes as I had the first time, so I concentrated on my other senses, hoping to hear his sexy voice tell me what he was going to do to me.  Instead it was my nose that was my first real confirmation, Michael’s pine-scented body scrub was as distinctive to me as his cheeky grin.  Daddy was here! 
 
    I felt the cooler air of my room hit my skin as Michael pulled the covers off me and then felt the bed shift as he put his weight on it.  I was still lying flat on my stomach, my face turned to the side and my legs straight out towards the bottom of the bed.  Michael straddled me with one knee on either side of my hips before leaning forwards until I could feel his warm breath on my ear and he took the weight of his upper body on his elbows as he leaned in close. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re feeling better, baby.  I’ve been telling your Mom that I’ve been under the weather too.  The truth is I’ve been saving all my cum for you.  It hasn’t been easy, two weeks!  But I’m ready to fill you up with the most semen you’ve ever seen in your wildest dreams.” 
 
    I bet he didn’t know just how wild the very dream he had just woke me up from was, but I was still happy to hear it.  I could still feel a tingly sensation between my legs from all the fictional desert-island sex I’d had and couldn’t wait to feel the real thing again, capped off with a huge load of cum, just for me. 
 
    Michael gathered up my hair and delicately moved it to one side, exposing my neck, which he began to kiss.  Every kiss was just hard enough to send a shiver down my spine, his rough stubble framing every peck, but light enough so that he wouldn’t leave any marks.  I felt my heart begin to beat faster with excitement at every contact of his lips, it was wonderful. 
 
    Between my ass cheeks I could feel his heavy balls and the very base of his hard dick resting, making the hem of my nightie ride up every time he ground against me.  It wasn’t long before I felt the warm and prickly sensation of his balls rubbing between my ass cheeks, the nightie having ridden up sufficiently. 
 
    Michael’s hand roamed down the side of my body, pausing to brush across the side of my breast before continuing down my side until he slipped it under the hem and squeezed my ass. 
 
    “No panties?  Good girl, Beth.  You must be horny for Daddy.” 
 
    I am! 
 
    In my head I yelled the affirmative, but nothing came out of my mouth, just my slow and steady breathing.  Michael’s kisses went from my neck to my upper back and then broke off as he moved even lower, returning to my bare skin when he lifted my babydoll upwards to reveal my lower back.  His knees shifted backwards as he kissed lower and lower squeezing and kissing both of my ass cheeks before moving his legs between mine and forcing them outwards, exposing my sex to him. 
 
    “Holy fuck, Beth, I swear you’re wet already.  Are you dreaming about me?  About sucking all the cum out of my cock?” 
 
    Yes!  All that and more, Daddy! 
 
    “I’ve got to taste your pussy, Beth.” 
 
    With that declaration of need, I felt my pillow whisked out from under my head and stuffed under my hips, raising my middle off the bed into an extremely shallow doggy-style position.  Michael got down on his stomach with his head between my legs and I felt his stubbly-kisses rain down upon my inner thighs, making me want to squirm all over the place.  I wondered how I could drop it into casual daytime-conversation that he should stick with the slightly-unshaven look. 
 
    From halfway up my thigh I felt and heard each wet smack as he worked his way towards my pussy, before moving to the other thigh with nothing more than a puff of air on my eager sex.  It was absolute torture to not be able to just push my slit back against his face and feel his tongue and lips pleasure me, but it seemed that Michael wanted to take his time. 
 
    My heart was going a mile a minute when Michael finally ended my suffering and touched his tongue to my folds, slowly running it up one side and then the other before pushing it into my tight teen slit.  If I hadn’t been wet from my dream, I most certainly was by this point.  Michael spread my slippery juices all over my entrance, that prickly stubble sensation driving me absolutely wild. 
 
    Michael soon got into a kind of rhythm, alternating his attention between plunging deep into my tunnel and flicking across my clit, it was incredible.  Just when my pussy felt like it needed a good licking, he would do it.  Just when the tingling sensation in my clit began to die down, he would transfer back.  It was as if he could read my body like it was a book.  I was bordering on an intense orgasm when Michael pulled his lips away from me, I would have screamed if I could. 
 
    “Guess what I got in the post this week, you dirty cumslut,” he said. 
 
    I couldn’t respond, of course, but I did think it was odd that he might be taking the time to tell his unconscious Step-Daughter about his latest bank statement.  I needn’t have worried about such mundane things though, as it turned out. 
 
    “I found a website where you can get custom vibrators made from plaster casts of your own cock.  It’s supposed to be for wives when the husbands are away on business trips or some bullshit.  I thought it would be much better used on you.” 
 
    I was still trying to wrap my head around what he’d said when I heard a click and a buzzing sound before a small humming machine was pressed directly on my clit.  I came right then and there, my pussy convulsing with every flutter of ecstasy that was rocketing around my body. 
 
    When Michael saw my pussy squeezing and releasing over and over again, as well as what must have been a torrent of my juices, he pressed the vibrator even harder against me and I was absolutely blown away by the power of the thing.  The pleasure of my climax almost made me pass out again, I had no idea I could feel so good.  It wasn’t until I felt the humming tip pushing my pussy lips aside that I was able to focus on the present moment again. 
 
    Whatever Michael had paid for the vibrator, it was worth it as far as I was concerned.  The size, shape and rigidity of it was absolutely perfect from what I remembered of the last time my Daddy had fucked me and the snippets of sensation from my half-waking dreams before that.  The only aspect that gave it away as not being the real thing was that it was room-temperature instead of the temperature of a hot cock full of cum for me. 
 
    Oh, and there was the fact that having it inserted into me made me feel like I was riding on a powerful motorcycle with a very intrusive seat.  Further and further the heaven-sent vibrator invaded, and I felt my labia sliding along the shaft, every bump and vein of my Daddy’s cock rendered in loving, and thrumming, detail. 
 
    Finally I felt the base come to rest at my entrance and the vibrator was fully inserted.  It was at the exact depth that Michael had been when he thrust in and all that sticky cum erupted from his cock for me.  The artificial version didn’t have any sperm, but it hummed away as Michael returned his tongue to my clit. 
 
    I was still sensitive from my extremely recent orgasm, but I couldn’t wriggle away.  All I could do was lay there and let him do whatever he wanted with my most private of places.  The complete surrender of control soon had my juices flowing again, as if a Daddy-shaped vibrator and stubbly-clit-kisses weren’t enough. 
 
    The dual stimulations were quickly bringing me back to lofty heights of pleasure when I felt Michael shift position, coming out from between my legs and then sliding his own legs under mine sideways, as if I was bent over his knee for a spanking. 
 
    Smack!  Smack! 
 
    “Don’t worry, baby, those hand prints will fade by morning.  Probably.  If not, then everybody at school will know you’ve been a little slut for Daddy when you get changed for swimming.” 
 
    I wanted to whimper some kind of affirmative but all I could do was lie there as he grasped the base of the vibrator, which he had left in my slit.  It would be so hot… yet so taboo for my friends to know how good at fucking my Daddy was.  I didn’t have much time to consider how I would break the news to them because Michael began thrusting the custom-made vibrator in and out of my folds, slowly building up speed until he was positively pounding me with it. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Michael gave me one more spank on the ass for good measure as he continued fucking my pussy with the vibrator he’d had made especially for me.  My God this was good, so much better than the sex I’d had with my boyfriend.  Awkward fumbling in the back seat of cars?  No thanks!  I much preferred this… no expectations from me, just lie there and take all the pleasure that Michael was giving me.  If he was having fun too… it was the perfect arrangement. 
 
    “God damn, this thing looks good in you.  How about if I leave it in your pussy when I’m done tonight?  That would be confusing in the morning, wouldn’t it?  Would you stay in your room all day shoving my cock into your tight little snatch?” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    All I wanted in life was to feel his hard dick inside me.  I realised that if he ever went away on a business trip, I was going to have to ransack my parents’ room to find this vibrator and keep myself sane until he got back. 
 
    “How about the real thing now, Beth?  Will you milk my cock with your pussy for me?” 
 
    I was absolutely overjoyed at the proposition, though I didn’t like it when the vibrator slipped out of my slit and left me feeling so empty.  Thankfully my discomfort was short-lived as Michael straddled my ass and began feeding ‘the real thing’ into me.  My pussy lips were once more stretched around his baby-maker, and I was in heaven again. 
 
    My sex was already well primed and ready for his cock, he slotted inside like we were made to be together.  After my tunnel had taken every inch he had to offer, I felt his balls come to rest between my legs.  That was one thing the vibrator didn’t have, a pair of balls loaded with presents for me, and the danger, the potential that those heavy round objects held was so fucking sexy. 
 
    Michael pushed his pelvis against the cushion of my ass and I felt myself pressed against the pillow bunched up under my hips, which then sprang back, pushing me against him just the way I wanted to.  My Step-Father repeated the motion, with a groan of appreciation. 
 
    “That’s the way, Beth, push your sexy little body against me, take my cock as deep as you can.” 
 
    He leaned over me again like he had when he first climbed on my bed, only this time he was balls deep inside me and began thrusting into me like the world was going to end soon and he wanted to cum one last, magnificent, time. 
 
    The sound of our bodies meeting over and over again was incredibly loud, in line with how hard he was fucking me.  I thought that if my bedroom light was rigged up with one of those ‘clapper’ things it would have been like a disco in there.  Or maybe it would have looked like Morse code for any onlookers from the street. H-O-T-_-T-E-E-N-_-P-U-S-S-Y-_-G-E-T-T-I-N-G-_-F-U-C-K-E-D-_-H-A-R-D-_-S-T-O-P. 
 
    Either way, I was on the receiving end of a long and sustained pounding from my Daddy, my ass bouncing off the pillow and mattress time and again to meet his repeatedly advancing manhood.  Michael’s hand first grasped my ass cheek in a hard squeeze and then slid up my side, pushing my nightie upwards until he was able to bunch it up over my small breasts and reach under my body to cup each of them. 
 
    With his hands squeezing and pinching at my tits the full weight of his upper body was pressing into me, I was totally dominated by his hard-fucking form.  Shaken, bounced and pushed into the mattress, I was his little fuck doll and I was about to cum again. 
 
    I began to hear a strange sound accompany the rhythmic slapping of our bodies and it took me a moment to realise that it was my own mouth making little squeaky ‘uhh’ sounds every time his hard cock stretched my depths.  Completely paralysed or not, Michael was fucking me well enough to make me voice my pleasure. 
 
    “That’s it, Beth, do it!  Cum for Daddy, be my little slut.” 
 
    It was a good thing he hadn’t told me to not cum, because that would have been a much harder command to fulfil at that stage.  I felt my pussy muscles clamp down on his ever-thrusting rod as my orgasm swelled up and I heard myself let out a long, satisfied, sigh.  I was sure my quivering tunnel would milk Michael’s cock just the way he said and that hot splash of semen would fuel my pleasure even more. 
 
    I let myself ride the wave of bliss, confident in the upcoming blast of sperm and inevitable pregnancy, a wonderful feeling of contentment settling into my very bones.  I realised I had most certainly passed out for at least a few seconds  when I felt my body still shaking with Michael’s sustained thrusts.  I didn’t feel any hot cum inside me, much to my surprise. 
 
    Michael leaned in close, his hands still groping my tits, and sucked and nibbled on my earlobes for a moment before whispering to me. 
 
    “I was so disappointed when I found out I’d just missed the boat on taking your virginity, Beth, that was a very naughty thing to do.” 
 
    I’m sorry Daddy! 
 
    “So over the past couple of weeks, I’ve been wondering what I can do about that.” 
 
    That was a cryptic thing to say.  As far as I could see, you can’t turn back the wheels of time no matter how much you want to.  Michael, of course, couldn’t hear my apology or inner musings and continued telling me his plans. 
 
    “And then it hit me.  I bet you haven’t let any of your friends’ cocks anywhere near your asshole.  I’m going to take your anal virginity, Beth.  Bareback right up the ass, how do you like that?” 
 
    No, Daddy!  Not my ass!  That’s not how you make babies! 
 
    My protests were utterly silent and ineffectual, Michael leaned back and I felt him reach for something towards the bottom of the bed.  Before I knew what was happening, I felt a small nozzle of something poke past my rear entrance and a huge quantity of unbelievably cold liquid was squeezed straight up my ass.  Was it lubricant? 
 
    The answer was a definite ‘yes’ and when Michael pulled his cock out of my pussy to press it against my undefended asshole, I wasn’t even able to clench it against him.  It felt impossibly big, pushing against me, surely he was trying to stick some huge dildo up there, it couldn’t be just his cock. 
 
    “Holy shit, and I thought your pussy was tight.  You’ll be walking funny tomorrow, girl.” 
 
    I’d never felt anything remotely like it in my entire life, I thought I was going to be split in half and a burning fire was lit between my legs as Michael ruthlessly invaded my back passage.  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I felt the entrance to my ass close down over the ridge of his cock and heard myself grunt with effort. 
 
    “Gettin’ fucked in the ass for the first time ain’t easy, huh Beth?” 
 
    Michael grabbed on to both of my hips and pulled himself ever forward, fighting hard for every inch he stuffed into me.  I didn’t think I’d be able to take any more than his head, but his hard cock proved me wrong as it utterly conquered my ass. 
 
    Any feelings of fullness I’d ever felt before in my life were dwarfed in comparison to how I felt when Michael’s balls, carrying their precious cargo of sperm, came to rest on my quivering pussy and I realised that he had forced himself up my ass all the way. 
 
    “You should see how hot you look now, with my cock in your asshole, Beth,” he said. 
 
    I felt a flush rising from my chest to my cheeks at the compliment, I was proud at myself for being able to take him, but hoped he would be gentle.  What I most certainly wasn’t expecting was any addition to that full feeling, but my Step-Father proved me wrong again. 
 
    I heard the click and buzzing sounds again and would have furrowed my brow in confusion if I had been able to.  However, when that powerful humming sensation was pressed at the entrance to my teenage slit again I knew what he had planned. 
 
    Please!  No, Daddy!  I’m already full! 
 
    Each silent protest was as effective as the last and Michael pushed the vibrator inside my pussy until it felt like my entire lower body was buzzing. 
 
    “Whoa, this thing is powerful!  I can feel it right through you, Beth.” 
 
    Michael began pulling his cock backwards until I felt my entrance begin to stretch around the ridge of his cock again, then he pushed it forwards much faster than the first time.  Soon he was sawing in and out as if his dick was in my pussy and the entire region between my legs was a confusing jumble of hot cock, vibrating machine, cool lubricant, pleasure and pain. 
 
    If there was a word for ‘yes-no-stop-harder-I-dunno-oh-fuck’ and if I wasn’t a spinning mind inside a temporarily paralysed body, I would have screamed it to the heavens as Michael leaned forward again and reached around to fondle my breasts once more. 
 
    Every erogenous zone I had was being forcefully stimulated at that moment, even ones I’d never realised I had, it’s little wonder that I felt another orgasm building inside me.  Nevertheless, it was still confusing.  It was like I couldn’t figure out exactly where my pleasure was coming from.  Every part of my body seemed to be doing its part to fuel the fiery ecstasy that was growing with every solid impact of Michael’s cock in my ass. 
 
    “Here it comes, oh fuck, get ready,” Michael grunted quietly in my ear. 
 
    My Step-Father began fucking my ass as hard as he had ever pounded my pussy driving his entire length home over and over again while the vibrator hummed at a steady rate no matter what was happening in my other orifice.  When I felt that first wonderful splash of semen contrasting so sharply with the cool lubricant from before he took my anal virginity my third climax took charge and I was lost in that dazzling ocean of bliss again, my only tie to the real world being each hot jet of cum as it hit me. 
 
    “Oh sweet Jesus, Beth… you’re ruining me for all other women.  I’ve never seen a body as perfect as yours,” he panted in my ear. 
 
    Michael rolled to the side and his cock ‘schlop’ed out of my asshole, a river of lubricant and semen spilling out over my pussy and the base of the vibrator, which was still humming at full power in my well-abused slit.  He retrieved the pillow from under my hips and lifted my head to replace it, before pulling me on to my side and spending several minutes spooning my unconscious form, running his hand all over as if exploring me for the first time. 
 
    I heard him saying some more words, but I was finding it hard to concentrate, my body was utterly spent from all the orgasms and despite the powerful thrumming between my legs I realised I was falling asleep in his arms.  That thought sent a warm, relaxing, flutter rushing through my body and before I knew it, I was opening my eyes to a bright sunny morning. 
 
    I laid in bed thinking for a while.  The overnight experiences were nothing short of amazing, but they weren’t going to help me conceive.  How could I make sure he came in my pussy during any future adventures?  It was quite the conundrum, I hoped I could come up with a solution. 
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    Things were going from bad to worse.  Even before I began having sexy dreams about my Mom’s husband, Michael, I had ‘inappropriate’ feelings for him.  That first wonderful night when I only drank half of my hot chocolate I learned some incredible truths about what was going on in my room while I slept at least a few times each week. 
 
    It seemed that the artificial sweetener he brought home for me to use was actually some kind of drug that he’d been using to have his way with my body while I was passed out.  All the dreams I’d had of him whispering very un-fatherly things in my ears as he pounded his big hard cock into my pussy were actually happening! 
 
    I was so happy when I heard him say that he didn’t want to use birth control with me.  Admittedly he thought I was unconscious when he told me this, but I knew that deep down it meant he really wanted to have babies with me.  I was over the moon and loved it when I felt all that hot semen drenching my fertile depths. 
 
    It wasn’t enough sperm, though!  I wasted so much of my money on pregnancy tests, and all the right vitamins and minerals to give myself the best chance of conceiving.  Nothing!  To top it all off, the next time he came into my room at night he wasted his wonderful cum up my ass!  That’s not how you make babies!  Grrr! 
 
    Then, as if all that wasn’t enough, the very next Monday when I went to school I learned that I was going to fail math and maybe not graduate.  I was sent home with a note saying that the principal wanted to arrange a meeting with my Mom and Michael as soon as possible to discuss options for me to retake my final year. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go to college, I mean what I wanted most was to have Michael’s babies, which would make college difficult.  I was sure that I didn’t want to sit through another year of high school, and I wanted to at least have the option of going to college.  It hurt to potentially have that decision taken out of my hands, and I was already in tears when I walked through the front door. 
 
    It turned out that Michael was the only one home at that moment and I ran to his arms and buried my face in his chest as he tried to find out what was wrong.  I sobbed wordlessly and shoved the crumpled up note into his hand before hiding my face against his shirt again, my tears making a big wet patch on him. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he said. 
 
    “What am I going to do, Daddy?” 
 
    “You really want this to go away?” 
 
    “Yes!  Can it?” I dared to hope. 
 
    “Your principal was actually in my class back in school, I know him pretty well.  I’ve got an idea.  I’ll give him a call tomorrow and see what I can do.  I don’t think your Mom needs to know about this yet, do you?” 
 
    “No!  No, she doesn’t!  Thank you, Daddy!” 
 
    That was the beginning of a really strange week at school.  My math teacher never mentioned the note I’d been sent home with, but he made a point of pausing near me as he wandered between desks.  Whenever I looked up, he was always eyeing the hem of my skirt, or looking down the shirt of my school uniform.  I felt his eyes on me every time I went to his class, way more than usual.  It made me feel all tingly between my legs, to tell the truth. 
 
    Not only that, but I was summoned to the Principal’s office twice that week.  It wasn’t for disciplinary reasons, or to talk about resitting my final year.  It seemed he wanted to talk about things like my past boyfriends, and did I remember that time he caught me making out with Johnny behind the bike shed.  It was, hands down, the weirdest school week of my life. 
 
    Michael said that he’d spoken to the Principal, Mr. Coburn, but he wouldn’t know if I was off the hook until the weekend, I just had to sit tight and wait.  When Friday night came and my Mom left for a girls’ night out, still oblivious to my academic plight, Michael had one more requirement besides waiting.  He said I had to make sure I drank my hot chocolate that night and I had to sleep in my school uniform. 
 
    “But why, Daddy?” I asked. 
 
    “For luck, princess.  We find out tomorrow if you need to wear it for another year or not.  Call me superstitious if you want, but please just do it, OK?” 
 
    “OK,” I said. 
 
    I knew I was going to have a good night when he mentioned the hot chocolate, but never in a million years could I have suspected exactly what his plan was for helping me out of a tricky situation.  I felt kind of silly trying to sleep in my school uniform, the skirt kept on riding up, and knee socks aren’t meant for sleeping in at the best of times. 
 
    Nevertheless, with my half-cup of hot chocolate working its magic, I soon felt like I was immersed in warm, breathable, water.  So comfortable, it made everything just kind of fade away.  Before I knew it I was fast asleep, dreaming I could fly. 
 
    After spending a while gliding over my town, seeing what it looked like from the air, I decided to get a bit closer to the earth and visit some of my friends.  For some reason, I couldn’t quite get my feet on the ground, so I was knocking on windows trying to get people to let me in.  I would knock several times and then listen to see if they had heard me. 
 
    No matter what window I went to, nobody answered, until I tried knocking on my own window.  The curtains were shut but I could hear voices from behind the glass, talking too quietly for me to pick out the words.  I listened even closer, finally recognising Michael’s voice. 
 
    “I’m telling you, she won’t wake up.  She can take it anywhere you want to put it, just make sure you don’t cum in her pussy, that’s mine.” 
 
    “Can she… you know… deepthroat?” 
 
    That voice belonged to Mr. Roydon, my math teacher!  Why was I dreaming about him? 
 
    “As long as you let her breathe a bit, I bet she can.  She can’t stop you if you want to try,” Michael answered. 
 
    “What about anal?  I’ve wanted to fuck her ass ever since I caught her behind the bike sheds.  Always thought it was such a waste that her body would only be enjoyed by the boys her age that can’t last ten seconds.” 
 
    Mr. Coburn too?  Were they talking about me? 
 
    “That I can definitely vouch for, you can bareback that ass all you want.  You all brought your own lube right?” 
 
    Affirmations were murmured and I heard the shuffling of feet.  Even though I was still floating outside the window I could now hear as clearly as if I was right in there with the three men as they discussed just where in my body they wanted to put their dicks.  The more I thought about it, the more sure I was that they were talking about me.  Hadn’t Mr. Coburn just that week brought up catching me behind the bike sheds? 
 
    “Gentlemen, allow me to introduce the evening’s entertainment, and show you a sight that will not be seen around the school halls next year, as per our agreement.” 
 
    I felt a strange sensation, as if the air outside my window suddenly got colder and looked down to find that I wasn’t floating twelve feet above the ground anymore, I was standing on the stage in my school hall, totally naked as the entire school stared at me in astonishment.  I had only a few seconds to blush at how I had managed to forget to dress myself before everything went black and I felt myself back in my bed. 
 
    Perhaps back ‘on’ my bed would have been a more accurate description, as I realised that my covers had just been whisked away, exposing my sleeping body dressed in full school uniform.  I heard somebody whistle appreciatively, and felt myself blush slightly. 
 
    “This girl is just too hot,” Mr. Roydon said.  “It’s no wonder none of the boys can concentrate in class.  Who could blame them?  I have trouble concentrating myself.” 
 
    “Who’s first?” Mr. Coburn asked. 
 
    “First?  No, there’s no time for that, Claire isn’t going to be out all night, we’ve got to go all at once and have her all cleaned up by 1a.m at the absolute latest.  It won’t be the first time we’ve shared, Mitch.” 
 
    “Yeah, prom night was fun,” Mr. Coburn agreed.  “Enough talk, then, let’s make this little tease earn her graduation.” 
 
    The mattress shifted under me as three different men climbed aboard, and all of a sudden I felt no less than six hands roaming all over my body, taking liberties I had only intended to let my Daddy take.  If I had been able to, I would have gulped.  There were more cocks in the room than I had even taken inside me in my whole life, were they all going to fuck me? 
 
    Somebody’s hands undid a middle button on my shirt and slipped inside, squeezing my small breasts through my bra, as others pulled my legs apart and began stroking my inner thighs.  I had no way of knowing who was doing what, the sedative that Michael had given me keeping me completely immobilised and unable to open my eyes.  I listened intently, trying to get a fix on who was where. 
 
    A finger pushed past my lips and into the hot and wet confines of my mouth, thrusting in and out as if it was a cock pounding a pussy.  I heard somebody directly above my head let out a breath, presumably in appreciation of the sight, before I heard my math teacher whisper to me. 
 
    “I’ve wanted to see my cock in your mouth ever since you walked into my class, you little slut.  I hope you can hear this, I hope you’re dreaming about me,” he said. 
 
    So it was Mr. Roydon at near my head!  That left Mr. Coburn and Daddy to figure out, but they weren’t saying anything, each apparently just concentrating on whatever part of my body they could reach. 
 
    The hands squeezing my tits retraced through the gap to continue unbuttoning my shirt, finally pulling each side apart to reveal my taut stomach and bra. 
 
    “Fuck I love this school uniform,” Mr. Coburn said.  “You don’t know how hard I had to fight to keep the prudes from making the skirt ankle length.” 
 
    Aha!  So Mr. Coburn was groping my little teen chest.  That meant it was indeed Daddy between my legs, and I was happy with the knowledge.  Now that I knew who was where, I let myself relax.  I couldn’t do anything, so I might as well enjoy it.  Apparently this was how I was going to graduate high school, so it was a small price to pay anyway. 
 
    Mr. Roydon took his finger out of my mouth as Mr. Coburn shoved his hands behind my back to feel for the clasp to my bra, finding it quickly and releasing the constrictive underwear.  I would have sighed in relief if I could, sleeping in a bra was probably the most uncomfortable part about going to bed in school uniform. 
 
    If I had been able to sigh, it probably would have been cut off short, as Mr. Roydon lowered his mouth to mine, forcing my lips apart as he kissed me.  Moving his head slightly from side to side as he sucked at my lips and working his jaw, he slowly forced my mouth wide open until I was being kissed deeper than I ever had been before. 
 
    Some of my friends had told me about the back seat sessions they’d had with their boyfriends, how they’d felt like a tongue was being shoved down their throats.  I’d never experienced it when I could move, but Mr. Roydon sure gave it to me right there when I was unable to pull back.  Never in my life had I been kissed so deep as the older man probed my mouth with the urgency of one who thought he had just a small window of opportunity to take what he wanted most in life. 
 
    I was so flattered at the thought that I began to mind the rough kiss much less, taking it instead for the compliment it actually was.  He had always been a great teacher, friendly and helpful.  He was hot as hell for an older guy too, why shouldn’t he ever get what he wanted?  I wished I could swirl my tongue around his to let him know he was as welcome in my mouth as even my Daddy. 
 
    My bra was pulled out of the way, but not completely off, exposing my little bumps to my principal, who wasted no time in taking one of my hard nipples into his mouth.  I wanted to shiver in pleasure  when I felt his hot tongue flicking back and forth across my sensitive pink tip, push against him to make the fire he was stoking grow even quicker, but all I could do was lie there and take it. 
 
    Mr. Roydon broke off his wonderfully deep kiss and I felt the mattress move under me again when he stood up.  The sound of rustling clothes and a zip followed as he apparently undressed himself.  I had no chance to really ponder what he was doing, though, as I felt Michael reach under my skirt and pull my pristine white schoolgirl panties down until they were just hanging from one ankle. 
 
    I remembered what Michael had said about only him being allowed to cum in my pussy and my heart leapt with joy.  I was saving my high school graduation and getting another shot of a wonderful new life with Daddy all at once.  What could be better? 
 
    Mr. Coburn alternated between sucking each of my tits, using his hand to pinch and roll whatever nipple he wasn’t slurping on at any given moment.  Michael began kissing my thighs from the top of my knee socks towards my slit and I wanted to scream encouragement. 
 
    Lick my tight little pussy, Daddy! 
 
    Once again, if I had have been able to yell such a thing, it probably would have been cut off by Mr. Roydon.  As the thought screamed through my head, I felt the mattress move when the math teacher knelt on it a moment before I felt his finger back in my mouth, not thrusting this time, but lowering my jaw to open my lips wide again. 
 
    A cock fatter than I had ever felt before slid into my mouth, I couldn’t believe how wide he had to pry my jaws open just to accommodate himself.  The very tip of his cock was smeared with his pre-cum and when I felt contact on my tongue I heard him groan with what sounded almost like relief, as if some huge weight had been taken off his shoulders. 
 
    “At last, Beth, at last,” he said. 
 
    The head of his cock met the back of my throat at the same moment that I felt one of Michael’s fingers lightly tracing the pink folds of my outer labia, touching so tenderly that he was almost tickling my pussy.  It was sweet torture.  I was more than tied up, or handcuffed, forced to stay still when all I wanted to do was suck Mr. Roydon’s cock like the little slut he had said I was, and impale myself on Michael’s finger, to feel it in my tight teen tunnel. 
 
    Mr. Roydon pushed harder with his hips, letting go of my jaw to hold my head with both hands as he tried to force his way into my throat.  His cock was so fat that it didn’t seem possible that he could fit inside me and finally I felt him relax slightly. 
 
    “I don’t think she can take it,” he said. 
 
    From between my legs I felt Michael raise his head from the well-teased pussy he was observing and respond. 
 
    “I don’t hear her complaining, Jim.  Get it in there, I bet you’ll be glad you did.” 
 
    Michael lowered his head again and I felt Mr. Roydon begin assaulting the back of my throat with renewed energy.  Finally, after teasing me for what seemed like an eternity, I felt the tip of Michael’s tongue reach out and give my clit a playful flick.  The combined sensations of mouths on my nipples and my most sensitive area of all made me utter a tiny involuntary squeak of pleasure. 
 
    I didn’t know if the squeak made my throat relax a bit or something, but Mr. Roydon’s big dick slipped into my throat immediately afterwards and began invading my neck with its massive girth.  Even the incredible feeling of my Step-Father’s flickering tongue across my clit couldn’t distract me from the mind-blowing feeling of the gargantuan cock that I could never have even considered taking in normal-waking-life. 
 
    Judging by the thickness I thought it was going to on and on forever but, mercifully, I soon felt his balls resting against the side of my face.  He was thicker than I had dreamed possible, but not as long as my Daddy.  I just hoped he remembered what Michael had said about letting me breathe. 
 
    “Holy shit, this girl looks good with a dick in her,” Mr. Coburn paused in his tit-sucking to comment. 
 
    As I became somewhat more accustomed to the huge invader in my face I was better able to concentrate on what was going on between my legs.   Michael’s rough stubble tickled my inner thighs as he vigorously licked and sucked at my pussy and clit, making me want to clamp them closed to keep his head in place. 
 
    Mercifully, Mr. Roydon did seem to have my survival as a priority and regularly pulled his cock back to make sure I could catch my breath before shoving it back into my throat.  Each time he did so it was easier and I thought that by the end of this session I’d be able to deepthroat any man in the world.  I was so proud of myself! 
 
    Michael inserted a finger inside my pussy and, after a few thrusts that got it nice and slick with my juices, began gently stroking the front wall with a ‘come here’ gesture, hitting my g-spot with military precision.  It was all too much for me to handle and I felt the orgasm that had been threatening for several minutes finally cascade over some cliff like a waterfall of bliss. 
 
    The tip of Mr. Roydon’s cock happened to be in my mouth at the moment I came and he was on the receiving end of a series of moans directly on the sensitive head as my back arched, pushing my chest against Mr. Coburn’s face. 
 
    While nigh-on indescribable pleasure rebounded all through my body, Mr. Coburn leaned back, apparently to watch as his non-star student came right in front of him. 
 
    “I can’t wait any more,” he said, leaving my breasts temporarily unattended. 
 
    I felt my bed move underneath me once more when my principal stood up and I heard a similar rustling of clothes as when Mr. Roydon had disrobed.  It wasn’t long before he was back and I felt something small and cold inserted into my ass before a huge quantity of what seemed like freezing jelly was squirted up my back passage, making me want to scream in surprise. 
 
    My Step-Father pulled back from my still-quivering slit and made way for my principal, who bunched my skirt up around my waist before, with some difficulty, lifting my body up so he could shuffle under me.  Even while he was still adjusting his position, before he started pushing, the writing was on the wall.  The tip of his cock was pressed ominously against my asshole, as if it was aiming itself.  I hoped he didn’t have as fat a cock as Mr. Roydon, or I might be split in half. 
 
    Finally, when I was lying on him like a very narrow mattress, I felt him raise his knees between mine and then spread them wide open.  I wondered if my Daddy was watching as my principal splayed me and started pushing his cock past my involuntarily-clenched asshole. 
 
    At first it felt like he must have been every bit as thick as Mr. Roydon, but when the head of his cock finally forced its way inside my well-lubricated back passage, I realised that he was not even as thick as Michael, the initial discomfort was just from the fact that I had, as far as I knew, only been fucked in the ass once, and I supposed it takes a bit of practice to take a cock back there with ease. 
 
    As his entire length slid into me I vowed to myself that I would do my best to get that practice, it felt so good to be the literal centre of attention as I got fucked from either end by my surprise cocks.  With all the squelching sounds coming from my mouth and ass, the heavy breathing by my math teacher and principal, I couldn’t hear what Michael was doing.  I hoped he was going to bring out the special vibrator he had used on me last time, while he waited for a change of positions so he could fuck my pussy. 
 
    What he actually did was so much better, and through the haze of cock-pounding I did my best to concentrate when I felt the mattress move under the addition of another man.  Michael moved between my legs and I felt the tip of something pushing at my soaking wet pussy.  At first I thought it was the vibrator, just switched off, but when I felt that it was warm and just too close to the real thing to be anything but the real thing, I realised I had three cocks inside me all at once. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it!  I wanted to look down to see what feat of contortion Michael was performing in order to get his cock into my pussy and stay out of Mr. Coburn’s way, but that was obviously out of the question.   All I could do was lie there and be some kind of bizarre rope in the world’s sexiest tug-of-war game as each man used his cock to push and pull, extracting all the pleasure they could for themselves. 
 
    The pair of cocks thrusting in and out between my legs reminded me strongly of the feeling the previous week when Michael had fucked my ass with the vibrator in my pussy.  This time both masculine invaders were vigorously pumping in and out of me, seeking the sensations of my tight teen orifices in ways that just couldn’t matter to a vibrator. 
 
    Above my head I heard Mr. Roydon grunt and then shove on the back of my head until I thought he was trying to stuff his balls in my mouth as well.  So deep was his cock that when I felt it twitch, the first jet of sperm went straight into my stomach.  After that, he quickly pulled out and I heard rapid squelching sounds right in front of my face while several splashes of cum hit me on my eyes, my cheeks, my lips, my hair, my forehead, I must have been absolutely covered. 
 
    “Aaaahhhhh fuck,” he said, “that’s all the make-up you need, Beth.” 
 
    With that he left the bed and I could, just barely over the noise of the two remaining cocks jack-hammering into me, hear him pacing back and forth, catching his breath and presumably stretching his legs.  After a few minutes of sustained thrusting from my principal and Step-Father, I felt the bed move again and Mr. Roydon’s cock return to my lips. 
 
    You can’t be ready again already! 
 
    I couldn’t believe that he might have recovered in only a few minutes, and it turned out I was right.  From through my eyelids I saw a flash of light that could only have been made by a camera, he was taking a picture of my face covered in his cum and with my lips on his cock. 
 
    The thought of him always having that photo to look at made me so hot.  I could go anywhere and do anything, and at any given time he might be out there looking at that sexy photo of me.  At just that moment I heard Mr. Coburn groan in bliss and I felt the hot splash of semen inside my asshole.  Combined with the thought of what Mr. Roydon might do with the pictures, it was all I needed to be coaxed into my second orgasm of the session. 
 
    I felt a hot flush rising from my chest and felt my face contort in ecstasy as a little whimper escaped my lips.  Another flash shone through my eyelids and I knew my math teacher had captured the precise moment that I came while my principal pumped a huge load of his seed into my ass. 
 
    As my climax took hold, I had severe trouble discerning what flashes were from the camera, and what was just natural fireworks going on inside my mind.  It felt so good to have a pussy full of Daddy, fresh and hot sperm in my ass and, as Mr. Roydon said, all the make-up I needed on my face. 
 
    When I came back down to earth I felt Mr. Coburn carefully sliding out from under me, his cock coming out of my ass and leaving me feeling comparatively empty.  On the bright side, with Mr. Coburn out of the way, Michael was able to move into a much better position and was soon fucking me as hard as I could handle. 
 
    Reaching under my knees, he pulled my legs up over his shoulders and leaned forward against them, raising my ass up off the mattress a little bit and making his cock go so deep I thought he was going to bump my cervix. 
 
    That’s the way, Daddy!  Get that cum all the way into my womb! 
 
    I felt hands return to my tits as the flash of a camera continued to punctuate the blank darkness on the inside of my eyelids.  I’d lost track of who was where, except for Michael, and he was all that mattered anymore.  The hands on my sensitive nipples were great, but I concentrated every fibre of my being on squeezing down with my pussy.  I wasn’t sure if I actually did anything, but Michael was soon breathing more and more deeply and I finally felt him do a single thrust, harder than all the rest and sigh in release as a huge jet of his creamy white semen splashed deep inside me. 
 
    “Oh, holy fuck, Beth, where have you been all my life…” 
 
    Michael gave me a creampie as huge as I’d ever had, so many spurts of cum adding to the total volume.  I thought that if this didn’t get me pregnant then nothing would.  I’d have to find a way to get him to take a fertility test. 
 
    Michael finally stopped thrusting and pulled out, I tried to hold his cum in but still felt a river of it flowing out and down over my abused asshole.  I wanted to pout at the waste, but of course I couldn’t. 
 
    The trio of horny older men stepped back and I heard the rustling of clothes again.  I began to drift away on my own thoughts, thinking about how wonderful it would be when I had my baby and the three of us could go on little family outings.  It was going to be absolutely perfect. 
 
    I was still envisioning a delightful picnic when I blinked and realised it was morning and I was able to move again.  I swept the covers off to find that I had been changed into regular pyjamas and then got up and walked stiffly to the shower.  What a night! 
 
    ***** 
 
    Diary entry: 
 
    Two lines!  Two lines means ‘yes’!  I’m going to tell Michael the good news now.  We’re going to be together forever! Xoxoxoxo 
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    When the winds of change blow, man, they really know how to suck.  I’d been on top of the world ever since my Mom’s new husband, billionaire Mason Alexander, had let me know the cost of our new lifestyle.  The price was my virginity and he had taken it rough and hard, as if it had always belonged to him but I just hadn’t realised it. 
 
    When he was at home instead of being on a business trip, he spent about as much time in my room as he did anywhere else, fucking me like he’d never had so much pleasure in his whole life.  It sure stroked my ego to be so high on this handsome older man’s list of ‘things-to-do.’ 
 
    Since puberty I’d suffered from body image issues that I may not have had if I’d been able to build up any confidence in myself.  Unfortunately, being poor, I was always going to be on the lower levels of the social hierarchy at my old school.  Mason Alexander saved me, in a way.  By being such an incomparable provider for my Mom and I, he had allowed me to reinvent myself at a new school and I felt like being his #1 fuck toy was a small price to pay for that swell of self-esteem I felt. 
 
    It was little wonder that my friends thought I was glowing, I was so very happy.  They thought it was because I’d let the captain of the football team pop my cherry, but the truth was that he hadn’t got so much as a kiss on our date.  No, I belonged to Mason Alexander, and the glow was possibly due to Mason’s disdain for birth control.  It wasn’t long after he started fucking me that I became pregnant. 
 
    It was definitely a worrying few days for me, wondering how in the hell I was going to break the news to Mason that I was expecting.  What would it mean for his marriage to my Mom?  What would it mean for our new life?  What would happen to us?  Ultimately, the torture of wondering about his reaction was too much to bear and I blurted it out to him and my Mom over dinner. 
 
    I never would have expected the outpouring of support they both heaped on me.  Even I knew that our situation was, well… a bit fucked up.  Somehow, though, Mason’s money made it OK.  Instead of being prime candidates for a late night talk show where the guests are always getting into fist-fights, it felt almost normal.  Dare I say it, it was actually a joyous occasion.  We weren’t nuts… we were eccentric. 
 
    From then on, Mason heaped even more lavish gifts on me.  I was given my own pregnancy consultant, I never even know such a thing existed.  They organised my diet, special yoga classes, pregnancy massages, baby care courses, the list went on and on.  To top it all off, Mason was fucking me even harder and more regularly, like he couldn’t get enough of me.  I had never felt so happy. 
 
    Then Corbin Brant had to change everything.  Of course I’d heard of him before, everybody under the age of forty had.  He’d built a hugely successful ‘social-networking’ website that had eventually been bought out by a rival for an undisclosed sum reputed to have nine figures before the decimal point. 
 
    It was a big deal by anybody’s standards, but it was truly huge news because Corbin was only twenty two years old when the deal closed.  When I’d seen him on the news shaking hands with the big wigs from the company that bought him out I was sure I wasn’t the only girl in the country to swoon a bit.  The term ‘tall, dark, and handsome’ could very well have been invented for him.  The fact that he wasn’t much older than my friends and I didn’t hurt either, if we somehow met him in a club or something… well, anything could happen. 
 
    Imagine my surprise when Mason mentioned that Corbin had requested a meeting.  That was only the tip of the iceberg, though.  Instead of some random investment pitch, which was what Mason had expected, Corbin wanted to discuss something completely different. 
 
    It turned out that Mason’s penchant for unprotected sex wasn’t a new thing.  Twenty something years ago, before Mason made his billions, Corbin claimed that Mason had a short-lived affair with Corbin’s Mother. 
 
    Out of a fierce desire to make it on her own, Ms.  Brant had never sought any kind of financial assistance for bringing up Corbin.  It seemed she had instilled this independent streak in the young man too because, although he had wanted to make contact, he didn’t want to do it until he was already successful.  The recent sale of his business certainly qualified and so he decided the time had come, and after a paternity test appeased Mason’s skepticism he welcomed Corbin with open arms. 
 
    It seemed like my place on Mason’s ‘things-to-do’ list dropped overnight.  He was spending every spare moment with Corbin ‘making up for lost time’ or something.  One night, when I managed to get him alone for a second, I grabbed his hand and slid it up my thigh and under my skirt.  He barely looked at me, instead he walked off and I heard him talking on his phone to arrange taking his yacht out for a fishing trip for him and Corbin. 
 
    For the first time in months I felt uneasy about the future.  What if Mason decided he didn’t want any more kids?  What would that mean for our baby?  For my Mom and I if this made him rethink his entire family life? 
 
    It didn’t help that the Corbin Brant in reality was a hell of a lot more annoying than the Corbin Brant of my fantasies.  Several times he pretended to mistake me for ‘the help’ and tried to get me to fetch him drinks or do menial tasks like take his suits to the dry cleaners or something.  I told him to shove his suits up his ass, he just smirked and made some comment about me being common.  It was fucking infuriating. 
 
    On the Saturday that Mason and Corbin went on their fishing trip I spent the day with my pregnancy consultant, had a massage, and she introduced me to a nice mild moisturiser that would supposedly help prevent any stretch marks.  I was only just beginning to show, I suspected that only I was conscious enough of my body to see the little bump, so such considerations were still a little ways off yet.  The moisturiser smelled wonderful though, so I was happy to have it anyway. 
 
    After that, I sunbathed in the back yard and listened to music.  At any other time in my life, I would have thought that was an incredible day.  Now, though, I was missing my regular sex with Daddy.  It had only been a few months since he’d taken my virginity, but I had certainly become accustomed to the body-shaking pounding his hard cock gave me, as well as the body-shaking orgasms that always followed. 
 
    Every time I tried to sneak off and scratch my itch, so to speak, something seemed to come up, either a friend would call on the phone, or my Mom would ask me to do something, or my pregnancy consultant was there.  I was getting so frustrated, I couldn’t wait for dinner to be over so I could rush off my room and take care of business with my vibrator. 
 
    As I was racing upstairs I heard Mason and Corbin arrive back from their fishing trip.  I was craving attention but didn’t bother to wait and say hello, already knowing that Mason would probably snub me.  Sir Throbsalot would never ignore me, as long as I remembered to keep his batteries fresh. 
 
    The door closed behind me with a satisfying ‘thunk-click’ and my panties were already slipping down past my knees as I shuffled towards my underwear drawer to find one of the first new friends I made when I got my new credit card.  I pushed bras and G-strings aside until I found what I was looking for. 
 
    There he was, hard, smooth and ready for action.  When I bought the vibrator, I had thought it was absolutely enormous and I’d only ever held it against my clit.  That was until Mason had unleashed his monster cock on me that fateful night. 
 
    My panties were a distant memory as I hopped into bed with my little friend in my hand, my pussy already dampening with excitement.  In my bedside table, hidden amongst a mess of all kinds of things was a small tube of lubricant.  Holding the vibrator against my clit was fun, but I wanted to be filled. 
 
    With a dollop of clear jelly deposited on the tip and a twist of the base, I carefully brought my vibrator between my legs.  I closed my eyes, remembering the first time Mason had roughly pushed my petals aside with the engorged head of his cock and gasped when the cold lubricant touched my sensitive folds, followed by the powerful hum of the hard-working little motor. 
 
    From somewhere a million miles away I heard hot water running through the taps of the house as Mason and/or Corbin had showers to wash the scent of fish away.  Thank God, I thought fleetingly, who wants that smell in their house?  I had more important matters to think about, though, and the ever-vibrating thickness of the toy between my legs slowly advancing inside me brought my mind back to the here and now. 
 
    It felt like there was an itch deep inside my pussy, and the wonderful buzzing of my vibrator would be able to satisfy it in ways my fingers couldn’t, in places my fingers couldn’t reach.  At last there was no more toy to slide inside myself and I pouted at the lack of impact between two bodies.  One of my favourite things about getting pounded by Mason was the way his thrusts reverberated throughout my entire body, so I could feel him everywhere, not just in my pussy. 
 
    The vibrator made up for some of those shortcomings with its mechanical advantage, though, and as I slowly began thrusting it in and out of my eager folds I felt that wonderful hum spread around my body in a similar way, feeling it most strongly in my clit. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” 
 
    I moaned quietly to myself, a naughty smile touching my lips while my hips began to slowly gyrate as if trying to retreat from the invasive presence of the vibrator to tease me when all I wanted was to have it deep inside.  I pulled it out and plunged it into maximum depth once more, savouring that contrast of empty and full. 
 
    In my mind I was running my hands all over Mason’s toned and sculpted body, by this time I could have picked it out in utter darkness.  That hand pinching my nipple, that wasn’t mine.  Oh no, it was his, and my nipples had become so incredibly sensitive since he filled me with his seed that I couldn’t help but gasp at the intense sensation. 
 
    I could feel my orgasm rising up from between my legs, stoking a fire in my belly that threatened to become an explosion at any moment.  I alternated between thrusting the vibrator deep inside my tunnel and rubbing it on my clit, over and over again… my climax was so close. 
 
    Knock! Knock! 
 
    I had barely two seconds from when the knocks on my door rang out to when it opened, before I had even responded in any way.  I snatched a book off my bedside table and had it open in front of me when Corbin peeked his head around and looked into my room.  Jesus Christ… it must be in their DNA to burst into girls’ rooms when they are on the brink of cumming. 
 
    “Hey Tiffany, can we talk?” 
 
    Maybe it was the fact that I was desperately trying to stop myself from just climaxing right in front of him, maybe it was the fact that he wasn’t talking down to me for once, but whatever it was, Corbin had never looked more appealing.  Handsome even at the worst of times, he looked fantastic freshly showered.  You could tell that even his casual attire was expensive and had a lot of thought put into it, if not by him then maybe by a style consultant.  When your bank account knew essentially no limits, you could find consultants for everything apparently. 
 
    There was one other fact that may have been affecting my decision making ability.  My vibrator was still firmly embedded in my trembling pussy and I prayed to any Gods that may have been listening that Corbin wouldn’t hear the low hum.  I also prayed for the strength to fight against the incessant throbbing that was bringing my orgasm ever closer.  It had a job to do and didn’t care who was around.  I whimpered quietly and then answered him through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Now really isn’t a good time…” 
 
    “It’ll only take a minute.” 
 
    Corbin strode into my room and before I knew it, the handsome young multi-millionaire was sitting on the edge of my bed.  Under the covers my pussy leaked my sweet nectar around my motorised friend and I felt my body give up ground inch by inch, retreating against the onslaught of a powerful climax that had to get out. 
 
    “Listen,” he said, “I know we’ve got off on the wrong foot and that it was my fault.  I want to start over again,” 
 
    “OK, can we just…” 
 
    “Please, I need to get this all out.  You don’t know how difficult this is for me… I’m kinda used to getting my own way these days but, aside from the sale of my website of course, things haven’t quite lived up to my expectations.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    To my ears my voice sounded all quivery and only just in control, but Corbin didn’t seem to notice.  He looked to be really struggling with what he wanted to say to me and I couldn’t help but feel even more attracted to him than his good looks or the proximity of my orgasm could explain.  I guessed it was something to do with seeing a vulnerable side to the man who always seemed so sure of himself, to the point of being full of himself, even. 
 
    “You don’t know what it was like, Tiffany, I knew ever since I was eleven that Mason Alexander was my Dad.  I saw him on TV, when our TV was working, on his yacht, his private jet.  My Mom and I lived in squalor, but we made it on our own.  Then, when I finally felt like I’d proven myself enough to be a part of his life without looking like I was just another asshole wanting a handout, I arrive here and find out that he’s just got a new family, so probably doesn’t want to know about me anyway.” 
 
    I wanted to reach out and put a hand on his shoulder, to comfort him if I could, but my fists were clenched on my covers by this point as if I was desperately teetering on the brink of a cliff, which of course I was, in a manner of speaking. 
 
    I realised that I needed him to either leave the room or fuck me senseless, my ability for rational thought was gone, totally surrendered to the animal instincts of my body.  Never mind whose baby was growing inside me, never mind my Mom’s marriage, never mind my future financial security… I needed to cum so fucking bad.  Corbin forged ahead, oblivious to my plight. 
 
    “Then, as if that wasn’t enough, I find out that my Dad isn’t content with his new wife… he’s got to have the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen too.  I got angry with him, but turned it towards you… and I’m sorry I treated you that way, Tiffany.  When we were introduced I felt my heart flutter, like I was a schoolgirl myself.  It just hurts to have you so close and yet so far, if you’ll pardon the cheesy line.” 
 
    My head was swirling with confusion and lust, a dangerous combination at the best of times.  The throb from my vibrator boomed in my ears, I wasn’t sure if Corbin was still talking.  All I could think about was the fastest way to sweet release and then the most blunt of solutions hit me in a moment of clarity and the noise in my ears died down. 
 
    “So… uh… say something?” Corbin asked. 
 
    “Fuck me.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    “You heard me, I want you.” 
 
    “But what about…” 
 
    “Our little secret… please?” 
 
    It seemed that Corbin had been fighting to hold himself back almost as hard as I had.  He climbed fully upon the bed and I spread my legs for him, still under the covers, as he laid himself down on top of me.  His body ground against me, rubbing the sheets against my sopping wet pussy as our lips met in an urgent kiss, our tongues twirling around in a way no step-siblings’ tongues should. 
 
    I threw my unread book away and grasped at his shirt, our lips breaking apart for a moment so I could lift it off over his head before meeting again the instant the logistics allowed it.  I ran my hands over his hard body, eager to see if there was any truth to the old saying ‘like Father, like Son’ and found a wonderful affirmative. 
 
    Corbin’s body was similar in size and shape to Mason’s, but with softer skin betraying his youth.  My finger bumped along his abs before reaching around his back to pull him towards me.  The dark featured multi-millionaire resisted my tug, instead reaching between us to fling my covers off the bed. 
 
    Kneeling between my spread legs, Corbin slowly pushed my skirt up.  His eyes eagerly sought their first glimpse of what he probably thought would be my scantily clad pussy.  I saw his eyebrows raise briefly when, instead of that, he obviously saw my sopping wet snatch quivering around the protruding base of my vibrator. 
 
    I had obviously got the ball rolling, but Corbin quickly regained his composure and took control back, assuming his more comfortable role as the dominant male, looking at me with a gleam of lust in his eye. 
 
    “You’re a dirty girl, Tiffany.” 
 
    I could only bite my lower lip and nod at him, not knowing what to say.  Denial was out of the question, I was a horny little slut that needed what he could give me.  Corbin lowered himself on to his stomach with his head between my legs and began slowly pulling my vibrator out of my pussy.  When it was almost fully extracted I saw him dip his face towards me and then threw my head back in bliss when I felt his tongue make contact with my clit. 
 
    His wonderful flickering tongue was assaulting my sensitive little bud so hard and fast that I hardly even noticed when the vibrator was fully extracted from my slit.  What I most certainly did notice was when the powerful vibrations came into contact with my body again as Corbin pressed it against my asshole.  I began to sit up, I was going to push it away, I’d never had anything up there, let alone a vibrator that I had classified as ‘absolutely enormous’ only a few months previous. 
 
    Corbin stopped flicking his tongue on my clit and pressed a hand gently but firmly on my belly, the vibrator remained at my tightly clenched rear entrance.  The interruption of his lapping was what halted me in my tracks more than the hand restraining me, and I slowly sank back down on to my pillow, sighing in pleasure when his tongue resumed its tantalisation of my sex. 
 
    I felt like I’d been on the verge of an orgasm for so long by this point, and though the handsome man’s attention to my clit was pushing me to ever higher realms of arousal, my apprehension about the increasing pressure on my asshole was holding me back.  Corbin never stopped pushing though and finally, with a mild popping sensation, I felt the head of my vibrator slip inside me. 
 
    The tip of my vibrator widened slightly before narrowing again to the shaft, and this shape held the thrumming machine inside my back passage, giving me sensations I never thought possible.  If I’d have known I could get such pleasure from back there I’d have done it long ago, but I was still glad he’d stopped pushing and I was able to concentrate on his tongue again. 
 
    With such powerful sensations, mechanical and otherwise, being thrust upon my body, I knew it wouldn’t be long before a powerful orgasm was upon me.  With each breath I took I felt closer and closer to bursting until, at last, my climax rocked my body, exploding outwards from my clit and ricocheting around my body, humming the whole time with the same tone as my vibrator. 
 
    The sound filled my ears again, the same way it had earlier, and a brown fog encroached at the edges of my vision until I closed my eyes against the intensity of the pleasure that was making my hips buck against my Step-Brother’s face.  Various thanks were offered up to God in my mind as my body gradually calmed down to a twitching tranquillity. 
 
    That serenity was short-lived as my more rational thoughts burst through the door of my mind screaming ‘What the fuck have you been doing while I was gone?’  Corbin and I were risking so much by doing this, it was forbidden on so many levels.  His hopes to forge a relationship with his estranged Father, my hopes to escape my past.  Both of our futures. 
 
    I could see a look I recognised in Corbin’s eye as he hurriedly worked at the fastenings of his pants and pushed them and his underwear downwards in one swift motion.  He looked just the way I had felt until he had teamed up with my vibrator to give me one of the most satisfying releases of my short life. 
 
    Those rational thoughts were struggling to be verbalised, trying to make me tell Corbin to stop, that we couldn’t do this, but I could see he was just as far gone in his lust as I had been a few moments ago.  I was swept up in the moment, savouring being the object of such rapt and urgent attention, and my legs spread wide for him as he descended upon me with his own desperate needs driving his actions. 
 
    I caught barely a glimpse of my Step-Brother’s hard cock before I felt it seeking out my primed teen slit.  My sopping wet petals were pushed aside as Corbin thrust forward with no hint of building up pace, seeking only his own release through fucking me as fast and hard as possible.  Our bodies met with a resounding slap that shook my whole body in the way I’d become accustomed to of late and he wasted no time staying still, immediately pulling back to slam it home again. 
 
    Corbin leaned on one elbow and roughly pulled my shirt upwards until it was bunched up over my breasts before reaching behind my back and unclasping my bra with a snap of his fingers.  Grabbing it between the cups, he pulled it upwards off my tits until it rested above them with my shirt and he pulled our bodies together while his hips never ceased their furious rhythm. 
 
    My nipples tingled with every movement of the young millionaire against them, as his massive cock stretched me just as much as his Father’s ever had.  It wasn’t long before I was writhing underneath his sexual onslaught, which seemed to have limitless energy. 
 
    Even Mason hadn’t fucked me this hard, I wondered if this was the way men always made love when they were with ‘the most beautiful girl they had ever seen’ and wrapped my arms around his back, clasping my hands together behind him.  I was half holding on for dear life, and half falling in love at the same time. 
 
    I could hear the voice of rational thought gradually fading away, perhaps somewhere in my mind it was sitting down to enjoy the show as Corbin pounded away at me until I felt the stirrings of my second orgasm approaching. 
 
    I squeezed at his cock with my pussy, increasing the friction between us, as I desperately tried to push my body over that second ledge and heard him grunt in pleasured response as his thrusts slowed but increased in power.  When I felt that warm splash of semen inside of me that was all it took to send me just where I wanted to go, the ever-present humming of the vibrator in my ass coming along for the ride. 
 
    Our moans of ecstasy intertwined with each other in an impromptu and wordless duet as he filled me with his seed until he collapsed to the side and we lay panting in each other’s arms. 
 
    “Holy shit, what have we done?” He asked. 
 
    “We have to keep this a secret,” I said. 
 
    “Yes.  And we can’t do this again… I… we just can’t. “ 
 
    Regretfully, I had to agree.  We both had too much on the line to pursue this any further than the mistake we’d just made.  We could just keep it a happy memory and move on with our lives… right? 
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    I’m not sure if you’d be able to find a bookie that would give you odds on ‘fighting fate’ but if you could, I think they’d be pretty long.  I was eighteen years old and pregnant with the baby of Mason Alexander, billionaire entrepreneur.  He was known for his cunning in business, his keen perception, his eccentricity.  His bulldog-like possessiveness. 
 
    He changed my life, lifted me up out of poverty and cast me into a lifestyle I had suspected couldn’t possibly exist outside of the movies.  My every need was taken care of, I was given a chance to reinvent myself and escape the bottom-of-the-barrel status that society had imposed on me. I took that chance with both hands.  The outpouring of support I received only increased when his disdain for any kind of birth control led to the inevitable.  It didn’t seem to faze him that he was married to my Mother.  It didn’t seem to faze my Mother much, for that matter. 
 
    Being pregnant with his child only seemed to make him want me more, and he fucked me long and hard into so many nights until I was a moaning, squealing, mess of burning pleasure.  He made sure I knew though.  He made sure it was clear, he was ‘Daddy’ and I belonged to him.  I thought I was going to be happily screaming ‘Fuck me Daddy’ as I came hard for the rest of my days until Corbin Brant burst into my life and everything changed. 
 
    It turned out that Mason’s love of bareback sex was not a new development, some twenty-odd years previous he had impregnated another woman who had kept his son a secret from him.  Corbin had known that he was the ‘bastard’ son of billionaire Mason Alexander since he was a kid, but he and his Mother were fiercely, almost fanatically, independent and he had imposed conditions on himself before he would approach his Dad and identify himself. 
 
    He’d waited until he was a multi-millionaire, his fortune amassed under his own steam with his own business acumen and without any benefit of association with the already established force that was Mason Alexander.  Then he became a massive thorn in my side until he’d caught me in the most compromising of circumstances and melted my heart with a confession that showed me the vulnerable, and sweet, side of the young business man who had, by necessity, never shown any chink in his armour in his entire life. 
 
    That’s when we made a mistake, yielded to our most basic animal lust, and fucked like rabbits in my bed.  As soon as we both came and the fog of sexual hunger had cleared from our minds, we vowed to each other that we couldn’t let it happen again.  We had too much to lose, his hopes of salvaging a relationship with his Father, mine and my Mother’s new life.  Our hopes and dreams for our futures.  
 
    Severe consequences or not… I was so God damned hot for Corbin that every day was torture.  To have the forbidden object of my desire in the same house as me every day, under the watchful eye of Mason, was unbearable.  Every word Corbin said sent my stomach fluttering, and my pussy dampening, never mind when there was any accidental contact like when he asked me to pass him the salt at the dinner table. 
 
    Part of me hoped that Corbin’s passion and curiosity about me had been sated when he filled me up with his cum, if we were going to stick to our guns and stay away from each other it would make it a whole lot easier if he wasn’t thinking about me in that way anymore.  An even larger part of me hoped that I was still on his mind as much as he was on mine, I wanted to be wanted. 
 
    The thick silence that fell upon us when our fingers touched over that salt-shaker and our eyes locked confirmed my misplaced hopes.  I knew then that the thought of his big dick jack-hammering into my pussy was going through his head just as frequently as mine. 
 
    Then fate showed why it was always such a heavy favourite with the bookies and backed us up against the ropes, toying with us.  The very next Friday after Corbin and I slept together there was going to be a big presentation in Mason’s honour.  He was going to be given the key to the city for outstanding economic contribution to society.  The mayor and lots of politicians were going to be there, rich and powerful people, old money, new money, a sprinkling of celebrities.  It was going to be very high society. 
 
    Because getting his Step-Daughter pregnant would not exactly be a good look for a man being given the key to the city, only Mason, Corbin, my Mom and I knew who had knocked me up.  The fact of our crazy relationship was not to be made public.  Ever.  So despite how much he said he wanted to arrive with my Mother and I on his arms, it couldn’t happen. 
 
    Corbin and Mason had also decided to delay, possibly indefinitely, a public announcement about them being Father and Son.  For Mason this was again about public perceptions of him within his professional circles.  For Corbin, it was about his ingrained independence, he didn’t want his business relationships and deals to be tainted by association with Mason, even though that association would in fact be massively beneficial. 
 
    A convenient, as far as Mason was aware, solution to allow both Corbin and I to attend the event was to have me bring Corbin as my date.  It was plausible that the two of us could have met and hit it off outside of him being Mason’s Son, after all.  Mason did warn us that we had better stop arguing with each other like a couple of spoiled brats on the evening, though.  That problem had, of course, been solved.  If only the new problem was as easy to manage. 
 
    I was not looking forward to the evening, but what could I do?  Tell Mason and my Mom that I didn’t want to go in case I couldn’t stop myself from fucking my Step-Brother?  That ought to smooth things right over. 
 
    I couldn’t deny a certain thrill, though.  I hadn’t gone to the prom at my old school because nobody would take me, and I’d arrived too late to go to the prom at my new school.  The dress I’d been given to wear for the evening was mind-bogglingly expensive.  Long and flowing, it hugged my upper body but billowed out somewhat in the skirt.  With the addition of some jewellery commanding rental rates far in excess of how much our old apartment used to cost, I felt like a princess by the time I was ready to go. 
 
    The Limo was waiting for me at the front door, everybody else had apparently managed to get ready before me, and Mason gave me an impatient glare when I dipped my head to enter the luxurious vehicle.  My Mother and Mason sat facing forwards, Corbin and I sat facing backwards, and despite the opulent surroundings, I couldn’t help but feel a bit claustrophobic with the two men I was caught between in such close proximity. 
 
    It certainly leeched most of my prom-joy out of the situation, and brought home the still very real danger of my continuing lust for Corbin.  I could almost feel a magnetic attraction pulling my body towards him as I stole the occasional glance out of the corner of my eye.  I knew what the body under that tuxedo looked like, I know just how big that cock was and what it felt like filling me up.   
 
    The atmosphere in back of the limo was a mixture of subtle and expensive perfumes and colognes all attempting to make its own statement about the wearer.  Mason’s I recognised, mine too of course.  My Mom’s was easy to pick out, sophisticated and womanly.  That left one scent to identify, which must have belonged to Corbin.  In much the same way as one can concentrate on a particular conversation in a crowded room, I tuned out the other smells and inhaled Corbin deeply like a junkie getting a fix of her drug of choice. 
 
    Why did he have to be so hot and so forbidden at the same time?  Just being near him I felt myself getting wet between the legs as if my body was preparing to take charge and once more take rational thought out of the driver’s seat. 
 
    I was grateful when Mason started rattling off instructions for how everybody was to conduct themselves that evening around particular people who were going to be there.  Even when he wasn’t unleashing his incredible cock on me, Mason Alexander commanded attention.  Thankfully, I wasn’t expected to be much more than polite arm-candy, so I didn’t bother memorising names of ‘dignitaries’ and their partners. 
 
    Just then I noticed Corbin’s hand was brushing against my thigh, hidden under the bulky folds of my dress, and the realisation hit me like an electric jolt.  Had I been slowly shuffling towards him the entire car journey, or had his hand been sneaking towards my body as his Father spoke?  Either way, I did my best to move away from him inconspicuously, when every fibre of my being wanted to move closer. 
 
    We arrived at the event centre, fashionably late by about fifteen minutes, for which I had to accept partial responsibility.  Corbin and I exited the vehicle first, I was almost blinded by the flash photography, the reporters screaming Corbin’s name to try and trick him into looking directly at their cameras for the best shots.  I was like the proverbial deer in the headlights until Corbin presented his arm and I clung to it like a life preserver as he guided me along the red carpet towards the entrance. 
 
    I stole a glance behind me to see my Mom and Mason step out of the Limo.  I couldn’t stifle a smile, my Mom looked absolutely beautiful, and she had such poise.  She looked like she totally belonged with Mason as the pair paused to pose for a journalist, who tended to write favourable articles about him and his businesses, and her photographer. 
 
    I hoped I grew into the lifestyle like her.  It was possible, I got my looks and my sass from her, why not a bit of composure too?  I thought about how she had told her old boss to shove his job ‘square’ in his asshole and my smile grew even wider. 
 
    “She wants you, Corbin!” 
 
    That got Corbin’s attention, and the resourceful photographer was rewarded with a picture of the two of us on the red carpet looking directly down the lens before a blush rose on my cheeks and a general chuckling ran through the crowd on either side.  Then we were past the door security and in the comparative silence of the foyer. 
 
    A member of the hospitality staff directed us to the correct room, and another led us to our table.  The evening progressed about how I expected, expensive food, a little too much expensive Champaign, lots of people coming up to the table to meet and greet Mason, or grovel at his feet.  I was slightly surprised at how many people wanted to speak to Corbin as well, this being an event for his Father after all.  I had to admire how well he handled himself, he was a natural leader and his voice had the stirrings of the power that I had heard in full force with Mason when he had taken my virginity. 
 
    After dinner, the presentation and various speeches, there was a live jazz band and the dance floor slowly began to fill.  Mason and my Mom danced non-stop, I wondered if it was so people would stop bothering him, asking him for favours like this was the day of his daughter’s wedding or something. 
 
    “Dance with me,” Corbin said. 
 
    “What?  No, are you crazy?” 
 
    What was he thinking?  It was like he didn’t know that I was practically having to hold on to my chair with white knuckles to stop myself from getting down on my knees and taking his cock in my mouth right there in front of all these important people.  To be on the dance floor pressed up close, surrounded by his wonderful smell and feeling his heat against me, that would be… hard to bear.  Maybe that was what he was counting on. 
 
    “It’s expected,” he said as if that settled everything. 
 
    Corbin led me to the dance floor, all I could think about was the touch of his hand on mine, the shape of his ass through his pants and how perfect he looked from his no nonsense haircut to his expensive black shoes.  If I was a princess, he was most certainly a prince. 
 
    Within eight seconds of us arriving on the dance floor, the relatively upbeat song the band was playing ended and they transitioned into a much slower number.  Of course.  Corbin slipped a hand around my waist and pulled me against him, his lower body partially disappearing into the many folds of my dress. 
 
    My multi-millionaire Step-Brother led me around the dance floor as I stared up at him wistfully, every shift of his hips seemed to push aside more folds of my dress until his pelvis was essentially right up against my body.  It was every bit as unbearable as I thought it would be, being slowly swayed around the room in a beautiful dress and jewellery by one of the most handsome men I’d ever seen, his smell just as intoxicating as expected.  Why did things have to be so complicated?  Why did I have to deny myself what I wanted most in the world at that very moment?  Was Corbin feeling the same things? 
 
    I had my answer when I felt a distinct hardness pressing against my stomach.  I closed my eyes and rested my head against his chest, trying to drown out all other sensations so I could concentrate on the wonderful confirmation of his lust for me.  It was an odd combination of relief and torture to feel his hard cock again, so magnificent to know he wanted me, such torment to know we couldn’t act on our desire.  Or so I thought. 
 
    “I need you.  Now,” Corbin whispered in my ear. 
 
    “We… can’t, remember what we said…” I barely managed to get the words out, fighting against my instinct to scream ‘Yes!’ and drop to my knees for him. 
 
    “I don’t care.  I need you, Tiffany.  I…” 
 
    Corbin’s voice trailed off, but my heart was pounding so much that it was ringing in my ears.  It had sounded like the next word to come out of his mouth was going to start with an ‘L’.  Could that be possible?  My resistance was melted away like a snowflake on the sun. 
 
    “Fuck me, Corbin,” I whispered. 
 
    Pushing his manhood against me even harder for a moment, Corbin raised his head and looked around before casually leading me off the dance floor to the side of the room.  The area he was aiming for was where several tables had been in the early part of the evening, bearing various finger foods for people to nibble on before dinner.  They had been cleared away some time during the presentations and now it was dark and deserted.  Mostly deserted, anyway, but it was still right next to the dance floor… and in the same room as all the movers and shakers of the state.  Surely Corbin couldn’t really be thinking of fucking me here? 
 
    Corbin leaned casually against the wall and spun me around on the spot before placing his hands on my hips and pulling me backwards against him.  Within seconds, I felt his hard cock grinding against my ass through my dress , the billowy folds partially hiding his movements.  With my high heels on, and Corbin’s feet planted slightly more than shoulder-width apart, we were at just the right respective heights for his hard shaft to nestle between my ass cheeks. 
 
    I’d been daydreaming about his big dick ever since he’d fucked me and we’d vowed that it couldn’t happen again.  My thoughts alone had been enough for my pussy to get wet already, to finally feel him against me had me positively aching for his hard length. 
 
    Even so, my first instinct was still to push his hand away when I felt him slowly and carefully begin pulling my dress up at the back.  I fought against my fear of embarrassment, knowing I’d probably regret both letting him or not letting him have his way with me.  At least one option would involve having his thick rod in my slit, so I kept my hands firmly at my sides, fists clenched in anticipation. 
 
    At last I felt his fingers on the back of my thigh and almost yelped with excitement.  I looked from side to side, scanning the faces to see if anybody was watching us, but everybody seemed to be mostly engrossed in trying to network and I didn’t see any eyes watching us specifically.  I was incredibly thankful for the style of dress.  Corbin’s activities were, as far as I could tell, almost entirely hidden from view. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if anybody could tell that my dress was slightly bunched up at the back, or if anybody might glance over and question why they couldn’t see Corbin’s right hand.  I didn’t have much time for thoughts like that either, his fingers moved from the back to my inner thigh and moved upwards until I felt their pressure against the crotch of my panties and I let out a whimper that was drowned by the music from the jazz band. 
 
    I was desperate for him, there was no two ways about it.  I wondered if he could feel my slickness through my panties already, I hoped he could.  Corbin began running a single finger along the length of my slit, rubbing at me through my panties, and I pushed myself even harder against him, trying to give him as much access to my sex as I could. 
 
    A waiter walked by and gave us a polite nod as he went about his business, collecting old wine glasses and delivering fresh ones.  I had no idea what Corbin did, but the look on my face must have been priceless, because my Step-Brother’s fingertips had managed to probe right between my legs all the way to my clit at that precise moment and a spark of pleasure jolted into my body.  I was sure some of that sudden bliss must have made its way to my facial expression. 
 
    Nevertheless, the waiter carried on as if nothing was amiss and we were left to our own devices.  Corbin knew what he was doing and soon had me squirming against his fingers, trying desperately to make him rub me even harder, frustrated by the panties diminishing the sensation.  I hoped it looked like I was gently moving to the music and not trying to get off on my date’s fingers. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I moaned just as the band stopped playing. 
 
    An older couple walking past looked disapprovingly in our direction, and I felt a blush rising in my cheeks under their scrutiny.  Thankfully the general hubbub of the talking crowd had stopped my vocalisations travelling too far and I soon forgot all about them as Corbin’s hand moved to my lower back and I felt his fingers slip under the waistband and begin to pull my panties down.  Tugging first on one side and then the other, he worked them down until they were halfway down my thighs. 
 
    I couldn’t believe I was standing there in a room full of politicians, business leaders, celebrities and the fabulously wealthy, my panties down, pregnant with the child of my billionaire Step-Father’s child, and sopping wet for my secret Step-Brother.  Really one of those ‘if you had told me a year ago…’ kind of situations.  But there I was. 
 
    Corbin’s fingers found my sex again, and this time I knew there could be no hiding from him just how aroused he was making me.  A single finger plunged into my depths as I stood slightly bow-legged to stop my panties from sliding completely down to the floor.  I squeezed at his thrusting finger, feeling my pussy walls hugging it on all sides, timing myself to grip him when he was at full depth, as if holding him inside me. 
 
    Alternating between thrusting into my pussy and stroking my clit with his wet finger, Corbin soon had me on the brink of orgasm.  For a girl who had only had sex with two people in her whole life, I couldn’t believe I was about to cum potentially in front of hundreds of people, if they happened to look my way.  Then I felt Corbin’s hot breath on my ear. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you right here in front of everybody.” 
 
    “Can we get away with it?” I panted. 
 
    “I don’t care, I need to cum inside you again,” he said. 
 
    I was too swept up in the moment to do anything but nod my consent, pouting when I felt his hand leave my sex to fumble at his zip and underwear for a moment, under the concealing cover of my dress.  The next thing I knew, Corbin’s big cock was sliding between my pussy-juice-slickened thighs, all away along the length of my slit until it was poking out at the front.  I looked down but my dress hid everything, big as his dick was there was no evidence of tenting. 
 
    I thought he was going to slam his cock all the way home inside my pussy, but instead he just kept sawing it back and forth along my slit, coating his length with my natural lubricants.  I angled my hips downwards and felt his cock rubbing against my clit as he did his best to be discreet with what he was doing. 
 
    The band stopped playing again and Corbin fell still, the head of his cock positioned tantalisingly between my outer labia, nudging at my tight tunnel.  I saw the lead singer having a few words with his band, I hoped they were going to play something loud. 
 
    My wish was granted when, with trumpets blaring and drums thumping, the lead singer broke into a fast paced song that I didn’t recognise.  That was no surprise, I didn’t actually recognise any of their songs, but I liked this one.  Not that I had much concentration to spare for music critique, as Corbin slid his entire length of cock inside me all at once. 
 
    I let out a loud ‘uh’ of effort and pleasure, utterly drowned out by the music, and savoured the feeling of Corbin’s massive dick as it began to thrust in and out of me.  I had to hold myself back from pushing against him over and over again, I craved that full-body-shaking impact from every stroke that I had become accustomed too, but I didn’t want to be seen. 
 
    I sensed that Corbin was having the same issues, thrusting into me with subtle movements of his hips instead of the full-length pounding I knew he wanted.  One of his hands was on my hip under my dress, the other was on my hip over my dress, both were gripping me hard and I imagined the slap of our bodies meeting in time with the beat of the music. 
 
    From deep inside my belly I felt the stirrings of a powerful orgasm and prayed to whatever Gods were in charge of such things to not cum between songs.  Each discreet thrust of Corbin’s pleasuring cock into my depths brought me closer and closer until I felt like I was going to explode.  That’s when a smiling gentleman I recognised as Senator Thomas Richmond approached us, his trophy wife at his arm. 
 
    “Corbin Brant!”  He declared, “Great to finally meet you!  Thomas Richmond.” 
 
    I’d seen Richmond on the news when he’d announced he was going to run against President Tobin in the next election.  Everybody knew he was going to get destroyed, but he was still an influential politician who would no doubt be given some important portfolio to manage from the inevitably re-elected Tobin. 
 
    Corbin and I froze on the spot, I wondered if he was staring at the outstretched hand with as much horror as I was.  Slowly, with no clear alternative, I felt his hand withdraw from my hip under my dress and reach out to Richmond.  A stray flash of light from somewhere near the stage caught it at just the right angle and I could see his fingers still wet with my juices as the older man furiously pumped Corbin’s hand up and down in a good old-fashioned handshake. 
 
    “The country needs more young people like you, your company created a lot of jobs.  I was glad to see you do so well with the sale, hope you can repeat the success many times.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir, I’ve got big plans.” 
 
    “Bah, sir nothing, call me Thomas, and don’t be afraid to give me a call if you need anything.  So often, it’s not what you know, it’s who you know.” 
 
    Richmond glanced down at me with a warm smile.  I hoped I looked polite and respectable, just like Mason had said I needed to be for the evening. 
 
    “But that advice has its limits,” Richmond continued, “I hope you’re not with this beautiful young lady just to get at Mason Alexander?” 
 
    “Not at all, she’s tight…” 
 
    I’m sure I paled as Corbin cleared his throat and started again. 
 
    “She’s quite the catch in her own right.” 
 
    “I’m sure she is, son, I’m sure she is.  Anyway, here’s my card.  Like I said, don’t be a stranger.” 
 
    The President-hopeful fished around inside his jacket and handed Corbin a business card before he and his wife nodded to each of us and headed to the dance floor.  Corbin bunched the card up into a ball and shoved it into his pocket before hurriedly getting his hand back under my dress to hold on to my hip again. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how hot I was from getting fucked while mingling in such high social circles, when Corbin resumed his subtle hip movements I was happy to find that I was just as close as ever to my orgasm.  Once more I felt his hot breath on me as he told me some words I was happy to hear. 
 
    “I’m going to cum inside you, Tiffany, I can’t hold back much more…” 
 
    “Do it, baby, I want it,” I said. 
 
    I squeezed at his cock with all my might as he began thrusting into me as fast as he dared under the circumstances.  I gripped him so hard that every inch of movement inside of me was hard-fought and well-earned, bringing with it such pleasure as I hadn’t felt since he had first fucked me with my vibrator in my ass. 
 
    The head of Corbin’s dick seemed to swell even more and I knew that the very next thrust would bring a huge splash of semen with it.  The idea of the multi-millionaire’s seed inside me was enough to bring my own climax into fruition and when Corbin finally did slide into me once more, my pussy was already fluttering with the first wave of my orgasm. 
 
    My knees began to wobble as the absolute bliss overwhelmed me, I honestly thought that if I hadn’t have been impaled on Corbin’s manhood, I would have crumpled to the ground.  I couldn’t help but moan a shuddering affirmation of my pleasure, feeling the hard dick inside me erupt with cum, so hot in my teen tunnel. 
 
    My orgasm went on and on, as Corbin filled me with a huge load, until at last we stood panting and sweaty, him against the wall, me against him.  We’d done it again, and once more I felt the worry about my future creep into my thoughts.  What were we going to do? 
 
    I felt Corbin slowly slide his still hard cock out of my pussy and then the difficulty he was having trying to stuff it back in his pants.  I was about to giggle when a torrent of mixed semen and teen girl juices began running down my leg. 
 
    “Pull up my panties!  Pull them up!” I squealed quietly. 
 
    Corbin did, but not before I felt a huge amount of his seed escape my slit and join in a river that ran from my sex all the way down to my shoe.  I hoped the night was nearly over, I would do my best to clean myself up in the bathroom here at the event centre, but I was going to need a shower as soon as possible. 
 
    When my secret Step-Brother had stuffed his magnificent cock back into his expensive pants, I stepped away and turned around, smiling up at him. 
 
    “That was… really fucking hot,” I said. 
 
    “You’re telling me… what are we going to do, Tiffany?” 
 
    “I don’t know.  I’m going to the bathroom, see you back at the table?” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I waded through the dance floor, the way to the bathroom was on the opposite side of the room, and I was almost clear when I felt a strong hand come down on my shoulder and a familiar smell waft over me. 
 
    “There you are,” Mason said, his hand gripping my shoulder tightly.  “I’ve been looking for you.  We’re leaving in ten minutes.” 
 
    “OK, I’ll be ready.” 
 
    “Be sure you are.  And one other thing,” he leaned in close, “I’m going to give you the fucking of a lifetime tonight.  You’re mine.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    Mason’s eyebrow raised and I knew what he wanted. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I’m yours.” 
 
    Mason smiled, the hunger I knew all too well in his eyes, before turning back towards our table.  What were we going to do?  I didn’t know. 
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    The ride home in the Limo was intense, to say the least.  My legs were still quivering from the passionate, and potentially very public, fucking that Corbin Brant had given me in the shadows next to the dance floor.  I’d spent a good ten minutes in the bathroom doing my best to clean myself up, his massive load of cum had leaked all the way down my legs by the time I’d retreated from the room at the event centre where Mason Alexander had received the key to the city in front of a mixed crowd of politicians, celebrities and the generally wealthy. 
 
    I was waylaid on my way to the bathroom by Mason himself who had informed me, in typical no-nonsense fashion, that he was going to give my pussy an almighty pounding when we got home.  And why not?  As far as he was concerned, he had married my Mother with access to my teen body as a non-negotiable condition of the marriage, he’d provided everything I’d ever dreamed of having and allowed me to completely change my life.  There was also the fact that I was pregnant with his child. 
 
    I’d probably have been more than happy screaming “I’m cumming, Daddy!” as Mason rode me to body-shaking orgasm after body-shaking orgasm for many years to come if Corbin Brant hadn’t have burst into my life.  Corbin was a self-made multi-millionaire at only twenty three years of age, once we got past a rocky start to our platonic relationship he turned into everything I could want in a man.  I realised I was falling for him, hard. 
 
    There were two big problems I was facing in light of all that.  First was that Corbin was Mason’s long lost son, it was the most insane circumstance I could imagine.  To be caught between two rich and powerful men was far-fetched enough, to have them be Father and Son was almost impossible.  Second was that although they were both rich and powerful, Mason was indisputably more so and he was unlikely to ever let me go. 
 
    That’s why the Limo ride was thick with tension, for me anyway.  Mason was completely ignoring the key to the city he had just received, instead spending every moment he wasn’t directly talking to somebody else actively undressing me with his eyes.  His stare wasn’t like the boys at school, who also liked to look at me now that I wasn’t the poor girl.  Oh no, he knew my body in intimate detail, knew exactly what it was like to see a big fat cock pumping in and out of my barely-able-to-accept-it pussy. 
 
    One of the reasons for my rocky start with Corbin was due to how he had made Mason stop paying so much attention to me.  Fair’s fair, I can imagine having a twenty three year old man turn up on your doorstep and claim to be your son would be distracting but I had still resented my downgrade on Mason’s list of ‘things-to-do’.  Now it looked like, at the present moment anyway, I was first and foremost in Mason’s mind again and I felt myself blush under the intensity of his lust for the first time in weeks. 
 
    It wasn’t fair.  Mason and Corbin, why were they both so irresistible?  Why did this have to be so God damned complicated?  I owed Mason everything, but felt like Corbin was who I was meant to be with.  What could I do?  Did I have a choice anyway?  The way Mason was looking at me made that last question doubtful in the immediate future. 
 
    Corbin looked like he was playing a game of poker, participating in conversation only by way of short purely factual statements, little to no expression on his face.  I wondered what was going on in his head, if he was going through anything like the same kind of turmoil I was.  I’d thought the word ‘love’ had been perilously close to passing his lips this evening, but looking at him now I felt less certain.  He was in the same car as I was, his Father’s intentions written all over his face, yet Corbin was cool as a cucumber.  Surely that’s not how you act when you’re in love? 
 
    My Mother was the life of the Limo, carrying the conversation from one topic to another, keeping everybody’s glass full, apparently oblivious to my predicament, the predicament she had put me in when she had decided our new life was worth the price of my virginity.  Even though I had agreed with her completely until a week ago, I was still resentful at that particular moment.  My certainty about what my future held was fading with every passing second. 
 
    When the Limo pulled up outside Mason’s mansion, he wasted no time ushering me inside.  I think he even left the key to the city on the seat when he exited.  I only had time for a rushed glance over my shoulder at Corbin, who was staring at the ground about three feet ahead of where he was walking, as I was hurried ahead, his Father’s hand firmly on my ass. 
 
    We were through the front door and Mason had pulled me inside one of his studies, the closest one, in an absolute whirl.  Before I knew it, he had the palms of my hands flat on his desk, and was bunching up my dress at the back, revealing my legs as the hem rose while he whispered harshly into my ear. 
 
    “I’ve wanted you all night, Tiffany, I couldn’t wait to get you back here and feel that tight pussy of yours milking my cock…” 
 
    “W-wait…” I stammered 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mason sounded incredulous, he wasn’t the kind of man you said no to, or even inconvenienced in the slightest if you knew what was good for you.  The situation was dire though, I still needed a shower after my exhibitionist activities with Corbin only an hour previous.  I had to think on my feet, and quickly. 
 
    “I’ve been dancing all night, I’m feeling a bit sweaty and yucky… can I have a shower first?” 
 
    Mason looked like he didn’t give a fuck about how much I had perspired, because I was about to get a whole lot more sweaty, and possibly covered in cum too.  His moment of hesitation allowed me to play my trump card, though, and I did. 
 
    “Please, Daddy,” I turned around and blinked up at him with doe-eyes.  “I want to be nice and clean for you.” 
 
    The ‘P’ and ‘D’ words, used in conjunction, did the trick and I saw the expression on his face change from a mixture of annoyance and indifference, to one of lustful anticipation.  Mason loved having a clean canvas on which to work his art, be it taking my virginity or having a freshly showered teen girl to make a mess of.  He was a skilled artist, though, I wouldn’t have dreamed of denying that. 
 
    “OK, you dirty girl, get up there and don’t take too long.  I’ll be in your room soon.” 
 
    I headed towards the door, quick-smart, lest my face betray my relief and a certain degree of smugness at having pulled one over on Mason Alexander, notoriously shrewd negotiator.  I supposed I did have the advantage over anybody Mason normally negotiated with though.  A sixty four year old CEO of some company being taken over by Mason was unlikely to call him ‘Daddy’ and get away with it, let alone have it help the discussions. 
 
    I quickly stripped down in my room and headed to my ensuite for a shower.  Hot water blasted my body from eight different shower heads, plus a movable shower ‘wand’ that I had been very friendly with once or twice in the past.  Soon I felt like the confusion and stress of the evening had been scoured out of my body, I began feeling as fresh as my lavender-scented exfoliating shower gel smelled. 
 
    I was even looking forward to the rough sex I knew Mason was going to give me.  Feelings for Corbin or not, and regardless of the sensational orgasm he had given me at the event centre, it had been a soft and discreet sex session out of necessity due to where we were.  Mason was going to shake my whole body every time he bottomed out in me, I knew it. 
 
    Finally, after losing track of time, I stepped out of the shower and towelled off, mussing up my hair as I dried it.  I eyed the hair-dryer for a moment but then decided against it.  Tonight, the wet-look would be ‘in’.  I wrapped the luxuriously soft bathrobe around myself and tied the belt up in front of me, before opening up the door and heading into my room. 
 
    I wondered how long it would be before Mason arrived in my room and what I should wear for him.  I was thinking maybe my old school uniform would be good.  My new school didn’t have one, it was full of rich kids who wore expensive designer clothes.  However, when I opened the door, Mason was already there, the urgent passion on his face still evident and barely held back. 
 
    “I don’t like to be kept waiting, Tiffany,” Mason began. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy, I…” 
 
    “But you’re worth it.” 
 
    I blushed at the unexpected compliment from the man who already had everything he wanted, and could get more if the whim fell upon him.  Mason stood and went to my dressing table, where I had hastily disrobed before my shower, and picked up the rented necklace I had been wearing for the evening’s festivities. 
 
    “Come here.  Turn around.” 
 
    I did as he commanded, turning my back to him as he clasped the beautiful white and yellow gold necklace behind my neck.  The largest of the five pear-shaped diamond ornaments slipping down the gap between each side of my bathrobe and sitting between the perky curves of my breasts, cold against my shower-warmed skin. 
 
    “You looked like such a princess tonight, Tiffany, true royalty.  Maybe I should just buy this necklace for you, nobody else in the world could do it justice.” 
 
    Mason picked something else up from my dressing table and then brushed my hair back, tucking it in over my ears before carefully putting the yellow diamond earrings in, dressing me in jewellery that could easily be exchanged for a nice house somewhere a bit further from the coast. 
 
    My billionaire Step-Father slipped a hand into my bathrobe and cupped my large breast, pulling my body against his as he dipped his head to kiss my neck, his stubble sending pleasurable shivers down my spine as his lips gently sucked at me. 
 
    Mason pinched my nipple lightly and I sucked in air through my teeth as the jolt of sensation was pulsed into my body.  With his free hand he caressed my neck and tilted my head up and to the side so he could kiss me deeply on the mouth, rolling my nipple between his fingers again and causing me to moan in the midst of our kiss. 
 
    Pulling the material of my bathrobe to each side, Mason began paying attention to both of my breasts, which I pushed out against his hands.  Our kiss went deeper and deeper until my mouth was, at times, as wide as I could open it and I was almost panting for air when he broke contact with my lips. 
 
    I reached behind my body and felt his rapidly hardening cock through his pants, remembering just how amazing it felt when it slammed home inside me as I stared up into his eyes. 
 
    “I love your cock, Daddy,” I said, almost absent-mindedly. 
 
    Mason’s hand probed lower inside my bathrobe as I stroked him through his clothes, until I felt his fingertips lightly brush my clit when he let a single digit delve between my folds.  I shuffled my feet a few inches outwards, spreading my legs slightly and giving him easier access to my sex, which he stroked like a master musician playing his instrument of choice. 
 
    The rigid shaft of manhood behind me was straining at the pants that held it back like a wild animal whose sole prey was pussy.  I could feel his heavy balls through the material and the thought of them slapping against my ass as he pounded me, in conjunction with the caress of his fingers, brought forth an ever increasing presence of my natural lubricants, as if my pussy craved even more attention than it had already received that night. 
 
    I began gyrating my hips, rubbing my clit against the length of Mason’s finger as he hooked the very tip inside the tight entrance of my teen slit and my slippery juices began spreading out between my legs.  I moaned quietly, so happy to have such unreserved stimulation of my most sensitive button, not having to hide my pleasure, free to let it all out. 
 
    To my surprise, I felt the stirrings of an orgasm building already, and I realised just how much I had been missing the skilled attention of the older man who had claimed my virginity for himself.  No matter what happened, he would always be my first and that’s not a flame that is extinguished easily. 
 
    Mason undid the belt that held my bathrobe on and I bit my lip as his fingers were extracted from between my legs and he pulled the only clothing I was wearing off my shoulders until it was lying in a crumpled heap on the floor between us. 
 
    “Down on your knees.  Now,” he said. 
 
    I turned and lowered myself in front of him, the soft folds of the bathrobe providing convenient cushioning for my knees.  I raised my hands to expose him but he pushed them away. 
 
    “Hands at your sides, Tiffany.  I’m going to fuck your face all the way and you better take it.” 
 
    I lowered my hands until my fingers were brushing my thighs as Mason unbuckled his belt, undid his button and unzipped his zip before pushing his pants and underwear down at the same time, revealing his huge cock right in front of my face.  I couldn’t help but lick my lips, partially in anticipation and partially to help it slide in easier, as I reached for it without thinking. 
 
    “Hands down.” 
 
    My hands shot back to my sides as if they belonged to him rather than me and I knelt obediently with my eyes turned up to him, waiting to take whatever he would give me.  It just wasn’t fair on anybody that this man had been born with the combination of such a powerfully commanding voice and a big cock, what hope did anybody have of resistance?  The world was his for the taking, and I wanted to be taken along with it, so very badly. 
 
    Mason gathered my hair into a kind of ponytail with one hand, controlling every movement of my head with his strong grip, and aimed his cock at my mouth with the other. 
 
    “Open up wide for Daddy, Tiffany, good girl.” 
 
    I parted my lips and extended my tongue to meet his advancing manhood, feeling the first contact accompanied by the familiar taste of his pre-cum.  The head slid over my slippery muscle and into my mouth before I clamped down on his shaft with my lips and sucked him in even further.  I felt the very tip lightly brush the back of my throat before, mercifully, pulling back until the bumpy ridge of the head peeked out again. 
 
    Living under Mason Alexander’s roof was like receiving a crash-course in deep-throating, but I was still glad he was starting more slowly than his urgency of earlier had suggested he would.  His size and flavour, the very essence of ‘the masculine’ overwhelmed all my sensations.  Taste and tactile on my tongue, towering over me as I knelt before him, he dominated my field of vision.  His intense stare held my gaze as he penetrated my mouth over and over again, taking his pleasure from me. 
 
    “I ought to cum all over that pretty little face of yours, Tiffany,” Mason said.  “Would you like that?  To feel my hot sperm dripping down your chin on to that necklace?” 
 
    Oh fuck yes, I wanted that!  I nodded as best I could with his fat cock in my mouth, and Mason began pumping even harder past my lips until every thrust brought forth a squelching sound as he hit the back of my throat.  Finally, with his hand still holding my hair at the back of my head, he forced his cock harder into me and I felt it slip down my neck, until his balls were resting on my chin. 
 
    My eyes watered involuntarily and a single tear rolled down my cheek as I looked up at him, his entire length buried in my face. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, take it all the way,” 
 
    It was almost impossible to keep my hands at my sides throughout all this, every instinct told me to at least put my palms on his thighs, to maintain some control over how fast and how deep the invading masculine presence could go.  Mason was in charge, though.  It was up to him exactly how my mouth pleasured him. 
 
    When I was just about at the limit of my ability to hold my breath, he relented and pulled the head of his cock into my mouth where I swirled my tongue around it, bringing in as much air as I could through my nose.  Mason was still as I recovered my oxygen supplies and pleasured him and, when my breathing had returned almost to normal, he whispered quietly to me. 
 
    “Take it again,” 
 
    I pushed my head forward, pursing my lips and feeling his shaft slide over them.  His saliva-coated cock was remarkably cool from having been out of my mouth for only a couple of minutes and briefly felt like sucking on a popsicle.  Mason’s hand was still holding my hair firmly, but he wasn’t pushing, he wanted me to take it all by myself. 
 
    His engorged cock head met the back of my throat again and I leaned forward even harder, feeling the moment when it popped into my throat once more and my lips slid down the remaining inches of his shaft until my nose pressed up against him.  I was in heaven, the big powerful cock of a big powerful man buried inside me, I couldn’t help but reach for my clit and begin stoking my own fire as I savoured the wonderful feeling of fullness. 
 
    “Good girl, Tiffany,” Mason breathed heavily.  “I swear your entire body was built for sex.” 
 
    I blinked another tear away and let out a soft moan around his cock as he began thrusting in and out of my mouth.  I took in what air I could whenever the swollen head popped into my mouth and continued stroking at my clit, feeling my pussy respond to both my own stimulation and the hard face-fucking Mason was unleashing on me. 
 
    I raised my other hand to squeeze my own breast, Mason seemed to be too far gone in his own pleasure to remind me to keep my hands at my side anymore.  I pinched at my nipple, as he had done several minutes previous, and felt a similar, though less powerful, jolt of bliss shoot into my body.  The heavy diamonds around my neck swayed and bumped against my upper chest with every thrust of his massive cock, a reminder of the opulence in which I was getting impaled. 
 
    “I’m going to cum inside that sweet little pussy of yours, Tiffany, get on the bed.” 
 
    Mason didn’t give me any choice in the matter, extracting his cock from my mouth and ‘helping’ me to my feet by my hair, hurrying me over to the bed half bent over to keep up with his rein-like control of my head.  The billionaire pushed me down on top of the covers on my bed and climbed on after me, forcing my head down and my ass up, my shamefully wet slit fully exposed to him. 
 
    “You’ve got the tightest, wettest, pussy in the world, Tiffany,” Mason said. 
 
    “It’s wet for you, Daddy,” I said, knowing what he wanted and desperate to give it to him. 
 
    “Fuckin’ right.” 
 
    I felt the tip of Mason’s massive cock pushing my pink petals aside as it advanced against the snug entrance to my teen tunnel.  I squeezed my pussy muscles, providing the most token of resistances to my Step-Father’s hard dick, feeling the moment the ridge of his head slipped inside me and my outer labia began gently caressing inch after inch of his shaft as he plunged his length into me to the hilt. 
 
    Mason tugged on my hair, raising my head and pulling my entire body against him until he was satisfied that he could not possibly get any more cock inside me, before releasing it and gripping my hips with both hands.  My head sank back down and I buried my face in my pillow as he began ruthlessly pounding into my tight slit, the front of his thighs slapping against the back of mine every time. 
 
    His strong hands held me in place, there was nowhere to hide from his intense fucking even if I had wanted to.  I screamed affirmatives, adding to the cacophony of our bodies meeting over and over again and reached between my legs to continue stroking my clit, feeling myself get pushed ever closer to a mind-shattering orgasm. 
 
    Underneath me my breasts wobbled wildly with every thrust of Mason’s cock into my slit and my nipples rubbed against the soft material of my blankets like an extra pair of hands pleasuring me.  It was almost more than I could bear, but somehow I wanted more. 
 
    “Fuck me harder, Daddy,” I panted. 
 
    Mason needed little encouragement to fuck hard and before I knew it I could hardly feel individual thrusts at all, he was like a powerful machine humming potently in my depths.  It wasn’t long before a similar buzzing sound drowned out all other noise in my ears as my climax washed over my body.  I pressed my face down into my pillow even harder and let out a long, low, moan. 
 
    I couldn’t hear myself or the steady slapping of our bodies, it was like I was floating in the pitch black with only my body and some pure primordial essence of pleasure in all of existence.  I had expected mind-shattering pleasure, but this was bordering on some kind of drug trip of cosmic proportions. 
 
    For the second time since arriving home, I lost track of time.  I was a sweaty, panting, mess of exhaustion when my vision cleared and I could feel Mason’s hard-body still slamming against mine as he continued to fuck me at breakneck speed.  At some stage during my orgasm I had collapsed flat on the bed, my legs straight out and my feet hanging off the edge.  Mason was sucking on my neck again as he continued his pleasurable assault on my sex. 
 
    With a sound that was a mixture between a sigh and an expletive, Mason pushed his cock as deep inside me as he could and I felt the first splash of his hot seed on the waiting walls of my vagina.  He pulled out nearly the whole way and then thrust it all the way home again and I felt another jet of cum burst from the tip of his cock. 
 
    “Mmmm, that feels good…” I whispered truthfully. 
 
    One of Mason’s hands roamed all over my body as his thrusts became more sporadic and the volume of semen he was blasting my insides with gradually declined. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Mason slapped my ass without warning and I yelped. 
 
    “Again,” I said, after a short pause. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “You’re a bad girl, Tiffany.  You should have a shower and get some rest.” 
 
    Mason extracted his still-hard cock from my depths and I felt his seed leaking out of me on to the covers of my bed.  I turned my head to see him gathering his pants and walk out of my room and into the hallway without a care in the world about who might be out there. 
 
    I was completely unsteady on my feet when I finally stood and made my way back to the shower.  The whole situation was utterly confusing, I didn’t know what I wanted anymore.  Every time I thought I’d made up my mind and knew what would make me happy, my best laid plans were wiped away by the most incredible sex I’d ever dreamed of, be it from Mason or Corbin.  I had no idea what to do. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My eyes were to bleary from sleep to see what time it was when I heard my door creak open, I panicked for a fraction of a second before I heard Corbin calling my name in a loud whisper. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Tiffany… I can’t go on like this.  It kills me for you to be with another man, it’s even worse that I had to hear it.” 
 
    I blushed in the dark, thinking of my orgasmic yells from earlier. 
 
    “But what can we do?” 
 
    “Run away with me.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Shhhhh.  Run away with me, leave all this behind.  I’m not exactly homeless myself, you know, I’m not asking you to keep warm around a barrel of burning trash. We could have a good life.  You and me, what do you say?” 
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 Description 
 
    In this conclusion to the Poor Little Rich Girl series, we learn the answer to the question that plagued ancient philosophers. Can love and millions ever win against power and billions? Either way, with Mason Alexander there is always a price to pay, and he isn't accepting cash. 

After running away with Corbin, Tiffany is quickly retrieved and brought back to the house of billionaire, Mason Alexander. It looks like her future involves not much besides taking whatever Mason gives her. If she can't stop squirming... well, there's always the handcuffs. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, BDSM, Breeding, Sex Toy, Schoolgirl 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    The path to happiness is strewn with rough sex, impregnation, exhibitionism, all kinds of taboo and kidnapping.  Is there an old saying that goes like that?  If not, maybe there should be. 
 
    My world had been turned upside down ever since my Mom’s marriage to billionaire Mason Alexander.  Some of the things that happened were an absolute godsend, some not so much.  Coming from a poor background, I’d always had an inherent feeling of worthlessness that had been the bane of my life.  I was ‘that poor girl’ at school, overlooked by most and confined to a life of lonely invisibility. 
 
    A billionaire Step-Father changed all that in an instant.  A new city, new clothes, new place to live, new credit card, new friends… all of a sudden I was the popular girl.  The walking cliché that was the captain of the football team even asked me out on a date.  Me!  It was almost impossible to describe how that incredible contrast felt.  I hadn’t known I could be so happy. 
 
    That’s why, when Mason explained exactly what the cost for that transformation was, I was willing to pay it.  What is one girl’s virginity against the vast expanse of a life of happiness?  It didn’t hurt matters that Mason fucked me so well that I was almost always wet for him. 
 
    So what if he wanted me to call him ‘Daddy’?  I thought it was hot as hell, and I could have contentedly screamed out my body-rocking orgasms until the end of days if Corbin Brant hadn’t have changed everything. 
 
    Even though I was pregnant with Mason’s child, when his twenty-three year old long-lost son turned up on the doorstep I was powerless to stop the series of events that led to my feelings for Corbin, nor his feelings for me.  Corbin had all the natural gifts of his Father, the keen sense of how to handle oneself in business had already made him a multi-millionaire. 
 
    What Corbin didn’t have was the power that only comes from decades of being established with the right connections.  Mason knew what he had and drew strength from it.  It gave him the confidence to always go for what he wanted, and fight to keep it.  Even if that meant fighting dirty. 
 
    When Corbin asked me to run away with him, it wasn’t an easy decision to make.  I knew it would put my Mom’s marriage to Mason in jeopardy.  I knew Mason could be as dangerous as a well-provoked wild animal.  I knew that if I went, Mason would always follow because I was ‘his’.  On top of that, I owed him.  It was Mason that changed my life, brought me out of my protective shell and my constrictive cage.  How could I just turn my back on that?  I found a way. 
 
    “Shhhhh.  Run away with me, leave all this behind.  I’m not exactly homeless myself, you know, I’m not asking you to keep warm around a barrel of burning trash. We could have a good life.  You and me, what do you say?” 
 
    “We can’t…” 
 
    “I love you, Tiffany, please…” 
 
    “You… me?” 
 
    “Yes.  Don’t you feel the same way?” 
 
    I realised that I did, I really did.  In that moment, our love was all that mattered.  All the dangers, all the debts I owed Mason, were swept away in my mind.  It was my life, and I needed to go where my heart led. 
 
    We left that very night, ditching the traditional ‘Dear John’ letter in favour of an email to my Mom from my smartphone while riding in the back of a taxi.  Corbin was right about one thing at least, running away with him didn’t mean sleeping under bridges and begging for change at the side of the street, we simply went to his house on the other side of town. 
 
    I hadn’t been to his place before, since revealing his existence to Mason he had always come to visit us, but it was clear that being a multi-millionaire afforded you just as high-end a house as being a billionaire did.  The differences were in the furnishings.  Where Mason’s house had a sense of maturity about it, a feeling of old-money, Corbin’s house had an air of youth.  Where Mason had antiques, Corbin had electronic gadgets, some still unpacked. 
 
    Overall, it looked like somebody was setting up a house to showcase ‘modern-living’, I supposed Corbin hadn’t actually done a lot of living in this house since selling his company for all that money a few months previous. 
 
    For an entire week we heard nothing whatsoever from Mason, it was most certainly not the reaction we were expecting.  We quickly went from startling at every random creak and groan of the house, to a sense of security.  A false one as it turned out. 
 
    Due to how quickly we had left Mason’s house I hadn’t had time to pack many clothes and so I decided to go shopping.  Corbin was apprehensive, but agreed that we weren’t fighting through the shitstorm we’d anticipated so handed over his credit card and organised a car and driver for me. 
 
    The shopping trip went great, I even slipped into a lingerie store and picked out a sexy little costume to surprise Corbin with.  When I was done I was so absorbed with rifling through all the shopping bags in the back of the car that I didn’t notice where exactly I was being driven to until I looked up and saw that we were just rolling past the gates to Mason’s house. 
 
    I gulped as I realised just how easy it had turned out to be for Mason to turn that money and those connections into the outcome he dictated.  Before I knew it I was back in his house, confined to a much more Spartan room than I had previously occupied, though still a world of difference from the apartment my Mom and I used to live in. 
 
    For a couple of days my only contact with the outside world was a stone-faced man who brought me meals, made sure the towels in the en-suite were fresh and ignored everything I said.  On the third day I came out of the shower to find two things different in the room. 
 
    Firstly, two sets of fluffy pink handcuffs had been attached to the headboard of the bed, which was ominous.  Secondly, a fresh set of clothes had been laid out for me.  I recognised the clothes, as I had only just purchased them.  A note told me to get dressed and to handcuff myself face down on the bed, and it was signed by Mason.  It said to do this or we’d play the waiting game for my next meal. 
 
    That’s how I found myself wearing nothing but a sexy French maid’s outfit and securely attached to the headboard.  I managed to get both handcuffs on only by using my feet to fasten the second set before laying myself down on my front side and trying to relax while I waited for whatever came next. 
 
    I didn’t have long to ponder before I heard a key turn in the lock of the door and then Mason was there.  I turned my head to see him approach the bed and felt the mattress move under me when he sat down. 
 
    “You’ll never…” 
 
    “Yes I will, it’s all taken care of,” he said. 
 
    Mason seemed totally unfazed by the fact that he had kidnapped his pregnant teenage Step-Daughter and had her unwillingly handcuffed to a bed and dressed in sexy lingerie.  His confidence was overwhelming, I couldn’t help but believe him.  He could do whatever he wanted without repercussion. 
 
    “Did you really think I’d just let you go?” he asked. 
 
    I remained silent, cursing that illusion of freedom I had let myself believe.  His familiar smell wafted over me, a scent synonymous with money and power, it was the absolute essence of the billionaire.  I couldn’t help but inhale it through my nose, dredging up all the memories of how he had changed my life, all the times he had fucked me so well until I thought I would pass out from cumming so hard.  Ignoring my lack of response, Mason leaned in close to whisper in my ear. 
 
    “Say ‘Fuck me hard, Daddy’,” he said. 
 
    “No!  I won’t!” 
 
    “You will, Tiffany.  You’re going to beg for my cock before I leave this room.” 
 
    Mason leaned back again and grasped my ankle, holding it down on the bed.  I heard the metallic ratchetting of another pair of padded handcuffs at the same moment that I felt it clamp down on me.  I began kicking out with the other leg to try and stop him from immobilising it too but, already mostly bound as I was, he was able to overpower me and I was soon spreadeagle, face-down on the bed. 
 
    “Mmmm, I think I like you better like this, Tiffany.  Tied down, subservient, your whole purpose in life just to take my cock.” 
 
    I felt his fingers through the thin material of the stockings that came with my outfit and tried to squirm away, but there was nowhere to go.  Up over my calf they roamed, tickling the back of my knee and then my thigh before reaching the bare skin between the top of the stocking and the bottom of the skirt. 
 
    I thought he was going to continue upwards until he could feel my bare pussy, there had been no panties left in the room after my shower.  Instead, he brought his hands to his collar and began unbuttoning his shirt as I watched, revealing the well-toned and muscled body that was the result of dedicated sessions with his personal trainer.  With the shirt cast aside he undid his pants, pushing his underwear down at the same time to reveal a rapidly hardening cock. 
 
    I whimpered quietly, afraid that he would fuck me, afraid that he wouldn’t.  I was confused and feeling betrayed by my own body at how much I wanted that big hard dick inside me.  How could he still have this effect on me?  I knew I wanted to be with Corbin… but Mason and his pleasure-giving rod were right here. 
 
    “Just say the words I want to hear, Tiffany, and before you know it, you’ll be cumming as hard as you ever have.  Just say them,” 
 
    “No!  I want to be with Corbin!” 
 
    “Forget him, you’re mine.” 
 
    Mason straddled my upper thighs and I could feel his hot skin against mine, as well as through the stockings.  I knew that with my own legs spread as they were, he could just lean forward, slip the end of his cock under my skirt and drive his length straight into my pussy.  I didn’t want it… but my body did and the thought of him taking whatever he wanted, right there and then, was making me wet already. 
 
    “No!  I can’t!” 
 
    “No?  Why not get reacquainted with an old friend while you change your mind then?” 
 
    There was barely enough time to think What on earth could he be talking about before I heard a buzzing sound and felt the cold smooth surface of my vibrator gently touching my pussy lips.  I yelped and tried to wriggle away again, but I was handcuffed with my Step-Father sitting on top of me and there was no escape. 
 
    The vibrator hummed along my pink petals, around and around the entrance to my pussy.  So light was the touch that I soon found myself trying to push back against it, an exercise as futile as trying to escape it.  Mason was in charge of my torture, my pleasure, and he knew it. 
 
    My juices were flowing freely when he pressed the very point of the vibrator against my clit, bringing forth another yelp from my reluctant lips. 
 
    “There you are, there’s my dirty little girl.  Tell me you love it, Tiffany,” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Tell me you love it.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    The pleasure was too much, it was making my juices flow more freely than ever, my body responding to the stimulation, preparing my teen slit for a cock, or at the very least a man-made substitute! 
 
    “I love it!” 
 
    Mason pulled the vibrator away from my clit, trailing it downwards on my inner thighs where it could do nothing but tease me with its existence, so near where it was made to go, but so far. 
 
    “Put it back!  Put it back!” I panted. 
 
    “That’s not asking nicely, Tiffany,” 
 
    “Please!  Put it back.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Please, Daddy, put it back!” 
 
    I closed my eyes as if I could deny my guilt by doing so.  I wanted to be with Corbin, but Mason knew the power he had over me.  With nothing more than his presence, a bed and a vibrator he had turned me into his writhing sexpot. 
 
    Mason partially complied with my plea and brought the vibrator back upwards, but instead of putting the tip back to my clit, he slid it between my pelvis and the inside of my skirt.  I struggled to push my pussy against it, to feel that wonderful humming on my clit again, but I couldn’t quite get the angles right, I nearly shrieked in frustration. 
 
    He moved his upper body over mine and I finally did feel the tell-tale shifting of my French maid skirt as he slipped his now fully erect cock under the hem.  Was he going to take me now, or prolong my torment?  For running away I suspected he was probably going to prolong it until I’d submitted everything to him, and it turned out I was right. 
 
    I felt the tip of his massive cock slide between the cheeks of my ass, pausing ominously near my asshole before slipping further, until his length sat along the crack like a hot dog in a bun.  Then he thrust his hips downwards, pushing my pelvis into the bed and causing my clit to come into contact with the vibrator again. 
 
    A moan of relief passed my lips and Mason brought his upper body down upon mine so I could feel the heat of him through my lingerie.  He began kissing and sucking on my neck where he had just the previous week clasped an expensive necklace and said I looked like royalty.  He nibbled on my earlobes where he had hung expensive earrings and I arched my back to press against him as best I could.  That was all before I was chained up for his pleasure, but I remembered it well.  Maybe I thought if I’m good, he won’t be angry with me anymore. 
 
    I didn’t know if I could possibly be good enough to offset running away from him, but as his hands began exploring my body while his hips continued rocking against me, I knew I wanted to try.  I felt his fingers caressing the sides of my breast and arched my back again, letting him slide his entire hand underneath to cup me through the front of the French maid outfit. 
 
    “Does that feel good, my poor little rich girl?” 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    Mason’s reached up with his other hand and placed it on the front of my throat, as if he was considering squeezing the life out of me but holding back for the time being.  The weight of his entire body was on top of me, simultaneously pushing me into the bed as he pulled me towards himself with the other hand on my breast.  My vibrator thrummed wonderful sensations into my body every time Mason bore down on me, it wasn’t long before I was letting out little gasps of pleasure, my own voice humming against Mason’s hand on my throat. 
 
    “What are you feeling, Tiffany?” 
 
    “So good… I’m going to cum… for you, Daddy.” 
 
    Mason’s hand slid up my neck, over my chin, until a single finger thrust past my lips.  I sucked on it like it was his dick, taking it into my mouth.  I took it in right down to his knuckles before pulling my head back and twirling my tongue around the tip, reminding him of just how well he had trained me in cock sucking. 
 
    Nobody could call him ‘Daddy’, then take his huge cock all the way to the base like I could.  If he only remembered how good I could be, he would let me go, I was sure of it.  I began moaning as I sucked at his finger, the pleasure being vibrated into my clit built up until I was practically scream-sucking… and then, just when I was about to cum, Mason pulled his finger out of my mouth, reached down and took the vibrator away. 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    “You don’t tell me ‘no’, Tiffany.  There’s only one thing that’s going to make you cum today, and that’s my cock.  You know what you need to do.” 
 
    I growled like a bitch in heat and squirmed, trying to find something, anything to rub against.  It wouldn’t take much more, I just needed something.  But there was nothing.  In only a matter of twenty minutes, he had taken me from a defiant runaway to his little begging slut, just like he had prophesised.  I knew what he wanted to hear. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
    “I can’t hear you.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “How hard, Tiffany?” 
 
    I paused, thinking for a moment before giving the only answer that could possibly be right. 
 
    “Fuck me as hard as you can, Daddy.” 
 
    “You’re mine,” he whispered harshly in my ear. 
 
    Mason reached down and guided his cock to my pussy with a single hand, rubbing it up and down along my sopping wet entrance as if it was a paintbrush and I was a piece of blank canvas.  When the head of his cock was covered in my juices, he roughly shoved it forward, invading my tunnel suddenly with his massive masculine presence. 
 
    I squeaked at the swift thrust, thankful that he had only stuck the head in, not tried to impale me all at once.  A cock of his size was no laughing matter for a teen girl, even if he had pounded me with reckless abandon several times in the past. 
 
    My relief was short-lived as Mason tantalised me with a few shallow thrusts, spreading my natural lubricants along his shaft, before slamming his cock into my pussy, all the way to the hilt.  The impact made even my firm ass jiggle as the sound of our bodies meeting rang out like a pistol shot. 
 
    Perhaps ‘starting gun’ was a more apt description as Mason unleashed a stampede of sensation between my legs, fucking me so hard with his thick cock that I felt like I was tied down to some incredibly powerful machine designed to break my will and make me consent to my captors’ wishes.  If that had been the case, I would have agreed to anything at that very moment. 
 
    Every thrust shook my entire body in just the manner I had become accustomed to since Mason first came to my room that fateful night.  I gripped the bars of the headboard to hold myself in place, lest I be driven upwards and have the handcuffs pull painfully on my ankles.  With me holding it, and Mason jack hammering into me so hard, the headboard slammed against the wall and it sounded like a percussion-only band was doing an intense warm-up in the small room. 
 
    Mason paused in his thrusting and leaned back.  The sound of my breathless panting seemed suddenly loud in the silence after the slapping, squelching, clanging cacophony.  The billionaire was breathing normally as if he fucked six handcuffed Step-Daughters every day before breakfast and this was just an ordinary morning. 
 
    Without his weight on my upper body, he was more easily able to reach underneath.  Doing so, he grabbed the dipping neckline of my lingerie with both hands and ripped it apart like it was made of paper, exposing my large tits to his hands, if not his eyes. 
 
    Making good use of the newly exposed skin, Mason squeezed my ample chest and rolled my nipples between his fingers, making me shudder with delight against him.  Every wiggle of my ass made the deeply embedded head of his cock rub on a different wall of my pussy.  Perhaps this reminded him of where the real pleasure centre of his captive was, because he lowered himself on top of me again and picked up his pace just where he had left off, both hands on my tits, crushing my body against his. 
 
    It was too much for one teenager to handle.  The vibrator had long since been dislodged by Mason’s vigorous thrusts that shook the whole bed, but even without that stimuli, I couldn’t have held my orgasm back even if I’d been through college and majored in orgasm resistance techniques. 
 
    It was as if a nuclear bomb had gone off somewhere between my legs, a mushroom cloud of ecstasy rose up through my body and clouded my vision while the heat from the blast washed over me until I felt like I would disintegrate in a cloud of blissful ash, carried on the winds of something much bigger than myself. 
 
    From somewhere far away I felt the tell-tale pulses of Mason’s cock as he groaned and forced himself to maximum depth.  My pussy was filled with sperm from the same man who had so easily impregnated me, splash after splash utterly coating my walls like a painter doing some extremely hasty renovations. 
 
    My nipples were stinging from the intense mauling Mason was administering, I became acutely aware of them as I floated back down into my body from somewhere near the ceiling.  The clapping sound of his body driving into mine gradually slowed and at last Mason seemed to be spent, breathing slightly harder than normal. 
 
    Mason stood up and I felt the evidence of his orgasm seeping out of my tender teen slit while he bent over to grab something out of the pocket of his pants, which were crumpled on the floor.  I heard the jingling of keys before I saw them, Mason slotted one into the handcuffs nearest him, which held my left hand secure, and set it free. 
 
    Instead of working his way around the other handcuffs, Mason knelt on the bed beside my head with his still-hard cock twitching ominously over my face, slick with our combined juices. 
 
    “Clean me,” he said. 
 
    I looked up at him with pleading eyes, I was absolutely wrecked and stinging from the hard fucking he had just unleashed upon my body and all I wanted to do was leave my head on the pillow and go to sleep.  There was no yielding in his eyes though, and I knew it would be better for me if I complied so, raising a head that felt like a lead weight, I puckered up and kissed the shaft. 
 
    Sticking my tongue out, I was able to curl it around a goodly portion of its circumference, and moved my head along its length, tasting the Mason and Tiffany sauce.  Him and I together forever, that’s what it tasted like, and I knew at that moment that I was going to be his until the end of time. 
 
    I licked and sucked at his slowly softening cock, taking his entire length into my throat for good measure, until it was as good as new, cleaned with more attention than it could possibly have ever been before. 
 
    “Good, Tiffany, I think you’ve learned an important lesson today.  I’ll be back tomorrow.” 
 
    Mason stood, dressed, and unshackled me before walking out the door and locking it behind him.  He needn’t have been so security conscious.  I fell asleep almost instantly, as I thought I would, with the taste of him, of us, on my lips. 
 
    ***** 
 
    For two days I was given several more lessons by Mason.  In the heat of the moments I felt like life could certainly have been worse, Mason made me cum so hard every time, but my heart was still elsewhere. 
 
    On the third day I was sitting on my bed when I felt something like a muscle spasm in my tummy, or like a tiny electric jolt.  I placed my hand on the still nearly-flat surface and waited… there, there it was again!  My baby was kicking! 
 
    As luck would have it, Mason chose that exact moment for what I assumed as another lesson, but something on my face obviously gave him pause. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    I took his hand and placed it on my stomach, watching his face and waiting for the next kick.  When it came I couldn’t have foreseen the effect it had on Mason.  The colour seemed to drop from his cheeks and his eyes had a glassy faraway look to them.  Instead of giving me the rough sex I was sure he had entered the room for, he spun around on his heel and left in a hurry.  I didn’t see him again for several hours. 
 
    When he returned, he brought several suitcases with him. 
 
    “This is some of your belongings, Tiffany,” he said. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “You’re… you’re free to go.  To him.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “I thought...” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.  I’ve had to do some serious thinking today, myself.  We can’t go on like this.  That kick… that kick was really something.  I was reading up about Corbin online today… I realised just how much I’d missed out on, seeing him grow up.  I don’t want to miss the rest of his life too, just because I didn’t want to give you up.  This situation just can’t work, you, your mother, Corbin, me and that little one inside you.  Go to him, Tiffany.” 
 
    “My Mom…” 
 
    “Will be fine.  I’m not going to divorce her, she’s a sensational wife, and born for the spotlight.  We’ll come to another arrangement.” 
 
    I walked up to him, looked into his eyes, and saw emotions there that he had never let anybody else see before, as far as I knew.  For one last time I let his scent surround me with all its connotations of power and wealth, stood up on the tip of my toes, and gave him a peck on the cheek. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    “There’s a car outside for you.  Corbin will be waiting.  Please help me smooth this over with him.” 
 
    “I’ll do what I can.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Tiffany.” 
 
    “For now.” 
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 Description 
 
    Astra is a new Residential Assistant at a prestigious all girls dorm. The people who run the dorm have no idea about Astra's little secret. For as long as she could remember she's been really into girls, and thinks that having no less than fifteen gullible freshmen looking to her for guidance every year would probably be like a special kind of heaven. She's right. 

When innocent Ellie-May lets herself party too hard for the very first time, she ends up being assisted back to the dorm by some friends and Astra is waiting. Like any good RA, she slips into Ellie-May's room to make sure she is ok...    
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    I’m a good respectable girl, they’d all say.  I always received excellent grades on all my papers.  I never broke the rules of the all-girls dorm by trying to sneak boys in.  I got along with everybody, both my fellow students and the full-time staff.  I participated in a number of extra-curricular activities.  I was an excellent candidate to be a residential assistant after my first year in the dorm. 
 
    They didn’t know me very well.  I was, unbeknownst to anybody back in my hometown or many people in my college town, really into girls.  Who wouldn’t be?  Girls are all soft and curvy in the right places and smell like heaven.  Not like those smelly, hairy, men who can only think with their dicks.  Mmmm, yes, give me a girl any day of the week. 
 
    Even in this day and age I didn’t feel comfortable coming out for what I really was, a normal girl that liked other girls.  On the rare occasions when my parents used the word ‘lesbian’ they said it like they had the taste of shit in their mouth.  It cut me deep every time I thought about what the people who were supposed to love me the most would do if they knew about me. 
 
    Still, there were upsides to my sexual orientation, even when I was still in high school.  I saw things in the locker rooms that the guys of my school would have traded a testicle to see.  All the cheerleaders, all the hottest girls, hot, sweaty, naked and committed to memory, mine to keep forever, in a way. 
 
    Whenever we managed to scam our way into nightclubs and some guy was hitting on one of my friends, or myself, whom we did not want to have anything to do with, I’d always ‘save the day’ by claiming that said friend and I were lesbians.  The guys would invariably ask us to kiss and we invariably did. 
 
    It was a good deal.  The guys got a hot show, which seemed to stop them from bothering us anymore, they usually moved on to other potentially-heterosexual women.  My friends got random guys off their cases.  I got to kiss some truly beautiful teen girls, and feel their bodies pressed up against mine in the most sensual kinds of ways we could manage on the dance floor.  And if they ever thought I was kissing too deeply or maybe with a bit too much tongue… well that could all be explained away by just saying I was an excellent actress, and we got rid of the guy, didn’t we? 
 
    I think those early days are where my penchant for straight girls came from.  Even though I was a lesbian, those women with shaved heads, hairy armpits and army boots never did anything for me.  If I wanted a man I would have dated men.  
 
    Nope, I’ve always had a thing for the girliest girly girls I could find, the more innocent the better.  The cherry on the cake was if I could find a straight girl and ‘corrupt’ her over to ‘our’ side.  I loved the idea of providing a girl’s first sexual experience with another girl, it was absolutely intoxicating, like being drunk on some kind of power that provided me with the most intense, most wet, orgasms that I’d ever had. 
 
    So yes, I was a good student, and I didn’t make any trouble.  Well, not the kind of trouble the staff were used to seeing at the prestigious all-girl dorm I lived in during my freshman year.  I participated in so many extra-curricular activities because, for example, I liked soccer but I loved being in the changing room with all those athletic young women two or three times a week even more. 
 
    Then, towards the end of my freshman year, I got the idea to become a residential assistant.  The thought of all those teen girls coming into the dorm, the first time really out from under their parents’ control, and all looking to me for guidance sent a shiver down my spine that ended up as a tingle in my pussy. 
 
    A new batch every year, just for me, for the duration of my studies sounded like a pretty good deal.  I knew how wasted freshmen got when they first realised that they could go out and do more or less whatever they wanted without being grounded when they returned home.  They became much more open to the idea of ‘experimentation’.  I mean, as my friends showed back in high school, any girl will pretty much kiss any other girl just for the hell of it, but in college, I could push them further, and more often than ever before.  College was heaven, and I thought becoming an RA would be like some crazy, wonderful, inner circle of heaven.  I was right. 
 
    I had to go to college early to be briefed on what my responsibilities as an RA were and then there I was, with the keys to the rooms of no less than fifteen freshman college girls, whom I was directly responsible for.  They would be arriving over the next week or two and I hoped and prayed that at least some of them were little-miss-goody-two-shoes that I could defile in the naughtiest ways.  The higher they start, the further they fall. 
 
    I came from an agriculture-heavy area of the country, so when my little unknowing-future-converts gradually arrived and started settling into their rooms one-by-one, I couldn’t help but describe them as a ‘bumper-crop’.  I would have gladly gone to bed with any one of them, kissed them on both lips so they grew to love their own flavour, but there was one that stood out from the rest. 
 
    Ellie-May Murphy was a petite wee thing from the bible belt.  She was stunningly gorgeous like the girl next door you once saw sunbathing in the back yard and then could never get out of your mind, as opposed to porn-star hot.  Every pore of her body seemed to ooze innocence as if she could be scandalised by even the tamest of Saturday morning children’s television broadcasting.  If I lived in a corny movie I would have seen visions of her running towards me in slow motion through a field of flowers. 
 
    Ellie-May was home-schooled right through high school and she looked upon college life with wide-eyed wonder as if she’d never even imagined anything like it.  Parties seemed to spring into life out of nowhere at the drop of a hat, guys streaking drunk and naked through campus on dares or as part of their hazing rituals for frat houses, some girls too I noted.  Taboo conversations about who scored what hot guy and how big their dicks were floated out of open doors so that any doe-eyed god-fearing girl might have to blush and hold her schoolbooks closer to her chest as she rushed past to her room. 
 
    She was a virgin, saving herself for marriage, for the right man.  What a waste that would be, I thought.  A man could never appreciate her little body like I would, would never go down on her until she came over and over again.  She was the most innocent straight girl I’d ever seen, and I wanted her bad. 
 
    That was a problem though, she was too innocent, too straight-and-narrow.  She didn’t drink, didn’t go to social occasions that were all about drinking, never let her guard down.  She was the one I wanted the most, but I didn’t seem to have any opportunities. 
 
    With an inner-sigh, life went on and I made do with what I had.  I savoured my weekly showers with dozens of fit young college girls after sports practice, occasionally went to the one gay bar in town, and had managed to seduce no less than three of my fifteen charges when they had each stumbled home after an inebriated night out. 
 
    Those were the best experiences of the year thus far.  I loved unlocking their doors and closing them behind me, the click sounded like victory.  The conversations usually moved surprisingly quickly from ‘Hi, x, I heard you stagger in and just thought I’d check in on you’ to ‘why is your hand sliding up my thigh, Astra?’ to ‘have you ever thought about being with a girl?’ to a flood of pussy juice all over my face as a young girl who called herself straight came like a slut for me.  Then they felt compelled to return the favour. 
 
    Ellie-May was on my mind every day though, and I felt my heart race with a huge surge of excitement one Saturday evening when I heard that a few of the girls had managed to convince her to head on down to the student bar with them.  The hours dragged on until I thought maybe they weren’t coming back that night at all, but thankfully at about three in the morning I heard laughter and a few ‘woohoo’s from downstairs as they returned to the dorm. 
 
    I waited for them to make their way to our floor, standing outside my door in my bathrobe ready to give them my best keep-it-quiet-people-are-trying-to-sleep speech.  I had to keep up appearances, after all.  The elevator door opened and I took a deep breath, but stopped before I even began. 
 
    “Jesus, is she ok?” 
 
    With arms draped over the necks of two other girls, Ellie-May’s head was slumped forward and she didn’t appear to be bearing any of her own weight on her feet, instead being dragged home like a sack of potatoes. 
 
    “Yeah, she just can’t handle her alcohol, or maybe somebody slipped her something.  It’s hard to say, she got pretty wasted pretty quick.  No harm, no foul though, we looked after her.  Once we saw she was too far gone, we stepped in whenever some guy tried to put the moves on her, did the old ‘we’re lesbians’ routine, worked every time.” 
 
    I couldn’t hold back a wry smile as I shook my head.  How they’d managed to convince the highly-religious Ellie-May to dress in a skirt that short I had no idea, but I was more certain of the fact that once everybody had gone to bed I’d be going in to ‘check on her’. 
 
    “OK, well, get her into her room, and be quiet about it, people are trying to sleep.” 
 
    “Thanks, Astra, hey can you help me with my chemistry assignment tomorrow?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m here for,” I said with wry-smile unabated. 
 
    I waited for a few minutes behind my closed door while the girls either slumped into bed or managed to lurch their way through their bedtime routines of removing make-up and brushing their teeth.  It wasn’t long before all was quiet on the western front and I slipped out into the hallway, making my way straight to Ellie-May’s room.  The other girls were certainly drunk enough to be pliable, and sexy as all hell in their own right, but this might have been my only chance with Ellie-May, so I had to take it. 
 
    I didn’t bother knocking, I just slipped my key in and opened the door, locking it behind me.  I flicked on the light switch and saw that the girls had basically put Ellie-May in the recovery position under her blankets.  The glare of the crappy fluorescent tube light was a bit harsh so I walked over and turned on Ellie-May’s desk lamp, pointing it towards the ceiling before switching the main light off again. 
 
    Much better, the soft reflected light was bright enough to see everything I wanted to see.  I walked over and sat on the edge of the drunken girl’s bed and called her name softly.  Ellie-May didn’t respond at all, just continued breathing deep and evenly.  I brushed some of her blonde hair back from her face to see her eyes twitching rapidly behind her eyelids. 
 
    I grabbed her shoulder and gave her a little shake, once more calling her name and frowning slightly.  Wow, she was really out of it.  For all the effect my shaking and calling had on the sleeping girl, I might as well have not been in the room at all. 
 
    It almost physically pained me to be so close to the most attractive girl I’d ever seen in my life, I wanted her, I needed her, but what if I couldn’t wake her up?    I looked down at her peacefully sleeping face and felt a tingling between my legs, then bit my lower lip.  I was going to take her anyway.  If she never drank again while at the dorm then at least I took my chance when I had it, if she did, then I’d try her again then too! 
 
    I stood for a moment and untied my bathrobe, letting it fall to the floor, leaving me wearing only a silky pair of pale purple boxer shorts.  I ran my hands down over my body as I looked at Ellie-May, my rock-hard nipples sending jolts of pleasure through my body as my palms glided over them, before lifting the edge of the blankets and hopping into bed with the unconscious teen. 
 
    With a gentle push, I rolled my sleeping beauty on to her back and straddled her, my upper body hovering over hers with a gap of only a few inches between us.  I could feel the heat rising off of her, it made my pussy start to dampen already just being so close to such a wonderful prize. 
 
    Glancing along the length of our bodies I saw my large breasts hanging down directly over the small bumps beneath her shirt.  Such contrast in size!  I wondered if Ellie-May’s nipples were ultra-sensitive like other petite girls I had seduced over the years.  Hell, as turned on as I was, my own nipples were almost off the sensitivity scale, every incidental brush was almost making me gasp in bliss. 
 
    Ellie-May’s subtle perfume wafted up around me, combined with the scent of some strawberry lip balm she was wearing adding a fruity aroma to the mixture.  It was a heady mixture and I inhaled it deeply, she really was the most innocent little thing I’d ever straddled.  The girls had put her to bed in the same clothes she’d gone out in, minus the shoes, and I suddenly thought that if you just gave her a tie and some pigtails she would look like a classic sexy little schoolgirl. 
 
    Well, I didn’t have a tie, but I did have some hair ties.  I’d conveniently had my own hair tied back in a ponytail and had used two of them.  I reached up and pulled my hair free before carefully collecting and bunching Ellie-May’s up into two pigtails.  I sat up and admired my handy-work, she looked good enough to eat. 
 
    I pulled the covers up over my shoulders and lowered my upper body on to the passed out virgin, feeling my heavy breasts squash against her, practically engulfing her much smaller tits.  Ellie-May’s lips were parted and I slowly, teasing and tantalising myself, brought my mouth to hers, slipping my tongue over the tender surface and tasting strawberries until my tongue was touching hers. 
 
    I kissed her deeper and deeper, my lips sucking at her and my jaws working until Ellie-May’s mouth was wide open for my swirling tongue to dance with hers.  I felt a spark of pleasure shoot from my clit to my belly when I thought that this could very well be Ellie-May’s first kiss ever.  It probably wasn’t, but it was definitely going to be the first kiss that led to being fucked in her whole life. 
 
    I pulled back from the kiss, sucking so hard that I think I raised her head off the pillow an inch or two before it fell back with a loud, squelchy, smacking sound as our lips parted.  Running my fingers through her hair, I took a moment to just admire her girl-next-door beauty from close up.  I was overjoyed that Ellie-May’s parents had saved this treasure just for me, but a part of me thought it was also a waste, a girl as hot as this should be kissed, cuddled, and fucked hard, non-stop. 
 
    All those orgasms not given or received, the poor thing.  I was going to change that as soon as possible, and enjoy every moment of the journey to get there.  I reluctantly leaned back again, the front of my body feeling cold after being pressed up against the hot teen for a few minutes, reaching for the buttons on her shirt.  Each one popped open easily, revealing a small gap that soon became a wide channel of bare skin, broken only by her bra. 
 
    I thought I was going to faint with delight when her belly button was revealed to me.  It just looked so perfect on the firm and toned stomach, Ellie-May must have spent a lot of time down at the gym, or something, to stay in such fantastic shape.  I shuffled backwards so I could lean down and kiss her taut navel all around that belly button, sliding my hands upwards along her smooth skin between the parted halves of her unbuttoned shirt until I was kneading both of her breasts through her barely necessary bra. 
 
    Shuffling even further backwards, I trailed my long hair down her bare skin, sure it would have made her shiver in anticipation if she had been awake.  I felt a zip at the side of her skirt and slowly pulled it down, the tight piece of clothing loosening instantly. 
 
    With a finger and thumb holding on to the hem of her skirt, I tugged on one side and then the other, gradually lowering it until it was level with her knees and I was able to slide it off entirely.  Even in the soft reflected glow of the desk lamp, Ellie-May’s panties stood out as pure blazing white, like even her underwear was a symbol of her virginity.  The wry smile returned to my face when I saw that the only decoration on her panties was a pair of cherries. 
 
    Almost to my surprise, I felt a trickle of my own pussy juices tickling my leg as a single drip escaped my slit.  This innocent little teen had me absolutely overflowing with anticipation already, I needed to see her most carefully guarded places. 
 
    With hands that were almost shaking in eagerness, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties at each hip and pulled until I felt the elastic twang over the curve of her ass and slide down her thighs.  At first I thought Ellie-May didn’t have any pubic hair at all, but looking closer, I saw that it was simply very sparse and blonde, matching the tone of her now-pigtailed hair almost exactly.  When I reached out to stroke it, I let my breath out in appreciation for how soft it was, marvelling at the young girl’s physical perfection, hidden away all these years. 
 
    My fingertips continued stroking downwards until the middle one sunk between the folds of her sex, each of Ellie-May’s pussy lips peeking around the side.  Under my finger I felt the small nub of the passed out teen’s clit and she let out the first sign that she was, to any degree, still aware of her surroundings. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she moaned with drunken happiness. 
 
    My finger was already past her clit, I was pressing against her tight entrance like her pussy was a fingerprint reader.  Despite the wet heat I could feel under my touch, I froze, thinking she might be waking up.  When she did nothing more, I let out a sigh of relief before moving myself from straddling her lower legs to forcing them apart with my knees so I could crouch down between them. 
 
    Her pussy was a work of art, I just looked at it for maybe even a minute or two, I wanted to memorise it, every fold, every crease, every shade of pink.  I’d be thinking about this night for a long time to come and I wanted to have a clear vision stored to look back on. 
 
    Bracing the weight of my upper body on one forearm, I reached down into my boxers with the other and slipped a finger between my own folds, infinitely more wet than Ellie-May’s, beginning to stroke my own clit at the exact same moment that the tip of my tongue first touched her virgin pussy. 
 
    The taste of her was exquisite, my tongue roamed along her sweet petals over and over again before finally delving as far as I could into her tunnel.  It was almost like I was kissing her mouth again as I rapidly increased the power and urgency of my tonguing and sucking of her pussy. 
 
    My hand was absolutely soaked in my own juices, I couldn’t believe just how hot this little virgin had made me.  I was, of course, a master at getting myself off, but I couldn’t remember ever being so turned on before.  If I didn’t watch myself, I was going to cum all too fast, and I when I did that I wanted my juices to be all over her face, not wasted over the lower portion of her sheets. 
 
    With extreme reluctance, I removed my slickened hand away from my sex and pushed my finger against her tight teen tunnel as I moved my mouth up to concentrate on the unconscious girl’s clit.  My finger was so slippery with my own juices that it glided into the warm embrace of Ellie-May’s pussy like it was made to be there.  I didn’t have far to probe before I felt the evidence of her virginity and moaned like a whore directly on her clit. 
 
    However hot Ellie-May was making me, having a skilled pussy-eater was affecting the passed out teen even more.  As I gently twirled my finger around inside her as much as her tightness allowed, moaning on her clit in appreciation of her flavour, her sleeping body gradually responded more and more to my stimulation. 
 
    The first thing I noticed over the wet lapping sounds of my tongue and finger on her sex, was the sexy little squeaks she was making on every exhale.  She sounded confused but happy, and her excitement only grew as I continued my manipulations of her most erogenous zones. 
 
    The next thing I knew, Ellie-May’s body was taking over, doing what came natural to it as her hips began gyrating, rubbing her pussy against whatever welcome visitor happened to be between her legs.  Ellie-May let out a long, pleasured and surprised gasp at the same moment that I felt her already tight pussy clamp down on the tip of my finger, almost squeezing it completely out of her tunnel. 
 
    A flood of virgin-juice washed out over my lips and chin, and I latched on to the still-unconscious girl’s clit, sucking and licking at it furiously until every last unit of pleasure had been eked out of the orgasm for the poor repressed teen. 
 
    When, at last, she had settled down and became still again, I moved over her once more, pressing my lips to hers, making the shy girl taste her own pussy as I pushed my tongue into her mouth, with the faint flavour of strawberries coming along for the ride I was sure.  I loved kissing Ellie-May, her lips were so damn soft, it was like kissing comfort personified, and I dragged our lip-lock on and on as I reached behind her back and unclasped her bra with an expert snap of my fingers. 
 
    Slipping my hand under the now-loose cup of her bra, I pinched and tugged at each of her nipples in turn, making the unconscious girl squeak sexily each time.  Finally I lifted her bra out of the way and pressed our chests together, feeling each of our hard nipples rubbing against one another. 
 
    I had an itch that desperately needed scratching so, without further ado, I pushed and kicked my boxers off and moved up the bed until I was straddling Ellie-May’s face.  I looked down at the pigtailed-cutie and counted myself as the luckiest girl in the world as I reached behind her head and pulled her to my sex, beginning to thrust my hips back and forth. 
 
    Ellie-May’s lips, nose and chin were soon soaked with my natural lubricants and I ground myself against her face harder and harder, every bump and curve of the sleeping girl’s beautiful visage became something that could potentially bring me off.  I wished she would just snake her tongue out and start eating me properly, but this was pretty fucking good too. 
 
    Through half-shut eyes I looked down at my passed out princess, and moaned in bliss.  Ellie-May had been wearing some very subtle make-up when she went out, and now it was smeared all over her face like she was a little whore, my little whore.  I was so close to cumming, almost losing control, but I just couldn’t quite rub myself against Ellie-May’s face hard enough, my orgasm danced just out of reach, teasing me. 
 
    I began flicking my most sensitive button with my finger and felt my climax finally within my grasp.  I had time to think check and mate, orgasm before the ecstasy of it washed all coherent thoughts away like a dam bursting.  I threw my head back and moaned out my bliss with reckless abandon. 
 
    Truth be told, I had always been a bit of a squirter.  The stronger my orgasm, the more I flow, so I knew at the back of my mind that when I could bring myself to look down again, that there was going to be one innocent little straight girl with her pretty face absolutely drenched in pussy juice. 
 
    When the utter wonder of my climax finally subsided, I looked down breathlessly and was not disappointed.  Ellie-May’s make-up smeared face was absolutely glistening with the evidence of my orgasm.  My legs felt all quivery as I struggled to my feet and surveyed her entire body. 
 
    All I wanted to do at that moment was go to sleep, it had been late when this all started, I had no idea what time it was now.  Looking at Ellie-May, I had to do something though.  She’d get suspicious if she woke up in the morning half-undressed.  I figured I had to either get her clothes back on or take her remaining clothes off.  Undressing her seemed the easiest option, so that’s what I did. 
 
    With a careful wipe of her sheet on her completely defiled face, I managed to mostly clean her up before collecting my boxers, hair ties and putting on my bathrobe.  I left her in the same recovery position I had found her in, safety first!  My legs were still shaky, perhaps even more so, when I left the room, locked it behind me and went back to my own. 
 
    I’d claimed the best prize of my entire life, and went to bed with a smile on my face and the taste of a straight virgin girl on my tongue. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It couldn’t have been any later than ten in the morning when I heard a knock on my door.  I scrambled for my bathrobe and put it on, answering it with bleary eyes.  It was Lisa, the girl I’d promised to help with her chemistry assignment.  Little party-animal that she was, she didn’t look any worse for wear considering how late she had rolled in. 
 
    I asked her to give me half an hour and then meet me in the common room, hoping to have enough time to shower and wake up properly.  I didn’t see Ellie-May all day, even in the communal dining hall for dinner that night.  Finally, at about eight in the evening, I heard a timid knock as I was doing some compulsory reading for one of my papers while lying on my bed. 
 
    I opened it to find Ellie-May there with an extremely red face. 
 
    “Is everything OK, Ellie-May?” 
 
    “Yes… no.  I’m never drinking again.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that before, said it myself once or twice.” 
 
    “Hmm.  Well, last night did have its moments, from what I can remember.  I just… I wanted to talk to you about something.” 
 
    I gulped, hoping this wasn’t the moment when my whole world came crashing down.  Putting on a passive face I forged ahead. 
 
    “Oh?  About what?” 
 
    “About this.” 
 
    Ellie-May, stepped up and quickly gave me a sheepish peck on the lips, before retreating back into the hallway and looking absolutely terrified about what my reaction might be. 
 
    “That was… really nice, Ellie-May… what brought that on?” 
 
    “I’ve… um… I’ve… oh God, forgive me, I’ll just say it.  I’ve been living in hell my whole life, I couldn’t wait to get away from my parents, they’d kill me if they knew the kind of things that went through my mind.  A few weeks ago I sneaked out one night and went down to this bar I’d found on the internet… ‘The Clam and Diver’… I wasn’t sure exactly what I’d find there, there’s nothing like it in my hometown.  I definitely wasn’t expecting to see you there, kissing another girl with your hand down her pants.  I left before you saw me, but ever since then I couldn’t get you out of my mind.  Then last night I had these… dreams.  Dreams like I’d never had before… they were about you, they were wonderful.  As soon as I could stand without puking… I vowed to myself that I’d come and ask you or I wouldn’t be able to live with myself.” 
 
    “Ask me what, Ellie-May,” I questioned, my heart absolutely melting. 
 
    “You know, could a beautiful girl like you ever… you know, see anything in a plain-jane like me?” 
 
    “Come here, Ellie-May,” 
 
    I held out my arms to her, overwhelmed with how much fear and shyness she would have had to overcome, flattered that she had done it for me.  The over-sheltered girl-next-door came to me, the relief almost bringing tears to her eyes and I tilted her chin up so I could kiss her properly.  We didn’t leave my room until late the next day when hunger for food overcame our hunger for sex and education. 
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    Alex has turned the tables on life. From being the quiet, shy, artistic kid back in school, he is now a successful artist whose sculptures are highly sought after. Handsome and prosperous, he has everything he could want, including being married to Beth, the ex-wife of his former tormentor, Trent. 

Alex wants to be the bigger man and let bygones be bygones, but he just can't seem to let go of the anger he's held on to for so long. Try as he might to avoid it, Beth and Trent's daughter, Sabrina, just won't stop throwing herself at him. One night after Sabrina comes home after a party and leaves a mess in the kitchen, Alex goes to her room to confront her about it and finds the cheerleader on her bed. 
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    I’d always wanted to have kids of my own but something always seemed to get in the way, work, partners that didn’t share my family-outlook, and so on.  Before I knew it, I kind of felt too old to start a family.  The women my age, the ones that were attractive to me physically and personality-wise anyway, all seemed to be married with children already. 
 
    For a while there, I didn’t do much dating at all.  The one time I tried online dating, I met up with a woman who had simply used a picture she found on the internet for her profile and had stopped off for a bucket of chicken before meeting me.  This was before our dinner-date. 
 
    Eventually things started looking up again.  The sexy women my age were slowly but surely becoming single again as their marriages ended with various degrees of explosiveness.  Back to my waiting arms and bed they came in their droves and, after playing the field for a while, I pursued a relationship with the woman I felt I was most compatible with, and who was so damn smoking-hot, I could barely keep my hands off her. 
 
    I came from a medium-sized town and it just so happened that the lovely lady I ended up with, Beth, used to be head cheerleader at my high school.  Of course, back then I was just the quiet artistic guy, too shy to approach a girl like that.  Life in our high school followed the cliché that had been enacted countless times before, she dated the quarterback, Trent, and married her ‘high school sweetheart’ when she fell pregnant in her early twenties. 
 
    The good lord knows I wanted to try to be the bigger man about everything, let bygones be bygones and all, but some small part of me always remembered the torture Trent and his jock buddies had made out of so many of my school days.  Well, over the years, he had grown fat and bald, his football career went precisely nowhere and once you took away his youth and mediocre athleticism, all you were left with was a stupid piece of shit. 
 
    On the other hand, I’d filled out a bit and had a lucky break with my sculptures.  I’d donated a piece to a charity auction, partly out of the goodness of my heart and partly out of wanting some additional exposure.  Well, it ended up being purchased by a well-known celebrity, which drew so much attention to my work that my artistic career soon took on a life of its own. 
 
    It should have been enough, but when I ran into Beth again after not seeing her for about a decade, it gave me just that little bit more pleasure knowing I was cumming in Trent’s wife’s asshole.  She left him soon after that, one thing led to another and it wasn’t long before we were married ourselves.  Beth moved in with me and brought her and Trent’s daughter along too, so that Trent could have more time for drinking beer. 
 
    So, in a roundabout way, I did end up having a kid, but it was not quite like I had foreseen.  In the daydreams it had been all kicking a ball in the park and carrying the little one on my shoulders as we laughed in the sunshine.  Instead, I inherited Trent’s rebellious teenage daughter, Sabrina.  I soon learned via the mess she left everywhere she went, the insane phone bills and the screaming matches with her Mom, among other things, the harsh reality of being a parent. 
 
    Then it got worse.  Sabrina was a blossoming little sex goddess, and as she got older and assumed the title of head cheerleader that her Mom had occupied back in her school days she developed this sense of entitlement, the belief that she could have any guy she wanted.  Thankfully her sexuality was something that was more up to Beth rather than me to police 
 
    However, when she started to turn the full force of her charms on me, it was torture to resist in private and downright awkward when she put on any subtle attempts at seduction in front of Beth.  I knew they’d argued about it in harsh whispers that I wasn’t meant to overhear, but Sabrina didn’t give up, it was like I was a challenge she desperately wanted to overcome and she wouldn’t be satisfied until I was balls-deep in her. 
 
    But I held firm.  Even though she had a body built for sex.  Even though she looked just like her Mom did back when we were in school, a promiscuous teen with the most innocent face you could hope for.  Even though she dressed in sheer nighties and never bent at the knees to pick anything up off the floor.  Even when she started calling me ‘Daddy’ in the naughtiest way, like this very night. 
 
    “Please, Daddy,” she said, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her small breasts against my body.  “Can I go to the party?” 
 
    “What did your Mom say?” 
 
    “I forgot to ask her before she left.  Please?  I’ll do anything you want.” 
 
    That last sentence was as loaded as any ever uttered by a human mouth and I took a deep breath before replying. 
 
    “OK.  You know the rules.  Back by eleven and don’t get too wasted.” 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
    Her Mom probably wouldn’t have let her go so easily, but I was in no mood for a fight or for her asking me while wearing increasingly risqué clothes.  In life you’ve got to pick your battles, and a tactical retreat was the best move in this case.  She was eighteen years old anyway, old enough to make a lot of decisions for herself, it wouldn’t be too long before she was heading to college. 
 
    Sabrina skipped away, dropped her phone just before she left the room and slowly bending at the waist to pick it up before heading upstairs.  I shook my head and made my way to my studio to get some work done while I tried to get her out of my mind. 
 
    I tend to get very absorbed in my work and when I heard a car pull up outside my house and honk the horn before pulling away I realised it was almost one o’clock in the morning.  I stood and stretched my back, stepping away from my table.  I’d been trying to get Sabrina out of my mind but when I looked at my little clay model from a distance, I couldn’t help but think it looked like an older man fucking the bejesus out of a teenager, though it was somewhat abstract at least. 
 
    The little brat had apparently disregarded my instruction to be home by eleven.  I decided I’d call Beth in the morning and either have her deal with it or agree to some kind of suitable punishment that I would enforce before she returned on Monday.  I washed my hands to get the worst of the mess off before heading to the bathroom for a shower. 
 
    The hot water was great, I felt incredibly refreshed by the time I was done.  Despite the late hour I decided to fix myself a small snack before going to bed.  When I walked into the kitchen in my bathrobe I saw that Sabrina had had the same idea, judging by open fridge door, the mess of condiments on the floor, and the smoke just starting to billow out of the oven, which I discovered was a severely charred formerly-frozen pizza. 
 
    Fuck that.  The mess was bad enough, but to leave food in the oven to burn like that was mighty irresponsible, potentially dangerous if it had have properly caught on fire.  There could have been smoke damage too, if I hadn’t been awake to stop it in the early stages.  I decided that she would have to clean all this shit up, right away. 
 
    “Sabrina!” I called, waiting in the kitchen. 
 
    No response, no pitter-patter of little feet coming to sort the mess out.  I called again with the same results.  I stomped upstairs and detected the scent of perfume and whiskey over the smoke, getting stronger as I neared Sabrina’s room. 
 
    “Sabrina!  Get out here and clean up the kitchen!” I hammered on her door and waited for an answer that never came. 
 
    With righteous anger behind me I opened her door, but her name was cut off halfway out of my mouth when I caught sight of her.  Lying on her stomach on top of her bed, apparently sleeping peacefully, was Sabrina in full cheerleader uniform.  Her room reeked of whiskey, she must have been on one hell of a bender. 
 
    I moved closer to make sure she was OK, which she did appear to be.  Apart from the smell of alcohol, she looked like she was simply having a restful sleep.  In her cheerleading uniform.  That was a bit odd, I wondered if the party had some kind of a theme, like you had to dress as something starting with ‘C’ or ‘School Spirit’ or something like that. 
 
    Whatever the reason, she looked absolutely stunning, I bet she made some boy’s night that evening.  The thought of her well-toned legs wrapped around somebody’s waist, that little skirt pushed up as somebody used her pussy flashed through my mind.  It was a thought impossible to ignore.  With that cheerleader uniform she reminded me even more powerfully of her mother.  Sure, the style had modernised, but it utilised the same old school colours. 
 
    It was kind of like a time machine, like being in Beth’s bedroom back when we were still in school ourselves.  The idea was intoxicating, as if the fumes of whiskey weren’t enough.  I thought about the time Trent had keyed my car and then had three of his friends help him give me an old fashioned beating when I confronted him about it. 
 
    The familiar flush of anger washed over me, as it did every time I thought about something he had done, and I felt myself finally cave into the pressure that had been applied to me over the past several months.  I was already fucking Trent’s (ex)wife, what better revenge than to bareback his daughter too?  She wanted it, after all, so why not? 
 
    No sense in waking her up, she’d be sure to come round at some point, and no doubt be over the moon about finally getting this notch on the bedpost.  I sat on the edge of her bed and with what could only be described as relief, I placed my hands on Sabrina for the first time with the intention of taking it all the way and fucking the flexible teen as hard as I possibly could.  I hadn’t realised quite how much stress I was feeling with my efforts to resist her advances, it was like a weight coming off my shoulders to finally admit to myself that I was going to cum deep inside her. 
 
    I started at her calf, feeling the heat of her smooth bare skin under my palm as I slid it upwards past her knee and paused where the hem of her short pleated skirt cut off the view of her toned thigh.  Already I was happy with my decision, the tips of my fingers were on her inner thigh, a much more intimate place than I had ever allowed myself to touch her before. 
 
    Licking my lips, I pushed higher still, my hand disappearing under the swishy skirt that had tantalised thousands of people as she went through her routines when she cheered for the football team.  My thumb felt the crease that denoted where here beautiful leg finished and her ass began at the same time that I felt my fingertips touch the crotch of her panties. 
 
    “At last,” I breathed. 
 
    Through that thin material I could feel the shape of her pussy, each side folding smoothly inwards with a small inviting gap in the middle, no doubt heaven on earth existed through that gap.  I stroked along the length of her slit through her panties, as if memorising her most private area by feel, before pulling back to caress her other leg. 
 
    My cock was rapidly hardening at the sensation of so much perfect teen flesh in my hands and I stood to remove my bathrobe to give it all the room it could need to reach full mast before climbing back on the bed and straddling Sabrina’s legs.  Leaning forward, I carefully slipped the head of my cock under her skirt and pushed upwards until I felt it sliding along between the cheeks of her ass. 
 
    I brought my weight down on top of her, feeling her heat radiating out along the entire length of my body, but most vividly on my cock where the shaft was pushing the material of her panties into the crack of her ass.  I reached up and brushed a few locks of hair from her face with one hand, and then slipped the other under her body, cupping one small breast through the cheerleading uniform and savouring the feel of her against me. 
 
    Sabrina had still given no indication that she was rousing from her drunken slumber but I was about to test and, I felt sure, exceed the limits of her alcohol-induced sedation.  I sat up again and reached under the material of her cheerleading top, feeling for the clasp of her bra, which I flicked apart with a snap of my fingers before lifting one leg over her so I was kneeling on one side. 
 
    Sliding both hands under the sleeping teen, I rolled her over on to her back, her arm flopping limply on to the mattress.  My thumbs disappeared under the material of her cheerleading top again as I grasped both it and her bra at the same time, raising it over her small teen bumps, revealing her chest to my eyes for the first time. 
 
    Truth be told, Sabrina barely needed a bra, the slight curves of her chest were largely unaffected by gravity due to their size and the youthful perkiness, a bra only served to stop her pale pink nipples being seen through the material of any shirts she wore, and prevented her classmates from seeing them through the gaps between buttons on her school shirt.  All such barriers were no longer in my way though, and I descended upon them with hands and mouth, sucking a nipple past my lips so I could flick my tongue across it, while I squeezed and tweaked the other one. 
 
    I pulled back with my head, sucking hard on her nipple until the gentle curve of her breast became a distinct peak and it finally snapped out of my mouth with a wet slurping sound.  Sabrina continued to breathe evenly as if nothing out of the ordinary was going on while I brought my mouth to her other breast, taking the opportunity to feel her nipple, slippery with my saliva, in my other hand as I tweaked and pulled at it. 
 
    Sabrina’s pink tips both stood out hard and wet by the time I was done with them, their full attention in stark contrast to her peacefully passive face that was framed by sleek brown hair with some blonde highlights.  I couldn’t believe she was still asleep after the mauling I’d given her tits, but as I gazed down at her face, I knew there was something else I had to do before claiming her pussy. 
 
    For such a petite and innocent looking girl, she had what looked like the most wonderful pair of cock-sucking lips of anybody in her school, just like her mother had.  What better way for her to wake up than with those lips halfway down the shaft of my cock?  I stood and circled to the bottom of the bed, grabbing her by the ankles and pulling her downwards to make room for myself by her head. 
 
    As she was dragged down the bed, her arms raised as if she was cheering for the football team, but she was going to be squealing for another person entirely on this particular evening.  I clambered back on the bed towards the top, lying down on my side with my hips level with her head before turning her face towards me so her hot breaths puffed out directly on my rock hard cock, which was only a few inches from her mouth. 
 
    I slid my thumb past her lips and hooked it behind her bottom teeth, forcing her mouth open, before guiding the tip of my cock towards the soft wet cushion of her tongue.  Sabrina had never looked more beautiful to my eyes than when the ridge of my cock disappeared past her lips.  At last, after all these years, I knew what it would have looked like to get my dick into Beth’s mouth when we were in school. 
 
    The tip of my cock slid along the sleeping teen’s tongue and her lips glided along my shaft at the same time until the inevitable happened and I felt the back of her throat present a seemingly impenetrable barrier.  To my surprise, Sabrina still didn’t react at all.  Holy fuck, I thought, this girl must be off-the-scale drunk, or she must have deepthroated the entire football team already. 
 
    Encouraged by her complete lack of gag-reflex, I released my grip on the shaft of my cock and moved my hand to the back of her head, pushing forwards with my hips.  Asleep or super-experienced, her throat still denied access to my rigid erection until I thought I wasn’t going to be able to push hard enough to get in.  Just when I was about to give up and give my sleeping beauty a more shallow face-fucking, I felt a popping sensation and all of a sudden the tightness around the tip of my cock increased and I realised I was in her throat. 
 
    Inch after inch of my shaft disappeared past her lips until her mouth was wide open and those soft pink cock-suckers were pressed against my body.  I gave her a few shallow thrusts, my balls lightly swinging against her chin each time, before pulling my entire length out until the head was in her mouth once more.  Never in my life had I been with a girl who could take a cock all the way so easily, I had no idea if it was a natural talent, a practiced skill or just dedicated drinking that gave her the ability and, to be honest, I didn’t care.  The fact was I was going to fuck her face like it was going out of fashion. 
 
    I slowly built up pace until I was in a steady rhythm of fucking the sleeping cheerleader’s mouth hard and letting her breathe.  Although she still gave no indication that she had consciously noticed what I was doing, the passed out girl’s body was certainly responding, her watering eyes had made her make-up run in thick black lines into her hair, and the combined slickness of my pre-cum and her saliva was overflowing from her mouth, making a mess of her lower face too, I was absolutely ruining her. 
 
    A tingle at the very tip of my cock grew with every thrust into her tight throat and I knew that if I didn’t stop soon I was going to give her an entirely different midnight snack to the one she had begun making in the kitchen.  With reluctance beyond words, I finally pulled back and saw the head of my cock for the first time in several minutes. 
 
    Sabrina, denied a regular breathing pattern for so long, was panting somewhat but her eyes remained closed as I stood once more and climbed back on the bed between her legs.  My cock was aching for release and if it had have been able to say anything, I’m sure it would have remonstrated me for pulling out of her mouth before it could jet stream after stream of creamy semen into my sleeping Step-Daughter’s stomach. 
 
    If that had have been the case I would have preached the virtue of patience, because I knew that beneath Sabrina’s panties was a tight teen pussy absolutely made to milk cocks.  I pushed her knees apart with my hands, exposing the crotch of her panties, and then flipped her pleated skirt up over her taut belly. 
 
    My brows furrowed for a moment and then, with the gentle touch of my hand, I confirmed my suspicions.  Sabrina’s panties were soaked with her sweet nectar, she must have been so well practiced that the feel of a cock in her mouth and a hand on her tit had conditioned her to get wet between the legs.  I had to taste her. 
 
    Spurred on by the urgent need of release, the virtue of patience only a hypothetically good thing as far as my raging hard-on was concerned, I pulled the unconscious girl’s panties down unceremoniously.  Her legs first closed to allow the garment to pass and then opened again once it was beyond her knees.  I pushed them even wider apart, the tidy pink lips of her outer labia opening ever so slightly to give me a glimpse of the deeper pink they hid. 
 
    I got down on my stomach and delved between those folds with my tongue, stabbing into her as deeply as I could to lick her most private depths.  Sabrina’s pussy was positively glistening with her juices, and her clit was engorged, peeking out from its hood with apparent interest in my almost frantic slurping and lapping at her pussy. 
 
    Having made a smeared mess of slippery natural lubricants between her legs and not wanting her clit to feel left out, I concentrated my attentions on her little nub, kissing and sucking at it, flicking my tongue across its excitable surface every time it entered my mouth.  For the first time since I’d entered the room, Sabrina moved of her own volition, gyrating her hips and making sexy little squeaking sounds every time she breathed out. 
 
    I probed into her teen tunnel with a single finger, swirling it around as much as the snug fit would allow before stroking the front wall with a ‘come here’ gesture and flicking my tongue on her clit as fast as I could.  This was something that drove her mother wild, and I was pleased to see it have a similar effect on Sabrina.  It wasn’t long before the teen girl was a squealing, bucking, picture of bliss as her pussy convulsed with her orgasm. 
 
    I expected to look up and see her confused but awake, but when I raised my head I saw that her eyes were still firmly closed, although her face was flushed from her climax and she was panting as if she’d just finished a challenging cheer routine.  In the face of such a deep sleep, I vowed to myself to hold back nothing as I crawled upwards and positioned my thick cock at her opening. 
 
    With a careful aim, I slammed the entire length home inside the sleeping girl all at once, gratified to at least get a grunt of effort out of the petite teen before I forced my tongue into her mouth to make her taste the flavour of her own juices.  I was desperate for release, I had been since fucking her face, so there was no build up in speed this time. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her to hold her in place, lest she be jolted up the bed by every powerful thrust into her passive body.  Wet slapping sounds rang out as our bodies met with a shudder over and over again.  I was glad I had waited to fuck her pussy, it was every bit as heavenly as I had thought it would be. 
 
    Sweat sprang out on the sleeping schoolgirl’s forehead as she struggled with the effort of accommodating my furiously hammering cock, which sawed in and out of her defenceless pussy with no regard for her comfort, only my pleasure.  My balls slapped on her ass, adding to the cacophony of wherever our bodies met each time I bottomed out in her, and I could almost feel them preparing an ominously large load of sperm for the fertile young woman as my orgasm approached. 
 
    With a moan of relief and ecstasy I thrust into Sabrina and pulled her entire body downwards against my cock when I felt my orgasm hit.  I swore I could feel the tip of my cock just barely brush her cervix as the first jet of semen blasted out, thoroughly coating the gateway to her fertile womb before I continued thrusting again, the apex of every stroke eliciting another stream of cum to spurt into the mystifyingly still-unconscious girl. 
 
    For what seemed like several minutes, I emptied my balls into my Step-Daughter until I could take no more pleasure from her sweet tunnel and rolled to the side, my cock sliding out of her with a ‘schlurp’ sound.  All I wanted to do was fall asleep, recover my strength so I could fuck her again, but my rational mind took over. 
 
    Sabrina had somehow slept through the entire ordeal.  Although I was sure she’d be happy with getting fucked by me, I could leave now and still take an, albeit fictional, moral high ground when she tried her charms on me again in the future, as I knew she would.  Sitting up, I spotted her panties bunched up around one ankle and hurriedly replaced them over her glorious pussy. 
 
    I figured that when she woke up in the morning she’d assume the pussy full of cum came from one of the guys at the party.  Her bra was somewhat more difficult to get back on properly, but I managed it and then looked over her beautiful body one last time as I put my bathrobe on, especially the black streams of make-up running from the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “You are one hell of a good fuck, Sabrina.” 
 
    “Thanks, Daddy,” she replied, never even fluttering her eyelids. 
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    Inexperienced, Nova Thatcher's, life is about to be turned upside down. When mysterious billionaire Cal Willis considers becoming the man of their house, it seems like the never-ending battle with the poverty line might just become a thing of the past. Although Cal does eventually propose, it seems there are some pretty unusual conditions to the marriage. 

Cal is after an heir, and thinks Nova is just the brat to provide it for him. As the only woman in Nova's life could confirm, Cal likes to love hard and there's no indication that he'll hold back just because it's Nova's first time. With her entire future riding on her decision, Nova has to make a choice. If she wants to be filthy rich... first she has to be filthy.    
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    Nova Thatcher, was sore for days after her first time with billionaire Cal Willis in his mansion, but he's following through on his promise and marrying Nova's mother just like he said he would and now life will never be the same for this formerly-poor woman. 

Despite her initial reservations about Cal using her body for an heir, Nova soon finds herself craving Cal's attention again, but the busy billionaire almost seems to have forgotten about her. That is until the reception at the wedding, where Nova gets a little flirtatious with some of the guests. Then Cal has to teach her another lesson and remind her just who her body belongs to now. 
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    Cal Willis promised me that life was going to be very different, but I didn’t fully comprehend at the time just how quickly the billionaire could make things happen.  When I returned to the shabby apartment I shared with my Mother on the Sunday evening after spending the weekend at his mansion, I found two new school uniforms had been delivered for me, to replace the one he had basically torn from my body before taking my virginity. 
 
    My Mom also told me that I’d be getting driving lessons starting that week and that Cal had said I had to ‘pick a car’.  No conditions on it, or advice about how to shop around for the best deal or what vehicles got the best mileage, just ‘pick a car’. 
 
    When I returned home from school on Monday I found my Mom there instead of at work, she had been told she didn’t need to subject herself to that drudgery anymore.  Instead, she was packing some fraction of our meagre possessions into cardboard boxes, the fraction that had any sentimental value at all.  The rest of it?  Apparently it would be sold with one-dollar-reserve auctions on the internet, given away, thrown away or destroyed. 
 
    Cal had bought us an apartment in a much nicer area of town, although my Mom said she wouldn’t be spending all that much time there.  It was more my apartment to use until I finished school so I wouldn’t have the disruption of having to fit into a new high school on top of all the other disruptions that were going on in our life. 
 
    I was just starting to cook us a dinner with the few ingredients available when a knock at the door interrupted my culinary efforts.  In the hallway outside were three men carrying platters with silver cloches covering some incredible smelling food.  My Mom and I ate until I thought I was going to explode. 
 
    Although I felt like I could certainly get used to this kind of treatment, my night with Cal left me walking gingerly for several days afterwards.  He had said he wasn’t going to hold back just because I was a virgin, and by God he had meant it, pounding my teen body with his massive cock until I was screaming in pleasure despite the initial discomfort. 
 
    The silver-lining represented by all these changes happening so quickly was a stark reminder of the cloud it framed.  I was very confused by the whole situation, I hadn’t yet decided if the cloud was part of a thunderstorm that was going to blast me with lightning, or if it was one of those wonderful fluffy white ones that provide shade just when you need it on a warm summer day.  Either way, it was my cloud, I had agreed to it. 
 
    Every time I saw Cal I was torn between my fear that he would throw me to the ground and re-enact my rough deflowering right there in front of anybody who happened to be present, and my fear that he wouldn’t.  He never did though, and as the weeks went on I wondered if his interest in me had waned already, it was another piece of confusion in my already tangled world. 
 
    Another possibility was that he had emptied so much semen into my body that I couldn’t possibly have escaped pregnancy, but as each pregnancy kit ended up with only the single test-line visible, it was clear that was not the case.  Using my new laptop I looked it up on the internet and the volume of cum didn’t seem to be recognised as a major factor in conception anyway.  What was he thinking then? 
 
    I could only assume he was too busy with work and planning the wedding, having secured my ‘services’ for ‘as long as it took’ to provide him an heir.  The longer I went without Cal’s full attention the more I craved it, though. 
 
    In my mind I began forgetting the feelings of anger at being treated like a piece of property, the pain of his huge cock inside me.  All I could remember was the feeling that I was the centre of the universe when he looked into my eyes, the most intense orgasm I’d ever dreamed of.  I knew that deep down I wanted it again, no matter how rough he was. 
 
    I thought back to everything he had told me that night and used it to try and make him fuck me. 
 
    “Put it in me, Daddy, you can cum all you want,” I whispered into his ear one evening after him and my Mom got back from a date. 
 
    “Not right now, Nova,” he said as if I’d offered him a glass of water. 
 
    It was infuriating.  One time when my Mom was out getting fitted for her wedding dress, Cal was watching some boring news show about the financial markets at our apartment while he waited for her.  I went down on my knees in front of him without even bothering to ask and reached for the zip of his pants.  He batted my hand away without even looking away from the screen.  I was going crazy with lust, it wasn’t fair. 
 
    Still, it’s not like there wasn’t a lot of other stuff to be thinking about.  School went on as normal, and with the end of year exams fast approaching, I had to try and get some studying done.  There was a lot to be done to prepare for the upcoming wedding too, and I let myself get swept up in the hype. 
 
    True, the circumstances of the marriage were unusual.  The requirement that Cal have unfettered access to rough bareback sex with his bride-to-be’s daughter can’t have been laid out too many times in the past, but every girl dreams of a big wedding, and nobody can put on a big wedding like a billionaire. 
 
    I told my Mom she looked beautiful as we rode to the wedding in our limo, because it was true.  I hoped that when I was her age I was half as pretty.  Cal had hired somebody’s country estate for the wedding service, and outside the gates was a huge crowd of media and people we didn’t even know, drawn by the lure of a semi-celebrity wedding. 
 
    Even though it was really supposed to be my Mom’s special day, I couldn’t help but feel somewhat extraordinary myself.  My bridesmaid dress was so different, so elaborate and beautiful compared to anything I had ever worn before, I felt a little bit like a princess. 
 
    I hadn’t gone to my prom because I couldn’t afford anything other than the t-shirts and jeans I already owned to wear, so I let myself secretly enjoy the occasion for that reason too.  Although I’d always loved clothes and fashion from a distance, I’d never had the thrill of being dressed up like this with all the fussing over my make-up, the subtle-but-expensive jewellery and this glorious dress. 
 
    Aside from that it was really nice to catch up with family and old friends that we hadn’t seen in a long time, although I had to wonder about their motivations for only coming out of the woodwork now that my Mom was getting married to a multi-billionaire.  It was, shall we say, suspicious. 
 
    Cal had a sizable contingent of family, friends and business associates too.  His best man, who would be accompanying me up the aisle behind Cal and my Mom, was his long-time business partner, Gordon Elliston. 
 
    My understanding was that although Cal was a majority shareholder in most of the organisations they ran together, Gordon was precariously close to being a billionaire himself.  I guessed once your bank balance had nine digits before the decimal point, another one didn’t make all that much difference. 
 
    I also met Cal’s Father for the first time and had to supress a chuckle.  The man was an almost cartoonish stereotype of an ‘oil tycoon’.  Boots, cowboy hat, a cattle-skull belt buckle, a snow-white moustache.  I imagined him throwing his hat into the air and blasting it with a six-shooter every time he struck oil, which apparently had been enough times to make him fabulously wealthy and give Cal one hell of a head-start in life. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I lost track of the new faces I was introduced to.  Meeting any one of them in almost any other situation would have been memorable, but it was staggering the kind of social circles Cal ran in.  These truly remarkable people were lost in a sea of success, I suspected the combined net worth in attendance must have been one of the highest concentrations of individual wealth in history. 
 
    The service itself was lavish, looking around the huge garden while the priest spoke solemnly about the virtues of marriage I found myself trying to estimate how many weeks of rent at our old apartment had been blown purely on the flower budget.  Having no idea about how much flowers cost, it was a pretty fruitless thought exercise. 
 
    When the big moment of the wedding came and Cal was meant to say ‘I do’, he made sure he caught my eye with a meaningful gaze when he actually said the words, before looking back up to my Mom.  A hot flush quickly rose from my chest to my face, where I felt it burning with guilty lust for a moment before I managed to compose myself again.  That look said a lot, I hadn’t seen him glance at me that hungrily since he had first left me quivering in orgasmic bliss, I thought that when they got back from their honeymoon I’d probably be in for a deliciously rough ride. 
 
    The reception was great, aside from the minor embarrassment that all the guys asking me to dance remembered my name but for the most part I didn’t have the foggiest idea who they were.  Nevertheless, if such things as dance cards still existed, mine would have been full and I was having the time of my life. 
 
    As the night wore on, I found myself getting increasingly drunk.  Every guy who danced with me seemed to come armed with a glass of wine or some well-spiked punch.  I was swaying along to some slow song with some handsome young entrepreneur only a couple years older than myself and I didn’t even mind when his hand slipped from the small of my back to squeeze my firm ass, I rested my head on his shoulder and felt his hard dick poking into my stomach as we moved around the darkened dance floor. 
 
    I was just slipping into a fantastic daydream about getting into a taxi or a limo, whatever his means could get us, and going back to his hotel to scratch the itch that had been building since Cal took my virginity and showed me what sex was all about when the groom himself clapped his hands down on each of our shoulders. 
 
    “You’ve got somewhere else to be, haven’t you Nick?” 
 
    “Uh… yeah.  Yes I do, Uncle Cal.  It was nice to meet you, Nova,” 
 
    The man, whose name I had just discovered was ‘Nick’ kissed my hand like a gentleman and disappeared into the crowd, allowing Cal to cut in on the dance. 
 
    “Uncle Cal?  I don’t remember meeting any of your brothers or sisters, I thought you were an only child?” 
 
    “I am, that’s Gordon’s boy.  Known him his whole life, that’s just what he’s always called me.  He’s forgetting himself though, and so are you.” 
 
    Cal gripped my hips and pulled me against his body with force, the impact softened somewhat by our clothes, but definitely a reminder of the vigorous pounding he had deflowered me with.  Now against my body I could feel Cal’s stiff dick, so obviously larger than Nick’s that the younger man was driven out of my mind as my new Step-Father bent down to whisper in my ear. 
 
    “You shouldn’t forget who you belong to, Nova.  Your sweet little pussy is mine until I’m finished with it.  In fact,” Cal paused and looked around the room, “get your ass up those stairs and into the third room on the right.  I’m leaving for my honeymoon tomorrow morning for three weeks, I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll still be walking funny when I get back.  I’ll be up in a minute.  Go.  Now.” 
 
    I bit my lower lip, but started walking towards the stairs the very instant he released me.  It had been all too long since I’d felt the force of his full attention, and his pure confidence and command had me tingling between my legs already.  I counted three doors on the right and slipped inside. 
 
    The room was presented like expensive hotels I had seen in the movies, well-furnished but impersonal.  The huge bed dominated the room and my heart-rate shot up as I envisioned myself writhing there, impaled on Cal’s shaft.  My mind’s eye also reminded me of those buttons from my school shirt flying across the room when Cal tore my clothes from my body, so I hurriedly began undressing, lest the same fate befall my beautiful bridesmaid dress. 
 
    The silky blue material slipped off my shoulders and cascaded around my body down to the ground just as Cal entered the room and closed the door behind him, locking it with a click.  With one hand he loosened his bow tie as he advanced upon me, his body colliding with mine as our lips met.  I would have stumbled if his strong arms didn’t immediately wrap around my waist, his pressure guiding me straight towards the bed until I felt it hit the back of my knees and I almost fell backwards. 
 
    Cal’s hands were everywhere on my body as his tongue explored my mouth, I did my best to undress him amidst the urgency of our embrace, to feel his bare skin against me again was all I wanted.  At last his jacket and shirt fell to the floor behind him and I fumbled at his belt buckle.  Cal cupped my sex through my panties and I gasped into his mouth as his gently stroked my slit through the material, distracting me even more from my task. 
 
    Just as his pants fell down he pushed me so I landed on my back on the mattress, raising myself up on to my elbows to watch as he pulled his feet out and then removed his socks before advancing upon me.  I shuffled backwards, partly to make room for him on the bed between my legs, and partly because he looked like he was going to devour me. 
 
    Little did I know how close to the truth that was going to be!  Cal reached down and hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties, slowly dragging them off my legs until they slipped off my feet. 
 
    “Spread your legs, I want to see you,” he said. 
 
    I did as he commanded splaying my legs for the only man who had ever seen my pussy before, torn between the long-held instinct to hide my sexuality away, and the desire for the release he had shown me was possible.  Cal’s cock was at full mast beneath his underwear, tenting the material out to an enormous degree, my eyes flashed down to it and I licked my lips, which he noticed. 
 
    “Not yet, you sexy little cock sucker,” he said. 
 
    Cal rolled my stockings down each of my legs and threw them in the general vicinity of my dress on the floor, leaving me wearing nothing but my strapless bra.  Taking one leg in his hands, my Step-Father began kissing my calf, slowly working his way upwards with his carefully manicured stubble providing a rough contrast to his soft lips. 
 
    I let out a surprised ‘oh!’ of pleasure when he lifted my leg straight up in the air and spent several seconds kissing and nibbling at the back of my knee.  Nobody had ever bothered touching me there before, I hadn’t even considered it as a sexy part of my body, but I couldn’t deny the pleasure shooting up my leg, seeming to build up somewhere in my tummy. 
 
    Cal continued kissing up my leg, traversing my inner thigh on what seemed like a crash course with my pussy but when I felt sure I was going to feel his skilled tongue on my most sensitive parts, he pulled back and lifted my other leg in his hands.  Repeating what he had already done and driving me wild with his attention to the back of my knee.  Thankfully, his face was soon directly over my slit again. 
 
    Warm puffs of air jetted out on to my sensitive folds, making me twitch with need every time until I was practically scooting down the bed to try and make contact with him.  When I finally felt his lips on me I wrapped my legs around behind his back, pulling him closer as he began licking up and down each side of my tight teen tunnel. 
 
    “Mmmm, I’ve missed you, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    Cal didn’t respond verbally, instead reaching up to pull my pink petals apart with his thumbs, allowing deeper access to my pussy for his tongue, which he pushed inside me until I felt the tip curling upwards to stroke the front wall with tiny flicking motions.  I reached down to run my hands through his hair, pulling his head against my sex harder and rubbing it against his face, feeling that rough stubble tickling my labia even more. 
 
    I’d saved the gift of my virginity for so long, I would have thought I was used to going without sex, but that one hot night with Cal had awoken something inside me and it was such a relief to finally feel him pleasuring me again.  Cal had said there was a slut inside me aching to be set free, and as each stroke of his tongue stoked my fire of pleasure, making me moan louder and louder, I thought he was probably right. 
 
    When he moved his lips to my clit, sucking it into his mouth so his tongue could vigorously flick across it, I thought I was going to die from pleasure and began screaming my affirmatives with increasing pitch and volume as my orgasm drew closer.  With slow pressure, Cal inserted a finger inside me and began stroking at the same place his tongue had been paying so much attention to when it was inside my pussy. 
 
    It was almost too much to bear, so much sensation all at once, and I gripped the blankets tightly in each fist when I felt sure my orgasm was going to hit, holding on for dear life.  Then Cal pulled his head away from my pussy and I looked down at him with desperation. 
 
    “Please!  I need to cum!” 
 
    “You need to remember what you’re here for, Nova.  You need to remember you live to milk my cock, to get pregnant and give me that heir.  That is the only way you get pleasure now.  You know what I want to hear.” 
 
    I was half-delirious from the near-orgasm and my mind was a blank about what words he wanted to come out of my mouth at that exact moment.  When I didn’t answer immediately, he reared up on his knees and slapped me across the face, hard enough to sting but not doing any real damage. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “You learned quickly last time, Nova, I hope that’s still the case.  I’m going to fuck you hard, do you want it?” 
 
    I raised my hand to my cheek where the fiery burn of his slap still smouldered.  I wanted to be indignant, outraged even, you can’t just slap a woman in this day and age.  To my surprise, though, it was guilt more than anything that shone through, guilt about disappointing him, and shame about my lack of anger too.  I couldn’t believe how firmly and easily he could put me in my place with just his force of will, and the intense pleasure I knew he could give me. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “Then tell me, God dammit.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I said, tentatively. 
 
    “I’m not feelin’ it, Nova.  Maybe you should suck on my balls while you ponder your next move.” 
 
    Cal pushed his boxers off and crawled up until he was kneeling over my face, his legs pinning my arms out to the side.  Directly above my head his huge cock towered with his heavy balls hanging underneath, which he slowly lowered into my mouth.  I gently sucked one in, running my tongue over it as if it was a chocolate-coated peanut and I only wanted the chocolate, while the hard-fucking billionaire stroked his cock up and down, spreading his pre-cum along his length as I was helpless to do anything but watch. 
 
    “You were so promising, Nova.  Did you only have one good fuck in you?  Is that all you are?” 
 
    I shook my head and moved my mouth to his other nut, giving it the same treatment I had given the first one. 
 
    “I don’t know.  Do you really want that baby inside you?  Can you feel all that potential you’ve got in your mouth right now?  Do you deserve it, or should I kick you out and take the next Mother-Daughter team on the list?” 
 
    It was too many questions to answer with his testicle in my mouth, I just sucked it harder to try to prove my enthusiasm, terrified that I might be messing everything up for my Mom and I, and desperate for him to not get dressed and leave without giving me an earth-shattering climax.  Cal nodded in approval at my reinvigorated efforts and watched me from far above as I gave his balls the most thorough tongue-bath I possibly could. 
 
    At last he pulled his sack from my mouth and looked down at me expectantly.  I looked him dead in the eye and told him exactly how I felt. 
 
    “It’s your pussy, Daddy, you can do whatever you want.” 
 
    “That’s more like it, my little slut.” 
 
    Cal shuffled backwards, releasing my arms, and I ran my hands down his abs while he positioned himself between my legs, teasing me with the fat tip of his cock, rubbing it against my pussy like a paintbrush.  I was still sopping wet from when he went down on me, and his pre-cum slickened cock slid along the length of my pussy with ease, I could practically feel the throbbing of his heart through his massive member thrumming on my labia. 
 
    Then, with a grunt of pleasure, he pushed forward and I felt my pussy stretched to capacity once more.  It was only my second time ever having sex, and I was suddenly reminded of that fact when I felt the pain as if I was a virgin again.  Wider and wider he seemed to push my pussy lips apart until I felt them slide over the ridge of his cock with short-lived relief, as he continued feeding his length into my depths. 
 
    I clenched my jaw and winced, seeing Cal smiling through my nearly-closed eyes as his thoroughly-sucked balls came to a rest on my ass. 
 
    “Just like the first time, huh Nova?” 
 
    I nodded and sucked air in through my teeth as I struggled to accommodate him.  Cal reached under both of my knees, pulling my legs up over his shoulders before pushing forward again, penetrating me even deeper than I had thought possible and making me squeal with effort. 
 
    With my legs supporting much of his weight, Cal grabbed the cups of my bra and pulled them down to reveal my breasts to him, squeezing them and circling a finger around first one nipple and then the other.  It wasn’t long before they were completely aroused, protruding from my small bumps and pointing at Cal as if in accusation.  At full attention, my Step-Father was now able to roll those sensitive tips between his fingers and thumbs, and I writhed on the bed, impaled on his cock and unable to go anywhere, or do anything but take his pleasurably-rough treatment. 
 
    By the time Cal was done my nipples were red and tingling with heat, every waft of air was like the caress of a soothing lover, like an extra pair of hands.  Cal gripped my shoulders and began sawing his cock in and out of my pussy, which soon distracted me from my aching nipples as my near-virgin tunnel began getting the second pounding of its life. 
 
    My ass was raised off the bed due to my legs being over his shoulders and I felt myself getting bounced up and down from the power of his thrusts, meeting the apex of his stroke with a hefty slapping sound each time.  Whenever he bottomed out in me, the very tip of his cock just barely tickled my cervix, I could almost picture it, how he would cum straight into my waiting womb and the thought brought me back to the brink of orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy, I want it!” 
 
    Cal grunted and took up the challenge, soon fucking me just as frantically as he had the first time, with the added benefit of the deep penetration this strange position allowed for.  Over his shoulders I could see my feet bouncing maniacally with each slapping sound of our bodies meeting, my toes curled tight with pleasure. 
 
    “I’m getting close,” Cal panted, “you can cum now.” 
 
    Letting go with one hand, he reached back and swung an open palm at my ass cheek, the smack ringing out like a pistol shot over the sound of our furious fucking.  Startled, I clamped my pussy down on his pistoning cock and the added friction was enough to finally feel the release of climax, which I groaned out as fluffy brown clouds floated in from the periphery of my vision and all I could hear was my heartbeat booming in my ears. 
 
    For all intents and purposes I was hovering in a brown fog, experiencing nothing of the world except my own internal ecstasy and feeling a huge cock jack-hammering my pussy.  As I rode wave after wave of my orgasm, I felt Cal’s thickness swell momentarily and then the jet of semen that I had envisioned earlier blasted all over my cervix and began filling me up with every new stroke of his length inside me. 
 
    At last my vision began to clear and I looked out at Cal from half-closed eyes, panting from the intensity of my climax as my body gradually relaxed and went all floppy.  I was still being shaken like a ragdoll every time Cal let loose another spurt of his little swimmers into my fertile depths and I could feel the heat of his seed seeming to spread from between my legs to warm my whole body as he gradually became still. 
 
    After a few moments, Cal pulled out and I felt some of his sperm wasted as the creamy fluid ran out of my pussy and across my ass.  I found myself trying to angle my hips upwards so as to not lose any, but it seemed to be an exercise in futility, there was just so damn much of it. 
 
    Cal stood and began dressing again, looking down at my well-fucked form with a look of satisfaction on his face. 
 
    “Don’t forget again, Nova.” 
 
    “I won’t, Daddy… did I do OK?” 
 
    If a version of myself from just a few months previous could have heard me speaking at that moment, I think that version would have cringed at just how subservient I sounded.  That version had never been fucked hard and bareback by Cal Willis’ massive cock though, so what the fuck did she know?  All I wanted was to please him and hear his praise. 
 
    “Yeah.  Your body was built for sex, it was fucking great.” 
 
    I beamed with pride and swung my feet out on to the floor, heading towards the en suite to clean up, which turned out to also have a shower in it. 
 
    “This is your room for the night, Nova.  You can head back to the party if you want or stay here, up to you.  I’m going to go fuck your Mom now, she’s been waiting up in our room for a while.  See you in the morning.” 
 
    “OK,” I called, turning on the taps and seeing the water whoosh out of the showerhead. 
 
    I took off my strapless bra, the only article of clothing to survive the session, and stepped into the shower as I heard the door to my room click shut.  The water was wonderful, hot and with good pressure.  I had thought I would probably return to the party but reconsidered in light of the relaxing feel of the water on my body. 
 
    I was starting to feel a little bit hungover anyway, the alcohol I’d had earlier combining with the dehydrating effect of hot sweaty sex was taking its toll on me.  No, a big glass of cold water and kicking my quivering legs up was just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    The bathroom was thick with steam by the time I finished my shower and dried off, walking back into my room with nothing but a towel wrapped around my body and a glass of water in my hand, filled from the sink. 
 
    “At last.” 
 
    I promptly dropped the glass and let out a little yell from the shock, the voice had come from a man standing against the door in the dim light that spilled out from the en suite.  I was about to scream blue murder when I paused with recognition. 
 
    “Nick?” 
 
    “At last,” he repeated.  “I don’t know what you and uncle Cal were talking about for so long, but I couldn’t wait for him to leave.  I hope this isn’t too forward, Nova, but I really enjoyed our time together earlier, I was hoping you felt the same way.” 
 
    My jaw dropped.  My life had taken some crazy turns lately, and it looked like another fork in the road was coming up.  I stared at him over a sparkling sea of shattered glass and spilled water as I tried to find some words. 
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    To say there were a lot of distractions in my life would be an understatement.  Ever since my Mom started dating billionaire Cal Willis, life had been different but when he proposed to her, that’s when things really changed.  Cal had taken a fancy to me, and wanted to bareback me long, hard and frequently until I got pregnant and provided him an heir to his vast fortune.  If I agreed then the marriage would go ahead, if I didn’t then our never-ending battle with the poverty line would continue into the foreseeable future.  I agreed. 
 
    Before you could say ‘dress up in your school uniform and take it like a pro’ my virginity was a distant memory and I was walking gingerly for days.  I wanted to feel angry at how rough he treated me, my virginity was supposed to be a precious gift saved for somebody special instead of something that was fucked away by a billionaire with a huge cock who cared only for his own pleasure. 
 
    To him I was a piece of property in place to perform a task… but I couldn’t muster up the anger no matter how hard I tried.  He awoke something inside me and instead of indignation, there was copious amounts of lust.  I wanted more. 
 
    Cal was a busy man though, and it was weeks before he seemed to notice me again, by which time I was practically frothing at the mouth for him.  I most certainly didn’t expect for him to teach me another lesson about what it meant to belong to Cal Willis on the very day he married my mother, but I supposed you had to expect the unexpected with him. 
 
    I’d been a little bit bad at the wedding reception, letting a few of the male guests get the wrong idea about their chances with me and Cal made me pay for it up in the bedroom with another rough session.  When he was done I was going to get some sleep to recover but Nick Elliston, son of Cal’s long-time business partner Gordon Elliston, sneaked into my room and declared his lust for me. 
 
    I was absolutely shattered from the intense pounding I’d just received from Cal, and he’d just made it very clear to me that he was in charge of my pussy now.  It wasn’t easy to let Nick down lightly though, he didn’t want to take no for an answer.  Cute as he was, I didn’t want to give no as an answer, but that was the reality of the situation. 
 
    He eventually left with a comment that I shouldn’t do something that I’d regret, but at least I managed to close the door on him and get some rest.  I hoped nothing more would come of it and he was nowhere to be found the next day, so I cast it out of my mind.  I had end of year exams to study for anyway! 
 
    Any academic disadvantage that came about as a result of the upheaval of my life seemed to be counter-balanced by the fact that for the first time in living memory I didn’t need to worry about whether there was going to be enough food for dinner.  I didn’t even need to worry about cooking it myself anymore.  Every day, like clockwork, food would either be delivered or a cook would show up and prepare it for me in my apartment. 
 
    My Mom and I were going to be OK, we weren’t going to end up in the streets.  The relief I felt was incredibly liberating, I guessed I felt somewhat indebted to Cal despite the price he took from my body. 
 
    My exams were mostly done by the time Cal and my Mom returned from their honeymoon, and I was feeling pretty confident about my efforts.  I only had one left to go and then I was free from high school, it was an incredible feeling. 
 
    My Mom came back to visit me in the new apartment that Cal had bought for us until I was finished with school but Cal had a lot of work to catch up on.  When my high school education was complete we’d be moving out to California, and I guessed the apartment would be sold.  My Mom already basically lived out there. 
 
    At the same time as studying for my exams I was also getting driving lessons so that I could get my license and drive the car Cal had bought for me.  Apparently the Porsche Boxer convertible that I had sheepishly requested had been delivered to Cal’s mansion and was now parked securely in his car showroom awaiting my qualification as a driver. 
 
    I’d thrown it out there, expecting him to tell me to get a second hand Ford or something, as a test of the limits.  I was amazed that this request had not crossed any lines as yet, my mind raced with the possibilities. 
 
    My last exam came and went without a hitch, as I expected, and I promptly went back to the apartment and packed up everything I could into two suitcases and a carry-on bag.  Professionals would be coming through to pack up anything that wasn’t going to be sold as part of the fixtures and fittings. 
 
    I didn’t have many goodbyes to go through.  Before my Mom started dating Cal, everybody avoided me because they didn’t want to be associated with ‘the poor girl’.  Now that everything was the polar opposite in terms of finances, they still avoided me because now I was a ‘poser’ or thought I was better than them, or something. 
 
    High school, the only way to get through it without social trauma is to be invisible and/or mediocre.  The last thing you want to do is stand out for any reason, good or bad.  It was a sad state of affairs, but kids have always been assholes as far as I could tell. 
 
    The instant I had dropped my bags off in my new room in Cal’s place, I rushed down to the car showroom to see my Porsche.  It was even more beautiful in real life than the pictures on the internet had led me to believe.  Cal had stashed the keys away somewhere, but as it was a convertible I hopped into the driver’s seat and just savoured the feeling, letting my imagination run wild. 
 
    Without schoolwork to get in the way, I concentrated all my efforts on driving lessons and it wasn’t long before I was ready to sit the practical exam.  The day before it I was lying on my bed in my room taking test after test on my laptop in preparation when Cal surprised me by opening the door and peeking his head in.  I had been lying on my stomach facing away from the door, he was right behind me as I looked over my shoulder at him. 
 
    I hadn’t even known he was still home, it was easy to lose track of people in a house as big as his.  I clamped my mouth shut on some comment about knocking before coming into my room, protecting my privacy was pretty redundant by this point. 
 
    “Hi Daddy, I didn’t know you were here, I’ve missed you,” I cooed 
 
    The corner of Cal’s mouth raised in a satisfied smirk.  That was just how he liked me, his little fuck-toy always ready for his big dick.  His eyes scanned down my back to the hem of my short skirt briefly, and I responded by parting my legs ever-so-slightly, letting him get a little glimpse of my white panties with teddy bears on them. 
 
    “We’re going for a drive, meet me in the showroom in fifteen minutes,” he said, and his eyes dipped back down to my upper thighs.  “What you’re wearing is fine.” 
 
    Cal left and I frowned, I hoped we weren’t going to have too big an interruption to my studies, I didn’t want to fail the next day and have to sit it again.  Regardless, it would be all the worse for me if I didn’t do what Cal said, so I was in that showroom in no less than fourteen minutes.  I couldn’t immediately spot my Step-Father, so wandered between the rows of classic muscle and modern sports cars looking for him. 
 
    The sound of a car roaring to life almost made me jump out of my skin but I whooped with joy when I looked in the direction of the noise and saw that the car in question was none other than my very own racing-yellow Porsche.  Cal pulled it out into the space between rows and waited for me to hop in before driving out the open roller-door to the driveway. 
 
    “I thought you should have a taste of the Porsche before you pass your test tomorrow,” Cal yelled over the whistling wind as he drove along the road like he was in a race.  “And you will pass your test tomorrow or I’ll be pissed off with you.” 
 
    “OK, Daddy,” I said, gripping my seat with white knuckles. 
 
    “This isn’t like those piece of shit cars you drive for your lessons, this is a car you have to respect.” 
 
    Cal floored it and the engine gave a sound that I was sure, had I been able to translate car-speak to English, meant ‘at last’ and leapt forward so I could barely move my head from the headrest.  I screamed at every turn and risky move, but the sound was lost in the wind until he reached the highway and brought it down to the speed limit. 
 
    I gradually brought myself down from hyperventilating to merely breathing heavily, while Cal looked as though nothing more exciting than a wall of paint slowly drying had happened in the last few minutes. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “For a drive,” Cal said, and then looked at me.  “Take your seatbelt off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    “But… we’re driving?” 
 
    Cal’s hand shot out and before I knew it he had a fistful of hair firmly gripped at the back of my head, pulling me closer to him and speaking in a harsh whisper that was audible even over the rushing wind. 
 
    “Stop fucking around, Nova.” 
 
    I gulped and pressed the release, feeling the reassuring hug of the seatbelt loosen until I felt totally vulnerable.  I glanced around nervously at the road ahead and to the sides, looking for any hazards that might spell the end of poor old Nova Thatcher, until Cal spoke again. 
 
    “Take the wheel,” 
 
    “Please, Daddy, I…” 
 
    “Right now, God dammit.” 
 
    With a shaking hand, I reached out and gripped the steering wheel, feeling all that power humming up my arm.  I was sure the blood drained from my face as I stared through the windscreen, desperately trying to keep within the painted lines on the road that were the only barrier between us and death in a fiery explosion. 
 
    Cal was doing something with his hands in his lap, I could just detect movement in the periphery of my vision but due to the extreme concentration I was directing straight ahead, I couldn’t really see what.  There was no mistaking the sound of a zip, though. 
 
    His right hand grabbed the steering wheel again and his left returned to the hair on the back of my head as I looked down in his lap.  I was relieved at not being responsible for the car anymore, but wondered if I was jumping out of the frying pan and into the fire.  Hanging out of the open zip was Cal’s cock, which wasn’t erect at the moment but even if I hadn’t seen it before, I would have known that it held the potential to be a real giant amongst dicks. 
 
    “Suck that cock, Nova,” he said as if there was no other option for me. 
 
    With gentle pressure from his hand, I brought my head towards his lap, but the angles were a bit uncomfortable, so I paused to turn and bring my knees up on to my seat, making it much easier to lean over the centre console.  Bracing my hands on said centre console and his thigh, I nuzzled the end of his cock, feeling its warmth and weight on the tip of my nose. 
 
    My tongue snaked out and I curled it around the head of his dick, pulling it into my mouth so I could wrap my lips around his girth and suck it in.  I swirled my tongue all around it, making it nice and wet as I took the entire thing in my mouth, it was never that easy when it was erect, that’s for sure. 
 
    In my mouth I could feel Cal’s magnificent cock swelling up, seeming to grow in pulses as I licked and sucked at it until, despite my best intentions, I couldn’t fit the entire thing in my mouth anymore and my lips were pushed back from the base.  I concentrated my efforts on the very tip, flicking my tongue back and forth across the ridge, making him throb towards full mast even quicker. 
 
    Before I knew it I was at the business end of Cal’s hard cock, bobbing my head up and down to feel my lips bumping over the fat ridge of his cock until it hit the back of my throat with a squelching impact.  Cal’s hand was still firmly holding the hair at the back of my head and I felt him slowly increasing the pressure with each thrust of his shaft into my mouth.  I fought hard against my gag reflex, but the angles were more difficult than any of the previous occasions when Cal had impaled my face on his huge erection and I was forced to pull my head back, coughing furiously. 
 
    When I looked up through watering eyes, I saw a bus load of faces staring down at us with expressions that ran the full gamut of emotion from morally outraged to indifferent to enthusiastic support.  Cal was ignoring them as convincingly as if they didn’t exist and took his eyes off the road for a second to glare at me. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could stop, Nova, get the fuck back down there.” 
 
    My cheeks burned red, I couldn’t believe what he was making me do.  I’d only had sex a couple of times and now I was being forced to give a blowjob in front of a crowd.  The Porsche could easily have passed the bus, but Cal held pace with it until I stopped resisting and he guided my head back to his lap, his thick cock parting my lips once more. 
 
    The few moments in the open air made Cal’s cock feel incredibly cool before my hot mouth warmed it right back up again.  I did my best to forget about whoever might be watching and concentrated on the task at hand, which was making this incredible dick feel as much pleasure as I could give it. 
 
    With what I thought was a sensational display of mind-over-matter, I managed to force down my gag reflex.  My throat relaxed to the point where Cal was able to force the head past the tight opening and the relief was palpable.  As always, the start was the toughest part, and once the initial discomfort was past, I felt a surge of triumph, I wasn’t even sure if the cheering I heard was from the bus or just in my mind. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” Cal breathed and I heard the engine rev as the car leapt forward again, leaving the noise of the bus far behind. 
 
    I smiled as best I could around Cal’s thick member, I felt strangely empowered at being able to take a big cock like this and make the man who, until recently, was one of the most eligible bachelors in the world moan in pleasure.  Between my legs I felt the tell-tale tingling sensation that was my first hint that I was getting wet. 
 
    I had to wonder what people in other cars could see as I continued bobbing up and down on Cal’s stiff rod.  The hair at the back of my head, still bunched up in Cal’s fist would probably be high enough to be visible at the bottom edge of the window every time I pulled back.  With another hot flush I realised the hem of my short skirt was probably high enough to expose the crotch of my panties as I knelt over the centre console.  Every car we passed was getting a glimpse of my, possibly wet, underwear as we drove along. 
 
    After deepthroating in front of an entire bus, the thought of my scantily-clad pussy being on display held little fear for me and I began sucking Cal’s cock with even more enthusiasm, moaning directly on to his hardness.  My Step-Father pushed hard on the back of my head, forcing my lips past the zip of his pants until they were around the base of his cock, right against his body.  I had to raise my ass even higher in the air to accommodate the massive girth being shoved down my throat, and that’s when I heard some expert commentary on the situation. 
 
    “ROOOOOAAAAAD HEAAAD!” 
 
    When I couldn’t breathe anymore, I managed to get Cal’s cock out of my mouth for long enough to look over my shoulder while panting for air.  Keeping pace with us was some trucker driving a big rig, spending just as much time with eyes on us as on the road ahead.  When he saw I was looking he yanked on something hanging from the ceiling in the cabin of his truck, which made a cluster of air-horns blast out the tune to ‘la cucaracha’. 
 
    Cal laughed and brought my mouth to his hard rod again, when he was firmly embedded in my face once more he let go of my hair and I felt his hand roaming down my back until he leaned over and lifted my skirt up, resting it on top of my ass before slipping his fingers under the waistband of my panties.  Gliding closer and closer to my sex, I couldn’t help but blush again as my billionaire Step-Father was about to grope my most private of places in front of some random trucker. 
 
    My ass gave a little involuntary wiggle, half from my instinct to protect my pussy from prying eyes, and half from wanting to squirm closer to Cal’s fingers.  The net result was that I went effectively nowhere and it wasn’t long before I felt one of Cal’s digits sliding along my slick folds, right over the entrance to my pussy until he’d reached all the way to my clit. 
 
    I gave a little yelp around his cock and continued sucking, the truck driver all but forgotten.  The only things that mattered in the world were his dick, my pussy and our mutual pleasure.  I let out a soft ‘mmmmm’ when his fingertip, lubricated by its recent voyage along the surface of my honeypot, began flicking from side to side, driving pleasure into my body with every stroke. 
 
    I took Cal deep into my throat again and reached into the warmth beyond his zip to cup his balls, gently squeezing and rolling them as his length repeatedly slid past my lips.  I could feel the heat and weight of those balls, filled with the sperm that would, inevitably, one day get me pregnant, changing everything forever. 
 
    Cal floored it again, leaving the somehow disappointed sound of ‘la cucaracha’ fading into the distance as he began thrusting upwards to meet me with every downward motion of my head.  His cock felt like it was going to explode any moment, so I pulled off and looked up at him with puppy-dog eyes. 
 
    “Don’t waste it, Daddy, this isn’t how you make babies.” 
 
    “Holy fuck… just go slow,” Cal said, not taking his own advice at all as the Porsche seemed to gain speed. 
 
    Supporting my weight on my forearms across his thigh, I gripped his long shaft with two hands, leaving the head and top end sticking out the top.  I took him back into my mouth and carefully kept my pace down, despite Cal’s continued manipulation of my most sensitive little bud between my legs making me want to do everything at breakneck speed. 
 
    My pussy had made a sopping wet mess of my panties by this time, and Cal’s skilled fingers brought me closer and closer to orgasm until I couldn’t hold it back anymore.  My whole body tensed up and I sucked on the tip of Cal’s cock as hard as I could until I pulled my head back and it popped out of my mouth with the wet sound of suction being released. 
 
    My body buzzed with ecstasy as my climax rocketed around inside me, tumbling around in my stomach and making the walls of my pussy quiver with need.  I held Cal’s rock-hard cock against my face, the combined lubrication of my saliva and his pre-cum smearing all over my cheeks as I moaned like a whore, his whore, with my head in his lap. 
 
    As if they hadn’t had enough abuse already, my orgasm had brought forth an additional gush of slick pussy nectar, absolutely inundating my panties until I felt my own juices trickling down my legs.  Somehow my only concern was about ruining the upholstery in my new car, but I was too breathless from my orgasm to do anything about it, instead I simply admired Cal’s hard, glistening, cock from up close. 
 
    All I could see of the world around me was car, manhood and blue sky, but we appeared to have slowed down a bit.  At some stage we had clearly left the highway and now Cal was making lefts and rights through intersections while one finger still traced lazily around my wet slit.  The first bump took me by surprise and again my first instinct was to say that my convertible was not meant for off-roading, but I managed to keep myself quiet, instead choosing to concentrate on the gentle massage he was giving my outer labia. 
 
    Finally, after a few more bumps and jolts, the car came to a halt and Cal pulled his hand away from my pussy, giving me a firm spank on the ass before turning the car off. 
 
    “Get up, Nova, Enjoy the view.” 
 
    I sat up, my head spinning a bit from being bent over for so long, and had a look around.  I had no idea where we were, but we were parked on a small grassy hill overlooking, on my side, a beautiful, and completely deserted, beach with nothing beyond it but shimmering blue ocean. 
 
    “You couldn’t have picked a car with a back seat, huh?” Cal asked. 
 
    “I liked this one, Daddy.” 
 
    “I have a feeling I’m going to like it too, once I’ve fucked you good and hard in it.  Wind that window down and bend over the door.” 
 
    I pressed the button that made the window go down and looked around apprehensively.  The beach was mysteriously abandoned at the moment, but how could we guarantee it would stay that way while we were fucking?  It was one thing to give a little show to the occupants of a bus or truck who couldn’t possibly catch us, but I didn’t want a random person coming up and doing something to me. 
 
    “What if somebody comes?” I asked. 
 
    “That somebody will be me,” said Cal.  “Other than that, it’s a private beach, nobody else is allowed.” 
 
    Turning in my seat I bent over the top of the door, bracing my hands on the side as I presented my ass to my Step-Father.  My skirt flipped back down to barely conceal my panties in the process, but Cal raised it up over my back once more and soon I felt him pull my wet underwear down to my knees. 
 
    The cool air, moved by the sea breeze, wafted around, feeling cool on my newly exposed skin as the passenger seat shifted under me while Cal adjusted his position.  I looked out over the beautiful scenery as I awaited the inevitable, almost holding my breath with anticipation. 
 
    Finally I felt the fat head of Cal’s erection probing at my pussy lips and I moved back against him a fraction of an inch, trying to get him inside me when it was properly aligned, but he teased me with it, moving back and continuing to stroke my folds with his throbbing member until my natural lubricants were all over him.  Seemingly satisfied, Cal finally returned my eager thrusts with one of his own, my outer labia stretching around his girth. 
 
    Once my pussy lips accepted the fattest part of the head and slipped down to caress his shaft, Cal moved his hands to my hips and grabbed on tight.  The strength of his grip gave me a fraction of a second fair warning about what he was going to do, my instincts proving correct when he slammed his entire cock into my depths with one powerful motion. 
 
    The slap of his body meeting my ass combined with the sound of my grunt of effort as my teen pussy struggled to accommodate a cock of such size.  I was still relatively inexperienced in sex, but being Cal Willis’ chosen one for breeding was like being thrown in at the deep end of a swimming pool, and I was determined to be a good swimmer. 
 
    Cal’s hand rubbed my ass cheek for a moment before giving me another firm spank, this time without my panties to get in the way. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I sucked air in through my teeth and braced myself even harder on the side of the car, the sting distracting me from the exertions of my pussy for a moment before blossoming into a dull, warm, ache.  Cal used the same hand to spank my other ass cheek, I felt sure that if I could see what he saw at that moment, his hand prints would be showing up bright and red on my pale skin. 
 
    Smack!  Smack! Smack! 
 
    I finally gave in and yelped in pain, the feeling of his cock embedded in me providing an element of confusion.  I didn’t quite know how to process the sensations, being impaled on a big dick felt great once I was used to it, but the spanking hurt… did it ‘hurt so good’?  I wasn’t sure, but that didn’t matter to Cal. 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    “Next time make sure you have a fucking back seat, Nova,” he said. 
 
    Cal’s hand returned to my hip and regained its strong hold as my hard-fucking billionaire Step-Father began pounding me for all I was worth, making the entire car shake from side to side despite the sporty-stiff suspension.  It wasn’t long before my palms were sweaty and I couldn’t brace myself against the smooth paint on the door, I kept on sliding downwards. 
 
    I finally resigned myself to my fate and slumped over the side, my long blonde hair cascading around my face, shaking with every powerful thrust of Cal’s massive cock into my tight passage.  At first I tried to restrain myself, I’d never had sex outdoors before, but I couldn’t hold myself back and soon I was screaming my pleasure with reckless abandon, trusting in Cal’s confidence that nobody would come along to interrupt us. 
 
    Now that my hands were useless for propping myself up, I reached back with one and pressed a finger to my clit, pushing it against the jack-hammering length of Cal’s majestic cock, feeling my pleasure increase immeasurably.  Every thrust stroked my clit and made me feel like I was so full of his masculine presence that I was going to burst, it wasn’t long before I was screaming out my second orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy!” 
 
    I squeezed my pussy down as hard as I could on Cal’s girth, pushing my clit even harder as my Step-Father grunted in response to the increased friction.  Blood rushed to my head and I felt positively dizzy as my climax hummed in my ears, drowning out the distant sound of waves crashing as well as the nearer sounds of our bodies slapping together. 
 
    In the midst of my pleasure I felt Cal thrust deep into me and release the first huge spurt of his semen, pulling out and slamming it home again before I felt the second spurt splashing my insides.  Cal thrust in and out with short sharp motions until he had completely emptied his balls and, as with the previous encounters, I was amazed at the sheer volume of cum he was able to produce.  I could hardly believe that I wasn’t super-pregnant already. 
 
    Cal pulled out and I was left hanging over the door with hardly any energy to even raise my head.  A torrent of sadly wasted semen dripped down my leg and pooled on the passenger seat, finally spurring me to pull my panties up as a makeshift barrier to any more damage to my precious Porsche. 
 
    I brushed my sweat-caked hair back from my face and looked over to Cal, who was attempting to stuff his slowly softening cock back into his pants. 
 
    “Shame… about… the … upholstery,” I panted. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.  I’ll have it as good as new for tomorrow when you’ve passed your practical.” 
 
    The monster between Cal’s legs finally receded enough to fit back in its normal resting place and Cal started the car again, turning it away from the beautiful beach.  I told myself to keep an eye out so I could remember how to get back, it was so picture perfect that I knew I’d be spending a lot of my free time there. 
 
    Cal was mostly silent on the way home, and I was mostly concentrating on remembering the route, but then he raised his hand, one finger in there air, as if he’d remembered something important. 
 
    “Next Friday.” 
 
    “Hmmm?” 
 
    “Next Friday we’re going to a party, all of us.  Gordon’s boy, Nick, is turning twenty-one, so they’re having a celebration over at their place.  You remember Nick, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh.  Yes.” 
 
    “Good.  Once you pass your test tomorrow, head to wherever you like and buy something nice to wear for the party.  I expect you to look good enough to eat.” 
 
    “OK, whatever you want, Daddy.” 
 
    I gulped, the last thing I wanted to do was put myself in a social situation with Nick again.  The young entrepreneur barely took no for an answer the last time he spoke to me, and I didn’t want him ruining the good thing I had going for my Mom and I.  I hoped I could trust myself around him, especially after a few drinks. 
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    My new life was surprising me at every turn, sometimes in the best possible ways like when my Mom’s billionaire husband Cal Willis rode me long and rough in his efforts to garner an heir from my fertile teen body.  Sometimes I didn’t know quite how to react, like when the fight that broke out while I went shopping. 
 
    A few days previous I’d passed my practical driving exam and received the keys to my terrifying, but thrilling, new car, my beautiful Porsche.  I’d driven around all afternoon, just a hair’s breadth away from screaming in fright at the power I was partially in control of the entire time.  I could feel that power humming into my body, mostly through my hands on the steering wheel, even when the engine was simply idling. 
 
    It was even more potent when I put my foot down even the slightest amount, though.  Then, oh God, then the vibrations transferred through the seat directly on to my sensitive little clit and by the end of the day I was a windswept, dishevelled, jumble of horniness.  I practically crash-parked the car in front of Cal’s mansion and ran inside tearing my clothes off looking for him, ready to breed like it was my sole purpose of existence. 
 
    Unfortunately, when I burst into his office ready to make a real mess on his desk, Cal looked at me almost like I wasn’t there.  He was too busy to fuck me like I needed to be fucked, just like that torturous period between the night he had deflowered me and the night he had taken me on the day of his and my mother’s wedding. 
 
    “Not now, Nova.  And don’t you ever come in here without knocking and/or getting my permission.”  
 
    Cal looked on the verge of doling out some punishment, so I thought on my feet and did what I could to pacify him a bit. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I said with my most innocent face and body language.  “I just really wanted to have your cum inside me right away.” 
 
    Cal raised an eyebrow and smiled, “I’ve created a monster.  Good girl, though, Nova.  You were right to come straight to me but, like I said, I’m busy right now.  You’ll have to wait.  Don’t you go taking matters into your own hands in the meantime, either, you little slut.  I’ll know.” 
 
    Just how he would know I had no idea, but I would have bet good money on him having a way so I dared not risk it.  Sadly, that left me with an itch I’d now been expressly forbidden to scratch.  The conundrum of how I was going to drive my car without crashing into a tree mid-vehicular-orgasm crossed my mind as I pouted. 
 
    “But Daaaaaaddy… I want to make babies.” 
 
    “No.  Where’ve you been all day anyway?  Have you gone shopping for something to wear to Nick’s birthday party?” 
 
    I thought back to the instructions he’d given me on our way back from his private beach, where he had fucked me hard while draped over the door of my new convertible.  This coming Friday was the twenty-first birthday of his business partner’s son, Nick Elliston, and we’d be attending.  I’d been told to make sure I looked ‘good enough to eat’ and now wondered if that was when Cal next planned on giving me what I wanted between my legs. 
 
    “Not yet.  I’ve just been celebrating the driver’s license today, I’ll go shopping tomorrow and get something really nice.” 
 
    “Make sure you do.  When you get back have Lee show you the jewellery, I’ve told him you have permission.” 
 
    “Jewllery?” 
 
    “Yes, I own a pretty extensive collection for the use of yourself and your mother.  You can choose any pieces you like to go along with whatever outfit you pick.  Remember, this is a formal occasion, so you need to look elegant.  Don’t overdo it on the jewellery or you’ll look cheap even though you’re wearing enough to buy two houses back where you came from.” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to look good enough to eat?” 
 
    “Sexy-Elegant.  It can be done, even for a girl your age.  I want you to look like a fifty million dollar whore.  That enough inspiration for you?” 
 
    “Oh.  OK, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good.  Now get out of here, I’ve got some fuckin’ competition to crush.” 
 
    I retreated quickly, closing the door behind me.  The way he had spoken to me would have raised my hackles only a few months previous, but now he dominated my fantasies almost as comprehensively as he dominated my body with his cock and whenever he called me a slut it just make me want to prove him right. 
 
    A fifty million dollar, eighteen year old, whore.  That’s pretty exclusive… you’d have to be a man like Cal to drop that kind of money on pussy.  I revelled in the thought of being his exclusive fucktoy, which was a concept that did little to help my problem of heightened arousal but certainly came in useful the next day when I pulled up in front of a ludicrously expensive clothes store. 
 
    I had only just shut off the engine and was gathering my things when two men approached the car.  One of them was the doorman for the store, there to make sure the rich clientele never had to lower themselves to touching the door itself, or carrying their own shopping.  The other was a drop-dead gorgeous hunk of a man, he might have been some movie star for all I knew. 
 
    “Here, allow me,” the unknown man said. 
 
    “Sir, please step aside, I’ll handle this,” the doorman also reached for the handle. 
 
    “I got it, buddy.” 
 
    “I must insist.” 
 
    “Back off, man,” 
 
    “Stop bothering the lady…” 
 
    Back and forth the two bickered but it quickly escalated until I was staring, gobsmacked, at two grown men rolling on the sidewalk trading punches about who would have the ‘privilege’ of opening my door.  I’d never seen a doorman so dedicated to his job or a random guy so hell-bent on chivalry. 
 
    As the security guard from the store rushed over to break them up, a realisation hit me.  It was the only explanation that made sense.  The men, both of them, were absolutely desperate to get their cocks into me. 
 
    The security guard had them both separated quite quickly, he was a significantly larger man than either of them.  I just shook my head in disbelief and walked around the now-minor scuffle.  When they were all behind me I couldn’t stop a self-indulgent smile from creeping on to my face. 
 
    Back in my hometown I’d grown up being ‘the poor girl’, it would have been social suicide for most people to extend their hand in friendship, let alone for any of the hot guys in my school to want to date me.  Then, for a few brief weeks between my Mom’s engagement to Cal and my final exams when I had the benefit of his money, I was a ‘poser’.  I just couldn’t fit in no matter what. 
 
    Here in California though, here I was better than ‘normal’ I was young, pretty, rich… I was widely desirable for the first time in my life.  The rush of power swelled within me, a heady sensation.  I was close to turning back to the three men and seeing if they all wanted to find somewhere private to have their way with me, but that probably would have been trouble. 
 
    It was the knowledge that I was all for Cal that held me back the most, the repercussions of displeasing him would be far-reaching and quite catastrophic from my perspective.  I probably wouldn’t have even dreamed of group sex with the fighting men so easily without that damn car driving me wild with every rev of the engine. 
 
    I opened the door to the store, the first customer to have done so in God only knows how long, and stepped inside.  An assistant rushed over to greet me, a fussily dressed woman who wouldn’t have been able to get her nose high enough in the air should I have walked into this store a mere three months previous. 
 
    “Sorry, Ma’am, there’s supposed to be somebody outside to greet you and let you in.  I’m not sure where he’s gone, but he’s got some explaining to do.” 
 
    “Don’t be too hard on him,” I said. 
 
    “How can I help you today?” 
 
    “I’ve got a party to go to this Friday,” I started, trying to think how best to describe my needs without getting into the, shall we say, finer details of what Cal had said.  “A twenty-first birthday, but a very formal occasion, I need something elegant.” 
 
    “Hmmm.  I see.  Come this way, if you please, I’ve got a few things that would look with your body shape, you can try them on…” 
 
    “Um,” I interrupted, “the birthday-boy.  He’s… uh… very rich.  Very eligible… I need something a bit sexy too… if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Ahhhh.  Yes indeed, say no more.” 
 
    The woman changed directions and started pulling items off the shelves as I followed quickly behind her.  For the next couple of hours I felt like I was in a movie montage, pulling the dressing room curtain across and striding out like I was on a catwalk for every new outfit.  The major difference was that instead of a mixed reaction dependent on how my montage-partner felt about the outfit, the assistant’s enthusiasm was directly proportional to how expensive the outfit was. 
 
    In the end, I bought the outfit that she liked the best.  The truth be told, I liked it the most too.  It was everything Cal had said it was supposed to be.  It was absolutely dripping with the aura of no-expense-spared and untouchable sex appeal.  The low cut and open back would mean I couldn’t wear a bra, which was the best excuse to not wear a bra I’d ever heard of. 
 
    Everybody would see and know, but because I wasn’t entered in a wet t-shirt competition or something, it was classy to not wear a bra.  They’d pretend they weren’t thinking about slipping a hand inside my dress to cup my little teen tit, and I’d pretend I didn’t know what they were thinking.  A convenient arrangement that had been informally agreed upon during countless events in the past, I was sure. 
 
    I returned to my car, it was easy to remember where I parked because of the bloodstains on the sidewalk next to it, and went straight home with visions of Cal’s stash of jewellery in my mind.  The reality of it was both more and less incredible than my daydream. 
 
    I had, ridiculously, envisioned it would be like some massive untouched burial site of an Egyptian Pharaoh, a huge room with gold as far as the eye could see.  The reality was one wall in a room the size of a large shoe closet, but the pieces themselves were absolutely stunning, the craftsmanship of every single one of them was incredible to behold.  In addition to gold there were all kinds of precious stones, tastefully set into necklaces, earrings, bracelets, and so on. 
 
    Cal’s words about not overdoing it on the jewellery came back to me, but it was harder than I thought to come out of that room and leave anything still inside it.  Still, the approving look Cal gave me when we all travelled in the back of the limo to drive to Nick’s birthday celebrations made my willpower all worth it. 
 
    “Well done, Nova.  You look… perfect,” Cal said. 
 
    I squirmed in my seat, my certainty that I’d be impaled on his cock before the night was through growing with every micro-second his eyes lingered on me.  The party was being held at the Elliston household, and to my untrained eye it looked like being a multi-multi-multi-millionaire like Gordon offered most of the same lifestyle options that being a billionaire like Cal did. 
 
    The house was huge and extravagant, the cars parked out front indicated the Ellistons were no slouches in regards to their social circles, and there was a huge number of staff catering to our every need from the moment we rolled past their gates to when we stepped into the main hall, or banquet room if you prefer, where the festivities were taking place. 
 
    It was a busy party seemingly with just as many people from Gordon and Cal’s generation as mine and Nick’s.  I hoped the young entrepreneur had forgotten about me since Cal and my mother’s wedding.  I had led him on a little bit with the dance we’d had, and then when he came to my room just as I was going to sleep, I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to get him to leave.  Thankfully I had, but he had left with some mildly ominous words, saying I shouldn’t do something I might regret. 
 
    A waiter gave Cal, my Mom, and I all a glass of wine each and I did my best to stay close to the two of them as I scanned the room.  I spotted Nick after a while, we were heading in his general direction, he looked to be doing his best to divide his attention between greeting new arrivals and talking with his friends. 
 
    As we got closer I saw him look into the crowd, catch my eye, look away and then do a double take.  He tapped his friend on the shoulder and gave a subtle sideways nod in our direction as he whispered something.  The friend looked at me then shook his head as if in disbelief and Nick threw his hands up with a smug smile on his face. 
 
    I wondered if Nick had lied about what had happened at the wedding or something, but there was no way I was going to start asking around.  I hoped, if there was anything that needed hoping about, that it would all blow over without incident. 
 
    Cal led us all over to Nick and gave the young man a firm handshake as I looked around nervously.  Just to Nick’s left was a table with a heap of presents on top and I realised that we didn’t have anything for him, which was odd. 
 
    “Happy Birthday, Nick,” Cal said.  “Is the room ready?” 
 
    “Sure is, Uncle Cal, can we…” 
 
    “Later.  For now, you’ve got some hosting to do.  I’m sure you remember my wife, Serena, and Nova?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    Nick kissed my Mom’s hand quickly, and then mine slowly, staring into my eyes like he thought he was Romeo or something.  He was cute alright, but I belonged to Cal.  I guess it wasn’t just everybody else that had changed over the last few months, I had too.  I would have swooned at that kind of attention back when I was poor. 
 
    Cal led us to a table and then made small talk with whoever came to say hello as we drank our wine.  Even though the night was apparently all about Nick, Cal was as popular as ever with no shortage of people who wanted to get in his good books or ask favours.  Once the wine was gone, Cal asked my Mom to dance before bending down to whisper in my ear. 
 
    “Remember, you’re taken.  If any of these guys try to hit on you, be polite but distant.  Not like at the wedding.” 
 
    I nodded and watched them walk out on to the thinly populated dance floor, which was slowly but surely filling up as the wine took away people’s inhibitions.  I caught the attention of another waiter and soon had another glass in my hand, determined to drink it at a slow pace and stay in control of myself. 
 
    Over the course of the night I thought pretty much every single one of Nick’s friends came over to our table and tried to put the moves on me.  I’d never in my life had to turn so many hot guys down, let alone all of them on one sitting.  I didn’t have enough lines to feed them all and ended just giving a non-committal ‘I’m spoken for’ or ‘I’m already involved with somebody’ whenever they tried to get me to dance or sat too close. 
 
    It was really strange but not as strange as when, after the meal and another lengthy dance with my Mom, Cal came over to me with some odd instructions. 
 
    “Go over to Nick and tell him it’s time.  Discreetly.  Then accompany him out of the room and I’ll meet the two of you upstairs.” 
 
    “Daddy, I’m not sure that’s a good idea…” 
 
    “Who are you to tell me what a good idea is?  Just get over there and do it, Nova.” 
 
    Even though he was speaking quietly in my ear he managed to sound utterly undeniable and I shrunk away from his harsh tone, so different from the approval he had given earlier.  With a heavy heart, I stood and began searching for the birthday celebrant, finding him sitting at a full table of his friends, everybody talking animatedly but falling quiet as I approached. 
 
    They were all looking at me expectantly, making Cal’s instructions for ‘discretion’ difficult to follow.  Tentatively, I bent over to whisper in Nick’s ear. 
 
    “It’s time, let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    “Upstairs?” he said at full volume. 
 
    I fought hard to not blush, pulling my lips back over clenched teeth in a simulation of a smile. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “OK, if you insist.” 
 
    A couple of his friends cheered quietly, and I was sure I saw some money exchange hands around the table, but those were all secondary considerations to getting out of the room with as much haste as I could muster.  Nick certainly appeared to be enjoying himself, waving and smiling at as many people as he could until we were out the doors and heading towards the stairs. 
 
    “I knew you’d come around, Nova,” 
 
    “Fuck off, Nick, in your dreams.” 
 
    “Such a slutty mouth, you need to watch it or somebody will shove a cock in there.” 
 
    “Whatever, we’re meeting Cal upstairs like he told me, and then I’m gone.” 
 
    “We’ll see.” 
 
    Nick’s hand gave my ass a squeeze as we ascended the stairs, I shot him a look that would have killed an elephant at fifty paces and pushed it away.  Moments later it was back, except instead of groping my cheek, I felt his fingers stroking between my legs, sending an unexpected jolt of sensation into my body.  I yelped and turned to slap him, but he blocked it easily. 
 
    “OK, OK.  Let’s just get to the room, that’s where we’re meeting Uncle Cal.” 
 
    “What room?” 
 
    “Turn right at the top of the stairs, and last on the right.” 
 
    I let Nick lead the way, rather than let him grab at my ass again, and he opened the door into what appeared to be a simple spare bedroom.  Simple by rich-person standards anyway, what little furniture there was obviously cost a lot of money and looked like top quality stuff. 
 
    “What are you meeting Cal here for?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll see.  Help me with something will ya?” 
 
    Nick went to the bed and reached under it, pulling out some strange contraption that looked like a half-barrel on some kind of platform with wheels.  On the surface of the platform, to each side of the half-barrel I could see two sets of straps, exactly what they were for I had no idea.  Nick was pulling an electrical cord out of the back of it and held the plug out to me. 
 
    “There’s a socket over there, could you plug this in?  Please?” 
 
    I sighed and pulled the cord across the room, finding the socket he’d mentioned just to the right of a set of drawers and plugging it in.  Nick was busying himself pulling out something that looked like a simple remote control, attached to the device on the ground via a cable, which he set down on the bed before turning to the bedside table and opening the drawer. 
 
    From out of the drawer he pulled an unknown item and removed some plastic packaging.  I had not the slightest clue what to make of it.  My best guess was that it was one of those gel wrist-rests that I’d seen some people use with their keyboards to help with ergonomics.  It was approximately the right shape, but it had a ridge running along what I assumed was the top side that looked like it wouldn’t be particularly comfortable for a typist. 
 
    Nick set it down on top of the half-barrel thing, laying it in a little inset I hadn’t noticed that was just the right size and shape.  It was a complete mystery to me and, although I didn’t want to speak to him, my curiosity was getting the better of me and I was about to ask what I was looking at when Cal opened the door and stepped in. 
 
    “I’ll just leave you two alone then,” I said, heading towards Cal, who held up his hand in a ‘halt’ gesture, stopping me in my tracks. 
 
    “Your… services are needed here, Nova,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, you’re going to be testing out this machine and sucking some cock, so take off your panties.” 
 
    “What?  But... I don’t…” 
 
    “Nick here took quite a liking to you at the wedding, so asked me for a very special birthday present.  You.” 
 
    “But…” I was about to call him ‘Daddy’ but I was reluctant to do that in front of other people.  “I thought I was… just for you.” 
 
    “You’re for whatever I say you’re for.  Nick here isn’t getting your pussy though, that much hasn’t changed.  You’re going to take all his cum in your mouth and love every drop.  Take your panties off.  Now.” 
 
    Cal’s voice was so commanding I’d often noted in the past how my body seemed to obey him even before I’d fully processed what he’d said.  This was another one of those times, I found myself reaching up my skirt trying to get a grip on my underwear before I even realised what I was doing.  I was being forced to disrobe in front of a near-stranger, and apparently my dick-sucking skills had been given away like a tradable service. 
 
    “Now, Nova,” Cal repeated. 
 
    I had no choice, Cal held all the cards.  I couldn’t do anything to make him angry and risk my mother’s marriage and this new life we were being given.  I had to do what he said until I provided him an heir.  My fingers gripped the lacy material of my panties and tugged them down until I stepped out of them and I felt the cool air on my pussy, a draft seeming to go straight up my short skirt. 
 
    “Fuck you’re hot,” Nick said.  “Straddle this,” he indicated the device from under the bed. 
 
    I looked towards Cal, who nodded, and walked towards Nick and the machine with an unrestrained and unrestrainable blush lighting up my cheeks.  No wonder Nick had been so smug and sure of himself.  I lifted one leg over the half-barrel and kneeled down on top of it, my legs spreading to accommodate the curve and my skirt riding up accordingly. 
 
    The ridge of the thing I had thought was a gel wrist-rest aligned perfectly with the crease of my pussy, its rubbery texture completely smooth.  I thought about how horny I’d been all week and that, despite the shock of the situation, if there was a cock thrust in my face, that surface between my legs would soon be slick with my juices. 
 
    Nick began strapping my lower legs to the platform on either side, that explained that little feature I supposed.  Thankfully the straps were well padded on the inside and by the time he was finished they were firm but comfortable. 
 
    Cal picked the remote up off the bed and pressed a button.  I gasped in surprise when the half-barrel started extending upwards, pushing against my sex until I could no longer raise myself up off the surface if I wanted to.  I gulped with anxiety, wondering what other buttons were on that remote. 
 
    I wasn’t given long to ponder, Cal pressed something else and the entire half-barrel vibrated to life with the soft ridge pressing right on my clit.  I screamed in surprise and instinctively tried to struggle away, a reaction the straps soon put a stop to. 
 
    After the initial shock, I felt my heart beating rapidly and breathed in and out to try to calm myself.  The sensation between my legs was absolutely unbelievable, it was like somebody at Porsche had taken everything I’d noticed over the past week and put it into a machine specifically designed to rock my world.  It was only a few seconds before my hips were rocking involuntarily against the ridge as a flush rose up my chest and my small breasts began to heave. 
 
    “Holy shit, look at her go,” Nick said. 
 
    I looked up at him, wanting to think of a witty retort to put him in his place, but all I could think of was how close to an orgasm I was after less than a minute of direct stimulation.  Instead of looking angry, I bet I looked like a little whore.  Under the circumstances I was fine with that as long as there wasn’t a power cut! 
 
    Nick stood beside me and I could see a bulge in his pants, conveniently exactly eye-level with where I was kneeling.  I held on to the machine for dear life and my eyes darted between his face and this crotch, where his hands were slowly pulling his zip down.  He reached in and pulled his hard cock out through the gap in the front of his boxers, a smear of pre-cum already evident on the tip. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate, but I could clearly see that it wasn’t the monster that Cal’s cock was.  However, it was hard, straight and relatively thick, I found myself wondering what it would feel like inside me. 
 
    Nick grabbed the shaft halfway down and directed it towards my face.  I turned away, wanting to concentrate on my own pleasure first, and felt the pre-cum smudge across my cheek.  He didn’t seem to care, rubbing his cock all over my face and in my hair until I felt like a sticky mess, but Cal seemed to object. 
 
    “Him first, then you, Nova.  Show him what a good little cock sucker you are,” he said quietly. 
 
    Nick took some courage from Cal’s words and with his spare hand gripped my hair firmly, pushing his cock against my lips until I reluctantly let him into my mouth.  His manly flavour filled my mouth as I automatically spread his pre-cum all over by swirly my tongue around the engorged head. 
 
    “Oh fuck.  At last,” Nick groaned, looking down at me with what could only be described as relief in his eyes. 
 
    I began bobbing my head up and down, letting his cock get further and further into my mouth with each stroke until I felt the head squelching into the back of my throat.  His cock was well lubricated from my saliva and his natural lubricants so I opened my throat and engulfed the whole thing.  After being roughly face-fucked by Cal a few times, Nick’s cock was a walk in the park. 
 
    “Oh… my… God,” Nick breathed and fumbled in his pocket for something. 
 
    I paid him no heed, repeatedly taking his entire length into my throat until I was half-blinded by a bright flash of light.  I looked back up to see that Nick had pulled out a digital camera and was admiring a snap of my lips wrapped around the base of his cock. 
 
    “Hey… Cal?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up and suck that cock,” Cal said and turned the power down on the machine between my legs. 
 
    At that particular moment the worst thing in the world I could imagine was that powerful humming being taken away, so I turned back to Nick’s thick erection and took the whole thing inside me again, redoubling my efforts until I felt that wonderful sensation increase between my legs again. 
 
    “Smile,” Nick said. 
 
    I took his cock out of my mouth and held it against my face, all my saliva adding to the mess he had already put there before, and gave my biggest smile before another bright flash left me without vision for a few seconds.  One at a time I sucked his balls into my mouth, giving them a vigorous tongue-bath as I jerked his length with one hand, and paused for another shot from the camera. 
 
    The thing between my legs, surely the first thing that would have been invented if men somehow went extinct, was driving me utterly wild and I was losing control in the best possible way.  Nick looked like he was experiencing the same thing, if the look on his face was anything to go by. 
 
    Suddenly, he furiously stuffed the camera back into his pocket and pulled his cock out of my mouth before gripping my hair even harder and jacking himself off over me.  At the same moment, Cal turned the power way up on the huge vibrating seat and as a torrent of semen rained down on my face and into my open mouth I screamed out a glorious orgasm. 
 
    I bucked my hips back and forth, the incessantly vibrating ridge driving unimaginable pleasure into my body, my mains-powered climax exploding inside me all the way to the tips of my fingers and  my curling toes.  Nick began slapping his hard rod against my face, splattering the streams of cum there and eking out the last few drops. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he panted, letting go of my hair. 
 
    I could barely see through the thick ropes of cum almost plastering my eyelids down, but the tell-tale flash of the camera was unmistakable and I smiled unbidden as he took several snaps of my sperm-soaked face next to his spent cock.  The vibrations being hammered into me were thankfully dialled down to a low hum and I slumped over trying to catch my breath, giving the half-barrel a discreetly affectionate hug as I did so. 
 
    “OK, fun’s over, Nick, you’ve got a party to get back to.  Go freshen up and I’ll see you before we leave.  Is there a towel in here?” 
 
    “Huh?” Nick sounded dazed and confused.  “Oh.  Yeah… uh… over there, bottom drawer.  Thanks, Uncle Cal.” 
 
    “You know how to play it now.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.  Thanks again.  Bye Nova.” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    Nick didn’t wait to see whether I would regain my powers of speech, walking out the door and leaving the two of us alone.  Cal retrieved a towel and threw it at me. 
 
    “Clean yourself up,” he said and began working at the straps on my calves. 
 
    I wiped Nick’s seed off my face and out of my hair as best I could but it was difficult to know whether I’d got everything without a mirror.  By the time my eyes were cleared Cal had disrobed and his huge cock was at full size.  After getting so up close and personal with Nick’s manhood I was struck again, as if seeing it for the first time, at just how phenomenally large Cal’s stiff rod was.  I could hardly believe I’d been fucked every which way by it several times already, where could I possibly fit that thing in my petite body? 
 
    “Get on the bed, it’s been too long since I filled you up with cum,” 
 
    I tried to stand, but found my legs couldn’t support my weight.  After a couple failed efforts I looked up at him sheepishly. 
 
    “Can you lift me, Daddy?” 
 
    “This thing,” he chuckled, “is almost too good at what it does.” 
 
    Bending down, he draped my arm over his shoulders and lifted me into the air, carrying me the very short distance and setting me down carefully.  Cal climbed on to the bed, straddling my upper legs and looked down at me hungrily before reaching up and grabbing a pillow.  He put the pillow on the bed next to me at hip-height and then without a word rolled me on top of it so that my ass was sticking up in the air. 
 
    I gave it a little wiggle, feeling pins and needles prickling my lower legs as Cal moved behind me and adjusted the back of my dress to expose my sopping wet pussy.  My Step-Father rubbed the tip of his fat cock along my slick crease until it was well-coated and slipped between my eager labia before leaning forwards and hooking one hand under my armpit and on to my shoulder, the other slipping inside my dress from the wide open back. 
 
    With one nipple being roughly rolled between a finger and thumb, I felt Cal’s giant cock begin to force itself inside of me until I grunted with the effort of it and scrunched the covers up in my hands, as if a good grip would do anything to ease the hard fuck I knew I was about to receive.  As always, just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, I felt Cal bottom out inside me and let out a gasp of relief. 
 
    After letting my mechanically-punished pussy get used to his girth for a few seconds I felt Cal pull back and then drive it all the way home again, our bodies slapping together.  From there on, there was no holding back and my Step-Father drove his cock into me over and over again. 
 
    The pillow under my hips sprang back from every powerful thrust , impaling my sex on his huge rod even harder without any extra effort from myself.  I was in seventh heaven, the intrusion of his hard length giving me sensations the machine on the floor had not, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning like a whore again, feeling the vague stirrings of another climax. 
 
    “Uhn… Uhn… give it to me, Daddy!” 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    Without warning Cal gave me two sharp spanks on my right ass cheek, making me squeal in delight and squeeze my pussy muscles down on his thrusting shaft.  Cal groaned and began fucking me even harder, until the thrusts felt almost more like a constant hum than individual pumps. 
 
    My whole body was shaking with the power of his jack-hammering cock and I reached between my legs to stroke my clit, feeling my sensitive button completely slick with the juices dribbling out of my abused teen slit.  The extra sensation was all it took to send me toppling over into the sea of bliss again and I moaned out my pleasure with no regard for discretion whatsoever. 
 
    Using my last ounce of strength I squeezed Cal’s cock with every pulse of my orgasm, the increased friction maximising my pleasure and making me moan all the harder.  Cal gave me one more swift spank on the ass before I felt the first hot spurt of his seed filling me up. 
 
    “God damn your pussy is a work of art, Nova,” he breathed as a jet of sperm splashing my cervix punctuated every sporadic thrust until he collapsed on top of me, breathing hard. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how long we stayed there, but eventually Cal rolled off to the side, his softening cock schlopping out of my well-fucked pussy, followed by the rivulet of semen that I was always so sad to waste.  I rolled over and swung my legs out to the side of the bed, glad to note that feeling had returned to them. 
 
    Looking down at the machine that had given me such pleasure I noticed a logo on the side that depicted the name of the device.  It was called a ‘Super-Nova’ and I couldn’t help but giggle.  Until that moment the name would have conjured images of me wearing a cape with an ‘S’ on it, but I had to admit the label was apt. 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Filthy Rich 5 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    After her incredible experience at Nick Elliston's twenty first birthday party, Nova is one confused woman. She had thought that her mother's husband, billionaire Cal Willis, was going to keep her all to himself while they waited for her to provide him with the heir he wanted. 

In a quest to find out why Cal shared her, she lets it slip that she was really enjoying all the attention she's been getting, so Cal comes up with a plan to get her all the attention she can handle in an Amsterdam club! 

In this epic conclusion to the Filthy Rich series, Nova finds out that what goes on tour in Amsterdam doesn't necessarily stay on tour in Amsterdam! 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Exhibitionism, Breeding 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I had no idea what life was going to throw at me next.  As if the transition from being a poor virgin back home to a billionaire’s prized fucktoy here in California wasn’t enough, Cal Willis had thrown me a hell of a curveball when he’d let his business partner’s son, Nick Elliston, use me for cumshot practice at his twenty-first birthday party. 
 
    Until that night I thought that I was going to be exclusively for Cal, and I had been fine with the idea.  Now I had a lot more to mull over.  As I drove around in my Porsche (my new favourite hobby) thinking about it I realised that, overall, I was actually revelling in all the male attention. 
 
    It wasn’t just Nick’s attention that I’d caught either, there was that fight outside the dress store, how all Nick’s friends had been trying to pick me up at his birthday party, and a thousand other small pieces of evidence that really drove home how different my life was now.  Back home no desirable guys had wanted to date me, now I practically had to beat them off with a stick. 
 
    I still thought it was odd that my billionaire Step-Father, who had a reputation for giving nothing away, would put me in that situation with Nick though.  It was very out of character for him, and for some reason it was really bugging me.  Although when I’d questioned him on the night itself, he’d said to just do as I was told, I decided to see if I could extract any more information out of him now that I obviously wasn’t refusing his command. 
 
    When I returned to Cal’s mansion I felt confident for once.  Cal was rich, powerful, unyielding, but over the past months I’d had a chance to get to know him somewhat intimately, and I knew that under his well-controlled exterior, my body drove him wild with lust.  I knew how to press all the right buttons too, so if I could catch him unawares and not challenge his authority, I could probably get him talking reasonably openly. 
 
    First thing was first, I had to get the right look.  I had everything I needed in my room, from the hair-ties to the knee-socks.  By the time I was done changing I looked like the innocent little schoolgirl I had been so very recently, undeniably hot but seemingly unaware of the effect her short skirt and tasty snippets of bare flesh had on men.  Cal would be putty in my hands, I hoped. 
 
    I went down to his office and knocked on the door, waiting patiently, I didn’t want to make him angry by bursting in again.  All was quiet from behind the door for several seconds before I heard him respond. 
 
    “Come in,” he said. 
 
    With a deep breath, I opened the door and stepped in.  Cal’s eyes flicked over from his computer screen, then back and then did a double take as he took in the pigtails and the toned skin between the bottom of my skirt and the tops of my knee-socks.  I clasped my hands behind my back, pushing the small bumps of my breasts out and twisted from side to slightly while biting my bottom lip. 
 
    “You’ve already got a Porsche,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t want anything, Daddy.  I have everything I could possibly want.” 
 
    “Oh really?  What is it you’re doing here then?” 
 
    Cal was already suspicious, things weren’t going quite as I planned.  “I just wanted to ask you something.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    I walked further into his office and around his desk, seeing a spreadsheet with a lot of numbers and pie charts on his computer screen.  Cal slowly spun in his expensive leather chair to continue facing me as I sauntered in, before I went down on my knees in front of him and laid my head on one of his thighs, thoughtfully stroking the other with my hand. 
 
    “I’m confused, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    My fingertips traced up and down Cal’s inner thigh, getting perilously close to his crotch, until I saw a tell-tale twitch of the material right in front of my face. 
 
    “What’s the problem, Nova?  I’m pretty busy here,” 
 
    Cal’s words were dismissive, but his tone said he wanted me to continue teasing his cock, so I did.  I shuffled my head forward and nuzzled his pants where I’d seen the movement, detecting the faint outline of his semi-hard cock with my nose before turning my head to the side and rubbing my cheek against it as if it was the most luxurious pillow I’d ever felt. 
 
    “It’s just that… I thought I was going to be all yours.  Just yours, Daddy.  Why would you share me with Nick?” 
 
    “Ah, that.” 
 
    Beneath my cheek, Cal’s cock continued to harden as he stroked a few loose strands of hair back and gently pushed my face against his crotch. 
 
    “Fake it until you make it,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s Nick, he’s… never had much confidence or success with women.  It’s the strangest damn thing.   He’s a perfectly good looking guy, stands to inherit a lot of money but is also successful in his own right.  He should be balls-deep in pussy from the break of dawn to the end of the day, but he’s not, and it’s really hit him hard.  Gordon was telling me how down Nick’s been lately, doubting himself, moping around like an asshole.  Seems Nick took quite a liking to you at the wedding but didn’t get a chance to try to pick you up.” 
 
    I thought back to how Cal had interrupted Nick and I when we were dancing, but I guessed Cal wasn’t aware of how Nick had come into my room after Cal had fucked the bejesus out of me.  It hadn’t been easy, but I had managed to get Nick to leave in the end, without giving him what he had wanted either. 
 
    “So that’s why you gave me to him?” 
 
    “Partly.  A single blowjob isn’t going to change his life, but everything that happened that night will.” 
 
    “I don’t understand…” 
 
    “Firstly, you’re not just some hooker he found on the street and put in an expensive dress, you’re Nova Thatcher, my step-daughter.  So beautiful and wealthy that you’re absolutely untouchable.” 
 
    I blushed and nuzzled his cock through his pants again, my hand slowly reaching towards his zip as he continued his explanation. 
 
    “That notion was reinforced when all his friends, even the ones with girlfriends and wives already, couldn’t help themselves but try to get their cocks into your tight little pussy.  But you turned them all down.” 
 
    Due to how close I was to it, the sound of Cal’s zip coming down seemed very loud to my ears.  Once it was down, my hand slipped into the warmth inside and I gently tugged his cock out into the cooler air of his office, slowly stroking it to full hardness until it towered over my face. 
 
    “Then you went over to him and asked him upstairs so you could suck his cock…” 
 
    “I didn’t…” 
 
    “But that’s what his friends thought, and that’s what matters.  Plus he had the photographic evidence to back it up when he went back downstairs.  Now they’ll see him in a different light, especially those wives and girlfriends who were at the party.  You women, you do like to try before you buy, except you like somebody else to do the trying.  Now that they’ve seen somebody like you go for Nick, they’ll all want him, particularly the ones that were pissed off about their partners trying to pick you up.  Two of them have already let him ride them bareback from what I hear, and another one is meeting him tonight.  They’ll all talk, and then more women will want him.  Then, as they say, success breeds confidence and he’ll do fine on his own.  He just needed a little kickstart.” 
 
    I continued stroking Cal’s cock slowly up and down, my fingers just barely touching around his thickness.  I hadn’t been expecting such a lengthy monologue on why he’d let his friend’s son blow a load all over my face, I hadn’t expected that Nick’s birthday present had been thought out in such incredible detail, and I certainly hadn’t expected Cal to have such… benevolent motives behind his actions.  If helping a very rich young man get laid more could be considered as such. 
 
    With a lick of my lips I raised my head off of Cal’s thigh and opened up wide to take his engorged head into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the tip to get it nice and wet.  I bobbed up and down thinking about what he’d said for a few minutes as he reclined his seat and watched me with a slightly parted mouth. 
 
    “Did you mind having Nick fuck your face like that?” 
 
    I paused for a moment and looked up at him with my best doe-eyes, my lips still wrapped tightly around his hard dick, before shaking my head slowly from side to side. 
 
    “I thought so.  You liked all the attention, all night, didn’t you?” 
 
    One eyebrow raised, I couldn’t help but feel like I was being set up for something, but even though I had fancied my chances of getting the information I wanted out of Cal this time, he could always command the truth out of me whenever he wanted.  I nodded slowly and quickly flicked my tongue from side to side under the head of his cock. 
 
    “Of course you do, I know my little slut inside and out.” 
 
    Cal gathered my two pigtails into one hand and pulled my head off his manhood, holding me still as he slapped my cheek and tongue with it, splattering my face with his pre-cum and my saliva. 
 
    “In that case, I’ve just had one hell of an idea.  Pack this slutty fucking outfit into a suitcase along with whatever else you need for a weekend away and meet me at the front door in an hour.  We’re going to get you all the attention you could possibly handle.  Get going.” 
 
    With one final slap of his cock on my face, he shoved me to the side and turned back to his computer, not even giving me another glance.  I got to my feet and headed out the door, bewildered at the turn of events.  What had I gotten myself into now? 
 
    Back in my room I swapped my homemade schoolgirl outfit for more normal clothes and packed it away in a small suitcase, large enough to fit the bare essentials for a weekend away but not so large as to be unwieldy.  Along with the outfit I threw in everything else I could think of that I’d need and then sat on my bed with about ten minutes to spare. 
 
    I was caught between a cock and a hard place, so to speak.  I really did love all the attention I was getting, but what did Cal have in mind?  I was sure I’d be full of his sperm by the end of it… but I was absolutely fine with that aspect.  Cal just always had a way of pushing my limits, so what was it going to mean this time? 
 
    ***** 
 
    Oh.  My.  God.  Amsterdam was so much fun!  After spending the day hitting all the coolest tourist type places and having some really strange, but nice, brownies in a café, Cal took me on a walk through the red light district. 
 
    Beautiful women of all kinds plied their wares behind windows lit by red lights, displaying themselves the same way we displayed clothes in store windows back home.  Very occasionally we saw a sheepish looking tourist step inside their doors, or a resigned looking local, but for the most part people were just window-shopping with no intent to buy.  I guessed that was a lot like most people back home too. 
 
    Just seeing everybody watching these girls was making me slightly hot and bothered, imagine being half undressed for an entire city to see!  That’s when I felt my heart skip a few beats… was Cal going to put me in one of those windows and let a stranger fuck me?  Surely not… but I gave him a sideways glance anyway. 
 
    After leaving the red light district without being put up for sale, Cal took me to a crowded club where the air was thick with some funny-smelling smoke.  People were dancing slowly to the music and laughing a lot as we threaded our way to the bar. 
 
    I couldn’t hear what Cal said, but instead of receiving drinks, he was given what looked like five or six roll-your-own cigarettes sticking out of a shot glass standing on a small plate.  Cal stood upright and scanned around the edges of the bar, looking for somewhere to sit, before turning back to the woman behind the counter and pointing to an empty booth he’d spotted.  She nodded and Cal ushered me towards it before somebody else took our spot. 
 
    Looking at the cigarettes with a doubtful expression, I asked if I could have a drink.  Cal told me that the drinks were coming and picked one of the cancer sticks out of the shot glass, lighting it with a lighter he retrieved from his pocket and taking a big drag.  I’d never seen him smoke before, I didn’t think it was a very nice habit but I kept my mouth shut until he held the cigarette out to me, at which point my mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    “I don’t smoke,” I said. 
 
    “Tonight you do.  This is a special cigarette.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    Cal didn’t answer, he just gave me a look that was as good as an affirmative and I reluctantly took the cigarette from him, putting it to my mouth and sucking in as much as I dared. 
 
    “Hold it!  Hold it!” 
 
    I looked at Cal with my cheeks puffed out, trying desperately not to cough for as long as I could before finally blowing out a big jet of smoke that joined the general haze floating around in the club.  Within seconds I started feeling much calmer about it.  Everybody else in the club was a smoker, so why not me, just for the night? 
 
    Cal and I worked our way through the smokes and a few drinks, and I was having a great time until I saw him check his phone to read a message.  With a smile, he looked up at me. 
 
    “It’s time,” he said. 
 
    “Time for what?” 
 
    “You’ll see, let’s get going.” 
 
    Cal led me out of the club and a short distance down the road.  For some reason I could barely stop myself from laughing.  Everything was so funny until Cal halted outside a seedy looking place that had the words “Sex Show” written with a neon sign flashing garishly above us. 
 
    “Oh wow!” I said as Cal led us in. 
 
    Every seat in the house was packed, each row raised above the one in front like in a grandstand or a movie theatre and curving around a small stage with a few props on it.  Most notable amongst the props was a bed, but there was also a chair and some strange stand with shackles on it in the oddest places. 
 
    The crowd was enthusiastic to say the least but the award for most enthusiastic went to the group of women all dressed in matching pink outfits, some of them wearing sparkly antennas on headbands.  Judging by the big ‘L’ pinned on the back of one of their shirts, I guessed they were a hen party. 
 
    Suddenly the lights dimmed and a woman stepped out on stage, causing an eruption of cheering from the crowd.  When it had quietened down a bit she spoke into her microphone welcoming everybody to the Uberfuk Sex Show, and then told us the rules. 
 
    Apparently, even though some audience participation was going to be invited, if anybody but one of the performers went on to the stage with their cock out, they could expect to lose it violently.  We were to respect the performers’ wishes at all times and above all, have a great time. 
 
    The audience cheered and before the woman had even finished bowing, two men in balaclavas rushed out from back stage and acted out a rough fantasy-rape scene with her, tearing the clothes from her body and each one taking turns to hold her down while the other used her body for his own pleasure. 
 
    By the end of it she was left a cum-soaked mess and the lights faded out with her legs spread wide to the audience.  When the lights came on again, a clean-up-crew furiously made everything spotless in a few minutes, in time for the next act. 
 
    That must not be the greatest job in the world, I thought.  Probably not what they thought they would be when they were young and telling their parents what they would be when they grew up.  I giggled almost uncontrollably at the idea of ‘little Timmy’ handing in a picture to his teacher to hang up alongside all the firemen and airplane pilots. 
 
    The next act involved just one man and one woman, where the man basically used the woman’s mouth as a pussy, fucking it with reckless abandon much as Cal had sometimes done with me, but the variety of positions was astounding.  The man’s cock was almost as big as Cal’s, and watching him force his cock down that woman’s throat was getting me positively wet. 
 
    Near the end, the woman asked for a volunteer from the audience and the woman in pink with an ‘L’ pinned to her back was shoved forward by the friend she was sitting next to.  Reluctantly, she shuffled forward and her eyes grew wider the closer she got to that giant cock. 
 
    “Oohhh, the bride-to-be!  Your husband is going to thank us for this little lesson!”  The woman played to the crowd, eager to see what would happen next. 
 
    “On your knees, slut,” she said and waited for the woman to comply.  “We’re going to teach you how to lick balls.” 
 
    The crowd erupted into renewed cheers and then fell silent again as the woman gave her next instruction. 
 
    “Let’s see your current technique.” 
 
    The bride-to-be had barely moved before the woman said she was doing it wrong, to the amusement of the crowd. 
 
    “We’re going to teach you how to lick his balls while sucking his cock at the same time!” 
 
    No sports crowd witnessing the world’s greatest touchdown or home run could have compared to the noise this one was able to produce as we all cheered the poor engaged woman on as she was roughly forced to take inch after inch of thick man meat down her throat until, with desperation, she managed to just stick out her tongue and touch the guy’s balls before falling backwards and gasping for breath, streams of pre-cum and saliva dribbling down her chin. 
 
    The professional performer pulled her up by her hair and told her to open her mouth again and stay still as she began jacking the huge cock off directly over her face.  As the man approached his orgasm she warned the pink-clad woman not to be a greedy slut and swallow it, an instruction she managed to follow somehow.  The cum ended up all over her face and tongue, where it sat creamy and white for all to see. 
 
    “Now… where’s that good friend who volunteered her?  There!  You!  Get up here and give your friend a kiss, then clean her up with your tongue!” 
 
    Sure enough, the spectators were treated to one hell of a fantastic tongue-bath show, and the two hen-night-attendees kissed as passionately as if they were getting married to each other rather than some absent groom-to-be.  We were so close I could almost taste the cum they were sharing myself, I was deeply jealous as the two took their seats again and the clean-up crew hit the stage once more.  
 
    The next thing I knew, Cal was pulling me out of my chair and took me towards a door to the side of the stage with a nod to the bouncer guarding it, who held it open for us.  I saw the performers who had already done their shows sitting around a table drinking, smoking and playing cards, off to my left were performers who looked like they were about to step through the curtains on to the stage. 
 
    A man with a clipboard smiled and waved us over, pointing me towards a changing room when we got closer.   
 
    “This the solo?” he asked 
 
    Cal gave a thumbs up, shoved the bag he’d been carrying around all night into my hands and gave me a push towards the open door, which was shut behind me before I had a chance to ask just what in the hell was going on. 
 
    I opened the bag and saw the clothes I’d used to try to work the information out of Cal in his office the previous day or night, or whatever the time difference made it, and suddenly felt my heart thudding heavily in my chest.  Cal was going to put me on stage in an Amsterdam sex show. 
 
    Turning to face the door, I gripped the handle and was about to come out but then thought about what Cal would say.  More importantly, I thought about what he would do.  Until I gave him his heir, he could still end his marriage with my Mom and leave us high and dry. 
 
    If there was any rational side to my thinking, that was it.  The other part of me and, I could only just admit it to myself, larger part was desperate to get on stage and masturbate in front of all those anonymous people, scary as it was. 
 
    With those two motivators kept front and centre in my mind, I changed into my innocently-slutty schoolgirl outfit and put my hair back into pigtails before stepping out of my changing room and into the backstage area again.  The man with a clipboard was having an enthusiastic conversation with Cal, which he halted when he saw me.  The man was even taller than Cal but I thought his jaw would probably hit the floor if it dropped any lower, which was one hell of a stroke to my ego. 
 
    The man regained his composure and handed me a mask to wear, which just covered my eyes.  I tied it around the back of my head and adjusted it so I could see, peering out from behind it with a sudden, but shaky, boost in confidence.  The mask felt kind of like a shield, but as the man ushered me towards the curtain with a constant barrage of thickly-accented instructions that I couldn’t follow, it didn’t seem like enough. 
 
    Through the curtain came the performers who had just been going on stage before I got changed.  The two women’s faces were drenched in semen and the two guys were looking pretty happy.  One of them looked at me and said something that sounded like ‘Yaysus!’ before giving me a whistle of appreciation. 
 
    The man left me there, pushing through the curtain, and it wasn’t long before I heard his thick Dutch accent announcing that this evening’s entertainment was being extended by one act from out of town.  The crowd’s enthusiasm seemed to be unabated after three pretty intense shows already, and I heard their cheering come through loud and clear. 
 
    “Little Melissa should be doing her homework, but she’d rather show all of you what she’s been showing her teachers!  It’s the only reason she fails every test, has so many detentions, but is going to graduate just fine!  Please welcome her to the stage!” 
 
    The crowd erupted into cheers again and I took a deep breath, determined to go through with it, only to find that my feet wouldn’t work.  It was like they were super-glued to the floor.  Through the curtain I heard the crowd’s cheering ebb as, obviously, nobody appeared on stage and the man’s voice came through again. 
 
    “Awwww… she’s shy, the poor little innocent thing.  Come on, give her your biggest Uberfuk welcome!” 
 
    The crowd redoubled its cheering efforts, but still my feet would not move.  The next thing I knew, Cal was behind me, putting something around my neck and whispering in my ear. 
 
    “Walk out there or be dragged out there.  Either way, you’re showing everybody in this building that perfect little pink pussy of yours,” he said. 
 
    I lifted my hands to my neck and felt a dog collar there, as Cal attached a leash and held the handle out through the curtains.  The Dutch man laughed through the microphone before continuing his commentary. 
 
    “Ahhhh!  Some schoolgirls are just too shy when showing off for the first time in the Uberfuk, let me see what we find at the end of this rope.” 
 
    The leash went taut and I was gently but undeniably pulled out on to the stage to the cheers and wolf-whistles of the crowd.  The tall man pulled me towards the bed and attached the leash to the headboard of the bed before lifting me off my feet and throwing me on the mattress, taking the opportunity to grope between my legs before he let go. 
 
    I landed on my stomach and almost didn’t dare turn around, the noise from the crowd was deafening.  I couldn’t do it!  I raised myself up on my hands and knees, with the intention of scurrying backstage, but the calls from the crowd reminded me of just how short my skirt was and in this position the only thing between my pussy and dozens of eager eyes was my thin pair of pristine white panties.  I tried to push my skirt down with one hand but it was just too damn short! 
 
    When I tried to stand up at the side of the bed, I found that the leash wouldn’t let me get very far at all.  I was trapped on stage and countless people expected me to cum right in front of them.  Slowly, I turned to face them and the crowd quietened down slightly. 
 
    With a gulp, I reluctantly crawled back on the bed and laid myself down but no matter how I tried, I couldn’t make my own legs part, I was just too nervous! 
 
    “Awww… she really is a shy one!” the Dutch man said.  “Who wants to help get her in the mood?” 
 
    The crowd immediately became a sea of raised hands and the announcer came back to the side of the bed, leaning over me as the stage lights dimmed and the audience lights brightened. 
 
    “Look at all those strapping young men, Melissa, who would you like to help you a little bit?” 
 
    I sat up and apprehensively scanned the crowd, surely he couldn’t be serious?  I thought he’d said this was a ‘solo’ show and I was about to squeak out a protest when I spotted a tall blonde guy about my age who looked like he could be a football player or something judging by his muscles.  His hand was raised as high as anybody else’s and with one shaking finger, I pointed towards him. 
 
    “You sir!  Third row back, red shirt!  Come on down and show this little girl who’s boss, but remember the rules!” 
 
    The blonde guy high-fived his friend and made his way to the stage, eagerly crawling on to the bed with me where I was lying on my back, my legs facing the crowd but tightly shut.  I looked at him with wary eyes through my super-hero mask, he was even bigger than I had thought up close.  Next to him I felt utterly dominated in size. 
 
    He leaned in close nuzzling my neck just below my ear before whispering to me, “Hi, my name’s Braam,” as his hand began stroking my navel, fingertips just slipping under my shirt. 
 
    “N… uh… Melissa,” I said. 
 
    “First time here?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I’m a bit of a veteran, just forget about all of them for now.  You’re going to cum so hard, I promise you that,” 
 
    With Braam leaning over me, his imposing size made it much easier to forget everything else.  It wasn’t long before his constantly moving hand had reached the gentle swells of my small breasts and his fingers were rubbing over my nipples, my outfit didn’t include a bra. 
 
    “I love your body,” Braam whispered before kissing me passionately and pinching my nipple at the same time. 
 
    Despite my reservations, Braam’s calm voice and gentle hands were putting me at ease, I could barely hear the general hubbub of the crowd anymore.  I felt my legs begin to relax, which drew my attention back and made me snap them shut again, eliciting an ‘ooooohhh’ from the audience. 
 
    I let my hands roam all over Braam’s muscular chest slipping my own fingers under his shirt as he had done with me.  Where I was soft and smooth he was hard and lumpy, my fingers trailed over the well-defined bumps of his abs and then caressed his strong chest as his hand reappeared from under my shirt and used the leash to pull me against him to more forcefully kiss me. 
 
    With only a second of hesitation, I let it happen, my mouth opening wide to accommodate his deep kiss.  He pulled back and I followed momentarily until our lips parted company and he began unbuttoning my shirt.  Slowly, delicately, he folded back each side to reveal my tiny teen tits to his, and everybody else’s, eyes before lowering his head to take one hard pink tip into his mouth. 
 
    I ran my hands through his hair, crushing his head against my chest as his tongue flicked back and forth inside his mouth, teasing my sensitive nipples until electric sparks of pleasure were shooting into my body.  Braam alternated between my tits, squeezing and pinching whichever nipple was exposed to the cool sex-club-air until I was moaning with excitement. 
 
    Dimly, I heard the crowd cheering and realised my legs had slumped apart.  With that thought, they twitched, but I couldn’t bring myself to close them completely and just let them fall open again.  My pussy was leaking copious amounts of my slippery nectar and I had to wonder if my underwear had gone see through, but with Braam so skilfully pleasuring me I couldn’t have cared less. 
 
    I had to reach down a long way before I felt the bulge in Braam’s jeans where his cock was straining against the thick material.  Instinctively, I reached for his zip, but his hand quickly left my breast and grabbed my wrist, halting me. 
 
    “Don’t… they’re serious about taking off any cocks that don’t belong to the performers,” he said, glancing towards the security guards. 
 
    The tone of his voice was somehow really empowering, like I could completely change his life with a flick of my wrist if I chose to quickly pull his zip down.  Braam’s hand let me go, apparently trusting that I’d rather cum than see somebody get badly hurt, and his fingers traced my outer labia through my soaking wet panties. 
 
    I moaned and hooked a hand behind his neck, locking eyes with him as I rubbed his hard cock through his pants.  Braam’s eyes were as blue as mine and I was lost in their depths as I felt my panties sliding easily against my slit, his fingers probing my folds for several strokes through the thin material before slowly working their way under the waistband. 
 
    Breath I hadn’t even realised I was holding was let out in a satisfied sigh as Braam made direct contact with my clit on his way to my dripping honeypot.  With his first and third fingers sliding along either side of my eager entrance, I felt his middle finger dip inside briefly before dragging my natural lubricants back up and over my most sensitive bud. 
 
    Round and round he circled, spreading my slippery juices all over, until he began concentrating his efforts directly on my go-button.  My eyelids tried to force themselves shut, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to break off eye contact with him as I felt an orgasm lurking nearby. 
 
    Braam lowered his head and once more I felt his lips kissing me strongly.  I returned his affections as eagerly as I could, completely lost in the moment as with the power of a single finger, he beckoned my climax ever closer. 
 
    I broke off the kiss and almost growled in frustration as I felt his finger stop flicking my clit.  Looking down, I saw him pulling my panties towards my feet and quickly pulled my legs together so he could get them out of the way and get back to doing what I needed him to do. 
 
    With the wet undergarment hanging loose around one ankle, I spread my legs wide to the applause of the crowd and moaned with pleasure as Braam returned his finger to my little pink bud.  My hips were writhing in ecstasy and I felt a flush rising from my chest every time I felt like I was going to be pushed over the edge, but Braam kept pausing, spreading my pussy for the crowd and letting my climax recede over and over again. 
 
    I was half-crazed with need when I screamed out that I needed to cum, much to the enjoyment of the audience.   I looked Braam dead in the eye and told him that if he didn’t stop fucking around I was going to pull his zip down and watch him run. 
 
    Finally ending my torture, Braam concentrated all his efforts on my clit and I let go of his neck, throwing my head back on to the bed and burying my hands in my hair as I thrashed from side to side, moaning like a whore.   Arching my back I felt myself reach some tipping point inside and let it happen. 
 
    My orgasm passed through me like a spirit of bliss, making my skin tingle from head to toe before the wonderful pins and needles all seemed to flow towards my clit, moving quicker with every flick of Braam’s finger, until the world’s greatest concentration of pleasure was between my legs. 
 
    My thighs vibrated with ecstasy and my chest rose and fell with each of my deep breaths until it was over and I went limp with a sheen of sweat all over my body.  Braam grabbed my hand, placed it on the bulge of his jeans one last time, and, with a wistful scan of my body, got off the bed, waving to the crowd who were, I realised, going absolutely wild. 
 
    As I laid there catching my breath, I kept on thinking that the Dutch man who had brought me out would come to take my leash off so I could leave the stage.  Imagine my surprise when I heard him inviting random members of the crowd up on stage to ‘explore the finest body to come out of America since the industrial revolution’ and all of a sudden I was surrounded by some of the horniest looking men I’d ever seen. 
 
    At first I tried to push their hands away, too shocked at the liberties these strangers were taking with me to realise that I could probably scream for help and have security tear them to pieces if they didn’t stop.  When I did remember my rights, I was too enthralled by all the looks of admiration on their faces as they touched my firm teen flesh, the way they looked made me feel as if I was the most beautiful thing they’d ever seen and I relished the idea. 
 
    Hands roamed all over my body, pinching my nipples, stroking my slit, even reaching between me and the mattress to cup my tight ass.  There were times there were so many people reaching for my rear that I was actually lifted clear off the bed, suspended in mid-air with hands probing my entire body. 
 
    Somebody’s wet finger slipped into my asshole and I gasped, only to have somebody else’s finger push into my mouth until it was thrusting out in mimicry of a blowjob.  As soon as the rest of them saw that happening, my three holes were constantly probed by an ever-changing roster of anonymous fingers as people I’d never met explored my (formerly) most private depths, and I occasionally tasted my own pussy juice on my tongue. 
 
    Finally after countless men, and even a couple women, had gained intimate knowledge of my body I heard the announcer calling everybody back to their seats for ‘the grand finale’ whatever that might be, I hoped they cleared me off the stage before the next act came out. 
 
    Instead, I rolled my head to the left and saw a naked man appear through the curtains.  Naked, that was, except for a mask much like mine.  With his dark hair, toned body and huge cock, I knew right away that the man was none other than Cal himself, at full mast and ready to fuck me hard in front of all these people.  Maybe ‘solo’ meant something different in Holland, I thought. 
 
    Cal detached my leash from the headboard and pulled me off the bed, yanking me down to my knees in front of him before slipping the loop over his hand, on to his wrist, and taking hold of both of my pigtails.  I licked my lips and pulled his cock down until it was pointing right at my mouth, which I opened wide, tasting his familiar flavour the instant the tip touched my tongue. 
 
    I spread his pre-cum all over his engorged head, making it nice and slippery before bobbing up and down on it, my lips getting further down the shaft each time.  It wasn’t long before Cal’s fat cock was hitting the back of my throat with a loud squelching sound, which the Dutch announcer amplified when he held the microphone up to my mouth. 
 
    Cal pulled harder on my pigtails and, with a smug glance towards the woman on her hen night, I opened my throat and let him face fuck me until he was balls deep with every thrust.  I heard gasps from the crowd, I could hardly believe how well I could deepthroat these days myself.  When I thought back to the virgin schoolgirl who had been flown to Cal’s mansion only a few months ago, I had to grin inwardly at her inexperience. 
 
    My billionaire Step-Father forced his cock as deep as he could and held it in my throat until I went red from lack of air before releasing my pigtails and letting me fall to the ground and gasp for breath, his cock popping out of my mouth with a ‘schlop’ sound.  Cal didn’t give me much time to recover, pulling me to my feet by the leash and hauling me towards the strange contraption with shackles I had seen earlier. 
 
    “You looked like you were enjoying yourself over there, Nova,” he whispered.  “Hope you haven’t forgotten who your pussy belongs to?” 
 
    “No,” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “No, Daddy, it’s your pussy.” 
 
    “Damn right.” 
 
    The tall Dutch man from backstage and one of the earlier performers approached us and Cal pushed me over a padded metal bar that stood at about my hip height.  They worked quickly attaching my wrists and ankles to the shackles and adjusting various things until I couldn’t move a single inch from the compromising position I was in, bent over and presenting my pussy to Cal on a silver platter. 
 
    I felt one of Cal’s hands caress my right ass cheek for a moment before he let me have a firm spank that rang out above even the general noise of the crowd. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I cried out in surprise and pain and Cal repeated the motion on my other ass cheek. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Mmmph!” I managed to bite my bottom lip and mostly contain my yelp until Cal gave it another slap, right in the same spot as the first. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    There was no holding it back this time and I squealed out loud.  The audience responded with cheering and I felt the tip of Cal’s cock, well-lubricated with my saliva and his pre-cum, pushing at the folds of my sex, which gave way to his girth.  Even after all the times he had taken me, I was still in awe at the size of him, my delicate pink petals were wrapped tightly around his head when I felt the bumpy ridge slip inside and I my lips closed down on to his shaft. 
 
    A fuck from Cal Willis was always a deep one, but never had he fucked me in this position before, and I was sure when he bottomed out that I felt the tip of his cock brushing against my cervix.  Cal gripped the metal rod I was bent over and used it to pull himself forward on every thrust, pounding into me with more power than I’d ever felt. 
 
    Even my small tits were jiggling on my slim frame, but the thing I was strapped to didn’t move at all, it was steady as a rock.  The slapping sound of Cal’s pelvis hitting my ass rang out in the Uberfuk Sex Club and I threw my head back to yell my pleasure, seeing the crowd cheering Cal on for a moment before my head dropped down again. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how hard Cal was slamming into me, what a difference a good grip can make, I thought.  His thick invader plunged into me time and time again until I felt the first stirrings of another intense orgasm approaching. 
 
    Could I cum again in front of all these people?   While they watched me get barebacked to a huge sticky creampie of Cal’s sperm?  If anything, the questions brought me closer to release and a warm ball of ecstasy began growing in my belly. 
 
    I threw my head back and began moaning as I felt the climax get closer and closer, giving me a good view of the crowd again.  I scanned their faces, finding a handsome middle aged man who was watching with absolutely rapt attention and locked eyes with him. 
 
    I had no idea if he had been one of the men who had come on stage to grope me, and I didn’t care.   All I knew at that moment was that I was going to have one of the most intense orgasms of my life while staring into the eyes of a man I didn’t know. 
 
    The ball of pleasure in my stomach seemed to explode as Cal continued jack hammering into me and I yelled out that I was cumming, never taking my eyes off the random man.  Fiery bliss bounced around my body as my pussy convulsed around the magnificent cock pounding my teen slit. 
 
    I opened my mouth and gasped as I heard Cal grunt and unleash his hot sperm into my fertile body in front of a huge room of strangers.  His thrusts slowed but he made each and every one count, as he let loose a spurt of his seed whenever our bodies slapped together. 
 
    My head shook with each stroke of his cock and I could have sworn the man I was staring at looked like he was cumming too, his face contorting in ecstasy as he saw me taking Cal’s huge load on the stage.  At last Cal became still, his massive manhood buried to the hilt inside me and twitching deep in my tunnel, as he caught his breath from the furious pace. 
 
    I finally let my head drop and Cal stepped away, a dollop of his cum slowly began leaking down my leg and I was sad to see his wonderful seed wasted, as always.  The tall Dutch man and another performer from earlier approached me again, but instead of setting me free they undid a couple of latches and spun the rack I was shackled to around so my gaping cum-filled pussy was on full display to the crowd. 
 
    The man thanked everybody for coming to the Uberfuk and invited everybody to have a good look at Melissa the slutty schoolgirl on their way out.  It took about twenty minutes of before everybody was gone, some with comments that made me blush even after everything that had just happened, and I was finally set free. 
 
    All I wanted to do was crawl over to the bed and pass out, but I was assisted to the changing room first before Cal and I caught a taxi back to our hotel and I slept most of the next day away. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I never felt quite the same after my trip to Amsterdam.  When we returned home and I went out shopping, I could never quite get it out of my head how many men and women my firm young body had been able to entertain all at once, it was an incredible feeling. 
 
    Every man I saw I was able to think to myself, with reasonable confidence, that I could almost certainly manage to deepthroat him, and he would almost certainly count himself one of the luckiest men on the planet.  Never in my life had I ever felt so confident about my body, my sexuality, my… everything.  Life was perfect. 
 
    A couple of weeks later I woke up and realised something else was not the same.  I’d had a visitor every month for years now, whom I could set my watch to.  Now, for the first time ever, I had missed my period. 
 
    I rushed to my bathroom and pulled out one of the many home pregnancy test kits I’d stockpiled.  After the first couple of months not getting pregnant I hadn’t bothered testing myself anymore but, sure enough, this one showed two lines where all the others had shown only one. 
 
    My hand flew to my mouth, covering a wide ‘O’ of surprise and elation.  Cal had to know!  I took two steps out of my door, intending to go straight to his office, but stopped in my tracks and changed direction. 
 
    I’d agreed to all this to secure the future for my Mom and I, and I would tell her first.  Cal may have taken my virginity and changed my life, but in this one thing he would have to be the third to know.  I found my Mom sunning herself beside the pool and crouched down beside her wordlessly holding the pregnancy confirmation out. 
 
    She raised her sunglasses and looked at it, “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Are you OK?” 
 
    I nodded and smiled, the smile soon breaking out into laughter.  My Mom jumped to her feet and soon we were bouncing up and down on the spot like giggling schoolgirls.  I’d done it.  The billionaire would have his heir, and the three… four of us would never be the same again. 
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    There it was, her house.  My hand was resting on the gate.  White picket, of course, just like the rest of the fence.  The entire garden was immaculate, the lawns looked like they’d been cut with a ruler and scissors rather than left to their own devices like my deadbeat Dad had always done with ours, when we had a lawn at all that was. 
 
    It hadn’t been easy.  I was just an eighteen year old high school drop-out, not a private investigator, but where there’s a will there’s a way.  If I happened to walk into certain offices, and bend over so guys could look down my top when I asked my questions, well, what of it?  It got the job done, I’d tracked her down. 
 
    If my information was correct then this was where my Mother, my real Mother, lived.  Her and my Dad had split up when I was so young I couldn’t even remember her.  Damned if I know how I ended up with him in all those trailer parks when she was living like this though.  The system failed me, I guess. 
 
    I wasn’t even sure what I was doing there.  I didn’t think she’d ever looked for me.  She certainly hadn’t ever found me if she had.  I guessed the fact of the matter was that I had nowhere else to go.  My Dad had said that since I was eighteen I could get the hell out of his trailer and stop cramping his style.  So out the door I went with nothing but what I could carry on my back.  I actually could have carried a lot more on my back, my pack was only half full, but I took everything I had. 
 
    With a nervous sigh, I swung the gate open and walked up the path towards the door, my closed fist hesitating a few inches away from the wooden surface for a few seconds before I spotted the doorbell and pressed that instead.  A happy ‘ding-dong’ sounded out from inside the building and I shuffled my feet a little on the welcome mat.  She probably wasn’t even home, I bet she even had a job.  
 
    I was about to turn away and come back later on, or maybe not, when the door swung open and my jaw dropped.  The person standing just inside the house looked just as surprised as I felt, which was as if I’d slipped into some kind of alternate reality and accidentally run into a different version of myself. 
 
    The girl who had opened the door looked just like me… that is, just like me if her whole life hadn’t been crap.  We had all the same facial features, the same blonde hair and blue eyes, the same slim body.  Her breasts were bigger than mine though, and she was absolutely glowing.  She looked the way I had sometimes daydreamed about myself looking when I was a little girl, she looked like a princess.  And she was cradling a baby in her arms. 
 
    “I-I-I’m…” I took a deep breath.  “I’m l-looking for, uh, Carol?  Carol Stanners?” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Laurel.  Laurel Howard.  Does sh-she live here?” 
 
    “Yes… that’s her maiden name though, she’s Carol Samson now.” 
 
    “Oh.  She’s married?  Wow…” 
 
    The girl adjusted the position of the baby sleeping peacefully in her arms and narrowed her eyes at me.  “Who are you, though?” she repeated. 
 
    “I’m… I think she’s my Mother.  Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Beth… Beth Howard… is John Howard your Dad?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    Beth’s cheeks puffed out as she let out a big breath, shaking her head from side to side slightly.  She looked down at her baby and then back up to me and broke into a hopeful smile, with eyes beginning to glisten with tears. 
 
    “I guess… I have a sister,” she said.  “This is your nephew, Clyde.” 
 
    Carefully shifting the baby into the crook of one arm, she held the other out to me and I found myself pulled into an unexpected, but completely welcome, embrace.  I hadn’t even set foot inside the house yet, but I already felt like I was home. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Beth and I were like instant best friends, I may have broken down in my first meeting with my Mom if she hadn’t been there.  Emotions I never knew I had bubbled to the surface.  Not the anger I’d been prepared for, but a desperate need for acceptance. 
 
    I’d never thought about the possibility of having a sibling before, let alone an older sister, but it was a wonderful feeling.  In fact, they all welcomed me with open arms (even my Mom’s handsome new husband, Michael) and I realised I wasn’t just a dumb piece of trash like my Dad used to say when he was drunk, I was a beautiful girl with an amazing life ahead of me.  I had a sister, I had a whole family, a future. 
 
    Although I had my own room, I spent as much time as I could with Beth and Clyde, helping her with the never-ending day to day responsibilities of bringing up her beautiful baby boy.  I was so jealous of her, she looked so happy being a Mom, and one night I let that little fact slip out during one of our many conversations. 
 
    “Well, why don’t you find some nice guy and get in the family-way?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh… I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m… just a high school drop-out.  I wouldn’t want to bring a kid into the world without graduating high school.  I’d end up dragging it from trailer park to trailer park just like Dad did with me.  Plus… um… I’ve never… you know.  Guys never liked me.” 
 
    “First, that’s bullshit.  Second, that’s bullshit.  Haven’t you seen yourself in the mirror lately?  Haven’t you seen the way guys look at you when we go to the mall?  Haven’t you seen the way Michael looks at you?” 
 
    “M-Michael?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  I bet he’d love to be balls deep in you,” she said. 
 
    “But he’s got Mom!” I couldn’t help but blush at the thought of Michael naked with me. 
 
    “Mom’s beautiful and all… but she’s not eighteen anymore, not like you.” 
 
    “You’re crazy!  He wouldn’t take a second glance at me.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t he?  We’re awfully close, him and I.  Awfully close.  Don’t you think Clyde has his eyes?” 
 
    My brow furrowed as I thought about little Clyde and Michael… was Beth really suggesting that the baby was his?  Surely not! 
 
    “You’re kidding me!” 
 
    “I’m not… and I’ve got an idea to get you your high school diploma too.  We can kill two birds with one stone.  It’s a little… ‘out there’ so hear me through, OK?” 
 
    “Er… OK,” I said. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ahhhh, that’s the stuff, I thought.  I reclined in the hot tub and popped a delicious chocolate into my mouth.  The temperature was absolutely perfect, I felt the warmth of the water spread into my body and the bubbling of the jets eased away all the aches and pains of a busy day. 
 
    What exactly had I done that day?  I couldn’t actually remember, I was so relaxed it didn’t seem like it was worth the effort of thinking about, so I let the thoughts drift from my mind as I closed my eyes and enjoyed myself.  I probably could have stayed there for hours if those annoying voices hadn’t started talking. 
 
    Opening my eyes, I looked around from side to side but I couldn’t spot the speakers anywhere.  That was strange, there weren’t exactly many places to hide.  The more I thought about it the more odd it seemed until I realised everything was fading to black, which was stranger still. 
 
    As my vision dimmed my thinking sharpened though, which was a relief or panic may have set in.  I remembered what I’d done that day, I’d been having wild changes of heart regarding Beth’s insane plan to turn me from her inexperienced little sister into a high school graduate and mother-to-be. 
 
    As if the revelation that her little boy was our Step-Dad’s love child wasn’t shocking enough, my jaw positively hit the ground when she told me the circumstances under which he was conceived.  Apparently Beth had got herself knocked up during a gangbang involving Michael, her principal and her math teacher.  Oh, and they had thought she was drugged and completely unconscious but she had apparently been at least partially awake, though unable to move. 
 
    She said that’s how she managed to graduate high school, it was a little deal Michael had cut for her with the principal and teacher.  I’d mulled the whole thing over and suddenly a lot of things made sense. 
 
    The way she was always calling him ‘Daddy’ and the way their embraces lasted just a bit longer than one would consider normal for a Step-Father and Step-Daughter.  Oh, and the occasional roaming hands I’d seen from both of them, mustn’t neglect to mention that. 
 
    At first it had made me feel a little uncomfortable, like I didn’t know if I should have a word with Carol… Mom… or not.  But I was still new in the house, it wasn’t my place to come in and wreck whatever the three of them had going. 
 
    Then, to my surprise, it started making me a little hot and bothered… and jealous too!  I had wished a handsome older man like Michael would pay me that kind of attention.  So, despite the fact that Beth’s plan was definitely as ‘out there’ as she had warned it would be, I didn’t take that much convincing. 
 
    To think that I could lose my virginity, make love with a wonderful man like Michael, graduate high school and get my own little bundle of joy all at once was an incredible opportunity!  Beth had said she’d talk with Michael and see what could be done and a few days later she’d said that today was the day. 
 
    Michael bought our Mom a gift voucher for an entire night of pampering in a luxury resort, so she was out of the picture.  When Beth led me into the kitchen in the evening wearing her old school uniform and my hair done up in pigtails, Michael’s lips pursed in a silent whistle and a look of hunger I’d rarely noticed on a man’s face before took over his features. 
 
    “Go on, Laurel, just like I told you,” Beth said. 
 
    I looked at her and gulped before dropping to my knees in front of my new Step-Father, gazing up at him. 
 
    “P-please, Daddy… can I have some special hot chocolate tonight?” 
 
    Michael had reached down and stroked my cheek before curling his fingers around the back of my head and pulling my face towards his crotch.  Through the material of his pants I could feel something against my face and gasped in surprise.  Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!  That’s his cock!  I thought. 
 
    “Yes, of course you can, Laurel.  Don’t you worry, we’re going to make everything better.” 
 
    With that reassurance they’d gave me a hot chocolate with some special sweetener that Michael had made in his pharmacy and I drank it in bed, still in the school uniform, until it was mostly finished and a wonderful warmth was already spreading through my body.  I’d set my mug down, turned off the light and I was beginning to dream about a hot tub within minutes. 
 
    The last tendrils of the dream slipped away from my mind and I tried to open my eyes, but couldn’t.  Beth had said it would be like this, I couldn’t move at all.  As far as anybody would have been able to tell, I was out cold, but now that I was awake I could at least listen to what was going on. 
 
    It was hard to fight down the natural apprehension about being paralysed, but something else was of even more immediate concern.  Why were there voices as opposed to just Michael’s voice?  There were people in my room, all talking about me. 
 
    My heart began racing, Beth had said that they’d need to get the school principal, Mr. Coburn, ‘in on the action’ too, and why not let her old Math teacher have some fun too?  I’d said no, I couldn’t do that, I just wanted Michael to make sweet tender love to me.  In return, couldn’t he just convince the school to let me graduate? 
 
    Beth had said she’d see what Michael thought about the idea.  As it hadn’t been brought up again I had assumed that there was no problem.  The fact that there was more than just Michael in the room told me that, perhaps, the old saying about assuming was correct. 
 
    “Holy shit, she does look just like Beth,” somebody said. 
 
    “Told ya, Mitch,” said Michael, “and doesn’t she look great in that school uniform?  Be good to see that tight little ass bouncing around the school grounds for the rest of the year wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Ha!  Yeah, you can drop the sales pitch now though, Mike.  You had me at ‘come over to my house and gangbang a hot little blonde’ she’s safely enrolled.” 
 
    “My God… this is really going to happen?”  Another voice asked. 
 
    If I had have been able to raise my eyebrows I would have at that moment, the voice that had just spoken sounded much younger, perhaps even close to my age. 
 
    “Perks of being Captain of the Football team, Todd,” said the guy who had answered to ‘Mitch’, the principal I presumed.  “You keep on winning and bringing in all those donations to the school and I’ll make sure there are a lot more.” 
 
    “I think you and little Laurel here are going to be my best students,” said another voice.  “Maths is going to be straight A’s for you two.” 
 
    That had to be the Mr. Roydon Beth had mentioned.  My heart was absolutely pounding in my chest by this point, what had I let myself in for? 
 
    “OK guys, just like last time.  Do anything you want to her, but don’t hurt her or leave any marks.  And nobody sticks a cock in her pussy but me.” 
 
    Yay Daddy!  I thought, surprised at how quickly I’d grown accustomed to thinking of him like that.  For about a minute all I could hear was the general rustling of clothes and the odd clinking of belt buckle, but then I felt the mattress shift under me as somebody jumped on and straddled me, eagerly pulling the bottom of my shirt upwards. 
 
    “Lookit’m go!” said Mr Coburn.  “That’s the kind of hustle that’s going to win us the tournament this year.” 
 
    Todd, the captain of the football team exposed my bra and quickly lifted the cups over my little teen bumps.  Before I knew it, I felt a hot mouth sucking my nipple and a tongue furiously flicking from side to side across the tip.  I’d occasionally felt the odd spark of pleasure from my nipples when I washed in the shower, but I’d never experienced anything like this before.  I wondered if he could hear or feel my heart thundering, he was so close. 
 
    I tried to imagine what he looked like, at my old school the captains of the football team were always drop-dead gorgeous hunks.  I used to think they must choose them based on looks rather than pure athletic ability.  They were always so big and strong, I’d imagined what it would be like to date one of them, but they always ended up with the cheerleaders. 
 
    Now I hadn’t even begun at my new school and already Todd was giving me more pleasure than all the captains at my previous school combined.  As he switched to my other nipple I felt the mattress to my right sink a bit as somebody else climbed on. 
 
    “Come on, Laurel, give your new principal a kiss,” Mr. Coburn said. 
 
    I felt a thumb pushing down on my chin, opening my mouth, an instant before his lips pressed against mine and he began kissing me deeper than I’d ever been kissed before.  I felt his tongue reaching in and twirling my own around as my jaw was pushed far apart with the pressure he was applying. 
 
    Mr. Coburn’s hand slid under my head and cradled me, adding to the forcefulness of the kiss, and wet smacking sounds rang out each time his lips broke suction with me.  It was the most intense kiss I’d ever dreamed of, distracting me from even the fact that Todd had ceased sucking my nipples and was reaching behind my back to undo my bra. 
 
    I wanted to sigh in relief when the supportive underwear released its grip around my chest and quickly rub where the underwire had dug in slightly, but I couldn’t, it was absolutely maddening!  Todd began unbuttoning my shirt too as I felt the mattress under me move yet again. 
 
    Todd dismounted and moved to my right as somebody grabbed me by my hip and pushed me on to my side.  Another set of hands began sliding up the back of my thighs, sending tingles of sensation into my body as they approached my ass.  Fingers slid under the elastic leg holes of my panties and spread out over my ass cheeks while two thumbs delved deep between my legs, stroking me where I’d never been stroked through the thin material. 
 
    Oh my God! I thought, wondering if it was my Daddy or a man I’d never met who was the first to feel the heat of my sex.  My answer came when the voice of Mr. Roydon came from behind me, near my ass. 
 
    “Fuck, she’s as wet as the ocean already,” he said. 
 
    He was right, I’d never had so much male attention in all my life, let alone all at once, and my body was responding with enthusiasm despite the initial shock of finding myself served up to more than just my Step-Father.  My panties slid against my slit with every movement of Mr. Roydon’s thumbs and I desperately wanted to push myself against him, but couldn’t. 
 
    As my soon-to-be-teacher’s fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties and began pulling them down, I felt Mr. Coburn change his position, moving his knees to beside and above my head as he nearly straddled my face.  The next thing I knew I felt something hard, yet somehow soft, tracing a line around my lips, leaving something slippery and wet behind. 
 
    A dick!  A dick that I made hard!  I couldn’t believe it!  Beth was right, ever since I’d arrived in town, guys had taken a lot more notice of me than they used to.  I was so proud of myself being able to arouse this much more experienced man to the point where he couldn’t keep his cock away from me, it was a real stroke to the ego. 
 
    Mr. Coburn’s hard dick kept teasing me, I wanted to reach out and lasso it with my tongue, drag it into my mouth so I could better explore its strange combination of firmness and yielding, properly taste whatever that slippery wet stuff it was that it was smearing on my lips.  My new principal seemed to be just enjoying the sight of his stiff rod pushing at this little blonde girl’s lips for the time being though. 
 
    Something small and cold poked at my asshole and I would have sat bolt upright and screamed in surprise if I had have been able to, doubly so when something was squirted up my back passage.  Mr. Roydon had finished taking my panties off, I thought I could still feel them bunched up around one ankle, and was now pushing a single finger inside me. 
 
    That’s not right!  I tried to yell as my rear entrance instinctively clenched up.  Whatever he had deposited inside me was every bit as slippery as the natural lubricant Mr. Coburn was smearing on my lips though, and there was nothing I could do to halt the advance of his digit. 
 
    “Oh my God, I don’t think she’s ever been fucked in the ass,” I heard him breathe. 
 
    Fucked?  In the ass?  That’s not where a penis is supposed to go, inexperienced though I was even I knew that.  Be that as it may, all the Sex-Ed classes I’d taken were thrown right out the window when Mr. Roydon shuffled upwards and pulled his finger out of my ass. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I felt the engorged head of his cock pushing at my asshole, my instinct was to put my hands on his hips and push him away, but I couldn’t move!  As if that wasn’t enough, Mr. Coburn chose that moment to slip his thickness into my mouth as well. 
 
    Todd had wrapped one of my hands around his slick cock, whether he had borrowed some of the lubricant Mr. Roydon had used or it was all natural I had no idea, and was using my hand to jack himself off, pointing the tip right at my tits as his other hand continued to squeeze them and tweak my nipples. 
 
    Whatever Todd was doing, vigorous as his manipulations of my sensitive teenage chest were, it was all background noise compared to the fire Mr. Roydon was lighting in my asshole and the huge masculine flavour and presence of Mr. Coburn in my mouth.  I’d never felt anything remotely like having my teacher’s cock shoved into my ass, I felt stretched beyond the point of my body’s limits and still there was more and more hard dick being snaked into me. 
 
    The strange mixture of pain and pleasure made me want to take lots of shallow breaths, but Mr. Coburn’s fat cock head kept squelching against the back of my throat and interrupting my breathing.  If I had have been able to react in any way I probably would have gagged,  I’d always thought the slightest touch at the back of my throat would have made for an embarrassing mess, that hot chocolate was really a miracle drug! 
 
    It seemed that Mr. Coburn had bigger plans for my face though and applied even more pressure on the back of my head, forcing the head of his cock against my throat until I felt the tip slip past some kind of bottleneck and his shaft began sliding ever forward over my well-slickened lips.  While my new principal’s dick was still sliding in, I felt Mr. Roydon bottom out in my ass and let out a sigh of satisfaction as if he’d just sat down in the hot tub I had recently been dreaming about. 
 
    Moments later I felt Mr. Coburn’s balls come to rest on my lips and I realised, with relish, that I had the cocks of two handsome (according to Beth) older men completely inside me.  As if they’d nodded at each other to begin, they both began sawing their cocks in and out of my previously unused holes at the same time, Mr. Coburn pausing every now and then to let me breathe. 
 
    The fire that Mr. Roydon had started quickly spread as his pace quickened until it felt like the entire lower half of my body was burning with pleasure, the temperature increasing with every thrust.   It seemed like the whole room was filled with heavy breathing, Todd’s hand gripped even harder over mine, squeezing his cock tighter as he used my hand to jack himself off. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” he whispered as he continued to alternate between each of my small breasts. 
 
    When I felt yet another set of hands begin to caress my body I remembered that there was one more man in the room with one more cock that needed satisfaction, the man who I had thought was going to be the main event this evening, Daddy!  Michael’s fingers traced their way up the front of my thighs, mirroring the path Mr. Roydon had taken on the back, until I felt their tips gently caressing my sensitive little go-button above my pussy. 
 
    My body was being shaken and bumped around by the three men already using me for their pleasure, I was feeling more full of cock than I’d ever dreamed possible, and yet when Michael began flicking his finger across my clit, I was taken to new heights of sensory overload.  Something about his skilled movements added something extra to the fire of pleasure Mr. Roydon and the others had sparked and it wasn’t long before I felt the stirrings of a powerful orgasm building between my legs. 
 
    A flush rose on my chest as Michael’s finger began rubbing harder and harder, juices from my pussy making everything nice and slick.  I heard myself make a small squeal around Mr. Coburn’s cock as an explosion of bliss seemed to emanate from my clit, making my pussy convulse and my abdominal muscles flex in time with each wave of pleasure. 
 
    “That’s it, baby, get that pussy nice and ready for me,” Michael said. 
 
    I moaned low around my new principal’s cock and he let out his own groan of pleasure.  Todd increased the speed of my jerking on his cock to a blistering pace and while the last pulses of pleasure from my orgasm were still traversing my body, I felt a hot splash of something jet on to my breast, as well as my hand. 
 
    I just made the captain of the football team cum!  The thought alone seemed to rekindle my orgasm and I rode it out until the last spurts of Todd’s semen had finished coating my chest and navel.  I’d never imagined being covered in so much sperm, it was like Todd had saved it up for weeks or something. 
 
    “It’s not a sprint, it’s a marathon,” joked Mr. Coburn, embedding his cock down my throat again. 
 
    “Phew!  It’ll be two sprints for me if you elderly gentlemen take too long,” Todd shot back as I felt him leave the bed. 
 
    Michael lifted one of my legs over his shoulder and straddled the other one, carefully keeping out of Mr. Roydon’s way as the math teacher continued pounding my ass.  All I could hear was the ‘slap, slap, slap’ of Mr. Roydon and the squelching of Mr. Coburn but as far as the tactile sensations were concerned, my mind was focused on what my new Daddy was doing. 
 
    I could hardly believe how quickly I’d grown accustomed to having a cock buried in my ass and mouth, but there I was about to take a third inside me simultaneously.  Michael pushed forward, my virgin pussy lips being parted to each side to accommodate him. 
 
    Once more I had the feeling of being stretched to my limit.  I wanted to grunt with effort but found myself still unable to control my vocalisations, I never dreamed the first time I had sex would be with four guys at once, well technically three at once because Todd finished before Michael got his cock into me. 
 
    My pussy lips had no sooner clamped down on his shaft after the big stretch of his head when I felt the tip press up against my hymen and I swore I heard him suck a quick breath in and come to a halt. 
 
    “What’s up, Mike?  You look like you just remembered where you hid your winning lottery ticket.” Mr. Coburn asked. 
 
    “Uh, nothing,” he said. 
 
    Daddy was going to keep the popping of my cherry as our little secret!  I felt him wrap his arm tightly around the leg he had over his shoulder and place his other hand on my hip before leaning forward and thrusting past my virginal barrier like it wasn’t even there, all the way to the hilt. 
 
    Michael stayed still for a moment, perhaps letting me get used to his cock, perhaps just savouring the moment he took his new little girl’s virginity, but the two faculty members kept right on pounding away at my ass and face.  It wasn’t long before Michael joined them and I felt like the sexy teen rope in a bizarre three-way tug-o-war. 
 
    The three older men sawed their hard lengths in and out of me, all at their own pace.  Sometimes they all thrust in at the same time and I felt like I was going to explode, sometimes they all just had the tips of their cocks in me and I felt sadly empty.  Most of the time it was like a crazy whack-a-mole game and I couldn’t keep track of which hole the next cock was going to pop into, even though there were only three. 
 
    Suddenly I noticed that Mr. Roydon’s thrusts were getting even more urgent and without any further warning, I heard him grunt and push his cock so deep into my ass I thought that Mr. Coburn was going to complain about bumping dicks.  The math teacher’s cock twitched and a torrent of sperm was unleashed inside me, feeling even hotter than Todd’s had, not having had the benefit of any airtime to cool it down. 
 
    He pulled out almost completely before slamming it home again and giving me another injection of his creamy seed.  Each time he bottomed out after that the spurts seemed to get smaller and smaller until he finally lay still for a while, catching his breath as he watched Mr. Coburn continue to fuck my face. 
 
    At last he pulled out and I felt a small rivulet of his cum leak out after his cock was no longer holding it in.  With Mr. Roydon removed from the bed, Michael rolled me on to my back again and planted his hands on either side of my body, really beginning to jack hammer into me hard and fast. 
 
    My tender pussy was getting absolutely pummelled by the new man of my house, who knew I was a virgin but also knew that I couldn’t complain no matter how hard he abused my fresh teen tunnel.  Michael was fucking me so furiously that my entire body was shaking, my cum-coated little tits jiggling on my chest. 
 
    After a few minutes of this, Mr. Coburn pulled his cock out of my mouth and roughly grabbed a handful of my hair, keeping my head still while the rest of my body was being shaken like a ragdoll.  After a few seconds he groaned and I felt a string of cum settle across the bridge of my nose, effectively gluing my eyes shut even if I had been able to open them myself. 
 
    Before another spurt came out, he plunged his dick back into my throat and I felt the rest of his load go directly to my stomach before, spent at last, he pulled out and I belonged only to my Daddy.  Michael’s cock relentlessly thrust in and out of my tight pussy, and as the semen from the other men cooled on my face and chest, I was able to concentrate completely on all the pleasure he was giving me. 
 
    Michael was keeping such a sustained pace you could practically have set your watch by him and it wasn’t long before he had me on the verge of my second climax.  My pussy muscles instinctively clenched down on his thrusting shaft, increasing the friction between us, and that was all it took for me to be pushed over the edge again. 
 
    ‘Mmmmm,’ I said, a small dribble of Mr. Coburn’s semen coming from the side of my mouth. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck yeah,’ said Michael, pushing deep and blasting my fertile teen depths with his little swimmers. 
 
    Through the haze of my own ecstasy I could feel his cock spasm with each jet of cum he filled me with, and I just knew there was no way I could avoid getting pregnant from such a huge load.  After Michael’s cock had stopped giving me the seed I wanted, he finally pulled out, leaving me with nothing but the warm glow of all the sex I’d just had and the certainty, unconfirmed though it was, that I’d be bringing new life into the world as a high school graduate! 
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    It wasn’t fair!  I was the head cheerleader, it should have been me dating the football captain!  Wasn’t that how these things were supposed to work?  That’s what I’d always thought but it just wasn’t panning out that way, or any way for that matter.  My senior year was a complete disappointment so far. 
 
    They say blondes have more fun and, as far as I could see, that was one saying that would stand for the ages.  At my school, as with all the beauty pageants and magazine covers, the guys just loved those tall blonde girls with big breasts.  Oh to be a Barbie girl. 
 
    As a petite brunette, I was getting more jealous by the day hearing about all the ‘fun’ they were having, while all I got for my efforts was a busy schedule and the occasional injury.  I’d worked my ass off perfecting the art of cheerleading, I practiced day and night. 
 
    Year after year the snobby bitches had watched me trial and said I didn’t have the right body type to fit in with their routines.  Finally this year I was so freakishly good, and there were no older girls to look down on me, they couldn’t say no.  I brought so many of my own routines to the table that I was even nominated for head cheerleader. 
 
    Then my Step-Dad, Nick, suddenly got all interested in high school football and before I could say ‘What the fuck are you doing?’ he had replaced the old coach, who had retired at the end of the previous year.  I had no idea what kind of talk he gave those boys but, try as I might, I couldn’t get a single one of them to lay a finger on, or in, me.  At a party one night one of them muttered something about ‘Coach Daddy’ and then, I heard, went and fucked one of the other cheerleaders.  Dammit!  He was so fucking hot, I was totally ready to lose my virginity to him. 
 
    It was like Nick couldn’t stand the idea of another guy fucking my pussy so, taking the bull by the horns, I threw myself at him.  It was my senior year and I was going to have sex, I swore it!  I thought he was going to give in but, with shaking hands, he pushed me slowly away and mumbled something about how we ‘couldn’t do this’. 
 
    Like I said, it wasn’t fair.  Then, halfway through the year, the powers that be decided it would be funny to rub some salt in my wounds.  A new girl named Laurel started going to our school.  Just what I needed, another beautiful blonde to distract the guys away from me.  At least she didn’t have big breasts. 
 
    Still, busty or not, she was popular with everybody.  I’d never in all my life seen a new kid rocket to the top of the social pecking order in any school since I was five years old.  Not the way she did.  Even the teachers and principal all seemed to worship the ground she walked on, it was insane. 
 
    One day she was even caught giving Todd, the captain of the football team, a handjob in Mr. Roydon’s math class.  She was sent to the principal’s office, her hand covered in semen, and came back smiling like she’d been given a car.  She wasn’t even suspended, let alone expelled, and she always got an ‘A’ on every assignment despite the fact that she never paid any attention. 
 
    It was safe to say I hated her, though we crossed paths so infrequently it didn’t really matter much.  By all rights Todd should have been mine, and I must admit I did occasionally badmouth her behind her back. 
 
    I guess some of that talk went around and reached her ear because one day she tracked me down in the library where I was having some informal tutoring from my genius friend Jenny.  When I saw her coming, I just knew she’d heard what I said.  If she wanted a fight, then she’d come to the right place.  Bring it on, bitch I thought. 
 
    “Can we talk?  Alone?” Beth glanced at Jenny. 
 
    “Er… I guess.  Do you mind, Jenny?” 
 
    “Sure, the library just got a new book about theoretical physics I wanted to look at, I’ll be over there if we have enough time left to do any more study before our next class.” 
 
    I waited for Jenny to be out of earshot, watching her head over to the shelves and begin running her finger along the spines as she searched for the book she wanted to read.  Honestly, theoretiwhatzit physics?  What kind of an eighteen year old girl could understand that stuff?  Well… Jenny I supposed.  She could understand anything she put her mind to, she was that smart.  I folded my arms, leaned back in my chair and fixed a cold stare on Laurel. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    The infuriatingly pretty blonde sat down opposite me like we were having a business meeting and paused for a moment as if everything she’d planned on saying suddenly didn’t sound like such a good idea.  I began tapping my foot on the ground silently under the table until she finally leaned in conspiratorially, and began speaking in a low tone. 
 
    “I understand,” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I understand your problem with me.” 
 
    “What makes you think I’ve got a problem with you?” 
 
    “Let’s not play games.  This is high school, word gets around, I know what you’ve been saying.  And I understand, I really do.” 
 
    “Go on then, tell me what exactly it is you ‘understand’,” I raised two fingers on each hand up into scare-quotes before folding my arms again. 
 
    “I was just like you at my old school, except not as pretty.” 
 
    I opened my mouth with a scathing comment about her ass on the tip of my tongue but shut it with an audible click as I processed what she’d just told me.  Them’s sure weren’t fightin’ words, not the kind of words I thought she was going to say. 
 
    “Nobody noticed me,” she continued, “nobody that I wanted to notice me anyway.  Every day was as monotonous as the last, I felt like I was invisible, unlovable.” 
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “Because I think we got off on the wrong foot.  You think I’m some blonde bimbo that everybody has always put on a pedestal, but that’s not true at all.  For the first time in my life I feel special, and I can’t deny I’m… uh… milking it for all I can.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but snort out a little giggle at the thinly veiled nod towards her cum soaked hand in math class.  Still, she was acting suspiciously, this was high school after all.  Nobody hears that somebody has talked smack about them and then comes bearing a peace pipe.  At school, if you don’t come out all-guns-blazing, then you’re likely to get shot yourself. 
 
    “That’s cool and all, but I still don’t understand why you’re telling me.” 
 
    “Because you remind me of me, I told you I was just like you at my old school.  My final year there was crap… it was nothing like this.  This is your final year, there’s not much time left, you’re the head cheerleader for God’s sake, you’re so beautiful and you deserve all the action you want.  If I help you, it’ll feel like I’m helping myself in a roundabout kind of way.” 
 
    “Not that it’s any of your business, but how do you know I’m not already getting all the action I want?  And what do you mean about helping me?” 
 
    “Stella, word gets around.  Your friends in the cheerleading squad know, they talk, everybody knows.” 
 
    I blushed at the thought of my personal shortcomings being common knowledge and looked down into my lap, where I was now wringing my hands anxiously.  Looking back up to Laurel I expected to see a certain amount of triumph on her face at having broken through my wafer thin facade, but I saw only friendly concern. 
 
    “What do you mean you can help me?” 
 
    “Well… what if I told you there was a way you could,” Laurel looked all around to make sure nobody was close enough to hear us before continuing, “get fucked by the vast majority of the football team all at once?” 
 
    My jaw dropped, my instinct was to feign indignity at such a scandalous statement, but it seemed like Laurel had already seen all my cards and a bluff wouldn’t work very well.  I might still have faked it if the thought of all those athletic bodies and hard cocks didn’t stop me.  I’d tried everything I could think of to get just one of them to pop my cherry, if Laurel had a plan to get a heap of them into bed with me then I was all ears. 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Todd tells me that their coach, your Step-Dad, has got them all on a pretty short leash.  He’s told them that if they so much as touch you they’re off the squad.  They’ve got such a good team this year that most of them have high hopes about getting noticed and picking up scholarships, so football is kinda important.” 
 
    “And how do we get around that?” 
 
    “It’s the rumours they’re worried about.  They’d love nothing more than to have their dicks inside you, Stella, believe me.  Todd told me that too.  So I’ve got a way to… uh… appease their minds about that.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “You won’t talk about how the football team fucked you if you don’t remember that they fucked you.” 
 
    “But… I want to remember!  That would kind of defeat the purpose of having been…” I looked around, “fucked by them, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes it would.  But we just need to make them think that you won’t remember.” 
 
    “Well… I think you’ve lost me.  I don’t understand what you’re talking about now.” 
 
    “My Step-Dad is a pharmacist.  He’s got this ‘sweetener’ that goes great with hot chocolate.  A full dose will have you knocked out all night.  If the football team happened across you like that, there’d be no reigning in their hard cocks, they’d do everything to you that they’d always wanted to do but couldn’t because the word would get around.” 
 
    “Even,” I blushed even harder, “up the ass?” 
 
    Laurel smiled and nodded, “You’re a backdoor fan, eh?  Oh yes, with so many of them there’s bound to be at least a few who’ll want to jump the queue and take that sweet ass.” 
 
    “I’ve never done it before… just always… you know, wanted… hey.  Wait a minute.  If I’m knocked out, I won’t remember.” 
 
    “Ah, but a half dose will just leave you partially under.  They won’t be able to tell the difference, but you’ll hear and feel everything.  They’ll treat you like a little fuck doll, just like you always wanted.” 
 
    It sounded too good to be true, the images of big cocks driving into my virgin ass and filling me up with cum jostled to the forefront of my mind and I daydreamed for a few happy seconds before reluctantly coming back down to earth.  I wanted to believe her and lose my virginity this very weekend, but when something sounds too good to be true it usually is. 
 
    “Why should I trust you, Laurel, you just seem… uh… too nice about the shit I talked about you.” 
 
    “I told you, I understand.  However… I’ll tell you a little secret about me.  A big one actually.  Then you’ve got, I dunno, some leverage or something.” 
 
    “Oh… uh… OK.” 
 
    “I’m pregnant,” she whispered. 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Shhhhh!  I’m pregnant.” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Way.” 
 
    “Is it… Todd’s?” 
 
    “Nope, it’s Michael’s.” 
 
    “Who?  Michael Browning?” 
 
    “No, Michael my Step-Dad.” 
 
    “Holy fucking shit.” 
 
    “Told you it was a big one.  And… I got knocked up in a gangbang before I started school, with Mr. Roydon, Mr. Coburn and Todd as well as Michael.” 
 
    “Holy fucking shit… you’re depraved!  I can’t believe I’m going to say this but… I’m in!  I can’t take this waiting anymore.  What do I have to do?” 
 
    “Next cheer and football practise is on Thursday, right?  I’ll give you a refreshing thermos of hot chocolate for afterwards, you just go to the guys changing room, drink it and get comfortable, they’ll take care of the rest.” 
 
    “Even… Todd?” 
 
    “Of course, he’s more desperate than anybody to get into your pants, and I’m not selfish.” 
 
    “Oh my God… I can’t believe this.  Um… Laurel?” 
 
    “Hmmm?” 
 
    “I’m sorry about what I said, and thank you.” 
 
    “That’s OK, Stella, and you can thank me on Friday.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Our cheer coach had scheduled a lot of our practice sessions to coincide with the football team’s own sessions.  The rationale behind it was to add one more element of the live game to their training.  If they couldn’t concentrate during practice with a couple dozen scantily clad and fertile teen girls yelling about how incredible they were, how would they manage it on game day? 
 
    I picked up my sports bag from where I’d left it on the ground with all the other cheerleaders’ things and made my excuses for not going back to the changing rooms with them, instead heading towards the other side of the field where the car park, and the football team’s changing rooms, were.  I said I had to get back home asap because we were having dinner with relatives that night and nobody questioned me.  I’d be happy to share the details with a few close friends after the event, but not the entire squad. 
 
    Even though I knew the entire football team was out on the field, it was still intimidating entering their locker room, so much so that I even knocked and called out timidly.  No answer.   I stepped inside and put my bag down on a bench, retrieving the thermos of hot chocolate.  After an intense workout what I most wanted was a cold drink of water, but the warm drink was actually really good.  As soon as I drank it I began to feel my muscles relaxing, a cramp that had been threatening for the last ten minutes of practice faded away and left me with a warm buzz all over my body. 
 
    If previous training days were anything to go by, I had somewhere between twenty and thirty minutes to get ready before the guys came back to the changing rooms.  Since my talk with Laurel earlier in the week I’d gone to great lengths to prepare myself for my big day.  I’d been to the beautician to get a Brazilian wax, obviously.  The first time a boy was to see my pussy, the last thing I wanted was to cover it up. 
 
    I was as smooth as silk down there, and I’d loved the funny tingling sensation that had been driving me wild all through practice.  I’d missed a few landings, but it was worth it!  As Laurel had assured me that a few guys would be happy to indulge my fantasy of being taken up the ass, I’d also been to a clinic for…er… colonic hydrotherapy, shall we say. 
 
    I was a squeaky clean canvas ready to be made into a work of cum-art.  That is, I would be after my shower washed away the sweat of practice.  Then I’d get dressed into my pristine white panties and matching bra, along with the rest of the cute little outfit I’d chosen and by the time the football team walked in, I should be half passed out and ready to take advantage of their apparently uncontrollable lust. 
 
    The shower was wonderful, I almost didn’t want to get out.  That was one thing I had to say our school did well in addition to the hottest football team around, great water pressure.  The rest of it… meh. 
 
    Still, the show must go on and I reluctantly turned the taps off and made my way back to my bag, beginning to feel a little drowsy and off balance.    I only had my bra, panties and ass-hugging black pants on before I had to sit down due to feeling too woozy.  Wow… this stuff was hitting me hard all of a sudden. 
 
    I slowly collapsed to the side, my head resting on my own sports bag, taking deep breaths and hearing my heart booming in my ears.  I had to finish getting into my sexy outfit, I counted my breaths, working up the strength, and told myself I’d put in one last herculean effort and get the job done before passing out. 
 
    The next thing I knew, there were voices all around me, and a few whistles of appreciation.  I tried to open my eyes and found that I couldn’t.  Fighting down an instant of disorientation and panic, I concentrated on my situation and remembered what had happened, I had passed out in the football team’s locker room before I had all my outfit on and now I was a gift-wrapped fuck toy for them.  Hopefully. 
 
    “Holy shit, is that Stella Gardener?” A voice asked tentatively. 
 
    “Damn right,” said a voice I recognised as Todd’s, “I told you that I was working on a reward for how well we’ve been doing.  If we win the competition this year, there’ll be more where this came from.” 
 
    “What do you mean reward?  You know we can’t touch her, not with fuckin’ coach Daddy around.” 
 
    “Look at her, she’s taken a little something special, she won’t remember a thing.” 
 
    “Nah, she’s just asleep.” 
 
    “If she was just asleep, would I be able to do this?” asked Todd. 
 
    I felt the bench shudder with Todd’s weight as he sat down on it and a moment later I felt his hand sneak into the cup of my bra and give my breast a firm squeeze.  From all around the room I heard gasps and curse words as the captain of the football team groped the passed out head cheerleader in front of them all. 
 
    “John, Henry, go get the mats, there’s not enough room to fuck this little slut on the bench.” 
 
    “You sure about this, Todd?” 
 
    “You going to look a gift horse in the mouth?  Haven’t you been talking about how much you wanted to fuck her all year?  Go get them.” 
 
    At last!  It felt like things were the way they should be, Todd continued to massage my tit and I found out that the football players really did want to fuck me.  I heard the sound of some things being dragged across the ground before being flopped down next to the bench and then Todd’s hand left my breast and I felt his strong arms lifting me into the air, my head lolling back. 
 
    I was set down gently on some kind of padded surface on my back and somebody began kissing me, forcing his tongue inside and working his jaws until my mouth was wide open in the deepest kiss I could imagine.  Other hands had reached behind my back and were working at my bra while countless others were roaming all over my body. 
 
    My bra finally came undone with a spring and went loose around my chest.  Ever the team players, I felt a couple of the guys pulling the straps down my arms and heard a quiet cheer go up when my breasts came into view. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I always knew she’d have perfect little tits.” 
 
    Mouths descended on my hardening pink nipples, sucking them past lips to where tongues furiously flicked back and forth, as if they were in a race to see who could get to a thousand licks first.  Hands reached in from around the mouths of the tit suckers to grasp at whatever tit flesh they could find while I felt like my pink tips had been attached to a mild electric current. 
 
    I would have begun breathing more deeply but the person kissing me was unrelenting, as if he’d waited his whole life to lock lips with me.  Around my hips I felt the tiny vibrations of the zips on my pants being pulled down before the material was tugged down on one side, then the other, until it was loose enough to be yanked off completely, revealing my white panties. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is really happening,” said somebody between my legs as they hooked their fingers into the elastic of my underwear and began tugging them down.  As they pulled, they lifted my legs up off the ground and over their head.  When my panties slipped off my ankles, my legs slumped back down , the backs of my knees draped over their muscular shoulders. 
 
    His strong hands caressed from my knees to my ass as he began kissing his way up my inner thighs.  Behind him somebody took my feet in his hands and began rubbing them against his crotch, where I could feel a rock hard cock straining against the training uniform.  I didn’t have much time to concentrate on that, what with the vigorous kiss I was involved with and the general sound of studs undressing all around me.  All I could focus on was the football star between my legs who was perilously close to my pussy, deftly kissing all around my sensitive labia. 
 
    “She’s so fucking smooth… let’s see if the rumours are true.” 
 
    Lining his fingers up along each side of my slit, he pulled my pussy open and apparently scrutinised it for a moment before licking along its entire length with one slow motion and planting a kiss on my clit that would have made me squeal with delight if I had been able to move. 
 
    “What’s the verdict, Rob?” 
 
    “Hymen spotted, she’s perfect.  I’m going to lick this pussy until she cums all over my face.” 
 
    Yes! I screamed inside my mind. 
 
    Whoever it was wasted no time in making good on his promise, kissing and sucking at my pussy until my juices were flowing freely.  I wanted to buck my hips, push myself against him, but even if I had have been able to move I think all the hands caressing my body probably would have held me mostly still. 
 
    The person kissing me finally relinquished control of my mouth and stepped back.  I panted out a few breaths, the pleasure emanating from my pussy so intense that I couldn’t believe I wasn’t screaming in ecstasy.  I only had a few seconds for pure air though, as somebody turned my head to the side and I felt something strange pressing at my lips. 
 
    At first I had no idea what it was, but then I realised it had to be a cock.  Somebody’s cock was leaking a warm slippery fluid across my lips as it tried to gain entry!  I desperately tried to open my mouth, but couldn’t manage even that minor feat.  Thankfully I felt him hook his thumb over my bottom teeth and force my lips apart so he could put his hard rod in. 
 
    “Oh my God, Stella Gardener is sucking my cock!” Whoever it was said. 
 
    ‘Sucking his cock’ may have been a bit of an overstatement, much as I wanted to I couldn’t purse my lips, swirl my tongue or suck at all.  In reality, one of my classmates was fucking my seemingly unconscious face. 
 
    His masculine flavour filled my mouth, that slippery fluid mixing with my saliva and beginning to dribble out of the corner of my lips and along my cheek.  Somewhere in the pit of my stomach, a wonderful fuzzy ball of pleasure was growing, thanks mostly to the dedicated lapping my clit was getting, but aided by the tongues on my nipples and the countless hands on my naked body. 
 
    The pleasure was so great I barely noticed when the long hard dick in my mouth began squelching against the back of my throat.  I had no gag reflex anymore, apparently, I could just sit back and enjoy the sensation of taking a cock deeper into my throat than I ever thought I’d be able to. 
 
    Somebody took one hand, somebody took another and before I knew it I had my fingers wrapped around two thick throbbing cocks, the football players wrapping their own hands over mine to make me jerk them off.  After a lifetime of striving to be noticed, I couldn’t believe how much dick I had the attention of at that very moment. 
 
    My stomach muscles seemed to flutter with the effort of containing that ball of bliss and all the men pleasuring me continued their assaults on my most sensitive spots until the fluttery sensation spread all the way to my pussy and I let out a little whimper at the first orgasm ever given to me by a man, let alone twenty or however many had their hands on me at that point in time. 
 
    I sucked in a gulp of air around the cock in my mouth and began to let out another moan, which seemed to relax my throat muscles somewhat, as I felt my face-fucker drive his cock down my neck with a faint ‘popping’ sensation.  The girth of dick in my mouth was cutting off my air supply completely as his shaft kept on sliding across my tongue until I felt his heavy balls come to rest on my lips. 
 
    My lack of oxygen only seemed to intensify my orgasm, as I went red in the face from a combination of strain and bliss.  Finally he pulled his cock out and I gasped for air, hearing a squelching sound right in front of my face for a few seconds before a warm spurt of something hit me right on the bridge of my nose, followed by a second blast that hit me right on my hairline. 
 
    “Lookin’ good, Stella,” whoever it was said, backing off so somebody else could step in and shove their cock past my slippery lips. 
 
    From between my legs, I felt and heard the guy who had eaten my pussy so well sitting up and fumbling at his pants before shuffling up close and aiming his cock at my splayed pussy. 
 
    “You ready to get that cherry popped, Stella?” he asked. 
 
    Yes! I thought. 
 
    “No,” said Todd. 
 
    “Whaddya mean ‘no’?” 
 
    Yeah, whaddya mean no?  I could feel the warm tip of his cock just tantalising the entrance of my virgin slit, so near yet so far.  I couldn’t push myself down and impale my teen tunnel on it, it was absolute torture.  If the guy was as horny as I was, I had to applaud his restraint, or his loyalty to his captain, or whatever it was stopping him from blasting through my hymen and claiming my first fuck for himself. 
 
    “There’s one little rule guys,” said Todd, “no fucking her pussy.  We’re only allowed to fuck her ass, because she’s not on the pill, and her virginity is being saved for someone else anyway.” 
 
    “Ah shit.  Oh well, I bet she’s never been fucked in the ass before either, flip her over.” 
 
    Countless strong hands working in unision flipped my petite body over effortlessly, and I felt something, my bag and some clothes perhaps, thrust under my hips, raising my ass into the air and presenting my virgin asshole to anybody who wanted it.  The football team adjusted to my new position, soon filling my hands and mouth with cock once more as the guy who had given me my orgasm spread my ass cheeks with one hand and squirted some freezing cold liquid in. 
 
    I gasped, inhaling nothing but man-meat as the guy with his shaft in my mouth grasped my head by my ponytail and vigorously jerked my head up and down, the head of his cock too disappearing into my throat each time.  I was so proud of myself, deepthroating like a champ.  I wondered if I’d still be able to do it after this little chemically enhanced session. 
 
    Proud or not, there was no distracting me from the thick cock pushing at the entrance of my ass.  He was going so slowly, fractions of an inch at a time, pushing against the instinctive clenching of my sphincter that was trying to keep my asshole a one way street. 
 
    It was an exercise in futility, everything was so slippery with the lubricant and the guy was so strong that my muscles eventually had to relax and when they did, the head of his cock slipped inside me, resting there for a moment as my muscles grew used to him.  After a few moments of jacking off two cocks, being face fucked by another, having fingers tweak my nipples and hands roam all over me, I felt him begin to push forward again. 
 
    I desperately wanted to grunt with the effort, I’d never felt so stretched out before in all my life.  Finally, after sinking what felt like thirty inches of massive thick cock into me, I felt his prickly balls come to rest on my unused pussy, a pussy that would apparently maintain its virginity after tonight if Todd was to be believed.  It was probably for the best, with all the preparations I’d done making my body as inviting as possible I had indeed forgotten all about birth control.  That was silly of me. 
 
    The man behind me gripped my hips tightly and made sure his cock was as deep in my ass as he could possibly go, before pulling back until the tight ring of my entrance was hugging the bumpy ridge of his cock.  He pushed forward into my depths again much faster, his balls coming to rest on my pussy with a soft bump, before picking up the pace until the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the locker room, over the groaning and wet sounds of thick shafts in my hands and mouth. 
 
    My whole body was shaking with the rough fucking of my virgin asshole, a fire somewhere between pain and pleasure flaring up with every thrust.  I’d always wondered what it would be like to take a man in the back passage and now I knew, it burned confusingly! 
 
    The football star brutally fucking my face let out a grunt of release and laced his fingers behind my head, forcing his cock into my mouth all the way to the hilt as he deposited a huge load of cum directly into my stomach.  After he was done using me as his cum dumpster, he moved away so one of his team mates could get his own deepthroat blowjob from the head cheerleader. 
 
    After a few more minutes I felt a strange emptiness as the hard dick was pulled out of my ass, followed by the wet squelching sound that had earlier resulted in a load of cum over my face.  Suddenly more warm liquid splashed on the small of my back and began tricking up towards my head as a truly prodigious load of semen was unleashed on me. 
 
    One after another each of the football team took turns at each end, a couple of them relieving themselves with my hands, until the river of cum on my back met my hair and turned it into a gooey mess while I felt like I’d eaten so much sperm I probably wouldn’t have to take in any actual food for a couple of days. 
 
    The fire that all those hard cocks were stoking gradually turned from a mixture of pleasure and pain to a sensation that was assuredly pleasure, but I couldn’t quite seem to reach orgasm until some good Samaritan reached under and gave my clit a slippery rub with one finger. 
 
    Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop! I thought. 
 
    Thankfully, whoever it was didn’t and I soon felt my muscles clamping down on the thrusting cock in my back passage as my second orgasm overwhelmed me, the fire of ecstasy burned me up like I was a piece of paper, spreading to the very tips of my fingers as it’s all-consuming heat brought a flush to my glistening skin. 
 
    In the midst of my pleasure I felt yet another warm splash on my back as yet another eighteen year old football star covered me with his cum.  I wanted to smile, but wouldn’t have been able to even if I wasn’t paralysed due to the massive cock in my mouth. 
 
    As my pleasure faded, I felt myself drifting on a lingering wave of bliss, sounds had more echo than normal and the warm feeling I’d felt when I’d first drunk the hot chocolate seemed to be overwhelming all other sensations.  I wasn’t sure how much longer the football team fucked me, but I hoped at least a few of them had more than one turn. 
 
    Finally I realised that my body wasn’t shaking with hard-pounding cocks having their way with me and I forced myself to concentrate.  Around me all I could hear were the sounds of showers being taken, people getting dressed, and the occasional shutter snap of a cell phone taking a picture.  I was still on the floor bent over my bag and covered in cum. 
 
    I was so happy.  In just one short evening I’d caught up on a lifetime of sex and fucked my way through the entire football team.  It was like balance, order and justice had been restored to the universe.  I hoped they at least put me in a more comfortable position until I regained full consciousness, but other than that I was just fine and dandy. 
 
    “What do we do with her now?” Somebody  asked. 
 
    “Just leave it to me, you guys get home, do your homework, eat your vegetables and get plenty of rest, we’ve got a big game on Saturday,” said Todd. 
 
    “Yes, Mom.” 
 
    “Hey, you’re gonna pop her cherry aren’t ya, you sly dog?” 
 
    “No comment,” said Todd. 
 
    That perked my ears up.  I wondered if Todd had a condom stashed away and had planned on using it in private.  I almost swooned at the romance of it all, a private session with just the captain of the football team and the head cheerleader.  It would be the perfect end to the perfect day! 
 
    Gradually the sounds around me grew quieter as each of them finished cleaning up and getting dressed.  After a while I heard two muffled voices just outside the locker room door before it opened and somebody stepped inside, walking onto the mat and circling me to get a view from all angles. 
 
    Hope you like what you see, Todd!  I thought. 
 
    Todd moved behind me and knelt down.  Once again the sound of a zip coming down graced my ears as his other hand stroked my taut skin wherever it wasn’t caked in cum.  His hand fondled me for a while as I felt his cock rub on my thighs, hardening again while he explored me as if for the first time. 
 
    “I’ve waited so long for this,” said the man behind me, except… that wasn’t Todd’s voice. 
 
    Daddy! 
 
    The word sprang into my mind at the same moment my step-father, Nick, plunged his huge cock into my sopping wet pussy, bursting through my hymen and turning it into nothing but a memory.  I could barely process what was happening to me as the older man unleashed what felt like years of pent-up sexual frustration on my virgin slit, the word ‘gentle’ apparently temporarily removed from his vocabulary. 
 
    Although his cock felt big, it was nothing like having an entire football team up my ass.  By comparison, it felt like I was born and bred to take Daddy’s cock in my tight teen tunnel and it wasn’t long until I felt yet another orgasm welling up inside of me. 
 
    Even though I was right there on the floor getting fucked by Nick, I couldn’t quite believe it.  I had literally thrown myself at him and he had turned down my offer.  What had changed I didn’t know but I was glad it had because Nick was giving me the kind of sex I’d always dreamed of. 
 
    Over and over again his hips slapped against my ass as he bottomed out, I wanted to scream affirmatives, fondle his balls, writhe like a wanton slut but all I could do was take whatever he wanted to give me and be thankful for it.  Slowly but surely my orgasm washed over me, my third one in quick succession, and it was as gentle as the fucking was hard, slowly filling me up until it felt like my eyeballs were floating in a sea of bliss. 
 
    My pussy muscles convulsed over the furiously thrusting shaft of my step father’s cock and I heard him grunt in response to the increased tightness and slam his cock as deep as it could go, I swore it must almost be touching my cervix. 
 
    Then it was time for another surprise.  I had thought his cock didn’t feel the slightest bit rubbery and when his cum did blast my cervix I knew that I’d been fucked bareback right in my fertile little pussy.  Each spurt carried with it the promise, the almost certainty, of another teen pregnancy for the government’s statistics department.  I couldn’t see how so much cum could not result in a baby. 
 
    Oh my God I’m going to get pregnant! 
 
    I wanted to be outraged… but found I couldn’t muster up the anger.  I realised I wanted all that cum inside me.  Who wanted to waste the creamy goodness in a piece of rubber?  Not me.  If I got pregnant then so be it, what would be would be. 
 
    Nick’s thrusts slowed down until he finally stopped, his hard cock not diminished in the slightest and still buried to the hilt inside me.  I never wanted him to pull out, I thought about how much I’d wanted to feel him fucking me and now I finally had. 
 
    At some point my thoughts turned to day dreams, and the day dreams turned to actual dreams as I drifted off.  When I came to I was cleaned, dressed and laying on the mats beside my sports bag.  I sat up, stiff and sore, fished out my keys and headed out to my car, feeling happy enough to kiss Laurel the next day at school. 
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    I wouldn’t have wanted to sound ungrateful, but if I heard another teacher, student or parent compliment me about how smart I was, I thought I would scream.  As if I didn’t work hard for my grades.  Five years of straight A’s didn’t happen by luck alone, you know. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I always loved learning and I was downright happy with my nose buried in a book.  Newton, Kepler, Einstein, I’d been reading them all since my tweens and I knew I’d have a career somewhere in physics.  That was all fine. 
 
    However… my understanding of our universe came at a price.  All my years spending every available moment in the library or studying had meant that now I was only a few weeks away from graduating and I’d never been touched by a man. 
 
    It was nice when people said I could do anything I put my mind to.  It was nice when people said I was very gifted.  It was nice when people said I’d go places.  Just once though, I wished some guys would say they thought I’d look good with their cum on my face or that they bet I had a tight pussy. 
 
    Einstein taught us that everybody carries their own time with them and mine seemed to have really flown by.  I could still remember the day my best friend Stella and I had stood at the noticeboard and signed ourselves up for very different futures.  She’d been trialling for the cheerleaders, and I’d been going for the school mathlympics team. 
 
    Even though we made an odd pair, it still felt strange that we were going to be heading our separate ways after living so close for so long.  The head cheerleader and the geek girl, a pair that wouldn’t have been friends in most schools, but we had stuck together. 
 
    Just lately, as we prepared for our final exams, I’d been helping Stella with her studies.  As usual my aptitude for academic achievement was being somewhat more useful than her ability to spread her legs really far apart. 
 
    I never would have said something so derogatory about my friend’s chosen sport to her face, but the truth was I was deeply jealous of all the attention the cheerleaders got from the boys in our school.  I was even jealous of Stella until late the previous week. 
 
    Stella and I never really talked about boys for some reason.  I never brought it up because I didn’t have anything to talk about and I assumed Stella never brought it up because she was practically drowning in dicks and didn’t want to make me feel bad.  Then on Friday morning Stella came to school and kissed the new girl, Laurel, full on the lips, practically weeping with happiness. 
 
    If she had done that in the 1950s it would have been one hell of a scandal, maybe the exorcists would have been called in too, but in our school there was just a moment of silence followed by enthusiastic cheering and the shutter-snap of cellphone cameras going off before people got on with their day. 
 
    When I asked her about it during lunch she’d told me the most incredible story about how she lost her virginity the previous night.  Lost her anal virginity too.  To who?  Well, most of the football team took her up the ass, and her step-father, the football coach had been the only one to put his dick into her pussy. 
 
    To lose your virginity in a massive gangbang is one thing, but when she told me she’d taken a drug to make it seem like she was passed out, well, that was a whole other level of depravity.  I’d listened with my jaw getting closer and closer to the floor. 
 
    All these years my jealousy of Stella had been misplaced but now I actually had a reason for it.  Normally when presented with a problem I see the solution almost instantly, but this was a tough one, a problem far outside any of my areas of expertise.  A social problem.  A sexual problem. 
 
    I hardly even knew how to frame my question and I hated to think of the shade of red my face must have been when I asked Stella if she could help me do something similar before school ended.  Stella was great about it though, a real friend. 
 
    She said not to worry about it, she’d get it all organised with Laurel, it was Laurel’s step-father who was making this miracle drug.  All I had to do was tell Stella who I wanted, figure out where to do it and drink some hot chocolate. 
 
    The only place I could think of was the school library.  It had plenty of space and my step-dad, Paul, was the head librarian.  I’d often asked him for the keys to the library so I could go there after hours and do some extra study or look through a brand new book that had just been delivered, so it wouldn’t raise any suspicions. 
 
    By the time the following Friday rolled around, I was finding it difficult to concentrate on anything else besides sex.  Stella had given me the name of her beautician, and had sent me in for a full makeover and Brazilian on Thursday after school.  The tingly-sensitive feeling between my legs every time I moved was a massive distraction, but a welcome one. 
 
    All day people kept on complimenting me on my looks, I was practically glowing with pride after a few hours.  I kept on wondering if they could somehow tell what I was feeling as my clean-shaven pussy sent random sparks of pleasure into my body while I walked around.  It was enough to make a girl blush. 
 
    Even Leon, one of the stars of the football team and one of the guys I had mentioned to Stella, said hi and paid me a compliment.  Had he been spoken to yet?  I had no idea.  I gave him an ear-to-ear smile and a wave, then bounced up and down on the spot with excitement when he disappeared around the corner. 
 
    The end of the day couldn’t come quick enough as far as I was concerned.  I stayed in the library as Paul finished sorting everything out for closing time.  I had lots of books spread out on the table in front of me, but I had only been glossing over them, my mind was definitely elsewhere. 
 
    “Time to go, pumpkin, you need a lift?” Paul asked. 
 
    “No, I’ve got a lot to get through.  Um… could I have the keys to lock up after myself?” 
 
    Paul gave me a strange look, I really couldn’t read it.  First his eyes widened, then he licked his lips and shook his head.  For a heart-stopping moment I thought he was going to say no, but then he casually dropped the keys on to the open book closest to me and told me to have a good time. 
 
    I watched him leave with a raised eyebrow.  He was a good man, since he married my mom he’d been nothing but a good influence in both of our lives.  My mom had started as a secretary but with his support and encouragement had worked her way up the corporate ladder.  He’d also been almost solely responsible for instilling my love of books into me. 
 
    I actually adored him in a not-quite-appropriate way.  Sometimes at night when they thought I was asleep, him and my mom would have noisy sex and I wasn’t as diligent as I could have been about closing my door or wearing ear-plugs so I couldn’t hear.  It sounded like my mom was having a real good time.  I just wished he was as interested in me as Stella’s step-dad obviously was in her. 
 
    Still, that was a wish for another day perhaps.  For now I had to ignore the library’s strict no-food-or-drink policy and pulled my thermos of hot chocolate out of my bag.  I loved hot chocolate anyway, but whatever the secret ingredient for this one was made it even better. 
 
    As soon as I drank it I felt the warmth of the liquid spreading out to the very tips of my limbs.  The ends of my fingers and toes began tingling like my pussy had been all day, making even tidying up my study materials a pleasurable experience. 
 
    By the time I was finished doing that I was having trouble staying on my feet, so I sat down at the table again and rested my head on my arms.  I’d wanted to put myself in a ‘seductive’ position, but when I heard voices around me, I realised I’d been slumbering peacefully at the table for an unknown amount of time.  
 
    “I can’t believe I’m finally going to get my dick in her,” said a voice I recognised as Leon. 
 
    “Been keen on her for a while or something?” 
 
    The second voice was Todd, and though I would never do it out loud, I was squealing like the schoolgirl I was on the inside.  The captain of the football team was here!  Here for me! 
 
    “Fuck yeah, ever since we partnered up that time in Mrs. Sergeant’s chemistry class.  I was rock hard the whole time, had a great angle down her shirt every time she bent over to look at the test tubes.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you ask her out?” 
 
    “Ah well… she’s so smart and everything, didn’t think she’d be interested in me.  Plus she never goes to parties or anything, so never got the chance to talk to her with a bit of Dutch courage.” 
 
    Oh my God… Leon was so sweet.  I almost cried thinking about all the time we’d wasted, to think we maybe could have been a couple for the past year and a half was a bit gut wrenching. 
 
    I want you so fucking bad!  I thought. 
 
    Strong arms carefully lifted me into the air and set me down directly on top of the table I had been snoozing at, my legs draped over the edge.  Then, for the first time since a game of spin-the-bottle at Stella’s house many years back, I felt lips pressed against mine in a tender kiss.  I wished I could kiss back, but I was completely unable to move, my body frozen by whatever had been added to that hot chocolate. 
 
    I was actually surprised by how soft the kiss was.  I’d been expecting one of the boys to be giving me an absolute mauling with his lips but whichever one of them was kissing me was taking his time, slowly working my lips apart until the kiss was deep, but still so very gentle. 
 
    There was no hint of stubble either, Leon always liked to keep a pretty constant 5 o’clock shadow going, so I guessed it must have been Todd kissing me.  I tried to imagine what it looked like, the captain of the football team kissing the passed out geek girl full on the lips and felt butterflies fluttering in my stomach. 
 
    “Fuck that’s hot,” said Leon. 
 
    Something struck me as ‘not quite right’ with the situation.  Todd was giving me the most romantic kiss I’d ever had in my whole life and every breath I took was through my nose out of necessity, but his aftershave smelled familiar somehow.  It didn’t smell... masculine at all. 
 
    Suddenly I felt the soft bump of a ponytail hit my neck and the kiss broke off.  Whoever was kissing me, it couldn’t be Todd, began slowly planting small kisses along my cheek, leading towards my ear. 
 
    “I know you can hear me, Jenny.  You’re my best friend and I’m going to make sure you cum so fucking hard.  These boys are going to leave you in one hell of a mess, but don’t worry, I’ll clean you up and have you looking as good as new in no time.” 
 
    Stella!  Oh my God!  Stella was here too!  My mind was reeling, she’d never given any indication that she was interested in me.  Nor had she hinted that she was interested in girls at all, aside from that one huge kiss with Laurel the previous week.  No wonder the kiss was so different than I had expected! 
 
    “I’m gonna get her ready for you, boys.  Why don’t you have some fun with those sweet lips of hers while you wait?” 
 
    Stella walked around to the other side of the table and I heard a chair being pulled up at the same time as I felt her sit down where my legs hung over the side.  She slowly slid her hands up my outer thighs until they disappeared under my skirt, reaching for the frilly waistband of my polka-dot panties. 
 
    At the same time Stella was seeking out my underwear, I heard the tantalising sounds of the hottest guys in school undressing.  The clink of belt buckles, the unmistakeable sounds of zips, they were getting naked so they could take their pleasure from me.  Me! 
 
    Somebody’s hand tugged my shirt out of my skirt and slid upwards over my tummy, heading slowly towards my breasts as somebody else bent down to kiss me.  This time the kiss was exactly what I expected, urgent, powerful, masculine.  A kiss that said ‘I’m going to fuck you hard and leave you panting for air’ and I couldn’t wait for the kisser to make good on that unspoken promise. 
 
    “I knew she was hiding a hot body under there,” said Leon, evidently the one who was running his fingers over my navel.  “She’s in better shape than most of the cheerleaders.” 
 
    “Hey!” said Stella, who had just begun to tug at each side of my panties. 
 
    “It’s true, Stella, why didn’t you drag her out on the weekends with you?  Any guy would be lucky to fuck her.” 
 
    “She’s always so busy…” 
 
    As my panties slid past my knees, I suddenly felt my shirt ripped apart, exposing my matching polka-dot bra.  I couldn’t help but wonder what my step-dad would make of all the buttons on the floor when he came back on Monday.  I also thought I was going to look like one hell of a slut when I finally ‘woke up’ and had to walk home with my shirt completely undone! 
 
    The two guys managed to lift my upper body up so they could get my shirt and bra off before laying me back down on the table.  It was a moment of truth for me, I’d never been naked in front of a member of the opposite sex before, what would they say or do? 
 
    My pink nipples stood out almost painfully hard on the soft mounds of my breasts, I was so very turned on by what I hoped was about to happen, desperate for their touch.  Stella had managed to free me of my panties by this time and was slowly kissing her way up my inner thighs, making me start to breathe harder and fuelling my lust even more. 
 
    “Look.  At.  How.  Fucking.  Hot.  She.  Is,” Leon said. 
 
    “No arguments here man, your geek girl is God damned spectacular,” said Todd. 
 
    Leon pressed his lips to mine and finally I felt that wonderfully prickly stubble as he worked the kiss deeper and deeper until he was caressing my tongue with his own.  Even though I felt like I had waited my whole life for that kiss, all my attention was suddenly drawn between my legs, where Stella had finally traversed the length of my thighs and arrived at my pussy. 
 
    I could feel her gentle breaths directly on my sex as she stroked my thighs with the very tips of her fingers.  If I had have been able to move, I would have squirmed away from the tickling, but I was maddeningly unable to even flinch and Stella was absolutely torturing me with how close her lips must have been to my pussy. 
 
    At last she ended my suffering and I let out a massive internal sigh as a tongue licked my pink outer lips for the first time.  Stella’s tongue was hot and wet, it stroked slowly up one side and then down the other, making my petals moist with her saliva. 
 
    My heart rate climbed another dozen beats per minute just from that before Stella pulled my labia apart with her fingers and snaked her tongue into my virgin tunnel.  As she did this, I felt Todd gently suck one of my nipples into his mouth, gently tugging at it with his lips and flicking it with his tongue.  Leon continued to kiss me and groped my other breast with his hand. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it, I was the centre of attention.  I felt like I was the centre of the universe, not that there is a centre of the universe according to modern physics of course.  Either way, I’d never felt so special, so sexy and wanted, I could feel the first stirrings of my orgasm already in response to this incredible situation. 
 
    Stella was amazing, she seemed to know exactly what I needed to get my juices really flowing, her skilled tongue making sure every single part of my pussy felt like it was an utter treat to lick.  I thought I couldn’t possibly feel any better but when my best friend’s tongue touched my clit, I saw how foolish that notion was. 
 
    Her tongue was well-coated in my slippery juices and felt so wonderful on my most sensitive little bud.  She started slow but soon had her lips locked around it, sucking it into her mouth where her tongue was absolutely relentless. 
 
    I felt a warm flush rising, adding to the warmth from the hot chocolate, building up in my belly with every rapid stroke on my clit.  My breathing became even more irregular than it had been, my pleasure proving to be just as much of a hindrance to consistent breaths as the deep kiss Leon was enjoying with me. 
 
    I had the captain of the football team sucking my nipple, my secret crush groping my other tit and kissing me, and my best friend forever furiously licking my clit, I was on the brink of some abyss so deep, so big, it was almost scary.  I was almost afraid to let myself cum, but when Stella slipped a finger inside my pussy as far as my hymen, that choice was taken from me and I was shoved over that edge into utter ecstasy. 
 
    My pussy muscles squeezed and released on Stella’s finger, and such was the intensity of my climax that my body even forced out a few quiet squeaks of pleasure in the midst of Leon’s kisses.  I couldn’t see anything and the sheer bliss made me feel like I was floating in space with my most sensitive parts being stimulated to the full extent of my ability to bear it. 
 
    “You boys are in for a treat, Stella’s pussy is primed and ready to go.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I’m gonna pop that…” began Leon. 
 
    “Not so fast.” 
 
    Holy fucking shit… that’s Daddy!  I thought.  Paul had obviously come back to do some random library task or to check up on me and had caught my three classmates supposedly taking advantage of my unconscious body.  This couldn’t possibly end well… 
 
    “If there’s any cherry popping going on, it’s gonna be me doing it,” finished Paul. 
 
    If I had have been fully conscious and standing on my feet, you could have knocked me over with an unrolled condom.  Like I said, my feelings for him were not-quite-appropriate, but I’d never even dreamed he might feel any kind of sexual attraction to me. 
 
    Stella stood up and, over the sounds of Todd’s continued and completely unconcerned slurping on my nipple, I heard my best friend making out with my step-dad.  She sure had changed a lot since last week! 
 
    “There you go, Paul, now you’ve had your first taste of Jen’s pussy, how about you fuck her as hard as you can?” 
 
    “You don’t need to ask me twice,” said Paul. 
 
    I felt Leon’s strong hands under my armpits as he adjusted my position on the table slightly until my head was hanging off the edge backwards, my hair dangling down towards the ground.  I wondered what he was doing, but I didn’t have to wonder for long as I soon felt the tip of his cock circling my wide open mouth. 
 
    He was leaving a trail of pre-cum all over my lips and I desperately wanted to lick it up, to taste his flavour, but I was still unable to even flutter an eyelash, much less exercise any oral dexterity.  I heard Paul undressing as Todd finally ended his enthusiastic sucking of my nipple and took my hand, wrapping it around his hard cock. 
 
    Academically, I knew all about the male erection.  To have one of the most sought after cocks in the school right in the palm of my hand was an experience that didn’t even belong in the same universe as the book-smarts knowledge. 
 
    I knew it would probably feel ‘good’ it might be ‘exciting’ but I never expected it to wake up some kind of animal craving inside me.  One time I had run a marathon for charity and by the time I finished and saw that stand with cups of water, my body had wordlessly cried out ‘NEED’ and I’d lurched over to consume as many cups as I could.  Now my body did something similar as I felt the throb of Todd’s cock and realised I was poised to be penetrated at both ends. 
 
    As Leon began to push his hard dick into my mouth, I felt the tickle of Stella’s hair on my navel as she leaned over me from the side.  With both hands, she reached around under my knees, pulled my feet up on to the edge of the table and then pulled my pussy lips apart, spreading me for my Daddy. 
 
    “Best seat in the house,” she said. 
 
    “You’re sure she’s completely under?  She won’t know?” Paul asked. 
 
    “Guarantee it, Paul, she thinks it’s just these two, and what’s one more load of cum between friends?” 
 
    Thank you, Stella! 
 
    Todd had begun using my hand to jerk himself off and I didn’t think I could open my jaws any wider to take Leon’s cock if I had tried.  When I felt the tip of Paul’s hard shaft pressing against my virgin slit, I was having a total sensory overload brought on by so many dicks all at once. 
 
    When Paul started pushing in earnest, I was surprised at how easily he slid inside me.  I had no idea if I was just that wet, or if Stella had given him a quick blowjob or if somebody had the foresight to bring some lubricant.  Whatever the case, I was taking my step-dad’s big cock into my tight slit like a champ. 
 
    He barely had the head inside when I felt him hit the unbroken barrier of my virginity and pause, seeming to savour the moment as if I was a fine wine.  Then, with my best friend’s breath gently blowing on my entrance, a cute guy’s hard dick in my mouth and the captain of the football team using my hand to pleasure himself, I felt Paul grip my hips and force his entire length into me, balls-deep. 
 
    I sucked in a gasp of air around Leon’s cock, and he choose that exact moment to thrust forward as well, roughly jamming his length down my throat.  I almost felt like I was going to explode from having so much masculine presence inside my body, both of them held their shafts in as deep as possible for what seemed like an eternity, Leon’s balls resting on my upside-down nose, Paul’s resting on the crack of my ass. 
 
    Finally, when I thought I would run out of air, Leon pulled back until the head of his hard rod popped into my mouth again and I sucked in as much oxygen as I could around it, feeling the rush of blood to my head lessen somewhat as my body took in what it needed.  Paul began thrusting his cock in and out of my sex with power, taking no account of my complete inexperience, just using me for his own base needs. 
 
    My step-father’s thrusts were so hard that I could feel my tits jiggling wildly with every slap of his balls on my ass.  There was some pain, to be sure, but Stella was gently stroking my clit, her fingers slippery with my juices, and that stimulation was easily overwhelming any discomfort I was experiencing. 
 
    Leon placed his hands gently on my neck and began forcing himself back down my throat, I could feel the extra pressure from his hands squeezing down on his cock and wondered if it was as intense for him as it was for me.  He soon built up into a nice rhythm, matching Paul’s thrusts most of the time but also stopping every now and then to pull back so I could breathe, like a true gentleman. 
 
    Stella’s fingers started flicking harder and faster on my clit, occasionally pressing downwards against Paul’s frantically pounding shaft so the hard veiny length rubbed on my little go-button.  Combined with the still-hard cock of the football captain on my hand and Leon’s balls repeatedly swinging against my nose, I couldn’t take much more. 
 
    My second orgasm hit me almost out of nowhere, building up to boiling point over the course of only a dozen or so thrusts at each end.  I moaned weakly directly on to Leon’s cock and he grunted in response, the vibrations seemingly pushing him over the edge too as he slammed his cock all the way down my neck and blasted my throat with a huge load of cum. 
 
    From the hazy heights of my climax I felt an absolute torrent of sperm being deposited directly into my stomach as Leon’s hips sporadically thrust his cock in and out in extremely shallow motions until he was entirely spent.  As he pulled out I felt like I’d swallowed a thick sword, there was just so much of it. 
 
    “Wow… thanks, Jenny.  Hey, look, she didn’t waste a single drop!” 
 
    “Aw, none for me?” said Stella. 
 
    “I’ve got something for you, slut,” said Todd, “get over there by her face and open wide.” 
 
    As my orgasm slowly faded, I felt Stella shift positions, kneeling by my head and supporting it as Todd continued to use my hand to jerk himself off, now aiming it directly at my face.  Stella’s open mouth was right next to mine, our lips practically touching, as she made a nice target for Todd to unleash his semen on. 
 
    We didn’t have long to wait as I felt Todd pause his furious motions for a moment and his cock twitched in my grip.  A warm jet of sperm erupted across my open mouth, some falling in, but most of it seeming to go to Stella. 
 
    I would have pouted if I could, this was my gangbang after all, but I needn’t have worried, Todd had enough cum for the both of us.  Each pause and twitch brought a new jet of cum until my face felt thoroughly coated in baby batter and I could only guess at what state Stella was in. 
 
    To my surprise, Stella immediately began licking all the cum off my face, cleaning me up just like she had said she would.  This seemed to send Paul into an absolute storm of lust, jack-hammering his cock into my still-quivering pussy like the end of the world was about to happen and he wanted to make sure he came before the apocalypse was upon us. 
 
    “That’s… so… fuckin’… hot,” he panted as Stella continued to give me a tongue bath. 
 
    When Stella kissed me again, and swirled her tongue around mine, I could taste all that cum she’d just cleared from my face, with a faint trace of my own flavour underneath from when she had eaten me out.  It was a heady mixture, I thought it might have been for the best that this awakening had only just happened, or my grades over the years may have been adversely affected as I chased all the cock I could get rather than studying. 
 
    However, regardless of how much Stella’s kiss affected me, it affected Paul even more, taking him exactly where he needed to go in order to fill up my little pussy with his semen.  With one thrust almost as strong as all the others combined he powered his cock as deep as possible, the bumpy ridge sliding over completely virgin territory until I felt the warm splash of his little swimmers directly on my cervix. 
 
    Paul emptied himself inside me and it felt so good I was only able to give a token thought about how I really should have been on some kind of birth control for something like this.  The warmth of what he had deposited seemed to spread up to my belly, until it merged with the general sensation of heat from the hot chocolate and became a part of me. 
 
    My step-father eventually pulled his still-hard shaft out of my pussy and I felt some of his seed spill out after it.  I wanted to do something so none of it was wasted, but still couldn’t move an inch.  After being fucked and cumming so hard I was absolutely exhausted, despite having been immobilised the entire time. 
 
    All around me I could hear the sounds of people getting dressed, but it was becoming difficult to concentrate, they were speaking to each other but I couldn’t really follow their conversation.  The last thing I heard before passing out again was Paul saying he’d better get going because he’d told my mom he was just going to the store for some milk. 
 
    When I woke up, I found that somebody had made a makeshift bed out of the cushions and beanbags formerly scattered around the library.  Leon was spooning me from behind, and Stella was hugging me from the front.  I was a happy little sandwich and I’d had the best night of my life. 
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 Description 
 
    Ever since her mom disappeared, Kylie has been living with tough local cop Arkadios Philokrates, a street smart police officer known as much for his kindness as his huge size. She's doing the best she can to live her life under the protective eye of her mother's former partner but, one fateful Halloween under the full moon, something changes inside her. For the first time ever she's desperately aroused, it's like she's in heat or something. 

Kylie goes to a house party and sets about doing her best to convince the host to give her a guided tour of his bed, she's just about to go upstairs with him when four werewolves gatecrash, having followed her scent. 

She is chased all the way home, where Arkadios is waiting. After an incredible lesson in the pecking order between werewolves and werebears, Kylie learns some improbable truths about herself. Then, as if Kylie didn't already know that Arkadios was known for his huge size... she learns all about his huge size as they both succumb to her raging hormones. 
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    Something was different.  I’d been feeling it since the middle of the afternoon, like something inside me had woken up, a part of me I thought I didn’t even have.  I’d never really been interested in sex, try as I might to find that lusty spark within myself.  I’d tried to force the issue, I’d gone on dates with the hottest guys at school, we’d parked up in lovers’ lane, but I’d always stopped them before any clothes came off.  It just hadn’t felt right. 
 
    I’d always blamed my troubled start in life.  I could barely remember my Dad, he’d left when I was very young, but what I did remember was noise, violence, damage and destruction.  I thought it had instilled a fear of men into me, a fear that had lingered. 
 
    Then, so I was told, my Mom met Arkadios, a local cop, and all of a sudden my Dad wasn’t in the picture anymore.  We moved in with Arkadios (an old greek name, he told me) and for the first time I saw what a real home was supposed to be like.  He or my Mom were always there whenever I was sad or scraped my knee, and for every other time that a little girl needs parents. 
 
    I still remember when I turned ten and I had the worst day of my life.  My Mom went missing, leaving behind nothing but a little bit of blood on the kitchen floor and what the police forensic team determined to be wolf hair.  Wolf hair?  In the middle of the city?  They thought it might be some kind of weird “calling card” of some new gang.  I didn’t really understand, I was only ten years old after all. 
 
    The weeks went on and on.  Although they never found a body it was presumed she was dead and, eventually, the case was closed due to a lack of leads.  I was only little, but I wasn’t dumb.  I thought I was going to be sent away to an orphanage or something like that, but Arkadios turned out to be the hero for the second time in my life.  He’d adopted me and I’d lived with him ever since. 
 
    I’d had such trouble after my Mom died that I ended up being held back at school so, despite the fact that I was in my final year, I’d actually turned eighteen earlier in the month.  I was hoping to go to college and work my ass off, hopefully graduate early and reclaim the year that I’d lost, but that was still a long way away. 
 
    Tonight was Halloween and there was a big house party going on just around the corner from where I lived at one of the school’s star football player’s place, a guy named Eddie.  I’d gone on a date with him before, and stopped him up on lovers’ lane just as his hand was sliding up my skirt on my inner thigh.  However, like I said, something was different today. 
 
    I’d woken up as usual and had breakfast with Arkadios, just like any standard Saturday.  He had an extra Saturday shift this week and he’d left with a somewhat cryptic warning about being careful because it was a full moon and Halloween, and that always made people a little crazy.  I’d given him the same absentminded affirmation I would have if he’d told me not to drive drunk, like of course I’d be careful, why wouldn’t I? 
 
    The party was just around the corner anyway and I hadn’t been planning on staying for long, just popping in to say hi to some of my friends.  Then a little after lunch things got… weird.  I was in my room watching an aerobics class on my computer, following along to the instructions and getting a good sweat on, when I noticed one of the guys in the background.  
 
    He was really hot, and as the virtual class went in, I found it more and more difficult to concentrate.  Every time the movements of the exercise caused my thighs to squeeze together I felt a strange, but exciting, tingle between my legs until I couldn’t keep up anymore.  I was panting and flushed, but the workout couldn’t explain all of it.  All I could think about was that guy and what he’d look like naked, how big and hard his cock might be. 
 
    The instant that thought ran through my mind, I was a depraved wreck.  I dived on to my bed and thrust my hand down my pants, feeling my virgin slit absolutely sopping wet.  I’d never masturbated before, but I managed to fumble my way to an incredible orgasm by a combination of rubbing my clit and straddling my pillow, humping it like I was riding cowgirl.  My pillowcase was a slick and sopping mess after I had my first ever climax. 
 
    I rolled over and caught my breath, feeling my thoughts come somewhat more under control, but only a little bit.  Bringing myself off was nice, I thought, but how much better would a real cock be?  The video clip on my computer had long since finished, but I had no idea where that guy was anyway. 
 
    I started thinking about all the guys that would be at the party tonight, how many of them had already tried to get into my pants?  Dozens?  Maybe.  A scene flashed through my mind of myself in some random bedroom of the house with hard dicks everywhere, my pussy, my mouth, my ass, each hand, jerking off all around me, on me.  All their cum, for me. 
 
    Never in my life had I thought like this, it was like I was hardly in control anymore.  I looked at the conservative nun costume I’d been considering wearing and knew I needed something a bit more… representative of my strange new mindset.  Although none of the boys had ever forced the issue with me when I’d halted their sexual advances, my failed expeditions to find my sexual side had fostered a certain amount of ill will amongst the male members of my school. 
 
    I was known as a tease, and it had been a while since anybody had asked me out on a date.  Tonight I needed to catch their attention again and, if I was still as unbelievably horny then as I was now, there’d be no way I would stop them from going all the way. 
 
    It was too late to go back to the costume store and find something else, I had to make do with whatever I could find in my wardrobe.  Sadly, I didn’t have much that wouldn’t have required major reworking on a sewing machine.  We didn’t have a sewing machine, and if we had then I wouldn’t have known how to use it anyway. 
 
    By the time I set off for the party I’d selected my shortest skirt, a form-fitting top that really accentuated my biggish breasts, and some sexy bunny ears.  It would never win any “best costume” prize, but it would have to do.  I’d already masturbated again before I left, unable to hold myself back.  I’d changed my panties, but as I walked down the street with a long coat concealing my slutty outfit I could feel the new pair getting slick with my juices already. 
 
    It was crazy, I’d never been so preoccupied with cock in all my days but the thoughts of them rushed through my mind.  Big ones, small ones, fat ones, long ones, all thrusting and pumping into me, balls slapping against my skin, delivering a creamy load…mmmm!  Yes, I needed it.  If I could have stopped thinking about sex for five seconds I probably would have questioned what was going on… but that was a big ‘if’. 
 
    The party was still in the early stages when I arrived, not many of the guys I’d been fantasising about had shown up yet.  I felt the corners of my mouth lift in a discreet smile when I took my coat off to hang it up and caught the appreciative glances of some of the guys who had arrived out of the corners of my eyes.  I was going to go see if I could find the host of the party and get him to give me a guided tour of his bed when I was waylaid by a bunch of my friends and drawn into a big “group hug” conversation trying to console one of them who had just broken up with her boyfriend. 
 
    It took hours before I was finally getting good and close to Eddie, apprehensive as he was about me having ‘shot him down’ in the past.  However, the combination of persistence and the revealing clothing had broken down his defences.  We were just about to head upstairs when Tyrell, one of Eddie’s football team mates and the biggest guy in the whole school came flying through the open front door backwards, crashing into the wall and leaving a dent before slumping to the ground half-dazed. 
 
    Following behind him came a group of four men, all older than the rest of us, dressed rough and looking mean.  I guessed Tyrell had tried to stop the party-crashers but taken a beating in the process.  All of them were only normal size, even if there were four of them I couldn’t believe how they’d got the best of him without so much as a scratch. 
 
    “Turn that fuckin’ music down, I can’t hear myself think,” said one of them, a greasy looking guy with spiky hair and a dark shadow of stubble. 
 
    One of his friends went over to the stereo and gave it a massive stomp, sending plastic flying as everybody looked on shocked.  Gasps and a few screams could be heard when the music abruptly cut off. 
 
    “Where’s the fuckmeat?  The first one asked to everybody and nobody, nostrils flaring as if tasting the air.  “Where is she?” 
 
    He scanned the shocked faces, everybody pressed up against the walls as far away from the uninvited guests as possible yet unable to tear themselves away from watching the trainwreck.  Girls huddled up against their boyfriends if they had one and tried to hide behind them.  The four men, I assumed they were part of some kind of gang, moved around the room, looking at everybody as if daring them to make a move, almost seeming to inhale the scent of every girl there as if they could smell the fear and were getting off on it. 
 
    One of them walked in front of Eddie and I and breathed in deeply, letting it out with the slightest hint of a smile, his teeth looking just a little bit too pointy and sharp.  From deep in his throat came a low rumble, almost a growl as he looked me up and down. 
 
    “Hey Carlos, it’s this slut here,” he said. 
 
    Something about me being called a slut must have spurred Eddie into action, because he spoke up for the first time since the party came to a crashing halt as the guy called Carlos stalked over to us. 
 
    “You fuckers better get the hell out of here, I’m callin’ the cops but they probably aren’t going to get here in time to keep you assholes out of the hospital.” 
 
    A few of Eddie’s friends from the football team edged forward, their confidence partially bolstered by having a leader of sorts to rally behind.  The four guys looked utterly unconcerned by how outnumbered they were, the one who had called me a slut even looked eager. 
 
    “You wanna die today, bitch?” Carlos asked Eddie 
 
    “How fucked in the head are you?” Eddie asked.  “You see how many people…” 
 
    Eddie’s words were cut off as he snapped his mouth shut.  I could have sworn Carlos’ eyes glowed faintly red as he too made that strange low growling sound and walked right up to Eddie, grabbing him by the shirt and lifting him off the ground as if he was completely weightless. 
 
    “I said, you wanna die today, bitch?” 
 
    At that moment some kind of crowd surface-tension broke and it was chaos.  People screaming and running for their lives in all directions.  One of Eddie’s friends, Clark, came out of nowhere and tackled Carlos, barely managing to move him at all.  Carlos threw Eddie backwards before giving Clark a shove that sent him sliding across the floor and that’s the last thing I saw as I made a run for it myself, practically flying out the door as my classmates disbursed in all directions across Eddie’s front lawn. 
 
    “Holyshitholyshitholyshit,” I panted as I ran down the street. 
 
    The full moon was bright enough to cast a strong shadow on the sidewalk in front of me, and crazy shadows on the trees, bushes and houses on either side as they blurred past.  I thought I must have been losing my mind, every shadow seemed to be moving, following me and I kept hearing the strangest noises.  Howling, panting, laughing, something like that weird growling Carlos’ little gang had been doing. 
 
    Words couldn’t express the relief I felt when I spotted my house and saw that the lights were on, Arkadios must have been home from his shift.  He’d have his gun, he’d be able to get the cops there as quickly as anybody.  I’d be safe. 
 
    I was already fumbling my keys out as I pounded up the front steps, but the door opened ahead of me and I saw Arkadios’ huge frame blocking most of the light for a moment before he stepped out of the way and let me rush past. 
 
    “Close the door!” 
 
    Arkadios paused for just a moment, looking out the small crack of the open door before finally closing it and turning back to me and stooping down a little so he didn’t tower over me so much. 
 
    “Calm down, Kylie, breathe.  Look at me.” 
 
    I raised my eyes to look into the deep calm brown of his as he placed his hands on my shoulders, holding me still and reassuring me all at the same time. 
 
    “Calm down,” he repeated, “and tell me how many.” 
 
    I didn’t stop to think what a strange question that was, considering all I’d told him to do was close the door in a panic.  Not ‘What are you talking about’ or ‘What’s wrong’ but ‘How many’.  I was in too much shock to question it. 
 
    “Daddy!  There were these guys!  They crashed the party, you won’t believe… I don’t believe…” 
 
    I hadn’t called him Daddy for years, hadn’t even called him Daddy for very long in the first place before I grew out of it.  The last time was shortly after my Mom died… there was just something so comforting about having somebody to put that label on and at that moment I needed all the comfort I could get. 
 
    “Shhh, calm down.  How many?” 
 
    “F-f-four.” 
 
    “Just four?” 
 
    “Just… you don’t understand!   They…” 
 
    My words were cut off as the front door blew inwards in a hail of splinters, slamming against the wall and making a couple pictures fall to the floor, scattering glass everywhere.  Arkadios turned around as if a girl scout had just politely knocked to sell cookies and stood back up to his full height.  He may have been calm, but that was only because he didn’t understand, he hadn’t seen!  Oh shit, he hasn’t got his gun!  It was definitely time to panic. 
 
    Carlos walked in followed closely by his three friends and stopped dead in his tracks with a comical look of surprise on his face when he saw Arkadios, a look that was soon replaced with a sneer. 
 
    “Officer Philokrates!  What brings you to these parts?  You live here?” 
 
    “Carlos Fagarelli, you look well.  Nice new wardrobe you got there, I see you match your girlfriends.  What have you been up to since I busted your ass for exposing yourself to elderly ladies in the park and petty theft?” 
 
    “Oh all kinds of things, man, you wouldn’t fuckin’ believe it.  Met some new people, I’m movin’ up in the world.  Kind of a big day for me, man, got an initiation to do, and that fuckmeat behind you is gonna help me.  She your daughter?  Even better, man, you can take a seat and watch.” 
 
    “You a rapist now, Carlos?”  Arkadios turned to me, “Stand back, Kylie.” 
 
    I could hardly make myself move away from him, but slowly managed to shuffle back and to the side, eventually stopping just behind a chair.  Arkadios turned back to the four men and folded his arms. 
 
    “I’m so much more than that, motherfucker.  Things have changed, now take a seat and enjoy the show,” said Carlos. 
 
    “You want her, you’ll have to go through me.” 
 
    “I’m so glad you said that,” said Carlos, stalking up to Arkadios. 
 
    What happened next defied even more logic than what had happened back at Eddie’s party.  Carlos’ muscles seemed to gain mass and his five-o’clock shadow seemed to deepen and spread as his nose and mouth extended out from his face, forming a canine-like muzzle full of sharp teeth.  He gained height until he was almost as tall as Arkadios himself and his hot breath blew right into my adopted Father’s face. 
 
    Carlos’ fingernails extended and thickened until they were brutal-looking claws and he let out a growl, much louder than at Eddie’s house, as he pulled his hand back, winding up for a big swipe at Arkadios.  Almost faster than I could track with my eyes, Carlos swung his claws forward with enough power that I thought he was going to completely remove Arkadios’ head. 
 
    My cry of despair was not even beginning to come out of my mouth when I saw that Arkadios had caught Carlos’s arm just above the wrist and was holding it bare inches from where it would have impacted on his face.  The man and monster stared into each other’s eyes for a moment, their muscles shaking from the strain like two powerful arm wrestlers. 
 
    “You know, Carlos, there’s only one thing on God’s green earth that’s a bigger pussy than a small time crook, and that’s a werewolf.” 
 
    From Carlos’ arm I heard the sickening crunch of breaking bones and in an instant the werewolf’s all-out attack turned into a desperate struggle for retreat as he tried to pull his shattered arm from Arkadios’ grip.  Carlos’ friends, after spending a dumbfounded few seconds looking at each other, began to go through the same transformation that Carlos had, regrouping and warily approaching Arkadios. 
 
    Without taking his eyes off them to look back at me, Arkadios said “I’m sorry you had to find out like this,” and I lost all feeling in my legs, going down on my haunches with just my eyes and the top of my head peeking out over the chair as I watched the most insane thing that had yet happened in that nuthouse evening. 
 
    Arkadios’ already massive frame seemed to expand even more with bone, muscle and hair until once more he towered over the werewolves just as he had done before they shifted forms and his clothes hung from him in torn rags.  With a terrifying roar he lifted the helpless Carlos off the floor by his broken arm and swung him at the nearest werewolf, the two of them colliding with a meaty thud that sent Carlos’ friend to the ground in a dazed heap. 
 
    Carlos, small-time-crook-turned-werewolf-turned-club was immediately lifted back into the air and swung in a vicious arc into the midsection of the next closest werewolf, the impact sending this one most of the way through the wall, leaving only his twitching feet visible.  The last werewolf began backing away towards the door, out of reach of Arkadios’ makeshift weapon, when my adopted Father threw Carlos at him, scoring a direct hit but not quite managing to knock him off his feet. 
 
    He turned tail and ran, but not before Arkadios was able to close the distance and deliver a powerful kick between his legs, sending the werewolf airborne for a short distance yelping and clutching at his crotch.  The werewolf that had gone through the wall extracted himself and was immediately set upon by Arkadios, who picked him up by the throat and balls before swinging the killing machine out the front door as if he was a toy. 
 
    The werewolf that had been the first to be hit by Carlos struggled to his feet and jumped out the nearest window.  And that left just Carlos, dragging himself towards the door with one limb, the only one that remained unbroken, feebly crawling past Arkadios’ feet before the man who now looked more like a bear picked him up by the scruff of the neck and growled out some words of warning. 
 
    “You go home, give your Alpha’s asshole a good sniff, and then present for him, because I don’t think he’s going to be happy with how your initiation went.” 
 
    With that, he threw Carlos out into the moonlight and then turned back towards me, shrinking down to his usual huge dimensions, his features becoming human again.  Even though he had just saved me from a rape and possible murder, even though he was Arkadios, Daddy, I still may have run if my legs had been in working order. 
 
    “Are you OK?” 
 
    “What’s happening?  Am I crazy?” 
 
    “No.  You’re… um… this is going to sound crazy… you’re in heat.” 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “You’re… uh… ready to breed.  Something changed today didn’t it Kylie?  You’ve had some strange thoughts, been acting differently?” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    “When I came home I could smell it.  The whole house was thick with it, especially your room, your pillow.  The scent is absolutely intoxicating to our kind.  Even more so since it’s your first breeding cycle, and you’re a special case anyway.” 
 
    “Our kind?  Breeding cycle?  Are you speaking Greek?” 
 
    “Sorry, I know it must sound nuts, but given what you’ve just seen you’re going to need an open mind.  Our kind, werewolves, werebears, cat shifters, goat shifters.  You name it, they’re all out there somewhere, hiding in plain sight.” 
 
    “What did you mean…” 
 
    I cut myself off, blushing suddenly when my mind finally processed what he’d said about the whole house being thick with my scent, especially my pillow.  Oh God… my adopted Father had been talking about the scent of my pussy juices being intoxicating.  There’s something you never expected to hear.  I forced myself to continue. 
 
    “What did you mean I was a special case?” 
 
    “You’re the daughter of a shifter, born under the full moon in a very special year according to a well-known prophecy.  You, along with a few other known girls, are all potentially the one the prophecy spoke of.” 
 
    “What prophecy?” 
 
    “Well… it’s well-known amongst shifters anyway.  Our populations are on the decline ever since we decided to live within the laws of human society.  No more raping, pillaging, murdering, turning and so on.  The prophet said that a human woman would be born under the full moon on a particular year, daughter of a shifter, and she would choose a mate.  Together they would lead our kind back to prosperity.” 
 
    “But they… those werewolves, I didn’t choose them, they were just going to take what they wanted.” 
 
    “Yeah… the werewolves have broken away from the rest of the community.  They see humans as playthings.  Even so, those four idiots can’t have realised just how important you are, otherwise they’d have been taking you back to their Alpha rather than trying to use you for Carlos’ initiation.  That’s what we’re supposed to do, take you to the Alphas so you can choose freely.  Of course, the werewolves would just take you to their own and forget about that choosing freely part.  You can stop hiding behind that chair, I’m not going to hurt you, Kylie.” 
 
    With a struggle, I managed to get my legs to respond to my own commands and stood up.  My base instincts were still telling me to run away but all I could see now was the man that had protected me, not just tonight but all my life, and I ran to his arms, burying my face against his bare chest, his shirt having been reduced to a few scraps of cloth hanging off him in random places. 
 
    Arkadios hesitated for a moment before putting his arms around me and pulling me against him, planting a kiss on the top of my head.  Held there in his impossibly strong yet gentle embrace, feeling the deep boom of his heart, I couldn’t help but begin to feel calmer.  I raised my head to look up at him, seeing those familiar brown eyes looking strained but lucid. 
 
    “Thank you for saving me, Daddy.  It can’t be me though, in the prophecy I mean.  I’m not really your daughter.” 
 
    “No but, sorry you had to find out about this tonight too, your real father was a werewolf.  And your heat-scent… it’s just so alluring, I’ve never encountered anything like it in my whole life, it’s got to be you, you’re irresistible.” 
 
    Arkadios’ eyes dropped and it was only with an obvious struggle that he returned his gaze to me.  I looked down where he had and saw my breasts squashing against his hard torso in the midst of our embrace, the combination of my slutty outfit, large chest and his firm body creating the deepest cleavage I’d ever sported.  I looked back up at him and bit my lower lip in apprehension. 
 
    “Daddy?” 
 
    “I’ve got to take you to the gathering place.  All the alphas will come.  We better go before I lose my mind… you’re so… so hot.” 
 
    The words sounded like they were being wrenched out of my adopted father by a pack of wild horses, caught between fatherly protectiveness and duty on one side and a natural response to whatever I was emanating on the other side.  Still, he didn’t let go, and I felt him move his lower body even closer to mine, a distinct hardness pressing into my belly through the mostly intact material of his jeans.  Arkadios closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, pressing against me harder still. 
 
    I’d never been more confused in my life.  After everything that had just happened I’d finally begun to step back from the ledge of panic.  Truth be told, after seeing the lengths Arkadios had gone to in order to protect me, and calming down in his embrace for a while, I’d never felt safer.  But there was no denying that he was gently rubbing his huge hard cock against my belly as we stood there with our arms around each other. 
 
    Everything that was happening was impossible, werewolves and werebears and all that other stuff, it couldn’t exist.  Even more impossible was Arkadios pushing his rock hard dick against me, he was Daddy, after all.  Finally, so impossible that there wasn’t even a word to describe it, thoughts of how good it would feel to spread my virgin pussy for his massive masculine presence flooded through my brain.  It was like the thoughts I’d been having pre-party but magnified by the presence of Arkadios’ erection, gently moving against every time we breathed or shifted positions in the slightest. 
 
    To my surprise I began moving against him, up and down in opposition to every gentle movement of his, making his bulge rub against me even more.  My lips parted and I ran my tongue over them, hardly believing the words that I had already decided to say. 
 
    “Don’t take me to the gathering… I need you right here, right now.” 
 
    “Can’t… it was decided long ago… the chosen one would pick at the gathering… the whole community would come down on me like a ton of bricks.” 
 
    “You don’t understand what it’s been like today… I can’t get the thought of cock out of my mind.  I need it!  I need you, I choose you, Daddy.” 
 
    “But… the alphas…” 
 
    “Shhhh…” 
 
    I reached between us with one hand and gently stroked along the entire length of that tantalising bulge, my eyes never leaving his, before curling my hand over its curve and raising myself on to the tips of my toes.  I was as close to his face as I could get, and I whispered to him. 
 
    “You can be my first, Arkadios, take my virginity.  I’m so wet, so tight, you can fuck me as hard as you want, I need it!” 
 
    Arkadios cut my pleading off by mashing his lips against mine urgently, and I returned his kiss with interest, relishing the unspoken promise of release.  The werebear had swung Carlos around like a toy and, when he picked me up, it was as if I weighed nothing more than a speck of dust. 
 
    Carrying me to the couch, he set me down and lifted my legs over his shoulders before sliding his hands up the back of my thighs, over my ass cheeks and pulling my underwear down until they came off the tips of my toes.  My disbelief at how much I wanted him was quickly giving way to thoughts about how I should have offered him my teen slit sooner. 
 
    Arkadios still looked like he was struggling against his own body but the sight of my unused yet eager teen tunnel seemed to drive away the last tendrils of reasoning, of fatherly protectiveness.  Instead, his eyes were filled with nothing more than animal instinct, a predator mere inches away from its prey. 
 
    My adopted father bent down and cupped my ass cheeks, raising my hips off the cushions of the couch and presenting my pussy to him as if on a silver platter.  Looking down over the swell of my breasts, I could see him looking at my sex hungrily, as if he was about to devour me but didn’t know where to start.  The apparent indecision was short-lived though, as I felt his tongue snake out and give me one long slow lick along the entire length of my slit, delving deep into my tunnel and lapping up my juices. 
 
    I felt his breath come out in a long shuddering gasp as if the very flavour of me had given him a sensation akin to an orgasm.  The look on his face could certainly have counted as either evidence of that or that he was, perhaps, having a spiritual experience.  Either way, he brought his tongue back to my folds with lusty intent and soon I was squirming as I felt my first ever orgasm given to me by another person approaching. 
 
    Arkadios’ tongue lapped at me relentlessly, savouring my natural lubricants, smearing them all over his face and between my legs as his rough stubble tingled on my pink petals around his probing muscle.  A balloon of pleasure was being inflated in my belly, an inflation that went into overdrive when he began concentrating his flickering tongue on my clit. 
 
    I’d managed to bring myself off earlier in the day, but I’d felt clumsy doing it.  Arkadios was eating my pussy like it was his sole purpose in existence and I was a squealing, writhing, tightly-packed bundle of bliss until the moment he inserted a finger into my fresh pussy as far as my hymen. 
 
    The balloon of pleasure popped, letting its contents flood around my body like a tidal wave of the most intense physical sensations I’d ever experienced.  Rational thoughts were the furthest thing from my mind, but if I could have formulated one it would have been to plan how I could maximise the time spent each day with Arkadios licking my clit. 
 
    Both of us were panting when I came back down to earth and my adopted Father sat up, my juices running down his chin.  One hand remained cupping my ass as he pulled me into the air again and stood up.  I wrapped my legs around him, and pressed my lips against his, tasting my own essence and feeling something almost as good as the climax I’d just had all over again.  There was definitely something almost magical about my flavour, no wonder Arkadios had that look on his face. 
 
    The power of his body contrasted incredibly with the tenderness of his lips as he roughly pushed me up against the wall, denting the drywall.  My skirt rode up, leaving nothing but denim between my desperate virgin pussy and the huge bulge in his jeans as I wrapped my arms around his neck and plunged my tongue into his mouth, twirling it around his. 
 
    Arkados let me go and began tearing away the last shreds of his shirt but I remained off the ground, held up by the pressure of his body against mine as well as the grip of my arms and legs.  He growled as he desperately tried to undo the button and zip of his jeans, before apparently giving up on the conventional approach as I heard the rip of material and moments later the shaft of his cock was nestling between my folds. 
 
    I gasped, feeling the hard heat of a man against my most private of places for the first time in my life, suddenly scared by the girth of my adopted father.  My body was showing much less concern, my natural lubricants continuing to flow and coat his rod as my hips bucked, dragging my clit along it’s wonderful length. 
 
    Arkadios supported my weight with one hand, grasping his shaft halfway down with the other as he bent his knees, keeping me at the same height.  The next thing I knew, the engorged head of his cock was pushing my pussy lips to each side, far to each side.  Apocalyptically wet or not, his girth was more than I could have ever dreamed of taking inside me. 
 
    “Daddy, it’s too big!” I gasped. 
 
    The werebear did nothing but rumble deep in his throat and transfer his hands to my hips so they were no longer supporting my weight.  Instead, my weight was bearing down directly on his utterly rigid cock, as well as my own arms and legs, and I grunted with the strain being put upon my body. 
 
    “I can’t take it!” 
 
    Arkadios began pushing down on my hips and against all odds I felt my pussy accepting him until he tore through my virgin barrier like it was wet paper and kept on going.  A tear rolled down my cheek from the fire that had been lit between my legs, but underneath the initial discomfort I could feel that other part of me that had just been woken up that day rejoicing.  I was doing what I was born to do, hell, maybe even prophesised to do. 
 
    At last, pushed to my limit, I felt Arkadios bottom out inside me and his hot breath blew on the skin of my neck just below my left ear.  He let out that low rumble again and I half thought he was going to tear my throat out but instead he began slowly thrusting inside my tightly gripping pussy, quickly gaining speed until my tits were bouncing in his face despite the bra I was wearing and the dent in the wall was being deepened. 
 
    I clung on for dear life, my fingernails digging into his back and the muscles of my thighs burning with the effort of staying mounted on the fucking machine pounding into me with nothing but its own need driving it.  I’d told him he could fuck me as hard as he wanted, but I was a naïve virgin… I didn’t know what I was letting myself in for.  It was too much, too big, too rough, too fast and I grunted with every thrust inside of my sex. 
 
    “Gently,” I panted, my voice coming out in fits and starts due to how heavily I was being shaken. 
 
    Arkadios paid no heed, if anything he began fucking me even harder than before and I let out a yelp of surprise.  The fire in my thighs and between my legs seemed to spread up to my belly and intensified as I almost blacked out from the sheer force of the cock being jack hammered into me.   
 
    As I continued to barely hold on to Arkadios I felt the heat of that fire change in some subtle way, changing from a fire that burned to a fire that tingled with hot pins and needles of pleasure.  My grunts of strain turned into ‘uhn’s of increasing ecstasy as Arkadios continued to saw his massive cock in and out of my quivering slit. 
 
    Just when I thought I was going to add ‘first orgasm purely from cock’ to my list of firsts for the day, Arkadios pulled me out of the dent in the wall and carried me behind the chair I had used for shelter not so long ago, lifting me off of his cock and setting me on the ground.  I almost screamed and tried to clamber back up on top of him but he firmly spun me around and pushed me over the back of the chair until my head rested on the cushioned seat. 
 
    In an instant his cock was inside me again and his strong hands were holding on to my hips with a vice-like grip.  If I thought he had been fucking me hard against the wall, it was nothing compared to what he was able to give me when he had a better grip. 
 
    My ass stung from the impact of our bodies meeting over and over again until I thought I wouldn’t be able to sit down for a week.  Stinging or not, that wonderful tingly fire was soon roaring again and I massaged my bouncing tits with my hands, surprised at how much my nipples, trapped beneath my bra though they were, were adding to my pleasure. 
 
    It wasn’t long before my body gave me that elusive pure-cock orgasm and I screamed affirmatives, yelling my bliss to anybody who cared to listen.  Given how the front door and one window were smashed wide open, there’s no telling how many people that may have been. 
 
    My pussy muscles clamped down on Arkadios’ invading fuck-shaft and added to my virginal tightness, provoking a roar from the werebear that definitely would have confused any eavesdroppers that had been listening to me cumming. 
 
    From somewhere high above my house where I was floating on a cloud, I felt a torrent of my adopted Father’s sperm flooding my teen pussy.  Each thrust brought more and more until it began mixing with my own juices and joining the rivers of body fluids already pouring down my inner thighs. 
 
    Arkadios had said this was my first breeding cycle, and if volume of semen was anything to go by, it would be brought to an extremely quick halt.  I could almost feel his little swimmers seeking out my egg, doing their bit to complete the prophecy I hadn’t even fully comprehended yet. 
 
    The werebear gave one last thrust, deeper than ever and the last spurt of his cum splashed directly on my cervix before we both went still, catching our breath.  Finally, I stood up and Arkadios extracted his still-hard cock from me. 
 
    When I turned around and saw it properly for the first time, I couldn’t believe something so huge had been inside of me.  It stood hard and proud, glistening with our combined juices and completely undiminished despite having expended what felt like a year of creamy cum in my fertile depths. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around him and gave him a big hug, feeling his hard member along my belly, the tip resting just below my breasts. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy… that was… I don’t know how to describe it.” 
 
    “We… this… I don’t know if this was a good idea… I still need to get you to the gathering place.  I could be executed for treason against the shifter state… I couldn’t help myself!  Oh fuck… I’ve never felt anything like that before… “  
 
    “Can’t we just go somewhere else?  Start fresh?” 
 
    “There’s nowhere to run, Kylie.  You’re in heat now, and this is just the first day.  It’s going to get stronger, you’ll be as easy to find as the world’s biggest lighthouse on the clearest night.  We better get moving.  Now.  Go upstairs and pack.  Everything you’d need for a week.  If you’re away for any longer, I or somebody else can come back and get more things.  Go.” 
 
    The look on his face was far less compromising than when he used to tell me to eat my vegetables or what time my curfew was.  I’d had no success arguing then, I saw no such possibility now.  I went upstairs with a kaleidoscope of emotions vying for attention. 
 
    Looking at the alarm clock in my room, I saw that only an hour had passed since Carlos and his gang had stormed into Eddie’s party, but my life was completely different.  I had no idea what to expect from the next few minutes, let alone the next few weeks or years. 
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    ***** 
 
    There was something about pulling that zip on my suitcase the last few inches that felt so very ‘final’ somehow.  It was like I wasn’t just shutting the lid on some clothes and other everyday personal effects, I was shutting the lid on my life as I had known it. 
 
    I’d woken up that morning a normal-ish eighteen year old girl who lived in a normal-ish world.  Since then, I’d literally gone into heat like some kind of voraciously over-sexed animal desperate to breed, attracted the attention of a pack of werewolves, yes werewolves, and come running home hoping that my adopted father, Arkadios, would protect me. 
 
    He had, but not with his standard-issue police handgun like I had expected.  Oh no, a hail of bullets blasting away the werewolves who were chasing me would be too normal.  Arkadios had beaten the ever-loving bejesus out of four werewolves with his bare hands because he was a werebear. 
 
    All that would probably have been a good enough reason to pack my bag and run, but the night of insanity wasn’t through with me yet.  Arkadios told me that I was almost certainly the one spoken about in some kind of well-known prophecy, well-known to shifters anyway.  Apparently I was potentially destined to choose a mate from all the shifter alphas and help lead their kind to a new era of prosperity. 
 
    I had come of age with the full moon this Halloween and although I didn’t look any different, I was radiating some kind of sexual mojo that was nigh-on irresistible to any being capable of detecting it.  Arkadios could detect it, and I was more than willing to give him what the werewolves had sought to take by force. 
 
    I’d never really thought much about sex before, but since a little after lunchtime it was almost all that I could think about.  For my first time, Arkadios had pounded me through the wall and I’d screamed for more.  I could still feel him, or the memory of him, between my legs and despite the urgency of the task at hand, namely packing and getting the hell out of here, I still felt hot and bothered.  I wanted him again. 
 
    When I clunked my suitcase down the stairs on its roller-wheels I found Arkadios waiting for me, everything he needed apparently stuffed into a small backpack.  He avoided eye contact and stood up from the chair that he had so recently bent me over, looking determined to go through with the course of action he had decided.  We were going to the gathering of shifter alphas. 
 
    “Ready?” he asked. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “We’ll take the Humvee.  Move.  Something doesn’t feel right.” 
 
    I headed to the door that lead to the internal garage and opened it, flicking on the light as I walked in.  The heavy rear door of the Humvee took both hands to control and with a struggle I managed to heave my suitcase into the back seat before repeating my efforts with the front passenger door. 
 
    Arkadios flicked the driver’s door open like it was a toy and hopped in, tossing his backpack over his shoulder to land next to mine in the back.  With a twist of the key the engine roared to life and Arkadios wound his window down before pausing with a scowl. 
 
    “Uh… shouldn’t we open the door before we die of carbon monoxide poisoning?” I asked. 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They’re back.” 
 
    “Carlos and the others?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You gonna kick their asses again?” 
 
    “There’s more, I can’t tell how many.  And an alpha.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Assess the situation.” 
 
    Arkadios reached up to the sun visor where the remote for the garage door was clipped and pressed the button.  A small red light flashed on the tiny device momentarily before the electric motor whirred into life and the driveway in front of our house slowly came into view like a stage behind a curtain. 
 
    If our driveway was a stage, the actors were numerous and viscous-looking.  About three dozen men and women were scattered in our path, some brandishing chains or baseball bats, some with guns. 
 
    Directly in front of us was a man slightly older and bigger than the rest of them with hair that had probably once been jet black just starting to have a bit of a salt and pepper look about it, though it was hard to tell in the moonlight.  This man was holding up another by the collar of his jacket, and to my eye it looked like Carlos, but a version of Carlos that was in even worse condition then when Arkadios threw him out the front door. 
 
    “Officer Philokrates, we meet at last.  I’ve heard so much about you.” 
 
    From inside the house I saw shadows moving, some of the werewolf pack had obviously come back in through the broken door or window.  My adopted father leaned out of the window and called back. 
 
    “And who might you be, sunshine?” 
 
    “They’re inside the house,” I whispered. 
 
    “I know,” Arkadios whispered back. 
 
    “Pardon my manners!  I’m Jeff Roma, and I wanted to come down here and personally apologise for this mutt’s poor behaviour.  He’s kinda new.” 
 
    Jeff gave Carlos a shake that had his arms and legs wobbling comically like a little puppet then offered us a smile that was just too big and toothy.  Arkadios glanced at me then nodded down towards my feet. 
 
    “Under the seat.  There’s a knuckle duster made of silver.  Put it on but keep it out of sight.  Use it if you have to but keep it the fuck away from me.” 
 
    I reached down, trying to give as little indication that I was doing anything as possible.  After fumbling around for a while I felt something cold and metallic and picked it up.  With a quick downwards glance I was able to orient it properly, slip my fingers through the appropriate holes and curl them up.  Cruel silver spikes now extended from each knuckle of my closed fist. 
 
    “That’s very kind of you to apologise, and in front of everybody too.  Apology accepted.  Now, if you don’t mind, we’re late for a very important date.” 
 
    “Ah yes.  The gathering I presume?  You sure you want to do that?  An awful lot of bear musk in the air tonight.” 
 
    A ripple of nervous laughter spread amongst the werewolves as they looked from Jeff to us and amongst themselves.  The self-assured demeanour of the alpha was bolstering the pack’s confidence, and I could see them slowly edging forward as Jeff continued. 
 
    “You could be executed for treason if I remember the old rules correctly.  I could smell something special when this sorry excuse for an initiate came crawling back to tell me how things went.  She’s the one, isn’t she?  Why not hand her over to us?  Nobody needs to know the crime you committed, you can just say we overpowered you.  We’ll even give you a beating to make the story that much more believable.” 
 
    “We’re going to the gathering.  Get out of the way,” Arkadios then whispered to me, “Buckle up.” 
 
    “You sure about that?” Jeff asked 
 
    From out of the doorway leading back to the interior of the house a black-haired werewolf leapt clear across the several feet to the driver’s side window, half-human claw hands extended with obsidian-dark talons reaching for Arkadios’ neck.  Before I could even open my mouth to say ‘look out’ Arkadios twisted in his seat, bringing a bunched fist around to connect with the extended snout of the murderous creature, collapsing it back into it’s head with a horrible wet crunching sound. 
 
    The beast dropped out of sight with a thud on to the concrete and my adopted father floored the accelerator.  With a brief squealing of tyres, the huge vehicle sprang forward out of our garage.  All but one of the werewolf pack scattered out of the way easily, the hapless Carlos Fagarelli dropped like a rag doll by his alpha and turned into an impromptu speed-bump for the heavy four-wheel-drive. 
 
    Somebody else leapt at the side of the Humvee, claws screeching down the side panels with a sound at least a million times worse than fingernails on a blackboard, but it looked like we were going to get through OK.  I turned to look out the rear mirror and saw the werewolves packing into cars, the headlights coming on one by one as they gave chase. 
 
    “Holy shit, they’re still coming!”  I said. 
 
    “Mind your lang… ah fuck it,” said Arkadios. 
 
    Arkadios took lefts and rights at breakneck speed, tyres screaming in protest at every turn.  Up ahead I saw a busy intersection and the red light facing our direction.  I turned to Arkadios and saw nothing but concentration on his face as his eyes darted left and right at the flow of traffic on the other road.  My heart nearly ceased beating when I realised he intended to blast through without stopping. 
 
    “No.  No! Nonononono!” 
 
    I screamed and covered my face with my hands, as if that would do any good if we got t-boned by a Mack truck or something.   The blare of horns was deafening as the headlights bore down on us from either side, I was still yelling my head off when we came through the other end. 
 
    Turning in my seat and almost ready to cry with relief I saw three of the werewolf-driven chase vehicles make it through the intersection before the fourth was turned into instant confetti by a huge truck carrying logs to some lumber mill.  Chaos ensued and the intersection was pretty much completely blocked up, cutting off the rest of the cars chasing after us. 
 
    Now that we were on a long stretch of straight road, the smaller and more nimble cars the werewolves were driving gradually closed the distance until the lead vehicle was right behind us.  Pulling out on to the opposite side of the road, they began to overtake us, but Arkadios kept getting in their way. 
 
    I saw somebody climb out of their passenger window, their body growing and going through that incredible transformation I had first seen back at my house as soon as they were clear of the frame.  My brow furrowed in confusion, wondering what exactly their plan was, but I didn’t have to wait for long. 
 
    Like a predator ambushing a much larger prey, the werewolf jumped on to the rear bumper of the Humvee, a feat of acrobatics punctuated by more screeching of metal as I assumed they dug their claws in to hold on.  With one open-palmed strike they shattered the rear window and began to climb in. 
 
    Arkadios’ eyes were furtively shifting from rear view mirror, to the road ahead, to the wing mirror, trying to keep track of all our assailants.  The rush of wind and noise was incredible with the back window smashed, a sound only made worse by the inhuman snarling of the monster coming for us.  My adopted father didn’t take his foot off the accelerator for even a moment. 
 
    “Don’t worry.  He’s gonna come for me first, I’m the threat.  Keep calm and give him an uppercut right to the throat.” 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    “This isn’t the time to lay down and die, Kylie.  You’re a fighter, I’ve seen it.  YOU’RE A FIGHTER!  So fight!” 
 
    The beast was inside the Humvee with us, all hair, claws and teeth surrounding it’s yellow eyes.  Arkadios was right, it went straight for him as if I posed precisely zero danger.  For a moment, it was right. 
 
    I froze, afraid to move, as the world went into slow motion.  I could see each glistening white tooth in the werewolf’s mouth as it’s lips pulled back and jaws parted.  It was only a foot away from Arkadios’ neck when his hand shot up and grasped it around the throat, slowing it’s approach. 
 
    Still the awful thing strained forward and though it’s snarls had been replaced with a strangled croak, it’s powerful mouth was getting ever closer to my adopted father’s neck.  Arkadios’ arm was shaking with the effort of trying to keep his neck from being ripped apart, his teeth clenched with the strain. 
 
    “Do it, Kylie, do it or we’re fucked.” 
 
    To my surprise I saw my hand shoot forward and drive the spikes of my knuckleduster into the throat of the werewolf just below where Arkadios was holding it.  The monster let loose a wet and choked scream and bucked against my hand, bending my wrist backwards painfully. 
 
    I snatched my hand back to shield it from any more injury, afraid that it might be broken.  Regardless of any damage done to myself, it was clearly far worse for the werewolf. 
 
    A torrent of blood so dark it might have been black gushed out over Arkadios and the dashboard, foul and smoking.  The stench of burning filled the air as the werewolf tore itself free of the werebear’s grip and hurled itself backwards, desperate to get away. 
 
    The area around the wound I had inflicted began to glow with heat as it’s fur seemed to catch fire, bursting into flames as it dived out the rear window.  I stared with my mouth wide open in shock as it hit the road behind us, immediately in front of the closest chasing car. 
 
    As Carlos had done before him, this werewolf too became a reluctant speed bump.  However, this speed bump had one hell of a trick up it’s sleeve.  As the front wheels rolled over it, the flames leapt from creature to tyre, which was soon burning with a thick and toxic black smoke. 
 
    Shortly after that the tyre exploded, sending the car veering off to the right and crashing through the barrier on the side of the road before getting incredible air time and disappearing from view as it fell down a hill.  I looked down at my hand, dumbfounded, then up to Arkadios, who was still gritting his teeth. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, and didn’t have time to say it anyway.  Two cars were still chasing and the next one tried to overtake us.  Arkadios reached under the seat and pulled out a handgun, transferring it to his left hand so he could hold it out the window. 
 
    “Silver bullets?” 
 
    “Silver bullets don’t work, they disintegrate in the gun and kill whoever‘s holding it.” 
 
    Arkadios fired five shots until I heard the tell-tale ‘bang’ of a tyre blowing out and the car swerved into the side of the Humvee, hitting with surprising force considering the differing sizes of the vehicles.  I felt our rear wheels losing traction as our four wheel drive suddenly veered into the wrong lane. 
 
    I saw a brief flash of an astonished looking elderly couple as they stared through their windscreen into the headlights of the Humvee before we managed to get back into our own lane.  Looking backwards I saw the werewolves’ car rolling over and over sideways in a cloud of dust on the side of the road. 
 
    Arkadios looked into the rear view mirror and smiled. 
 
    “And then there was one.” 
 
    The last car of chasing werewolves was right behind us, I could only see two in there.  For the first time since barrelling out of our garage, Arkadios used the brake pedal.  Hard. 
 
    The seatbelt dug into my neck, I was first flung forwards and then backwards as the werewolves rear-ended us.  Before I knew what was happening, Arkadios had leapt out of his seat, over the back seat and out the smashed rear window, transforming into his majestic bear-shape as he went. 
 
    I looked on in a complete daze as he came down on the hood of the car with a metallic crunch and punched through the windshield, grabbing the driving werewolf by the neck and hauling him through the hole in the safety-glass. 
 
    Arkadios slammed him down on the hood and began pulling on his head.  I couldn’t watch.  When the sounds became too horrible to bear, I held my hands over my ears too.  It was all over quickly and the werebear was climbing back into the driver seat, assuming the form of my most trusted protector once more. 
 
    I sat up and did not let myself look over my shoulder.  Arkadios put his foot down on the accelerator again and we pulled away.  With absolute devastation in our wake, I hoped the road ahead had some peace for us. 
 
    ***** 
 
    We had driven for a few hours when Arkadios said he had to stop to rest.  Although he said we’d only be stopping to get cleaned up and have a quick nap, he had refused to turn into the seedy looking motel that apparently charged by the hour, instead choosing the one directly across the street, saying we would pay for the whole night.  Although it was close, it might as well have been a world away, it was that much nicer. 
 
    The motel room was simple but clean, the dominant smell now being soapy steam from the bathroom where Arkadios had showered.  He had gone first due to being covered in the werewolf filth and when he came out, towel wrapped around his waist, I couldn’t help but admire his huge muscular build. 
 
     “Oh my God, look at your arm!” 
 
    Arkadios glanced down at his upper arm where a huge burned-looking cut went from shoulder to elbow.  I hadn’t seen it before due to him being covered in werewolf blood. 
 
    “You caught me when you pulled the knuckleduster out of him.  It’ll heal, eventually.” 
 
    “S-sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, you did great.  Get cleaned up, and have some rest, we’re leaving before sunrise.” 
 
    By the time I emerged from the shower Arkadios had made a makeshift bed on the floor for himself and I could see he had wrapped a bandage around his arm, perhaps from a first aid kit in the Humvee or something.  He was asleep, or at least pretending to be, so I flicked off the light and climbed into bed. 
 
    The curtains were thin and my eyes soon adjusted to the dark enough so that the powerful full moon brought the room back into view.  I tried closing my eyes to bring on sleep but every time I did, all I could see was Arkadios coming out of the shower, or Arkadios keeping me safe from the most insane dangers that life could throw at me. 
 
    In my mind’s eye, he dropped the towel and stood naked in front of me, his huge cock throbbing with desire for my body.  In my mind’s eye, I remembered how he had lifted me up and fucked me so hard we’d put a huge dent in the wall. 
 
    I opened my eyelids and raised my head, searching for the shape of his body lying on the ground.  With the immediate danger now past, the lust that had ruled my day was quickly resettling itself in the seat of power. 
 
    I thought about how it had felt to lose my virginity, the size of him, the heat of him.  I could still feel the ghost of his presence inside of me even all these hours later.  I wanted him again, but he had called our sex a mistake. 
 
    It wasn’t fair!  He was so close, I could reach off the side of the bed and touch him.  As it had done so often that day, my pussy tingled with anticipation as I felt myself moisten.  My sex was like a magnet and I felt my hand dragged inevitably towards it, sliding over my taut belly and slipping under the waistband of my panties. 
 
    I pulled my knees up and spread my legs, letting out a shuddering gasp that I muffled with the back of my other hand as my fingers lightly glided over my clit.  Arkadios shifted position slightly on the floor and I somehow managed to halt my movements momentarily until he became still again. 
 
    My middle finger slid between my soft pink petals easily, my natural lubricants had already made them slippery and inviting, ready to accept what I so desperately wanted but couldn’t have, my adopted father’s cock.  I pulled my finger back, smearing my clit with my own juices and clamped my mouth shut before another shuddering sigh escaped it. 
 
    My free hand roamed all over my body and I pretended it was his hand, touching me everywhere, especially where it was forbidden on so many levels.  My nipples poked into my palm as it explored the otherwise soft curves and I gave it a playful tweak that made me gasp again. 
 
    Arkadios moved again and I held my breath until he settled down.  I had no idea if he was awake and it was getting more and more difficult to stay still and quiet.  I squeezed my breast while I waited, remembering how easily he had lifted me in the air and impaled me on his stiff length. 
 
    “Don’t do this to me, Kylie,” said Arkadios in the semi-darkness. 
 
    I blushed at the confirmation that he had most certainly noticed what I was doing. 
 
    “I can’t help it!  All I can think about is getting you inside me again, I need it!” 
 
    Arkadios sat up, his head, shoulders and upper torso appearing above the edge of the bed as he turned to look at me. 
 
    “You’re getting further into your breeding cycle… it’s just going to get worse until you mate with your chosen alpha.  Maybe we should get going again.” 
 
    I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed towards him, my breasts pulling clear of the sheets and my now sopping wet panties just barely concealed.  I reached out with both hands, resting them on his shoulders as I sought to stop him. 
 
    If anybody had told me seventeen short hours ago that I would be sitting topless next to my Adopted father, desperately wet for him and ready to be fucked hard for the second time, I would have told them that they were crazy.  But here I was. 
 
    Arkadios was clearly waging an internal battle, his broad shoulders rising and falling with each deep breath under my hands.  His head turned to the side, towards the hand that had just been snatched from my pussy and he inhaled deeply, letting his breath out in a low rumble. 
 
    When his eyes flashed up to mine, even in the darkened room, I could see them aglow with an animal lust that he was clearly finding impossible to keep in check.  My adopted father rose and pushed me back on the bed, climbing on top of me. 
 
    “Tell me no…” he whispered, half begging. 
 
    He’d told me there was every reason in the world we couldn’t do this, I knew that already.  I also knew that having him inside me was my sole hope and dream in life at that moment, so I did what I had to do.  Raising my wet fingers to his mouth, I trailed the tips lightly across his lips until he sucked them in and tasted my flavour. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I whispered back. 
 
    Arkadios’ wall of defence, a ramshackle barrier at best, crumbled without any further pushing and he reached behind my neck, pulling my upper body off the bed into a powerful kiss.  With one hand I reached down and felt for his hardness through his underwear, moaning quietly into his mouth when I felt it already straining against the fabric. 
 
    I spread my legs and pulled him downwards on top of me, wrapping them around his waist when I felt my soft breasts squash against his firm chest.  The shaft of his cock nestled along the groove of my sex, pushing my wet panties inside me slightly. 
 
    The werebear continued to kiss me, rocking his hips in such a way that I could feel him sliding along the entrance to my eager tunnel through the material of our respective underwear.  I let my hands roam all over his body, in awe of the power I could feel in those muscles. 
 
    It contrasted especially sharply with the gentleness he had shown me ever since I had met him and accentuated the care and restraint he must have to employ in everything he did to not accidentally hurt anybody.  That power gave a sense of danger to what was about to happen, though I knew there was probably no safer place in the world than in his embrace. 
 
    And embraced by the werebear I was, his huge muscular bulk seemed to be above me and all around me.  His hands were suddenly everywhere, squeezing my breasts, feeling the smooth length of my thighs, pulling on my hips and forcing his tantalising shaft harder against my most sensitive spot. 
 
    Rising up on his knees, he lifted me with ease and set me down in a more central location on the bed before gripping my panties and tearing them off as if they were wet paper rather than wet one-hundred-percent-cotton.  He cast them aside and moved between my legs, getting down on his stomach and sliding his hands under my ass. 
 
    I ran my fingers through his hair and pulled his head against my sex, feeling his rough stubble tickle my thighs and the very folds of my pussy lips even as his tongue snaked in and lapped at my plentiful juices.  Arkadios let out a groan of bliss that I echoed, pulling him against me even harder. 
 
    My adopted father’s tongue smeared my natural lubricants all over my pussy as he lapped them up furiously.  I yelped with excitement every time one of his seemingly random tongue-strokes made contact with my clit, sending a spark of pleasure shooting into my body. 
 
    With every passing second I could feel my orgasm getting closer and closer until Arkadios slipped a finger into my slippery folds and concentrated his tongue on my clit.  I had lost my virginity to him a few short hours ago, I had never known another man, but I couldn’t imagine anybody else making me feel so damn good. 
 
    “I’m c-cumming…” I managed to gasp out. 
 
    My orgasm hit me about as hard as that logging truck had hit the werewolves, I felt like I too had just exploded into little pieces of confetti as the shimmery pins and needles of pleasure prickled all over my body in waves.  I could feel the muscles of my pussy clamping down on his finger, then releasing, over and over again, forcing my mind back to when I had done the same thing on his huge cock, the thought of which filled my mind as completely as it had filled my then-virgin tunnel. 
 
    When I felt the last twitches of bliss from my climax finally leaving my body I reached up and gently guided Arkadios up and to the side, rolling us over until I was straddling him and once more feeling the wonderful hard length of his cock against my pussy, this time with only his underwear separating us. 
 
    I shuffled backwards until I was over his legs and slipped my fingers into the waistband of his underwear, carefully freeing the engorged tip before tugging them downwards and revealing his throbbing length to me.  Once his underwear was past his knees, I couldn’t hold myself back anymore and reached out to grasp his cock with one hand, cupping his heavy balls with the other. 
 
    With every beat of his heart I could feel his massive member twitch in my hand and I began to stroke it up and down, staying near the base.  A sparkling bead of pre-cum appeared at the tip as if I had milked it out myself and I lowered my mouth to it, looking into Arkadios’ eyes as I stuck out my tongue and delicately licked at that sweet liquid and pulled it past my lips, a short string of the stuff stretching out between us. 
 
    “Oh my God…” said Arkadios. 
 
    “Mmmmm, Daddy, you taste good,” I said. 
 
    It was true, I’d never tasted anything like it at all and I had to wonder if I liked it so much because of my current predicament or whether I’d been missing out on my favourite flavour all my life because of my lack of interest in sex.  Either way, I wanted more. 
 
    Once I’d run my tongue over my lips to make sure I hadn’t missed any, I opened wide and took him into my mouth.  I brought my second hand away from his balls and wrapped it around the shaft mid-way up. 
 
    I could hardly believe how big it was, hardly believe that I had already been able to get it inside me once before.  Even with two hands gently stroking it, there was still far more left over than I could fit in my mouth. 
 
    His masculine presence pervaded my entire mouth and as I began bobbing up and down on his massive weapon, I maintained eye contact as best I could.  Every twitch of his eye, catching of his breath or baring of his teeth in an animal growl was a sign for me, a hint at what he was feeling, what he wanted me to do. 
 
    With a wet sucking sound, I popped the head of his cock out of my mouth and began kissing and licking my way along the entire length, working my way towards his balls.  Arkadios was breathing heavily when I planted my first kiss on his scrotum while rubbing my hand over the very tip of his cock. 
 
    I gave him a long lick, feeling the weight of one testicle lifted as I did so, and somehow I could sense all his sperm in there, just begging to be released, to flood my fertile depths again.  A second chance.  Was one of them the sperm that would fulfil a prophecy?  I had no idea, but damned if I wasn’t going to give it a shot. 
 
    I sucked that nut into my mouth and ran my tongue over it, watching as Arkadios closed his eyes and brought the heels of his hands up to them as if they would pop out if he didn’t take such extreme measures.  After giving his other testicle the same treatment, I licked my way back to the tip before engulfing it with my mouth again. 
 
    Arkadios, restrained with a herculean effort up to this point, was driven wild and let out a low growl as his hands flashed out and took a firm grip of my head on either side.  The werebear’s muscles rippled and bulged as I watched in awe of his power.  He wasn’t hurting me, but I felt like I was in the iron grip of a huge machine, a machine that was hell-bent on fucking my face. 
 
    My eyes watered as I felt his thick manhood being forced ever deeper into my mouth, deeper than I would have dared take it.  My pushing or pulling on his thighs, my pace and limits, were rendered irrelevant.  Arkadios was the ruling force now. 
 
    Perhaps my feelings of control were only an illusion anyway, but I gladly handed the reins over to my adopted father, apprehensive though I was about how much cock was being stuffed into my mouth.  Before I knew it, I felt the end of his hard dick touch the back of my throat and did my best to push away but it was as futile as I had surmised. 
 
    With an iron-clad will I forced myself to relax as the werebear used my mouth, my entire mouth, for his pleasure, until the wet smacking sound of his cock hitting the back of my throat were practically echoing throughout the room.  If I had been wearing make-up, particularly eye make-up, I was sure my free-flowing tears would have made a far more impressive addition to my earlier Halloween costume than those bunny ears had. 
 
    Then the unthinkable happened, which was saying a lot given the events of the past several hours.  I felt a popping sensation in my throat and suddenly Arkadios’ hard dick was sliding even deeper inside of me.  My adopted father let out a guttural roar and pushed upwards with his hips.  For a moment I had no idea where it could be going, then realised that this was what my friends called ‘deepthroating’. 
 
    There was no escape for me, the best I could do was raise my ass as high as possible to improve the angles.  Arkadios was going balls-deep in my mouth, there was no two ways about it. 
 
    With my face going bright red from the strain, my lips finally made contact with the base of his cock and I felt an unexpected surge of triumph.  I’d woken up a virgin but now I had the biggest dick I could imagine all the way down my throat. 
 
    Arkadios began furiously fucking my face, I snatched in what gasps of air I could when his throbbing head slipped out into my mouth.  Even so I felt like I was almost going to pass out when he pulled my head off of him and, with ease, twisted around, throwing me face down on the bed. 
 
    Before I even had a chance to bounce a single time, he was on top of me with his hot breath on my neck.  Driven absolutely wild with his animal lust, I could hardly tell if he was going to rip my throat out or fuck me harder than I had dreamed possible. 
 
    The question was answered when I felt his hand snake under my armpit, across my upper chest, and grip my opposite shoulder while the fat tip of his wonderful cock prodded between my legs, seeking out the pussy that it had already claimed as its own earlier that day.  I spread my legs as best I could with him on top of me and let out a grunt of effort as it found its mark. 
 
    Arkadios was well beyond pleasantries and slammed his cock home inside my tight teen slit with a ferocity that would have hurt a girl any less wet and aroused than I was.  Our bodies met with a slap like a pistol shot and that sound was soon followed by countless others in quick succession as my adopted father pounded me into the bed. 
 
    My ass was practically stinging from the repeated impacts of his pelvis against me but all sensations were background noise aside from the feel of his girth in my willing, yet still inexperienced, pussy.  I gripped the sheets and squealed my pleasure as he took what he needed from me, yelling curse words, affirmatives and all manner of things to make him fuck me even harder. 
 
    Under this intense assault I felt my second orgasm of the session building up somewhere inside of me.  The banging of the headboard on the wall was like some countdown clock on double-time striking off the seconds until blast off. 
 
    All I could feel was how big, how hard, how deep inside of me he was, I was so close, so close.  I reached down with one hand, recklessly relinquishing my grip on the sheet and slipped it between my legs, eagerly searching out my clit. 
 
    I pushed my ass up against him, making room for my desperately flickering finger and it almost seemed like Arkadios took it as a challenge, to fuck me hard enough to flatten me out again.  But I wouldn’t let him.  I kept my ass up and with the help of my finger across my most sensitive spot, that countdown reached zero and I was soon floating through space in a rocket of eye-squinting pleasure. 
 
    From the distant vantage point of this space ship of ecstasy, I once more felt my pussy muscles contracting and releasing, seemingly in time with Arkadios’s thrusts, as if my body knew exactly how to milk him for the creamy semen it so desperately wanted.  And why not?  It had done it before, and this time was no different. 
 
    Arkadios held me even tighter and forced his cock deep inside me, drenching the farthest reaches of my pussy with his sperm.  Over and over he erupted inside of me, until I felt its warmth spreading throughout my body as my afterglow settled in. 
 
    We rolled to the side into a spoon position with Arkadios still fully sheathed in my slit, panting to catch our breaths until all was silent.  His arms were still all around me, his body pressed along the full length of mine.  I felt surrounded by his love. 
 
    “I’m sorry… are you OK?” he whispered. 
 
    “I’m fine.  Better than that… I feel so… I don’t know.  Something feels right.  What…” 
 
    A knock at the door interrupted me and I let out a gasp of surprise, fearing the werewolves might have found us.  As far as I knew the silver knuckleduster was still in the Humvee and I had no idea how many might be out there.  Arkadios noticed my distress and stroked my hair. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s just a human.  Maybe two.  The motel manager I think.  You checked us in, you better answer it.” 
 
    Arkadios rolled off the bed and back down to the makeshift one he had made earlier, mostly out of sight, and I looked around for my clothes before giving up and wrapping the sheet around myself.  
Despite Arkadios’ reassurance I was still apprehensive about answering the door and left the chain in when I opened it a crack. 
 
    I almost sighed in relief when I saw that it was indeed the man who had checked us in and he was alone.  That comfort was short-lived when he began speaking though. 
 
    “Young lady, I’ve been receiving numerous complaints from the adjacent rooms.  Hell, some complaints from rooms that aren’t even next door.  God damn.  I thought you said you were here with your Dad.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I don’t wanna hear it.  Look, the place across the road charges by the hour, not here.  I want you to pack your stuff and get out.  I want the key in my hand in the office in five minutes or I’m callin’ the police.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “And on a personal note, I don’t know what kind of animal you’ve got in there, but you shouldn’t be doin’ what you’re doin’ in front of it.  And the room is no animals anyway.  Just get out.” 
 
    The man turned on his heel and headed back towards the office without waiting for a reply.  I closed the door with a click and looked over my shoulder. 
 
    “Well, I hope you’re all rested up,” I said. 
 
    “Good enough,” Arkadios replied. 
 
    The warmth of his creamy semen continued to spread within my body and I wondered if it was possible that I was already pregnant.  I’d read that, in regular humans anyway, sperm can stay alive in a woman for weeks before fertilising an egg, was that also true of human/shifter mating?  I had no idea, maybe all would be revealed at the gathering of alphas. 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Bearly Legal 3 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    After escaping the werewolf horde twice with the help of her mother's former partner, werebear Arkadios Philokrates, Kylie has had a harsh lesson about the kind of curve balls life can throw at you. Thrown in at the deep end of her fate, she's quickly learned about love and making love with the huge shifter as the raging hormones of her very first mating cycle turned their best efforts at restraint into nothing more than empty words. 

Now, as they approach the gathering of alphas, Arkadios faces almost certain execution for crimes committed against the shifter state, they have one last chance to be alone together, one last chance for their passions to run wild. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Paranormal, Shifter, Werebear, Pseudo-Incest, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Breeding, Rough Sex 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I tried to sleep as the Humvee rolled down the road with the full moon low in the sky and my adopted father, Arkadios, at the wheel but try as I might, sleep wouldn’t come.  Random thoughts filled my head, like what if my consciousness from just one day previous was somehow transported into my body now?  What would she make of all this? 
 
    At this time yesterday I had been fast asleep in my bed at home with a Halloween party to look forward to.  I’d had hopes of going to college, of living the best life I could, as normal a life as I could. 
 
    What would that girl do if she opened her eyes and instead of the same room she’d woken up to for more than ten years, she saw that she was in the Humvee with Arkadios in the middle of the night?  What would she do when she saw that the driver’s seat and part of the dash board was covered in some burned-smelling filth that could very well be blood? 
 
    Would she scream?  Maybe.  How about when she was told that she’d been chased through the city by werewolves and had been fucked twice by her adopted father until she came so hard she saw stars?  What then? 
 
    One other detail that girl would have to deal with was the fact that Arkadios, the man who had been her guardian and protector since she was ten, was also a werebear and had been beating werewolves into bloody pulps to keep her safe all night. 
 
    I suspected that coping with all that information in a single moment would probably make her faint.  Hell, I’d had several hours to assimilate all this information and I’d definitely been on the verge of passing out myself.  I defied anybody from some imaginary crowd in my mind to tell me of a time when they had had a crazier day.  None of them could. 
 
    Looking over at Arkadios I felt my stomach flutter.  I’d loved him for years as my sole parent but something had changed in my body yesterday.  My need for sex had ramped up from zero to insatiable and this unrestrainable lust had extended most strongly towards Arkadios himself. 
 
    After everything we’d been through, after seeing what he would do to protect me, I’d felt a further change in my feelings towards him.  I loved him as an equal, as a partner… as a lover. 
 
    That’s why I felt a sense of impending doom about where we were going.  Arkadios, a police officer, was a man, or rather a werebear, self-bound by the law.  He had a moral compass that he was determined to follow even if it was steering him off a cliff. 
 
    His duty was to bring me to the gathering of alphas because a shifter prophecy foretold of a woman who was the daughter of a shifter, born under the full moon in the year I was born, who would choose a mate and lead the shifters back into prosperity.  I was one of a few known women who fulfilled the criteria but Arkadios was sure it was me because of how powerful my first breeding cycle was proving to be. 
 
    I was in heat, there was no other way to describe it.  I was desperate for sex, and I was radiating some kind of aura or scent that was irresistible to shifters.  That’s how the werewolves had found me in the first place and my allure was powerful enough to overcome even Arkadios’ sense of duty. 
 
    So we’d made love, or rather he’d fucked me as hard as my inexperienced mind could have possibly imagined.  Twice.  Yet, he was still bringing me to the gathering of Alphas so that I could choose a mate and fulfil the prophecy. 
 
    I wondered if he was feeling for me anything like the kind of things I was feeling for him.  I thought that might have been enough to stop him from steadily driving to the gathering.  Worse though, both he and the werewolf alpha, Jeff Roma, had said that Arkadios might be executed for what he’d done, risking impregnating me when I needed to save the entire shifter population via mating with an alpha.  I just wanted us to run away together and start a new life. 
 
    “Please don’t do this, Arkadios,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t have a choice.  We don’t have a choice, Kylie.  I told you, until you choose your alpha you’re just going to be attracting all the wrong kind of attention.  Werewolves will come sniffing from miles around, so will others.  The quicker we get to the gathering, the quicker you can choose your fated mate and you can go on with your life and be happy.  You’ll be royalty, Kylie.” 
 
    “But what about you?” 
 
    “I’m… not important.  I’ve sealed my own fate.” 
 
    “It’s not worth it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The prophecy, fate, being royalty.  It’s not worth it if you get hurt or… or…” 
 
    “It’s for the greater good.” 
 
    “Stop the car.” 
 
    “Kylie, we have to keep…” 
 
    “I have to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    In reality I didn’t have to relieve myself but I had to do something to halt our progress, every inch forward felt like more pressure crushing down on my heart.  Arkadios pulled over and I stepped out, heading into the woods, where the full moon cast scary shadows much like the ones that had chased me home from the Halloween party. 
 
    Stepping behind a tree, I crouched down and cradled my head in the palms of my hands.  None of it was fair.  The future I’d planned had been crumpled up and thrown in the trash, replaced with something almost entirely unknown. 
 
    I could have been happy with a normal life but this new life had chosen me and I didn’t like how it was starting.  Chased by monsters, rescued, and falling in love only to be willingly heading towards a terrible end for the most perfect man I had ever known. 
 
    Over the gentle rustling of the tree branches above I heard Arkadios’ footsteps coming towards me and wondered how long exactly I had been lost in my own contemplations.  I wrapped my arms around my knees and tried to make myself as small as possible.  If he couldn’t find me, he couldn’t take me to the gathering and then he would be OK. 
 
    The strategy worked about as well as when I was little and used to play hide and go seek by covering my eyes and thinking it was the best hiding place ever.  My adopted father’s legs appeared beside me and I looked up into his solemn face. 
 
    “We need to go now, Kylie,” he said. 
 
    “How far away are we?” 
 
    “Less than an hour, probably only thirty minutes.” 
 
    “Is this the last time we’ll ever be alone together?” 
 
    “M-maybe.” 
 
    I held up my hand and Arkadios helped me to my feet, pulling me upwards until I was standing in front of him.  Standing so close I could feel the warmth of his body over the cooler air this time of year and I took a small step towards him until the swells of my breasts made contact with his lower chest. 
 
    All day I had been a slave to my body as it dragged me semi-willingly from one sexual encounter to another.  Now, at last, my mind and body were on the same page.  My body wanted to be fucked hard and drenched in his seed, and my mind wanted it too because I loved him.  I gazed up into his face, still seeing that valiant attempt to restrain himself. 
 
    “Then let’s make it count,” I said. 
 
    “Kylie… you shouldn’t… you need to forget me… please stop, you know I can’t hold…” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” I put a finger to his lips, “I need you, Daddy.  I need you inside me one last time.  Don’t you want to see me on my knees with your cock in my mouth?” 
 
    “Oh fuck…” 
 
    I began lowering myself slowly to the ground, my hands sliding over his muscular torso until my knees met the soft earth below.  Without ever taking my eyes off his, I undid his belt and then worked at the button and zip on his jeans. 
 
    Arkadios’s fists were clenched at his sides and I could see his chest rising and falling with every excited breath he took.  I tugged his pants downwards until they were bunched up around his ankles before hooking my fingers into the waistband of his boxers. 
 
    With a lick of my lips I pulled them down, slowly revealing the semi-hard shaft of his cock inch by inch until the tip was free and it sprang out towards me slightly.  With parted lips, I took a breath in as I continued pulling his underwear down.  Even partially erect it was an intimidating sight, long and thick. 
 
    Soon his boxers had joined his jeans and his cock was hanging just above my head.  I turned my face upwards and accepted him into my mouth, sucking the tip in and pulling back until it popped out with a quiet squelching sound and seeing it twitch in response. 
 
    Again I opened my mouth and took the head of his cock in, sliding my hands up the bulging muscles of his legs until I was cupping his balls with one and squeezing his ass with the other.  With every beat of his heart I could feel his dick twitch and grow inside my mouth as I flicked my tongue across the sensitive underside. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I had to bring my hand away from his ass to grip his shaft and help keep his formidable erection at a suitable angle to suck on.  I jerked it with every bob of my head as I continued to gently squeeze and caress his balls. 
 
    Even though he had spilled a lake of cum inside of me twice already that day, I still had that uncanny sense that his balls were utterly full of sperm desperate to get to me.  The thought was so hot that I moaned directly on to the head of his cock and Arkadios gasped in response and involuntarily bucked his hips forward so the tip of his cock hit the back of my throat. 
 
    Inexperienced though I was, I had been thrown in at the deep end over the past several hours in terms of how desperate for sex I was, and in terms of how hard Arkadios fucked me with that huge appendage of his.  Yesterday I’d never touched a cock, but a few hours ago I had taken Arkadios all the way down my throat, and I wanted to do it again. 
 
    I swirled my tongue around the head, spreading my saliva and his pre-cum all over it, making it as slippery as possible, before sticking my tongue out along the bottom of his shaft and pushing myself forwards.  Once more I felt him hit the back of my throat and I pushed harder in response. 
 
    It just wouldn’t fit!  I growled inwardly in sexual frustration as I pulled back and then tried again.  No matter what I did, his cock just seemed too big.  Over and over again I impaled myself on him, only to be met with a wet smack and the end of the road. 
 
    The tantalising prospect of fucking my face balls-deep was too much for Arkadios and, with a roar, his hands shot out and grabbed big tight fistfuls of my hair at the back of my head, using them as firm grips to thrust his cock into my mouth.  With these makeshift-pigtails as reins the werebear was able to employ far more pressure than I could and, after a moment of panic at the strain, I felt that popping sensation and the wonderful continuation of all that man-meat sliding over my tongue and into the depths of my throat. 
 
    My lips met the base of his cock and still my adopted father pushed, eking out every last fraction of an inch until my mouth was pressed right into his pelvis and my eyes watered with the effort.  Arkadios transferred his hands from my hair to that vice-like grip on my head that I remembered from earlier and began fucking my face just as hard. 
 
    With every thrust into my throat, his balls slapped against my chin with a quiet but powerful impact and I had to snatch in air whenever his throbbing head slipped out into my mouth.  With one hand wrapped around his leg for support, I let the other slip up my skirt and into my panties, delving into my sopping wet pussy to pull out my sweet nectar over my clit. 
 
    With Arkadios’ cock in my mouth and my finger on my clit, the entire world seemed to black out around us as if we were two lovers floating in space.  Gasping in air when I could and furiously rubbing my little go-button, I began to feel light-headed, but I couldn’t stop myself, my orgasm was building up fast and was perilously close. 
 
    I felt a wonderful explosion of pleasure shoot into my body from my clit, filling me up with multi-coloured fire until I saw fireworks in front of my eyes and a warm flush rose from my chest to my face.  I shuddered with the sheer intensity of it, my pussy muscles squeezing and releasing in time with each wave. 
 
    The pleasure faded to a tingly sensation all over my body, but still the bursts of light and colour flashed in front of my eyes, obscuring my vision completely.  As if from a distance I could still hear the wet sounds of Arkadios thrusting himself into my throat and the low rumble of a growl emanating from his chest but I was floating away and it was getting quieter with every passing second as the colours faded to black. 
 
    Suddenly a rush of cold air flooded my lungs and the fog in front of my eyes went from black to brown and then rolled away from the centre of my vision to the periphery.  Arkadios had released me and I’d slumped backwards to the ground, legs spread before him, my fingers held against my pussy by my panties. 
 
    I had blacked out for a few seconds but the werebear didn’t seem to have noticed.  Arkadios crouched over me, grabbing my shirt and ripping it apart, then doing the same to my bra.  My nipples stuck out stiff and erect in the cold air and my adopted father bent down to suck on each one, tugging on them with his lips and momentarily pulling my tits upwards before releasing them so they fell back into their natural shape. 
 
    Arkadios tore my panties apart and threw them aside.  I followed their trajectory through the air and saw them land on the end of a branch, making it look like the tree was holding up a small surrender flag.  Capitulation wouldn’t have been an option for me even if I had wanted it though, Arkadios was absolutely wild with lust and his strong hands were instantly under my armpits, lifting me into the air like a rag doll. 
 
    The impact of the tree against my back almost knocked my breath out but brought me fully back to the realm of consciousness as I wrapped my legs around the powerful werebear.  The shaft of his cock, slick with my saliva and his pre-cum, slid between my folds across the opening to my eager pussy as I was held off the ground, pinned between a cock and a hard place. 
 
    His mouth found my hard nipples again and sucked each one into his mouth in turn, flicking his tongue across my sensitive tips as he roughly ground the length of his thick cock across my pussy and over my clit, sending me almost crazy with need.  
 
    Arkadios looked up at me with his glowing deep-brown eyes and bared his teeth in a snarl, rumbling so low in his chest that I could feel the vibrations against me.  He raised his head from my tits and once more I felt his hot breath on my neck as his hands reached around to grip my ass. 
 
    The contradiction was hard to comprehend.  I was being held by a man who had gone to incredible lengths to protect me, who had sacrificed so much to keep me safe, but at the same time he was a creature that could easily tear me limb from limb if he lost control.  I dared not defy him or deny him what he needed. 
 
    “Take everything you want.  I’m yours, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
    Keeping me at the same height via his sure grip on my ass, Arkadios crouched down slightly and aligned the tip of his cock with my teen slit, carefully pushing the tip past my outer labia before thrusting forward so hard I felt my lower back scrape against the tree bark and the leaves shook above us. 
 
    I gasped in pleasure and surprise, feeling that wonderful sensation of fullness that couldn’t have been possible with a less well-endowed lover.  His hands travelled up the sides of my body and I wrapped my arms around his neck to keep myself in position as he began thrusting his majestic cock into my fertile depths. 
 
    Arkadios’ hands slid up my body and moved to the tree, where I heard his fingers digging in and clawing great scratches into the bark as he continued pounding into me so hard that I could feel my tits bouncing with every sweet impact.  I pulled my head back and planted a kiss on his lips, feeling it returned with urgency. 
 
    Our lips parted momentarily with the sound of powerful suction being broken, only to re-join in another kiss just as passionate as the first.  My tongue snaked into his mouth and played with his, twirling around and around until we parted once more. 
 
    Arkadios turned away from the tree, taking me with him, and brought us down to the ground, laying me on the soft grass.  Bracing himself on the palms of his hands, Arkadios jack-hammered into me with powerful and rapid thrusts.  My firm breasts bounced wildly until I brought my hands to them, squeezing and tweaking my nipples until I felt my second orgasm approaching. 
 
    Cradling my breasts in the crook of one arm, I slipped the other under Arkadios’ shirt, feeling his hard muscles flexing with every stroke of his big cock into my excited teen tunnel.  The werebear brought his upper body down on top of mine, holding me tightly with his arms as he continued fucking me. 
 
    Held in place like this he was able to pound into me harder than ever, and I wrapped my arms around his neck once more, feeling my breasts squashed against his chest again.  With my climax just moments away and my fingers running through the hair on the back of his head I whispered my deepest desire into his ear, over and over again. 
 
    “Cum inside me, cum inside me, cum inside me…” 
 
    Arkadios apparently wanted the exact same thing I did and after a few more seconds of furious fucking, I felt him brace himself as he let out a groan of release.  I squeezed down with my pussy muscles and felt my own orgasm shimmering throughout my body as my adopted father spilled his seed in my fertile depths. 
 
    My eyes tried to squeeze themselves shut but I did my best to force them open and turn my face to look at Arkadios as my climax continued to pulsate through me.  We were heading into the unknown, possibly into a nightmare, and I wanted to remember him like this.  I wanted to remember us like this, so close together that we were practically one person, sharing an ecstasy so great that the whole world was dimmed by comparison. 
 
    Soon our respective orgasms faded away and we were left there, two people panting like they’d just run a marathon, lying on the ground as the eastern sky began to turn from midnight-blue to some lighter shade.  In the west, through the trees, the full moon approached the opposite horizon and took on a golden tinge. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how long we stayed there for, but the Moon had just dipped below the horizon and the Sun was just coming up when Arkadios pulled back and stood up, leaving behind just the memory of the feel of him inside me and the lingering heat of his seed. 
 
    “I’m sorry things aren’t different,” he said, not looking me in the eye. 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    There was nothing more to say, we returned to the Humvee in silence after Arkadios had pulled his pants up and he resumed driving as I retrieved a change of clothes from my suitcase in the back seat.  I’d only packed enough for about a week, but I was going through clothes at a phenomenal pace this evening.  If this trend continued, I wouldn’t have anything left to wear by the early afternoon of the next day. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Arkadios slowed down and pulled off the road on to a barely perceptible track that led through a few hundred feet of long grass before disappearing into a gap between two trees at the edge of a thick forest.  Standing on either side of the gap were two bullish looking men with nasty looking guns slung over their shoulders and one smaller man who held out his hand to halt us as we approached. 
 
    Arkadios rolled down his window as the man walked to the driver’s side and peered inside in the early morning light.  I clasped my hands in my lap and stared at them, hardly believing what we were doing. 
 
    “Arkadios?  What are you doing here?  I didn’t see anything from you on the agenda!  If you were seeking an audience with the Alphas, some of them have left already, you’ll have to wait until next…” 
 
    The man paused mid-sentence and I glanced up at him.  His brow was furrowed and he was surveying the mess the Humvee was in with his lips parted slightly.  I swore I could see his tongue darting out as if he was tasting the air before he stepped right up to the window and continued in a hushed tone. 
 
    “What’s happened, Arkadios?” 
 
    “We’ve had some trouble, Nagendra.” 
 
    “Werewolves?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I smell silver burns… did they…” 
 
    “No… that was us.  We were outnumbered so I had to use silver.” 
 
    “Arkadios!” the man exclaimed, his eyes darting to the two guards then back to the werebear before resuming in his low hissing voice.  “You know what the penalty for that is!  What were you thinking?” 
 
    The man, Nagendra, put one hand on the door and the other on his hip, looking back along the track we’d just driven up for a moment before leaning in conspiratorially. 
 
    “Look, just say the weapon, whatever the silver was, was theirs and they got caught in the struggle.  It looks like they got caught pretty good.” 
 
    “I can’t, old friend.  That’s not the truth.” 
 
    “Dammit, Arkadios!  This isn’t the time for your fuckin’ high falootin’ morals.  Silver!  Silver!  You’re a shifter and you used silver!  You know what that means.  If you won’t lie, will you at least shut the fuck up?  Just turn around and get out of here.  Have a bit more fun with this pretty little thing, she sure is in heat!  But you knew that, obviously.” 
 
    “I can’t leave either, Nagendra.  This,” he gestured to me, “is Kylie.  She was born during a full moon in the year of the Oriana meteor shower.  Her father was a werewolf…” 
 
    “Oh.  Holy.  Fuck.  Arkadios…” 
 
    ***** 
 
    My adopted father and I were soon separated, and I was escorted through the forest until we got to a clearing with the remains of a huge bonfire still smouldering in the middle of it.  Here and there small groups of men and women stood around talking, looking with a mixture of concern and interest at the growing entourage around me. 
 
    I could hear the whispered amazement as news spread about who I was, or who I potentially was, but I didn’t have much time to take it all in.  At the far end of the clearing, behind a few more trees, I could see some ludicrously large mansion rising above the forest and I was being marched towards it without any say in the matter. 
 
    The house was no less opulent on the inside, I’d never seen such luxury before outside of movies.  I was rushed through hallway after hallway after staircase after foyer, past rows of doors until we stopped outside one where a well-dressed man with an impressive mane of golden hair stood waiting. 
 
    “Ma’am, please forgive us for any offence or distress caused, the news that Arkadios brought was somewhat… alarming.  You will be staying here as our guest while he is questioned further.  Anything you want or need will be provided.” 
 
    “How about my freedom?” 
 
    “Alas… that cannot be, for now.  My name is Leander Rhodes, alpha of the lion shifters, this is my house.  I will be checking in on you personally while you stay here and will be your primary point of contact.” 
 
    Leander opened the door and the two men at my sides gently but without room for argument guided me through and then left, with hungry backwards glances over their shoulders.  I gulped, thinking about the lengths my breeding cycle had made the werewolves go to, and how even Arkadios hadn’t been able to restrain himself.  How long would it take before every shifter at this gathering was battering down the door? 
 
    Shortly afterwards Leander brought in some breakfast and my suitcase, inviting me to make myself at home, to bathe and get some rest if I needed it.  He wouldn’t tell me anything about Arkadios, only looking slightly sad at the mention of his name. 
 
    I was exhausted, but even after eating and brushing my teeth I vowed I wouldn’t sleep until I knew Arkadios was safe.  The bed did look like the most comfortable place to wait for my next opportunity to interrogate Leander though and despite my best intentions, the reality of being up for over twenty four hours straight was undeniable and I soon found myself drifting off. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The sun had set when Leander woke me and said that I was required to observe the delivery of Arkadios’ sentence. 
 
    “Sentence?  What about a trial!” 
 
    “The trial is done, the decision has been made.” 
 
    He wouldn’t say anything further than that, instead bidding me to follow him out the door where we were joined by two men indistinguishable from the pair who had been at the forest entrance.  With these huge men flanking my sides in case I had any notion to try and make a run for it, we travelled through the many corridors of the house in reverse order from earlier until we were outside and I was brought back to the clearing where the bonfire blazed anew. 
 
    Shackled to rings set in the ground and stripped naked in the light of the fire and nearly-full moon was Arkadios, who looked like he had taken a severe beating, dried blood clung to his skin and matted his hair.  His head hung low, staring at the ground in front of him as the crowd first murmured at my appearance and then quietened as a man wearing long flowing robes approached Arkadios and read from a piece of paper. 
 
    “Arkadios Philokrates, you have been found guilty of some of the most heinous crimes against your own kind that I have ever had the misfortune of sentencing.  For the use of silver against your fellow shifters alone, the penalty is death.” 
 
    “No!” I screamed and surged forward, held back easily by the two guards until I collapsed into a heap on the grass before the man continued. 
 
    “For also endangering the future of our kind by risking the impregnation of a prophecy fulfilment candidate… the sentence is death by silver ingestion.” 
 
    A shocked whispering rippled through the crowd as a table and chair was brought to Arkadios while a man passed me coming from the direction of the house, carrying a steaming bowl of something. 
 
    “Let us remind ourselves of the prophecy that Arkadios apparently forgot, and remember exactly what it means to all of us.” 
 
    Led by the man next to Arkadios, the entire crowd murmured along. 
 
      
 
    Under a full moon 
 
    When Oriana’s tears fall 
 
    Will be born a human female 
 
    Daughter of a shifter and human pairing 
 
    Her childhood will be pain and danger 
 
    She must be protected 
 
    For she will choose a mate 
 
    She will choose the best from the best of us 
 
    They will produce an heir 
 
    And thus begin a golden age 
 
    For all shifter kind 
 
    Leading us away from the path of extinction 
 
      
 
    “This gruel,” the man indicated the bowl set before Arkadios, “is rich with silver shavings taken from the very weapon he used.  Arkadios Philokrates, you will imbibe it until you are dead.  Do you have any last words.” 
 
    “I take full responsibility for my actions,” said Arkadios. “I did the best I could.  I ask only that you treat Kylie with kindness regardless of whether it is her that fulfils the prophecy.” 
 
    I cried out again from where I knelt on the ground and clutched my stomach, so distraught that I felt physical pain in my belly.  My eyes squeezed shut against the tears that began spilling out until I saw a burst of light through my eyelids and knew that my ever-present protector had burst into flames just like the werewolf had the previous night. 
 
    I felt myself lifted up and assumed the two men who had held me back were going to force me to watch but when I opened my eyes and looked to the sides, they were nowhere near me and backing off fast.  Up and up I went until my feet left the ground. 
 
    Near the bonfire I saw Arkadios holding the bowl in his hands and staring in my direction in wonder.  From somewhere behind me a golden light shone but I couldn’t see where it was coming from no matter how much I craned my neck. 
 
    Then I realised something, or perhaps ‘I realised everything’ was closer to the truth.  The light wasn’t coming from behind me, it was coming from me.  Somewhere inside me Arkadios’ seed had taken hold and I was going to bear his child. 
 
    I also saw that the shifters had misinterpreted the prophecy as clearly as if I could question the prophet himself.  It didn’t say I was to breed with an alpha… it said I would choose from the best of the best of them.  And I had chosen Arkadios, my protector. 
 
    The golden light emanating from my body intensified and I felt filled with knowledge.  I knew exactly what I needed to do to save the shifters.  They had become stuck in their old ways, trying to remain unchanged as the world left them behind.  Everything would be different now, Arkadios and I would lead them into the promised golden age. 
 
    I felt the power of all animals inside of me, wisdom, power, speed, stealth, agility… I could become anything.  With that thought, I changed into a shining rhinoceros, and came crashing to the ground on all fours, immediately charging towards Arkadios with the crowd leaping out of my way in surprise and just a little terror. 
 
    When a path had cleared before me, I changed into a shimmery golden cheetah, closing the distance at breakneck pace, before turning back into my regular human shape, taking the bowl of death from my adopted father’s hands and casting it into the bonfire. 
 
    I took his hand and snapped the chain that held him, seeing my golden shine spread to him and the injuries he had sustained begin to close.  With a roar, he shifted into his bear shape and tore the other shackles off before pulling me in close protectively, not that I would ever need that kind of protection again.  There was next to nothing that could ever hurt me now. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I’d come back home to tie up some loose ends, say some goodbyes to my friends and collect some personal effects.  After the scene at the Halloween party where everybody saw me chased away by what looked like some gang members, followed by the carnage evident at my house and the fact that Arkadios and I went missing, a huge investigation from the local police force had begun. 
 
    Then the video footage surfaced.  Somebody had a dashboard mounted camera in their car that night we fled and caught what looked like somebody in the world’s most impossibly realistic Halloween costume leaping on to the back of a Humvee from the passenger window of another car.  The license plate matched Arkadios’ of course. 
 
    So now it was an FBI matter for some reason and the hunt for us had gone nationwide.  I couldn’t bear putting my closest friends through the pain of not knowing what happened to me, like I had been through with my mother, so I had to come back.  Just once. 
 
    There was something else I wanted to do too.  A lesson I had to teach.  The only problem was finding my student in the sprawling city.  All day and well into the night I roamed the streets, trying to pick up his trail until at last I smelled something I recognised. 
 
    His scent led me right into the roughest part of town.  I pulled my hood around my face, trying to watch all the darkest corners at once, gauging who might attack me, who thought they could take anything they wanted from me without permission. 
 
    Even so I had to concentrate on the trail too and I was close.  I was so excited by the prospect of finding my pupil that I was actually caught off guard when a voice spoke out of the darkness behind a dumpster in an alley. 
 
    “Well, well, well.  If it isn’t fuckmeat.  I see your werebear friend isn’t here to protect you.  You stupid bitch.  You owe me big-time, fuckmeat.  I got kicked out of the pack after all that shit but now I can bring you to Jeff and they’ll have to let me back in.  First though, I’m going to fuck you for myself, get me some of that royal pussy.  Then some of that royal ass.  Then some of that royal mouth so you can clean me off before I serve your up on a platter.” 
 
    I slowly pulled my hood back and smiled, a faint golden glow already brightening my eyes as I decided what form would be best suited to tearing him apart. 
 
    “Ah, Carlos.  I’ve been looking for you.” 
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    ***** 
 
     “So remember, you don’t need them.  You’ll be fine without carrying their deadweight, but if you do decide you feel like having a man in your life, make them work for it.  Make them work hard because you’re worth it, I’m confident of that.  Until next time, I’m Carmen “Confidence” Jones, thanks for watching.” 
 
    I clicked the button to stop recording and sat back in my chair, letting out a whoosh of breath.  It had been a surprisingly tough evening of creating the content for my yalltoob video blog.   I always had an outline to work from, but I usually adlibbed a lot as well, and the words just hadn’t come as freely as usual tonight. 
 
    I’d been video blogging for a few years by this stage, drawing on my own life experiences growing up in a household where the man was nothing but a distant memory.  My Mom and I were doing fine, and I wanted to show that to the world, well half of the world anyway. 
 
    I was quite happy doing it, I felt like I had found my calling in life, but about a year ago, things had begun to get really interesting.  I’d heard some rumours and then done a little undercover investigation about sexual harassment at the local branch of a major corporation. 
 
    After applying for a job online and getting an interview, I was not at all shocked when the interviewer said I could have the job if I sucked his cock like a good little girl.  Little did he know that I was wearing a concealed camera. 
 
    After painstaking editing, I uploaded the finished product on my yalltoob channel and… wow, just ‘wow’, my audience size absolutely exploded.  The police launched an official investigation and my video gave countless women the confidence to come forward and describe their ordeals, exposing a corporate attitude towards women dyed in the wool of the organisational culture. 
 
    The corporation was brought to its knees, it had to pay out countless millions in settlements, lives were changed.  A few men even spent time behind bars.  It was crazy, a crazy success. 
 
    Then, about six months ago, things got even better.  Yalltoob rolled out an advertising programme whereby people with lots of subscribers could sell advertising on their videos.  I enrolled and all of a sudden I had a small business on my hands while still in high school. 
 
    It was a lot to deal with while still trying to keep my grades up but thankfully the mainstream media soon stopped harassing me, and I was left with just the continually growing viewership.  I even used my own business as a case study for my economics class, so it was useful there too. 
 
    Now I was finished with high school and had been accepted into college where I was going to be studying journalism.  I had high hopes about my future career, I was going to expose the injustice women experienced, shatter glass ceilings and change the world.  First though, I’d have dinner. 
 
    I left my room and went to the kitchen, going to the fridge where my Mom had left a plate of food for me.  She’d said something about going out that night, but I hadn’t been paying too much attention, I was too wrapped up in getting my video done. 
 
    While my food heated up I went to the living room to try to find something decent to watch on TV as I ate.  My Mom had certainly been ‘going out’ a lot more lately but I didn’t think anything of it, she was obviously well within her rights to catch up with friends or whatever as often as she wanted. 
 
    I’d long since finished dinner and was using trashy reality TV to help me procrastinate about going back to my room to get stuck into editing my video when I heard footsteps at the front door.  My Mom must have returned, but then I heard something I never thought I would. 
 
    In addition to my Mom’s footsteps, it seemed she was talking to somebody… a man.  Was it possible?  No, surely not.  She couldn’t have been on a date, could she?  She’d always been so supportive of my video content, possibly fuelled by a lingering resentment about how my Dad had walked out.  I sat on the sofa hardly daring to move as the front door opened. 
 
    “Carmen?  Can you come here please?  There’s somebody I’d like you to meet.” 
 
    My feet seemed to weigh about a ton each as I made my way to the front door.  Standing next to my Mom, just inside our house, was a tall man of about six foot four who looked strangely familiar but I couldn’t quite place him.  I put on my most polite face as I approached the pair. 
 
    “Carmen, this is Castor.  Castor, this is my daughter, Carmen.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you, Carmen, I’ve heard so much about you.  Your mother is very proud.” 
 
    Castor… Castor “Mr. Success” Viktorov!  Now I recognised him.  Known as a ruthless businessman, he’d grown an empire for himself and had a reputation that everything he touched turned to gold.  The guy was a billionaire, through the open door down on the street I could see a driver just stepping back into a limo.  It was safe to say I was caught off guard as I held out my hand with my mouth open in a slightly dumbstruck pose. 
 
    Instead of shaking it, Castor raised my hand to his lips and planted a kiss that left my skin tingling, while never taking his eyes off mine.  My Mom cleared her throat conspicuously and I remembered my voice. 
 
    “I’m… uh… nice to meet you Mr… Castor.  Sorry I can’t stay and talk, I’ve got some video editing to do.” 
 
    “Carmen!  Don’t be rude.” 
 
    “It’s no problem, Laura, I understand completely.  From what I’ve heard Carmen here is running a successful little business, I know how much attention that can require.  Go ahead, Carmen.” 
 
    I fought back a surge of indignity, I was the one who had said I couldn’t stay and talk but it seemed as if Castor felt like he was in a position to give or withhold permission for me to stay or go.  Worse than that, my Mom was looking at him adoringly as if he’d just brought a troubled teenager into line.  Having already said I was going I turned on my heel and faced away from them before my anger bubbled to the surface and went back to my room. 
 
    That was the first hint I had about my Mom’s relationship and, wow, things moved fast from there.  Down a dangerous slope too, as far as I was concerned.  It wasn’t long before Castor spent the occasional night at our house, and damned if I could get any sleep with my Mom’s room just the other side of some pretty thin walls. 
 
    As if the squeals, grunts, buzzing, smacking and thumps weren’t enough, a picture fell off my wall and I swore I heard Castor call out my name once, but I put that down to a crazy auditory hallucination.  The entire ordeal was so much more than a simple pillow over the head or even ear plugs could shelter me from. 
 
    Apparently my Mom had been seeing Castor for a while now but had kept it quiet until she knew it was serious.  She knew my stance on men and didn’t want to parade a series of them in front of me, which is why none of her other potential boyfriends ever made it to our front door. 
 
    But, like I said, things moved quickly.  The summer holidays were far from over when Castor was over for an especially vigorous night of defiling my Mom, though he left before I got up the next day.  Over breakfast I was sleepily spooning my cereal into my mouth, doggedly avoiding any hint that I noticed how bow-legged my Mom seemed to be walking. 
 
    I was staring straight down into the milky bowl and wondering if I could possibly fit a power-nap into my day between recording and editing when my Mom let out one of her clearing-the-throat hints and I looked up.  She had her hands nonchalantly clasped in front of her, apparently absent-mindedly displaying a huge diamond on a gold band around her ring finger. 
 
    “You’re kidding me,” I said. 
 
    “Hmmm?  Oh this old thing?” 
 
    “Mom!  For God’s sake, tell me this is a really early April fool’s day prank, you can’t be serious!  You don’t need him!” 
 
    “Honey, calm down.  I am serious, it’s happening, and you’re wrong, I do need him.  What you might be surprised about is that you need him too.” 
 
    “Me?  The last thing I need is a man ruining our life.” 
 
    “Your whole life has been tainted by your asshole Dad walking out on us, I understand that, but it’s really killed me to see that seed sprout into what looks like a genuine hatred for half the population of the world.  It kills me because I remember what it feels like to be in love… in lust too.” 
 
    “That’s it!  You’re thinking with your… uh.” 
 
    “Sometimes in life you have to think with your pussy, Carmen.” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    “That’s another thing that’s really made me so sad about this whole mess.  A beautiful girl like you went all the way through high school without parking up with a boy, didn’t have a date for the prom, don’t even know what it’s like to be touched by a man going crazy with lust for you.  It’s one of life’s miracles, one of the reasons we’re even here, and it made me feel like I’ve failed you as a mother.” 
 
    “Mom, you…” 
 
    “So I’ve always been looking for the perfect man.  Not just for me, but for you too.” 
 
    “It’s a bit late for that, Mom.  What’s he gonna do?  Let me put make-up on him?  Chaperone while I go trick or treating dressed up as a little princess?  Make me call him Daddy?” 
 
    “Well, you’re spending this weekend with him.  I think I know which of those three you’ll be doing.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?  I’ve got things to do.” 
 
    “I know, honey, nobody is more proud than I am about your internet thing, but I need you to do this.  I’m not having you keep up that stand-offish attitude, and I think Castor can show you a whole new world, one that you never even suspected existed.” 
 
    “Mom, I’m eighteen, I don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “That’s true I suppose, but you will won’t you?  For me?” 
 
    My mom batted her eyelashes and looked so set on this happening that I growled in exasperation and threw my hands up, accidentally flicking some milk from my spoon on to the window. 
 
    “OK!  I don’t believe this.” 
 
    “You won’t regret it, honey, believe me.  And thank you.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was ready to keep up what my mom called my ‘stand-offish attitude’ the entire weekend, but Castor seemed to know exactly what to do to bring my defences down.  After being collected in a car that was not quite a limo by Castor and his driver we drove into the city and visited Castor’s visual effects company.  I spent the morning talking to the unsung legends of the video editing world, getting ideas I never would have thought of by myself. 
 
    It was so exciting that by the time Castor took me to lunch I had temporarily forgotten who the enemy was and jabbered away happily over a meal that may have cost as much as a small car for all I knew, the restaurant struck me as that fancy.  After lunch Castor said he had another surprise for me and when we rolled up outside a nice looking building I had no idea what to expect. 
 
    Castor pressed the button for one of the apartments and a strangely familiar female voice answered before pressing the buzzer and letting us in.  I almost screamed with excitement when Mariam Danelle, famous investigative journalist, opened the door and welcomed us to her penthouse overlooking the park. 
 
    I could have exploded with pride when she told me how much she’d enjoyed my sexual harassment story.  It was beyond belief that she’d watched it, she was as close as I had to a hero in my chosen career. 
 
    If I had been allowed I would have spent all afternoon, evening and night there picking her brain and listening to her stories, many of which had never been even hinted at in her documentaries.  By the time we left for dinner I was buzzing even more than at lunchtime.  I’d never had a day like this, never. 
 
    Castor commanded respect everywhere we went, his intimidating size sufficing where his intimidating reputation had not yet reached.  His classic good looks handled many other situations such as with the starry-eyed young women that served us dinner and kept my wine glass topped up. 
 
    By the time we left the restaurant and returned to his mansion I was definitely a bit tipsy, part of it was the alcohol, the rest of it was the joy of the experiences I’d had.  Castor invited me to something called a ‘drawing room’ that looked kind of like a small library with a currently empty fireplace, a small bar and a couple of padded chairs. 
 
    “More of the same?” Castor asked, pulling a bottle of wine out from behind the bar. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Castor filled up two glasses and handed me one.  We clinked them before he gestured towards one of the seats and settled himself into the other.  I took a few mouthfuls of my wine, mulling over the incredible events of the day and staring into the spot where a fire would have been at a colder time of year. 
 
    “Quite a day, huh Carmen?” 
 
    “Wow.  Understatement!  Yes.  Thank you, Castor.” 
 
    I took another sip of wine considering what I’d just said, I’d never thought I’d thank a man for anything but it had just happened. 
 
    “It’s incredible what can be achieved when men and women work together, wouldn’t you say?” 
 
    That was a leading question if ever I’d heard one, especially given my usual topic of conversation.  The last thing I wanted at the end of an otherwise perfect day was a heated argument that had me waiting outside for a taxi to take me back home so I tried to change the subject. 
 
    “Is that a real bearskin rug?” 
 
    “No, but why don’t you sit down on it, I bet you can’t tell the difference.  I wouldn’t kill a bear unless I was able to do it with my bare hands, and that’ll never happen.  They’re too majestic a creature.” 
 
    I’d never felt a bearskin rug before anyway, but it did look soft and luxurious so I set my wine down and got down on my hands and knees, running my fingers through the ‘fur’ as I stretched out and finally settled on my stomach.  With my head resting on my hands, I curled my lower legs upwards and kicked them back and forth slightly, wondering how I could keep the conversation steered away from any controversial subjects. 
 
    “Look at you.  Such a shame,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Your mother tells me you’ve never been fucked hard and left full of cum before.” 
 
    For a frozen moment I couldn’t move, then I bolted to my feet and bunched my fists up, my face heating with my rage. 
 
    “How dare you!  How dare she!  I don’t believe this!  Call me a taxi, I’m getting out of here.” 
 
    I took two confident steps in the general direction of the front of Castor’s mansion before he fixed me with a look that stopped me in my tracks.  With two dagger-like gestures of a single outstretched finger he demonstrated his expectations accompanied by a tone of voice that was no more capable of being disobeyed than the earth was capable of not turning. 
 
    “Sit your ass in that chair.  Right fucking now.” 
 
    I tried to muster the willpower to keep walking, but instead went straight to the chair just like he said, my fists still little balls of rage.  Castor stood up, towering over me even more than normal, and slowly walked around me as if gathering his thoughts. 
 
    “We’re going to change your worldview, Carmen.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Oh yes.  See, you don’t understand people.  Hell, you don’t even understand yourself.  I’ve known it ever since I watched that sweet little piece you did about Brassman Corp.  You’ve got talent at what you do, guts, brains, passion.  And a body built for being fucked hard.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe I wasn’t halfway home already, why was I still sitting here listening to him?  What was wrong with me? 
 
    “Look what you did when I said you’d never been left full of cum before.  You paused.  Just long enough to think about a.  Big.  Hard.  Cock.  Driving into your tight little pussy until you were a sperm soaked mess.  You thought about how good it would feel inside you, didn’t you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    I couldn’t even remember exactly what had flashed through my mind in that instant before I’d shot to my feet.  Now however my mind did go back to a time when a friend and I had been looking at something on the internet when, for no apparent reason, a video had popped up of some hardcore sex scene. 
 
    For a few seconds my friend and I had watched enthralled as some petite girl who looked to be our age was impaled on the huge veiny shaft protruding from the man, her legs spread wide and her whole body shaking as he fucked her with reckless abandon.  I’d never admitted it to her or anybody, but I’d definitely felt… funny between my legs after that.  I licked my lips without even thinking about it and Castor smiled. 
 
    “That’s right, Carmen, you want to suck cocks too.  You want to taste the pure essence of man, have it coating your tongue, your mouth, your whole face, like it was filling up your world.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    Why wasn’t my voice stronger, more emphatic?  Everything Castor was saying was instantly turned into a graphic image in my mind, distracting me from my indignation.  I could see my tongue swirling around the throbbing heads of those cocks he was talking about, almost taste them.  It was imagery I had tried to avoid my whole life, be it in external media or my imagination, but for the first time Castor was making me think about it… and holy fuck but it was hot. 
 
    A sudden tingle shot up from between my legs and I clamped my legs closed with an embarrassing slapping sound that drew attention to what I’d just done.  Castor smiled and continued stalking around me, bending down to whisper a few words now and then for emphasis. 
 
    “Your body knows what it wants even if you’re still denying it, Carmen.  You’re a champion of the truth, aren’t you?  An untainted investigative journalist?  Then tell me what you feel between your legs.  Wet and ready for action… or nothing?” 
 
    I turned my head away from him, blushing at the truth I felt seeping out between my labia.  My heart rate seemed to be picking up with every word he spoke, fuelling my muscles for an eagerly anticipated physical encounter.  Not that that would happen of course, I was still in charge… wasn’t I? 
 
    Castor circled around until he was standing right in front of me, I stared down at the socks peeking out from under the cuffs of his expensive suit pants unable to raise my head to look him in the eye.   
 
    Before I knew it, he had reached down and taken my hand in his.  For a crazy few seconds I thought he was going to get down on one knee and propose to me too but instead he slowly brought my hand towards his crotch. 
 
    When I realised what he was doing I struggled feebly to pull my hand away, but even I could see my act for what it was, a token effort.  Any real fight that might have been left was driven out when I noticed that huge bulge in his pants, like there was something barely restrained in there that was desperate to get to me. 
 
    Castor held my hand a fraction of an inch away from the surface of that material, so close I could feel the heat radiating off him.  I trembled with anticipation and shame, unable to push forward or pull away, completely at his mercy. 
 
    “Tell me you want to feel my cock.” 
 
    “Please don’t make me say it…” 
 
    “It’s right there Carmen… just say the magic words.” 
 
    “Mmmm.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Say it god dammit, Carmen.” 
 
    “OK… yes I want it.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Out of nowhere Castor’s free hand made open-palmed contact with my cheek, rocking my face to the side.  I raised my own hand to where the sting was burning me and glanced up at him in shock, my other hand still held in place just over his crotch. 
 
    Castor’s face was a mask of power.  He had just taken corrective action on a piece of his property, nothing more, nothing less.  What was most shocking of all was how I just couldn’t muster the anger I knew I should have been feeling.  All I could sense was that shame, at being so easily taken down off my own pedestal but even more prominent was the shame at having disappointed him, that was the worst.  I blinked away a tear and looked up at him hopefully, not daring to do anything else. 
 
    “Tell me exactly what you want.” 
 
    “Please can I feel your cock?” 
 
    “Good girl, that’ll do.” 
 
    The swell of pride I felt when he praised me was second only to the wonderment at the huge shaft that I suddenly felt pressed into the palm of my hand through Castor’s pants.  It was hard to tell for sure, but I swore it must have been even bigger than that cock I’d seen in that brief video clip, it had to be. 
 
    I rubbed my hand up and down, feeling for each end, fascinated by what I was grasping.  Castor was looking down at me with approval, so I kept right on rubbing until he put his hand over mine again, halting my motions. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    “What?  But what about Mom?” 
 
    “She knows what this weekend is all about.  Take that cock out.” 
 
    I desperately wanted to but it was still so sudden and unexpected.  This was my mother’s fiancé for God’s sake!  I turned my head away again, almost afraid to watch what I was doing, and felt for his zip, beginning to pull it down. 
 
    Castor gathered my hair into the firm grip of one hand and forced me to watch his zip come down.  I looked up at him imploringly and was met with the same unbendable resolve.  With trembling fingers I reached into the warmth of his pants, feeling that same hardness just barely contained by his boxers. 
 
    I searched and found a gap in the front of Castor’s underwear, the very tips of my fingers hesitating at the entrance before I pushed forward again and looked up to my future step-father at the very moment I made contact with his naked shaft.  I needed to use my other hand to push and pull the material of his clothes out of the way before I was able to pull his monster cock out into the light. 
 
    My jaw dropped in awe of what I was holding.  Through the palm of my hand and my fingers, which were only just able to close around his girth, I could feel the steady throb of his heartbeat.  Each time I felt it, the thick cock would twitch a little in my grip. 
 
    I brought my other hand up to it, wrapping my fingers around as if that would help me keep it under control.  The end of his cock still poked out, long, thick, and hard with a sparkly bead of some clear fluid gathering at the tip. 
 
    For the first time in my life I was holding the thoroughly aroused cock of a man, I could still hardly believe it.  Castor had made me do it but I couldn’t help but feel a little bit proud of myself, as if I was holding a weapon of mass destruction.  It was formidable, but it was me that had made it so dangerous. 
 
    After another slap to my cheek, much lighter than the first, Castor guided his cock towards my face and I was staring down the barrel of that weapon as it approached me.  Castor had a fistful of my hair, I had nowhere to go.  I opened my mouth. 
 
    Castor’s huge cock slid over my lips and I tasted that slippery salty liquid from his tip as it touched down on my tongue.  My eyes bulged at how wide I had to open my jaws, there was no space to spare in my mouth and still Castor slowly pushed forward. 
 
    I felt the ridge of his cock gliding over my tongue, right at the back, and then the tip hit the back of my throat and I pushed backwards with all of my strength as I gagged and coughed.  Castor kept a firm grip on my hair, letting me compose myself but not letting me go anywhere.  With his free hand, he grabbed the base of his cock and began tapping it on my cheeks, nose and lips as if in light punishment for my reflex. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do much better than that, Carmen.  You want to make me happy, don’t you?” 
 
    The contrast of punishment and praise over the past few minutes, and my reactions to them had convinced me that yes indeed, I wanted to make Castor happy.  I nodded and wiped at my watering eyes. 
 
    “Then  say ‘Please let me deepthroat you, Daddy’.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t talk back to me.” 
 
    I gulped.  “Please let me deepthroat you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl, hands at your side this time, they’re just a distraction.” 
 
    Once more I parted my lips to accept his massive member into my mouth, my hands clenched into little fists again.  This time though, they were clenched in concentration rather than anger. 
 
    Every instinct I had was telling me to bring my hands up so I could push his cock out if I needed to.  I managed to hold myself back, part of it stemmed from the determination to show Castor that I really was a good girl like he said.  Part of it was because a little voice told me Castor might not let me push him out again. 
 
    When the throbbing head of Castor’s cock hit the back of my throat again, my eyes watered anew and I looked up at him in a nearly-silent plea for him to be gentle.  If he understood that plea, he ignored it, using his fistful of hair to push ever harder on the back of my head until I felt as if some barrier gave way, and suddenly the steady progression of man-meat into my neck resumed. 
 
    My throat and tongue worked uselessly in an instinctive effort to force out the invader but that only seemed to pleasure Castor more.  After a few seconds, my lips disappeared inside the open zip of Castor’s pants right against the base of his cock, I had somehow managed to take it all. 
 
    “I knew you could do it, Carmen.  I knew from the first moment I saw you that you’d be a good little cock worshipper.  You may pleasure yourself.” 
 
    My brow furrowed in confusion, which must have looked a bit strange with a cock buried to the hilt in my mouth.  Surely he didn’t want me to just, you know, masturbate while his cock was in my mouth… wasn’t he supposed to get me off if I got him off?  Wasn’t that how it was supposed to work. 
 
    Still, there was no denying the tingly pulsations emanating from between my legs and I began hitching up my skirt so I could get easy access to my eager pussy.  While I was doing that Castor began slowly sawing his hard cock in and out of my formerly virgin throat, pulling out into my mouth every few strokes so I could breathe. 
 
    At last I had my skirt high enough so that I could pull my panties aside and stroke my sopping wet slit.  My natural lubricants had made a mess of my panties already, and I spread the slippery fluid all over my sex, dipping a single finger inside and dragging it out over my sensitive little bump. 
 
    Whenever Castor’s slick cock head slipped into my mouth, my tongue flicked from side to side in time with my furiously stroking finger on my clit, as if pleasuring him was indistinguishable from pleasuring myself.  As my orgasm approached I began moaning on his cock whenever I could get air in and out. 
 
    Just before I came, the tip of Castor’s cock was getting an enthusiastic tongue bath.  I took a deep breath, ready to let it all out in the sluttiest moan I’d ever emitted, when he shoved his length back down my throat, cutting off my oxygen once more. 
 
    I closed my eyes but was immediately stung by a sharp slap to my cheek , which only seemed to fuel the explosion of bliss running rampant through my body at that moment.  I looked up at him in the midst of my climax, my eyes glazed with my ecstasy, my whole body blurred between pleasure and pain. 
 
    “Look at me, Carmen, look at me while you cum, you little slut.  Right here.  Know your place.  Feel my cock all the way down your throat.” 
 
    I’d never let anybody speak to me like that, especially not a man.  Never even dreamed of it, but every word that came out of his mouth only made my orgasm all the stronger.  I never wanted him to stop. 
 
    With his fat cock blocking off all air though, it was only a question as to whether my climax or oxygen would last the longest.  Before I passed out, Castor pulled my head off his cock by the hair and let me collapse back in the chair. 
 
    As I laid there catching my breath, feeling the cool air on the rivulets of saliva and Castor’s glistening juices running down my cheeks.  I was dimly aware that Castor seemed to be undressing and saying something to me.  With a herculean effort I managed to concentrate on his words. 
 
    “… want you to always remember just how hard you were fucked the night you lost your virginity.  Remember how you screamed for more despite the pain, told your Daddy that your pussy belonged to him.” 
 
    “Wh-a-a-t?” 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    Castor rolled me sideways until I was face down and pulled my legs off the chair so I was kneeling over it.  He was positioning himself behind me when I looked over my shoulder, a look of unstoppable hunger was in his eye. 
 
    “Wait… I’m a virgin.” 
 
    “I know, all the better.  I love hearing you virgins squeal.” 
 
    “But… I’m… you can’t!  You’re marrying my mom!” 
 
    “Do you think you can tell me what I can or cannot do?” 
 
    “Uh… no…” 
 
    “No, who?” 
 
    “No… Daddy?” 
 
    “Then get your pretty little face down on that chair and brace yourself.” 
 
    I looked down at his massive cock, confused terrified… and desperate for him to dismiss my excuses.  There was one more that had to be aired though. 
 
    “But I’m not on the pill!  Where’s your condom.” 
 
    “Not for you, Carmen.  If it happens it happens.  We’re both going to feel everything without some artificial barrier between us.  Sex is going to be hard and dangerous.  Now shut the fuck up.” 
 
    Castor shoved my head down on to the chair, which pushed my ass out towards him.  My skirt had fallen back down a bit, but my future step-father hitched it up and revealed my still-quivering and still-virgin pussy, partially covered by my soaked panties. 
 
    I felt the material being pulled down my thighs and cooperatively lifted each knee so he could take them off completely.  That was the last I ever saw of those panties, I presumed he took them as a trophy. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to expect next, would he build up to full pace, or just fuck me hard and fast?  My answer came in the form of a firm spank to my right ass cheek. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I yelped in response and looked back over my shoulder, not daring to move my ass. 
 
    “That’s for all the excuses.  From now on you jump at any opportunity to take my cock, understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “That’s for forgetting who you’re speaking to.” 
 
    “Ow!  Yes… Daddy!” 
 
    Both of my ass cheeks were singing with heat, I imagined a clear red hand print was probably coming up on each one.  Before the sting had even begun to settle down, I felt the engorged head of Castor’s cock slowly probing around the entrance to my tight tunnel, my juices mixing with his to make his tip as slippery as I was. 
 
    When his fat head began parting my pussy lips my hands clenched down on the chair, he was going slowly and I thought I’d never stretch wide enough to accommodate him.  I let out a grunt of effort and squeezed my eyes shut as the girth kept on coming.  I was about to beg for him to stop when I felt some slight relief as my lips slipped over the ridge and clamped down on his shaft. 
 
    A sheen of sweat sprang up on my forehead, he’d only just begun but I felt like I’d already had a real workout.  Once satisfied that his cock was securely embedded in my pussy he let go with his guiding hand and brought it down on my ass again. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “What do you want, Carmen?” 
 
    “F-fuck me, Daddy!” 
 
    “How hard?” 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and, despite my fears, told him what was in my best interests to tell him. 
 
    “Fuck me as hard as you can, Daddy.” 
 
    “You got it, princess.” 
 
    Castor powered his cock through my hymen with none of the typical regard normally reserved for a girl’s virginity, the slap of our bodies meeting barely audible over the squeal I let out.  With a firm grip on my hips, Castor immediately pulled almost all the way out and slammed his hard shaft home again, shaking my whole body. 
 
    I’d never imagined feeling so filled, like I could possibly burst at the seams from being stuffed too full of cock.  Castor was fucking away my virginity fast and hard, using my pussy like I was a common whore rather than an inexperienced teen girl. 
 
    On the few occasions when I’d thought about sex I’d always thought it would be tender and loving but Castor was introducing me to a completely different, a completely animal, side to sex.  If my imagination had been ‘making love’ this reality was definitely ‘getting fucked’.  Moving one hand to the small of my back, he used the other to pull my head back by my hair while maintaining his frantic thrusting. 
 
    “How does that feel, Carmen?” 
 
    “Hurts,” I panted. 
 
    “Good.  You’re gonna start feeling something magic in a few minutes.” 
 
    Using my hair as reins, Castor pulled me back against his cock over and over again, riding me like his prized breeding mare.  Castor’s thrusts were hard and fast, as mentioned, but after a while I noticed something, just like he said I would.  They were also strong and dependable and as soon as I noted his rhythm, my body instinctively began pushing back at his jack hammering cock. 
 
    “That’s the way, slut, work for my cum.” 
 
    “Mmmmm.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Ow!  Yesssss...” 
 
    The punctuation of his spank between thrusts sent a shock through my body.  It felt like a spark was slowly floating down into a lake of gasoline, a lake that grew bigger every time Castor’s big dick pounded into my tight little pussy. 
 
    I was almost scared at what might happen when that spark touched down on the lake, and Castor kept it in the air for a torturously long time, slowing down his thrusts whenever I thought it might make contact until I was screaming for release. 
 
    “Please, Daddy, make me cum!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    With a single spank on my ass, he sent that spark down into the volatile liquid and let forth an eruption of ecstasy.  For the first time since lying down on that faux bearskin rug, I felt truly powerful. 
 
    My pussy, unused before this evening and full of the freshness of youth, was naturally tight but when I came I felt my muscles clamping down on Castor’s thrusting cock, turning my sex into a slippery manifestation of heaven on earth.  I heard the hard-fucking billionaire groan in response to the intensified sensation and slow his thrusts, making every one count as he forced himself as deep as he could go. 
 
    Each time he bottomed out, a spurt of some hot liquid splashed my insides, coating the walls of my vagina until I felt it dribbling out over my clit and down my thighs.  Castor collapsed on top of me, reaching between my body and the chair to grope my tits while he kissed my neck and whispered all kinds of filthy things into my ear. 
 
    Finally he sat up straight and pulled his cock out of my slit.  I pouted and almost told him to put it back in, the contrast between full and empty was so stark.  For a moment I didn’t know what to do with myself, it seemed like my whole body, my whole life, had been repurposed to take Castor’s cock and cum and now that it was over, I was left with nothing to do. 
 
    “Head on upstairs, Carmen.  We’ve got a big day tomorrow.  My butler, Ozmund, will show you to your room.” 
 
    I went without a word, picking up my handbag as I went.  This weekend just took one hell of a strange turn.  I couldn’t help but look forward to the rest of it. 
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    ***** 
 
    I woke up slowly in the morning, gradually drifting upwards through layers of dreams until I was fully awake behind my closed eyes.  Wow, that was crazy I thought. 
 
    I’d had the weirdest dream.   In it my mom’s new fiancé, billionaire Castor Viktorov, had fucked my virginity away fast and hard as though it had always belonged to him, I just hadn’t known it.  I supposed after all the nights I’d been forced to listen to him making my mom squeal through the thin walls that separated our rooms it was inevitable that something like that would happen. 
 
    Only… I felt so sore between my legs, so tender.  Sometimes I’d woken up from a dream with a headache or feeling thirsty, little sensations that had come about as a result of the fake stimuli my brain had given my body, but nothing quite like this. 
 
    That’s when my thinking became a bit clearer and my eyes fluttered open.  Instead of my familiar room, I was greeted by the sight of the considerably more opulent, though impersonal, surroundings of one of Castor’s many spare bedrooms. 
 
    It hadn’t been a dream… Castor had filled my unprotected womb with his semen the previous night and this was the first morning in my whole life that I was waking up as a former-virgin.  Right this moment, his sperm could be swimming towards one of my eggs… the whole idea left me surprisingly conflicted. 
 
    After years of rallying against male-kind, promoting a life of independence from them, urging other women to realise they only needed themselves, Castor had sent me crazy with lust for his huge cock.  And all after only a single day of introducing me to professionals in the field of my hopeful-career, journalism, and various associated trades. 
 
    Indignation, shame, anger… they were certainly all present, roiling away in my head and stomach.  It was the fact that there was any conflict at all that was surprising to me.  The way he had touched me, taken control, made me cum like… I hardly dared even think the words in my head… a little slut, had all felt so good I could hardly believe it. 
 
    The way he had turned from this respectable man who had shown me so much, opened so many doors, to this insatiable animal in the blink of an eye was so intriguing.  To think that those aspects of his character could possibly be all rolled up into a single person was amazing. 
 
    But what if he got me pregnant?  I wanted to go to college and get myself established in my career.  I’d never thought of myself having a family of my own.  I wasn’t a lesbian but my stance on men had kind of precluded the possibility, so it wasn’t something I’d ever had the need to think about. 
 
    It was a dangerous game I was playing, or a dangerous game I was part of at least.  I wasn’t entirely sure just how much control I had, it felt like Castor held all the cards somehow. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t hide in this room all day.  I opened the door and peeked out through the crack, seeing nothing but the hallway, before I dashed across to the bathroom and locked that door behind me.  After a taking a shower in a huge cubical with eight showerheads, I was feeling halfway normal again and went downstairs. 
 
    After a bit of a search I managed to find Castor in a dining room.  The last remnants of his breakfast were just being cleared away by his butler, Ozmund, as he studied a newspaper.  Castor flicked his eyes up at me and then back down to the article he was reading, as if seeing the girl whose virginity he had taken the previous night was no big deal to him at all. 
 
    “Morning,” I offered. 
 
    “Good morning, Carmen, you almost missed breakfast,” said Castor, still not looking up. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “What would you like, Ma’am?” asked Ozmund. 
 
    “Oh… just cereal, if you’ve got any.” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    Ozmund left the room and Castor and I sat in silence except for the quiet shuffling of newspaper.  I looked at him, trying to come up with some kind of small talk, but all I could think of was the feel of him inside me.  The hardness of him, the power that shook my whole body… the heat of his cum.  I quickly averted my eyes until my cereal arrived and I could concentrate on that without feeling awkward.  How had he done this to me? 
 
    I was nearly finished with my breakfast when Castor folded his paper up and cast it aside derisively, fixing me with a gaze that halted the spoon halfway to my mouth.  I gulped and slowly lowered it with a quiet clink on the bowl. 
 
    “What’s your excuse?” he asked. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “You had all that momentum, after the big breakthrough story, but then instead of pursuing more issues that mattered, you went back to your preachy little videos that aren’t going to do anything for your career.” 
 
    “My viewers like…” I began quietly. 
 
    “Bullshit.  I know, and you know that most of your viewers found you because of the one thing you did that could be described as investigative journalism.  Eighty percent of your views, at least, are based on twenty percent, at most, of your videos.” 
 
    “My number of subscribers is still growing…” 
 
    “Yes, but the difference between new signups and how many people are unsubscribing is getting smaller and smaller.” 
 
    It was so frustrating to be lectured about my own business, but I couldn’t deny the facts he was stating.  It had become especially noticeable over the past month or so.  The video where I went undercover and exposed a local company for sexual harassment was still bringing in the bulk of my ad revenue, and the views on my newer videos were in steady decline. 
 
    “So… what do you suggest?” I asked. 
 
    “I think it’s obvious and you already know the answer, but you’re scared.  Do more of what worked.” 
 
    He was right, of course.  I’d been set on being an investigative journalist ever since I felt the thrill of success, but I’d been paralysed by my fear that anything I tried to do after that wouldn’t garner the same results.  What if I exposed myself as a one-hit-wonder? 
 
    So I’d played it safe and gone back to making videos repeating my mantra about how women didn’t need men.  There was another problem too.  I’d kind of stumbled across my last (and first) story by hearing rumours around town about the shady things girls were being asked in job interviews.  Nothing like that had fallen into my lap since. 
 
    “But how do I find the stories?  I can’t go to interviews with every company in the country.” 
 
    “You’ll develop a nose for a good story with time, I think.  Meanwhile, like I said last night, it’s amazing what can happen when men and women work together.  I’ve heard a few things about Dermott Industries that somebody like you would be perfect to investigate.  If it just so happens that they are a major competitor of mine, well, it would certainly be convenient if you caused the same kind of problems for them as you did for Rientech.” 
 
    Castor was serving his own needs, of course, but I was intrigued.  If he had a way for me to recapture the hearts and minds of my audience… I was all ears. 
 
    “What should I do?” I asked. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Where exactly he had obtained an authentic St Mary’s school uniform from I had no idea, but I guessed being a billionaire it wasn’t the most difficult thing to do.  As I walked nervously out of the spare room and down the hallway, heading for the door Castor had instructed me to go to, I thought about how I had a uniform just like it in my own closet. 
 
    There were some fundamental differences of course.  The one I had back home was actually the correct size for me and conformed to the conservative standards of my old school.  This one might have been about right for me a few years ago but now… not so much. 
 
    The skirt was nowhere near the required below-the-knee length, the hem brushed my upper thighs as I walked.  As a result, the top of the stockings were no longer hidden, leaving tantalising twin bands of bare flesh that would only serve to draw the eyes of anybody who saw me.  From there, there was no doubt that every swish of the skirt would set the hearts of all men pounding, hoping to catch a glimpse of the treasure the pleated material scarcely concealed. 
 
    A few years ago I’d also had a bit of a growth spurt of the womanly kind, and the white button-up shirt I was now wearing was straining to hold my large breasts.  Looking down at the buttons dubiously, I thought I was probably one quick deep breath away from sending them shooting across the room. 
 
    It was such a tight fit that the gaps between the buttons were gaping open around my chest, giving anybody who cared to look a mostly unimpeded view of my bra, a black lacy one that was all-too-visible through the white material anyway.  I thought of Sister Jemima Constance, one of the nuns who used to work at my school, and almost giggled despite myself.  She probably would have had a heart attack if I had turned up to school looking like this. 
 
    Castor’s plan was a crazy one... so crazy it just might work!  With a fake résumé and job application to the appropriate department at Dermott Industries, I was going to do basically the same thing I had done at Rientech… only with the sex-bait ramped way up. 
 
    After breakfast I’d been given the uniform, a loose script with a few suggestions for things to say, and an hour to get myself ready before reporting to Castor’s office to roleplay how the job interview might go.  I knocked on the door timidly, getting into character as I’d been instructed. 
 
    “Come in,” Castor said from behind the door. 
 
    I opened it and peeked inside, seeing Castor seated behind a huge desk made from some beautiful dark wood. 
 
    “Hello?  Mr. Smith?” I gave the fake name he’d said to use.  “I’m here about the job?” 
 
    “Yes, take a seat.  Stacy, is it?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, closing the door behind me and sitting down, slowly crossing my legs. 
 
    “You… uh… look a lot younger than your résumé indicated.  It says here you’re twenty four… but you’re not twenty four, are you?” 
 
    “No, I’m still in high school… I just put that on there so I could get the interview.  I’d do anything for this job… anything.” 
 
    “When do you graduate?” he asked. 
 
    “Soon.” 
 
    “How soon?” 
 
    “Soon enough,” I said, with the tiniest of smiles. 
 
    “I’m not sure why you’ve applied, Stacy, this is a full-time position, not an after-school job.”  Castor stood and walked to the door.  “I think you should leave.” 
 
    I threw myself to my knees in front of him, one hand on his thigh and the other holding the door closed. 
 
    “Please, Mr. Smith!  I need the money!  Isn’t there some position you’d like me in?  Some kind of job you’d like me to do?” 
 
    Castor licked his lips and looked around as if checking for any witnesses before bringing his gaze back to me. 
 
    “You’re graduating this year, right?” 
 
    I shrugged.  “Let’s say ‘yes’.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Castor placed his hand over mine, and moved it inwards from his upper thigh to between his legs.  I couldn’t stop myself from gasping when I felt the thickness of his semi-hard cock through his pants, even partially erect it snaked an intimidatingly long way down his inner thigh. 
 
    “I might have an opening for a sexy little after-school cock-sucker.  Tell me, Stacy, will you swallow whatever I give you?” 
 
    “Aaaaand, gotcha!” I said, beginning to stand up. 
 
    Castor’s hands pushed down on my shoulders, bringing me back to my knees as I stared up at him in confusion.  His dark eyes drilled into me and any protests I had were quickly stifled. 
 
    “We’re not finished here, Stacy,” Castor emphasised my fictional name. 
 
    “Oh… right.  I’ve just remembered someplace I’ve got to be right now, Mr. Smith… I have to go.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.  You think you can come in here, tease me like that and just leave?” 
 
    Castor grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of my head and pulled me to my feet as I let out a little yelp.  With his firm grip he led me, stumbling slightly, back towards his desk and he took a seat in his expensive-looking chair. 
 
    “Take my cock out, little girl,” he said, giving my head a quick shake. 
 
    “But, Mr. Smith…” 
 
    Castor’s spare hand struck my cheek, hard enough to sting and leave a warm handprint, but not hard enough to leave a lasting mark.  The pistol-crack sound cut my sentence off and left me kneeling there wide-eyed between his legs. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Don’t talk back, you little slut.  What’s the matter, this your first time seeing a hard dick?” 
 
    I nodded almost without thinking, knowing it was what he wanted me to say. 
 
    “Yes… I needed the money… I thought I could do it… but I’m scared, Mr. Smith!  Can I just go?” 
 
    “Oh no, we’re going to have some fun.  Now take my cock out.” 
 
    Castor held out his hand, ready to slap me again, and, with a gulp, I slowly slid my fingers up his legs.  Once more I felt that bulge along his inner thigh and glanced up at him as I followed its length upwards to where the zip was. 
 
    My billionaire step-father-to-be was watching my every move, waiting for me to do as he commanded.  Castor’s office was so silent that the sound of his zip coming down seemed incredibly loud, like it was something more important than just a zip. 
 
    I reached my hand through the newly created gap, feeling how hot it was inside his pants, and my fingertips brushed the base of his cock through the material of his underwear.  I drew my breath in sharply, feeling my breasts swell against the tight shirt and put even more strain on the buttons. 
 
    “Look at those beautiful fucking tits,” Castor said, putting the buttons out of their misery by roughly yanking my shirt to each side, sending them flying all over the place. 
 
    The tops of my breasts curved proudly above the lacy black cups of my bra as I continued to reach even further into Castor’s pants, finding a gap in the front of his underwear that allowed access to his bare dick.  I paused for a moment, savouring the touch of it, and swore I could feel it slowly hardening under my fingers. 
 
    “Take it out,” Castor urged. 
 
    A sudden electric jolt of pleasure sparked between my legs when I wrapped my fingers all the way around his shaft and began to pull it out into the light.  Castor explored my body with his spare hand, never releasing the grip he had on my hair, stroking my face and my exposed navel before sliding his hand around to the back and unclasping my bra with a skilful flick of his fingers. 
 
    I felt the supportive underwire release its grip on me and begin to fall off as I concentrated on the monster emerging from Castor’s pants.  Once it was out, Castor pushed my shirt off and my bra straps slid down my arms before falling on the floor between us. 
 
    “O…OK,” I stuttered, “It’s out… can I go now, Mr. Smith?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I didn’t even see it coming that time, Castor’s hand re-warmed the same place he had struck before and I gasped again.  His cock twitched at the sound and I felt a hint of my own juices leaking out from between my most private folds, getting me ready for something I wasn’t so sure I wanted, considering how sore I was from last night. 
 
    “No, Stacy, I don’t think you’re going anywhere until I’ve emptied my balls into you.  Virgin or not, you’re going to take every last drop of my cum like a greedy slut and beg me for more.” 
 
    “Please, Mr. Smith, I’ve never…” 
 
    “Shut up.  Look at you.  All these protests and you can’t take your eyes off it.  You’re wondering what it would feel like, sliding in and out of you, wondering what it tastes like.  You’re already wet.” 
 
    I turned my face away but felt Castor bring my hand back to his shaft.  Under my palm I felt it twitch and Castor made my fingers curl around it once more, using me to jerk himself.  After a few moments I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around it anymore and, when I looked back, I saw it was standing up straight and hard. 
 
    “You like it, don’t you, Stacy?” 
 
    “No… yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “What does it make you feel?” 
 
    “It makes me feel… funny… between the legs.” 
 
    “Put it in your mouth.  Suck it.” 
 
    “O…OK.  But no more, OK?” 
 
    “I’ll decide that, Stacy, not you,” said Castor. 
 
    With that, he began pulling my head towards his crotch with one hand and used his other over mine to aim his cock at my mouth.  The tip, sporting a droplet of pre-cum, pressed against my lips and smeared its slippery payload over them before I let it slide into the wet confines of my mouth. 
 
    My lips stretched out and my jaws opened wide to accommodate him, and I was struck anew at the sheer size of him.  It was almost impossible for me to believe what he had done to me the previous night, surely I could never have taken a dick like this, right? 
 
    “Mmmm, fuck yeah, Stacy.” 
 
    Castor’s leaned his head back against the headrest of his chair and pushed me down until I felt the tip hit the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex.  I pressed my palms against his thighs, trying to push myself off, but he held me still until my natural reactions seemed to calm down and I was able to stay calm with my lips part of the way down his shaft and the tip still deeply embedded. 
 
    My tongue worked, trying to expel the masculine invader from my mouth, but this only seemed to excite him even more and I felt his cock twitch in response. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it.  Swirl your tongue around, you sure you’ve never done this before?” 
 
    I looked up at him as innocently as I could with my eyes watering and a huge erection in my mouth and shook my head ‘no’. 
 
    “Just a born cock-sucker, then.  So get sucking.” 
 
    Castor began forcing my mouth up and down on his hard rod, the swollen head meeting the back of my throat with a wet squelching sound every time, until I found the rhythm he seemed to like.  Between my legs, my pussy was practically screaming for attention and I slowly slipped a hand down towards it. 
 
    My fingertips snaked under the waistband of my panties as Castor began meeting the downward strokes of my mouth with upward thrusts of his own, hitting the back of my throat even harder than before.  My pussy had leaked so much of my natural lubricant that my panties were a sopping mess and it wasn’t long before my fingers were completely soaked and flicking my clit rapidly. 
 
    Castor’s cock filled my world, the size of it, the taste of it… the power of it.  I raised my eyes to meet his gaze, seeing his eyelids half-closed with the pleasure he was taking from me.  After all my life spent rebelling against male-kind, I was surprised by the euphoria I felt at being able to give such satisfaction to so experienced and powerful a man. 
 
    A fluttery feeling built up in my belly, and seemed to throb back and forth between there and my clit, growing all the time.  As the sexy sounds of Castor’s face-fucking continued their steady rhythm, I felt my climax fast approaching and my eyebrows rose and bunched together as the enormity of the sensations pushed me to near-panic. 
 
    The army of butterflies in my stomach exploded and sent sparks of ecstasy twirling to the very tips of my fingers and toes.  I moaned around Castor’s cock and he let out a long ‘uhhh’ of pleasure in response, forcing my head downwards until I felt a popping sensation and suddenly his cock was advancing down my throat. 
 
    My body was telling me to take deep breaths and scream my pleasure, but the thick man-meat blocking my oxygen supply was preventing it.  My face went red and my eyes began to water as each thrum of my orgasm pulsed through me, seemingly intensified by my inability to breathe. 
 
    Castor held my lips against the very base of his cock until my climax subsided and I thought I was going to pass out.  At the very limits of my determination, he finally relented and I gasped in air as the world went a bit fuzzy around the edges. 
 
    I rolled my eyes up at Castor, my mouth wide open and his huge shaft still ominously close, and held on to his thighs for support.  The billionaire who had made me call him ‘daddy’ was in no mood to wait for me to fully recover, half-pulling me to my feet by my hair and pushing me forwards over the desk so that my short skirt lifted to reveal the creases where my legs met my ass, the tops of the stockings practically miles below. 
 
    “Please, Daddy… er… Mr. Smith… I’m a virgin… I’m not on the pill…” 
 
    “Then you better clear your schedule for the next eighteen years, because I’m going to bareback your tight little pussy.  You’re mine, Stacy.” 
 
    Castor flipped the back of my skirt upwards and I felt the tiny scrap of material resting on my back as I raised my upper body on to my elbows and looked over my shoulder at him.  My panties were roughly pushed down to my knees and my billionaire daddy paused for a moment, savouring the view. 
 
    Castor’s engorged rod, slickened with a mixture of his pre-cum and my saliva and feeling slightly cooled from the air on the moisture, was soon nuzzled up against my only-been-used-once entrance and I sucked a breath in, as I was reminded once again of how tender I still was from being fucked so hard the previous night. 
 
    With one hand around the middle of his shaft, he swirled the tip around my labia, mixing all our slippery juices together, before slowly sliding it upwards until his head was lightly touching the virgin pucker of my asshole.  Castor gained a thoughtful expression as my mouth dropped open in fear, but he brought his cock back to my slit and began pushing inside me. 
 
    My relief at not getting fucked in the ass was short-lived as I gripped the edge of the desk with both hands, desperately trying not to cry out.  My pussy struggled to accommodate him just as much as it had the previous night.  If anything it seemed more difficult, given my soreness. 
 
    All of this was lost on Castor or, more likely, irrelevant, as he concentrated on forcing his hard length into the teen girl bent over in front of him.  When he was about halfway in, I broke, and let out a gasp. 
 
    “Stop!  Wait! It hurts, Daddy!” 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    Two open-palmed slaps rained down on my bare ass, briefly taking my mind off the monster being fed into my tight teen tunnel.  My yelp of surprise was barely out of my mouth before Castor slammed the rest of his cock all the way home in one powerful thrust and his pelvis slapped against my ass like a third spank, making my breasts wobble considerably with the impact. 
 
    “There’s no stopping now, Stacy,” said Castor.  “You’re going to take everything I give you and love it.” 
 
    With his hands at the top of my ass and his fingers curling around towards my hips, he held me in place and pulled us together at the same time, until the tip of his cock brushed against my unprotected cervix.  He began sawing his massive erection in and out of my slit, which must have been wondering what it had done to deserve such rough treatment after a lifetime of serenity, and the ‘slap-slap-slap’ of his pelvis on my ass sounded like a single person clapping sarcastically. 
 
    My pussy was absolutely on fire, burning with flames of confusion that bordered between pleasure and pain.  I wanted it… but I didn’t… but oh God, I did!  With my lips stretched out around his girth, the fire of pleasure soon engulfed the pain and I was wetter than ever. 
 
    I glanced below me and saw my tits bouncing in time with his thrusts, crashing together and swinging back and forth with the force of his fucking.  I threw my head back, clearing my hair from my face and moaned up at the ceiling, almost cursing myself for my years of self-imposed celibacy.  Imagine all the cock I could have had! 
 
    Castor grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back almost painfully as he continued riding me into the desk.  The hard-fucking billionaire had his way with me and I felt his other hand reach around to cup one breast, squeezing it and seeking out the nipple, which he pinched roughly, sending a spear of pleasure into my body. 
 
    My legs were getting wobbly after a while of being pounded like this, as Castor alternated his grip on my hair between his hands, paying attention to both of my nipples.  I was on the brink of cumming again anyway when he yanked my head back even further and whispered into my ear. 
 
    “Cum when I tell you, Stacy, get ready to cum for me,” 
 
    “Yes… Daddy…” I panted, forgetting the roleplay completely. 
 
    Castor released my hair and breast leaning forward until his weight pushed my upper body flat against the desk.  I saw his hands grip over the edge of the desk, using it to pull himself as deeply as possible inside my pussy with every thrust, the tip of his cock brushing my cervix again each time. 
 
    “Now, Carmen!  Cum for Daddy!” said Castor, apparently forgetting the roleplay too. 
 
    My body responded to his command while my brain was still processing it, releasing a tidal wave of humming pleasure throughout my body and making my fast-leaning pussy clamp down on Castor’s cock with all the strength I had left.  The billionaire grunted in response and when he was balls-deep in me once more with his engorged head pressed against my cervix, I felt his cum blasting me hot and heavy, like he was trying to inject it directly into my womb. 
 
    “Holy… shit… Daddy…” I panted. 
 
    I could barely hear my own words over the buzzing in my ears, coloured flashes of light seemed to explode in front of my eyes until I shut them.  I was lost in some limbo of pleasure, the vague sense of being shaken with every thrust of Castor’s cock and the hot splash of his semen inside my fertile depths the only connections between me and my physical body. 
 
    When I re-joined my exhausted mortal form, Castor was lying on top of me, slowly stroking me and leaving a trail of tingly pins and needles wherever he touched my bare skin.  I had no idea how long we stayed like that for, I was too tired to move, too tired to even talk.  All I wanted was to feel that huge cock buried inside of me to the hilt, my womanhood stretched out around it for the perfect fit. 
 
    I felt like, for the first time in my life, I was doing exactly what I should be doing, despite what I had thought previously.  I had a body built to be fucked hard… I actually loved it.  I was lucky that my mom and Castor knew what was good for me, even if I didn’t. 
 
    Eventually Castor leaned back and gave me a few slow pumps with his still-hard cock, as if enjoying the view of it sliding in and out of a pussy that could only just handle it. 
 
    “So,” he said, “get something like that on camera and I think you’ll bring another corporation to its knees.” 
 
    “Do… would I have to go… so far?” 
 
    “Well, no, only if it’s me who’s interviewing you.  Which, of course, it won’t be.  I don’t think the real Mr. Smith is going to be able to resist you, Carmen.  Now, go clean yourself up, we’ve got more things to do today.” 
 
    Castor pulled himself out, leaving me feeling empty and incomplete in a way I’d never suspected I’d feel.  It was all I could do to not reach back and impale myself on his cock again, but I managed to resist the urge.  Instead, I headed back for my second shower of the day.  Third, if you counted Castor’s sperm shower. 
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    ***** 
 
    What a weekend!  The Friday had begun with meeting some professionals from my hopeful career path of investigative journalism, as well as from some associated trades like video editing, and was capped off with having my virginity roughly fucked away. 
 
    The Saturday began with me dressed up like a sexy little schoolgirl and roleplaying a hypothetical job interview, and ended with me being taken into the city where Castor took me into some random office block.  I didn’t recognise any of the company names listed on a big sign on the ground floor, so I had no idea what he was going to show me there. 
 
    It turned out to be something just as amazing as meeting my journalist-hero and role-model, Mariam Danelle.  Castor made me close my eyes before I walked through a door and said ‘surprise’ enthusiastically when I opened them. 
 
    My eyes opened so wide that I wasn’t sure if they’d ever close again.  It was an office, which was exactly what you’d expect in an office block of course, but the name and logo on the wall over a small reception area said “Carmen ‘Confidence’ Jones” as if this was my office. 
 
    I looked at Castor and he gestured towards a door behind the reception desk, I opened it and was faced with a room that looked like a combination between an executive office and one of the video editing rooms we had visited the previous day.  Along one wall was a shelf sporting an array of video and sound equipment and on top of a desk much like the one Castor had fucked me on in the morning were three huge computer monitors on articulated arms all arranged in a row facing the expensive-looking office chair. 
 
    “What is this?” I blurted out. 
 
    “This is all yours.  Well, technically, it’s all mine, but you can use it pretty much unconditionally as if it was yours.  You don’t have much use for the reception area yet but if you become as big a name as I think you will, and I’m not often wrong about these things, then you’ll need an assistant.” 
 
    Before I could even think about whether it was appropriate or not, I bounded over and wrapped my arms around him.  My breasts squashed against his lower chest and I could have sworn I felt a semi-hard bulge pressing into my stomach. 
 
    This hard-fucking billionaire was insatiable!  He’d taken my virginity the previous night and I could still feel the heat of his creamy load inside me from our escapades this morning.  I wondered if he was going to ‘break in’ my new office by fucking me on the desk right there and then. 
 
    I also wondered if my body could handle it if that’s what he wanted to do.  I’d been sore after my first time, but by the time Castor had finished jack-hammering his huge cock into my pussy this morning, I was positively aching.  Every step I took I felt my panties brushing against my abused sex, even though I’d specifically chosen the most silky-soft pair that I owned to wear today. 
 
    Still, like Castor had reminded me so many times now, I was his and if he wanted me he could have me.  I was just about to sink to my knees in front of him when his phone rang and he answered it. 
 
    “Speak…  yes… yes, now is perfect.  Come right up, fourteenth floor and left out of the elevator.  Goodbye.” 
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “The first of many,” said Castor cryptically before elaborating.  “Your quality of videos needs to go way up.  Gone are the days of poorly lit and grainy clips taken in your messy room.  You’re going professional, you’re going high-definition with crystal clear sound and appropriate video effects.  Your computer is loaded with all the software you could possibly use, and I suspect a whole lot of extra bullshit that you’ll never touch.  You’re going to need training on it all, as well as all that equipment, and it starts straight away.” 
 
    I looked at the computer and around the room again, then back to Castor. 
 
    “It’s going to take a long time, I think…” 
 
    “To master it all, yes, of course.  To get the basics down?  No.  It’s like chess, easy to learn how each of the pieces move, but it can take a lifetime to master.  I expect you to throw yourself into this because you love it, because it is your calling, what you were meant to do.  I’ll be disappointed with anything less.” 
 
    “OK, Daddy.” 
 
    To have all my professional hopes and dreams laid out before me was almost overwhelming.  I did love it, the thrill of busting Rientech for sexual harassment of female employees was second only to the thrill of feeling Castor inside me. 
 
    I hadn’t had much of a plan for my career, I realised.  Step one, go to college, step two… uh… nope, just keep doing what I had been before I had supposed.  But Castor was really lighting a fire under me in more ways than one.  Now I had a real idea for my next story, now I had a real place to make my dreams come true. 
 
    Somehow, the thought of disappointing the man who was to marry my mother was the biggest motivator of all.  I would hate to displease him, I’d hate it more than letting myself down. 
 
    The day went by in a whirl of various experts coming in and showing me how to do things with the software and equipment.  They acted basically like tutors, even giving me homework to do, so that by the end of the day my head was spinning and I barely knew which way was up. 
 
    Since my first ‘tutor’ had arrived Castor had been in and out of the office, mostly away, as he went to various meetings nearby.  The last tutor had left at around five o’clock and I spent about two hours playing with the video editing software, doing various transitions between clips of me pulling funny faces that I had recorded on one of the high-definition cameras. 
 
    I probably would have stayed there until I died from starvation but I heard something and looked up to see Castor there, leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed and a one-sided grin on his face. 
 
    “I heard good things about today, Carmen, and you look like you’re really getting into it too. Well done.  Time to go now though.” 
 
    “I could stay here all night,” I said. 
 
    “I know, but it will still be here tomorrow.  The equipment is all paid for, the lease on the office lasts five years.  Let’s get some food, it’s been a long day.” 
 
    I went with Castor to some expensive restaurant and the snooty looking guy standing near the entrance with a clipboard of some kind said I was under-dressed for the ‘establishment’ until Castor forced him to get the owner, who received the harshest dressing down I’d ever witnessed in real life or on the movie screen. 
 
    We were then seated in an exclusive booth with everything on the house and I jabbered away about everything I’d learned that day as multitudes of tiny portions of some of the most incredible food I’d ever tasted were constantly brought out to us. 
 
    It was a wonderful end to a wonderful day and I went to bed swearing I wouldn’t be able to sleep, but as soon as my head hit the pillow I made my internal monologue a liar.  Castor was right, it had been a long day.  A long, hard, day. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I woke bright and early without the unsure sense of direction I’d had the previous day.  There was so much to do, so much to learn!  I sprang up and raced across the hallway to the bathroom, going through my morning routine, but spending extra time on my appearance.  I wanted to look good for the videos I was going to be practicing today… but also for Castor. 
 
    My billionaire daddy-to-be was in the same dining room I’d found him in yesterday, with a tablet computer instead of a newspaper this time, and a cup of coffee.  He looked over at me and I caught his appreciative full body scan, which made me feel warm and tingly in ways I would have thought preposterous only two days ago. 
 
    “Good morning, Carmen,” he said. 
 
    “Good morning, Daddy,” I responded, hardly needing to think about the title anymore. 
 
    “You’re up a lot earlier today.” 
 
    “Too excited to sleep, I want to get back to the… uh… my office and do some more experimenting.” 
 
    “Perfect, that’s exactly what we’re going to do.  We’re going to kill a few birds with one stone today.  You’ll get some of that practice, you can make some headway on your slightly-overdue next video and you can begin to cater to what is currently your second biggest audience.” 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Horny guys who watch your videos because they want to imagine having sex with you.” 
 
    “Uh… what?  How do you figure that?” 
 
    “A look at the userbase of Yalltoob would suffice, but the proportion of comments on your videos that boil down to ‘show tits’ are pretty significant.” 
 
    “But those people are just idiots… who cares what they want?” 
 
    “They are, but their views bring in the revenue just as much as anybody else’s, don’t they?” 
 
    “Well… yeah, but I can’t just get naked…” 
 
    Aside from the embarrassment factor, I was pretty sure such things were against the video blog site’s terms of service.  Not to mention I was trying to build a journalistic brand… not a porn brand.  What could I possibly do if Castor told me to upload a topless video or… I gulped… a video of him fucking me… how many people would see it before Yalltoob terminated my account?  Was that his plan?  Some kind of publicity stunt? 
 
    “Indeed you can’t,” he said, and I breathed a sigh of relief.  “But you can dress somewhat less conservatively.  You can soften your stance on men.  After all, you love cock now, don’t you?” 
 
    I blushed and mumbled something non-committal.  As if any form of denial would hold any water after all the orgasms the billionaire had forced me to experience while impaled in one way or another on his huge dick. 
 
    “Don’t you, Carmen,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    When we arrived at the office, there was a big cardboard box sitting in front of the door and when I asked Castor what it was, he said it was my seat for the day.  I asked him what was wrong with the seat I already had and he just said ‘nothing’.  This was weird. 
 
    I’d never seen anything like what he unpacked out of that box.  Castor opened one side and slid something packed with Styrofoam and in a protective plastic wrap.  When everything was cleared away I stared at some strange half-barrel thing on wheels with a remote and power cord connected.  Emblazoned across the side was the word ‘SUPERNOVA’ in big yellow letters with a red outline. 
 
    On the curved top of the half-barrel part was a rectangular indentation and my jaw nearly hit the floor when Castor unpacked the attachment that fit into that slot.  It looked like a huge rubber cock sticking out of a rectangular base, which was precisely the right shape for the indentation. 
 
    It looked like that because that was exactly what it was.  Once Castor set it in place and stepped back, the massive fake dick wavered in the air ominously for a few moments.  The billionaire pointed his hands at it with a ‘voila’ gesture. 
 
    “What.  The.  Hell,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t you recognise it?” 
 
    I took another look at what Castor had referred to as my seat and my brow furrowed in confusion.  The rubber dick, it looked… very lifelike.  Very familiar.  And I was only intimately familiar with one. 
 
    “It’s… uh… yours?” 
 
    “Custom made,” said Castor, proudly.  “This is the first video you’re going to release while sitting on ‘my’ cock.” 
 
    “I can’t do that!  What if it makes me…”  I cut myself off, but Castor finished my thought. 
 
    “Makes you cum?  It will.  The power cord isn’t for show, this whole thing vibrates like a little demon, there’s not a woman alive who can stop herself from cumming on one of these.  I can’t wait to see you in that flimsy shirt, no bra and nipples poking through, while you talk about how maybe men aren’t so bad and try to disguise your orgasm.  It’s going to be your most popular video yet, even better than the Rientech one, and it’s going to set you up nicely for the big piece you’re doing on Dermott Industries.  I guarantee it.” 
 
    “I can’t do it…”  I said. 
 
    The billionaire’s friendly demeanour dropped in an instant and he advanced upon me with a look on his face that made me almost cringe, thinking he might slap me.  I tried to suck my head into my body like a turtle when he stood over me and leaned down to whisper harshly in my ear. 
 
    “I’ve already told you what’s happening, Carmen.  Don’t mistake my benevolence for weakness.  You do what I say, you are mine.  If I say suck my cock, you suck it.  If I say I’m fucking you bareback, then forget about a condom.  If I say you sit on this and cum on camera, you do it.  Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy… I’m sorry, I’ll be good.” 
 
    “I know you will,” he said and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of my head. 
 
    Tilting my face upwards, he kissed me powerfully and reached a hand up under my skirt, forcing my legs apart so he could have access to what had been my virgin pussy only two days ago.  He kissed me so hard I could barely breathe and stroked my labia and clit so expertly that it wasn’t long before my nipples were pressing through the material of my shirt and my juices leaked out over his fingers. 
 
    Castor broke our kiss and pulled his hand out from under my skirt, inserting the first two fingers into my mouth so I could taste my own arousal.  I was so relieved he wasn’t angry anymore, I could still give him what he wanted and be a good girl for him. 
 
    When he let go of my hair and pulled his honey-dipped fingers out of my mouth, I licked my lips and watched as he plugged the Supernova into the wall.  Immediately a low humming sound could be heard but Castor didn’t pay it any comment, instead opening a tube of lubricant that had shipped with the device and squeezing a generous amount on to the tip of the replica cock until it looked like it had coated itself in pre-cum. 
 
    Castor moved my real chair out of the way, rolled the Supernova in front of my desk and I tentatively climbed aboard, with my feet on either side of the half-barrel and the intimidating dildo mere inches from my pussy. 
 
    With a gulp I slowly lowered my body and felt the cool touch of the lubricated appendage touch the folds of my sex.  I was still tender from the sensational style in which my virginity had been turned into a distant memory over the past couple of days, but I knew that dull ache, that low fire, would turn into an explosion of pleasure if I just let Castor use me the way he wanted to. 
 
    After taking a deep breath I turned my head and fixed my eyes on my soon-to-be billionaire step-daddy and put more weight on the rubber replica.  For a moment there was enough resistance in my tight teen pussy that I thought it might not go in but, lubricated as it was, it finally started sliding inside, my petals stretching out over the bulge of the head before clamping down on the shaft. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. 
 
    The feel of it was so lifelike, it was cooler than the real thing but quickly heating up inside my body.  I’d only been fucked by Castor two times, but I felt like I knew his manhood intimately.  Every bump and vein of his throbbing erection had been duplicated in latex or whatever material this thing was made from.  It was wonderful, especially with my eyes locked with his. 
 
    The closer my entrance got to the half-barrel base, and the deeper the dildo embedded in me, the stronger the vibrations were.  When I felt the small ridge on the rectangular base make contact with my clit, I almost jumped ten feet in the air, the vibrations were so intense. 
 
    Restarting my descent from halfway up the shaft, I eventually managed to get all the way to the bottom again, feeling the very tip brushing my cervix in exactly the way Castor’s real-life version did.  The little ridge on the base was once more pressed against my clit, delivering the vibrations directly on to my go-button and I was already taking short, shallow breaths. 
 
    “Holy shit… this is good,” I panted. 
 
    “You’re on the lowest setting.  Better start recording if you want to say anything coherent,” said Castor. 
 
    After Castor had told me I was making a video today back at his house I had hurriedly begun writing down things I should talk about and as I turned the computer on and waited for it to load up, I spread my notes out in front of me and tried to concentrate.  It was a losing battle, the machine was impossible to ignore, but I had to try. 
 
    Castor picked up the remote and took a seat in my office chair, reclining it back as far as it would go and getting comfortable.  When I was ready to start, I glanced downwards at myself and saw my nipples were diamond-hard and straining against the shirt, they would be so very prominent in high definition but there was nothing I could do about it.  With an internal shrug, I pressed ‘record’ and greeted my viewers. 
 
    “Hi everybody, this is Carmen ‘Confidence’ Jones checking in from my new place of business.  I’ve got some new equipment, so please bear with me on this video as I’m probably gonna go overboard with the fancy editing and special effects, I’ll settle down soon, I promise.”  Thinking quick on my feet, I added, “I’m having some problems with my audio, so if you hear some low humming sound, I apologise.” 
 
    Castor turned something on the remote and I instantly felt the surge of power to the Supernova and let out a yelp that I only half-managed to rein in and cover with a clearing of my throat.  With superhuman willpower I managed to forge ahead and tell the story of how I’d met a nice young man who was doing some volunteer work alongside me in a shelter, and I was trying to work towards the conclusion that maybe not all men were pure evil. 
 
    The billionaire with the remote wasn’t making that goal easy though.  Every time I thought the Supernova couldn’t possibly have a higher setting, Castor proved me wrong.  I was nearing the end of my spiel when I felt my body, led by my clit, waving the white flag. 
 
    “So… I just… wanted… mmmmm… to share… ooohh.” My speech devolved into meaningless sounds of lust as I felt a flush rising all the way from my belly up my chest until it reached my face.  Helpless, I glanced between Castor and my web cam several times, knowing that I was about to experience my first recorded orgasm. 
 
    Like a deer in the headlights I stared into the lens as I felt my orgasm bearing down on me like a freight train.  I began bucking my hips back and forth, moving up and down, and moaning like an absolute whore as the vibrations from the machine I was straddling seemed to build up in my stomach and head towards some critical mass. 
 
    Castor balanced the remote on the armrest and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock to watch me as I came.  I fixed my eyes on it, and licked my lips.  I had one just like it inside me, vibrating in ways no man ever could, but I wanted that one too.  So big, so hard, it was God’s gift to women and I wanted it. 
 
    “Let me taste it, Daddy!  I need it, please!” I begged. 
 
    The notorious billionaire wasn’t known for taking requests, but granted me my deepest desire on this occasion.  Standing up, he walked beside me and regained his grip on the hair at the back of my head, forcing my face towards him even though no force was required. 
 
    Just before the tip of his cock touched my lips I thought about how this was one part of the video I would definitely have to edit out.  After the throbbing head of his shaft slid over my lips and I tasted his very essence on my tongue, there was no holding my climax back. 
 
    I moaned my pleasure right on to his hard dick, giving him some small fraction of the vibratory pleasure I myself was experiencing.  Castor didn’t stop when he hit the back of my throat, instead applying more and more pressure until that faint popping sensation signalled that his manhood was advancing down my neck. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Castor’s spare hand struck me on the cheek and the shock of it was like an oxygen tank exploding in the middle of an already-massive bonfire, fuelling my ecstasy to new heights. 
 
    “Take it all, show me how much you want it,” Castor said. 
 
    My hands reached up almost of their own accord and curled around his body at the hips, pulling him even deeper into my throat until my lips disappeared inside the zip of his pants and nuzzled up against the base of his cock. 
 
    I want it this much, Daddy, I said in my mind, hoping my eyes could convey all that I wanted to say.  I looked up at him, from within the haze of my own orgasm, seeking his approval. 
 
    “Good girl, Carmen.” 
 
    Those three words, and the slowly increasing struggle for air, prolonged the tail-end of my orgasm until Castor relented and pulled out, letting me collapse forward to the desk, supporting myself on my elbows as a combination of saliva and his pre-cum dribbled out of my mouth. 
 
    A warm post-orgasmic haze settled over my body, but Castor had some needs that hadn’t yet been satisfied and he pulled me to my feet, unceremoniously extracting the Supernova dildo attachment as a result.  I moved out of the way and Castor adjusted the position of the vibrating wonder after casting the attachment aside. 
 
    “Here, bend over it,” he said. 
 
    I did as I was told, kneeling down on one side and reaching over to touch the ground on the other, raising and presenting my ass for him to do with as he pleased.  I glanced up, confirming my suspicions, he had positioned it so that my complete submission would be recorded. 
 
    As I lowered my upper body on to the Supernova, I felt the humming machine tickling first my navel, and then directly on to my breasts through my thin shirt.  I gasped in pleasure and pressed myself even harder against it, curling against the surface. 
 
    My pussy was a sopping wet mess already, but the additional stimulation coming in through my nipples renewed the flow of my juices and I felt a tiny trickle snaking its way down my left thigh in the moment before Castor flipped my skirt up over my lower back, surrendering my sex to his every whim. 
 
    I felt more than heard him kneel behind me, and I definitely felt more than heard when he gave me a firm spank on my ass, letting out a little squeal. 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    “What do you want, Carmen?” 
 
    “I want you to fuck me, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “Should I use a condom?” he asked, teasing me with the tip of his cock on my labia, all around my desperate teen entrance. 
 
    Surely this was a trick question?  “No!  I want you to cum inside me, don’t waste it, Daddy!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, blurring the lines between whether the spanks were supposed to be punishment or reward. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” I breathed. 
 
    Castor continued to circle his rock hard shaft around my tight slit, driving me wild and making me try to force myself backwards every time his erection aligned with my honey-pot. 
 
    “Who do you belong to now, Carmen?” 
 
    “You!  Always, you… please!”  I couldn’t take much more of this. 
 
    My mother’s billionaire fiancé ended my suffering and slammed his huge cock home into my pussy, our bodies meeting with a resounding *slap* that rang out over the vibrating Supernova and made me throw my head back and gasp in shock.  I was wet, I was ready for him, I was desperate for him, but I was still as tight as I had been when I lost my virginity two days ago and Castor was hard to accommodate. 
 
    All this was of little concern to the hard-fucking older man, and he vigorously pounded me, making my whole body shake with each impact.  Between the thrumming of the Supernova and the sensation of my pussy being stretched to its limits by a jack-hammering cock, I soon felt the sparks of a new fire being kindled inside of me. 
 
    Every so often, between the regular slaps of our bodies meeting, there was the additional pistol-cracks of his open palm on my ass.  Whenever he spanked me it made me arch my back upwards, bringing my breasts away from the surface of the magical orgasm machine I was draped across.  Each time, for a few seconds, my big tits swayed and wobbled with the power of his thrusts as I yelled for more, before bringing them to rest against that wonderful low hum that was practically driving my nipples wild with excitement.  I’d never felt them so hard before. 
 
    If such a thing was even possible, I sensed Castor’s cock swelling even more and knew he was getting close to cumming, from depositing his wonderful seed deep into my eager teen tunnel.  I squeezed his cock with my supple little slit and begged him to fuck me as hard as he could. 
 
    I flexed my abdominal muscles and pressed my tits against the half-barrel as hard as humanly possible as Castor accepted my challenge, drilling into me at a frantic pace.  I was in millionth heaven and let forth some incomprehensible groan of release as my second climax washed away all higher-level thinking. 
 
    My pussy pulsated with pleasure, squeezing and releasing Castor’s cock, milking it for the treasure it held.  From my hazy cloud of bliss I heard the billionaire grunt and felt the head of his shaft swell slightly in the instant before a huge splash of cum coated my cervix.  Castor’s body-shaking thrusts slowed in frequency, but did not diminish in power, as he released a torrent of sperm inside me hungrily seeking out my eggs. 
 
    Gradually we both became still and the imagined humming in my ears faded away, leaving only the real humming of the Supernova.  My nipples were almost painful with the stimulation by the time Castor pulled out and let me up to my knees, halting me before I could stand. 
 
    “Clean me,” he said, and I surveyed his still-hard cock, hungrily. 
 
    Not needing to be asked twice, I licked him from balls to tip, scooping up the wonderful mixture of our juices and swallowing it with relish, opening my mouth wide and sticking out my tongue again so I could lick him once more and also show him what a good girl I’d been.  Castor stroked my hair gently as I removed all traces of our sex act from him to the point where a criminal forensic investigative team wouldn’t have been able to tell we’d had intercourse solely from an examination of his dick.  So I told myself, anyway. 
 
    “Well done, Carmen, I’ll let you get on with your video now.  When you’re editing, make sure to think about what I’d want in there, and what I wouldn’t.  I’ll check in on you later, I’ve got a couple of people I need to meet with.” 
 
    With that, he pulled up his pants and walked out of the door, leaving me in a cum-soaked mess on the floor with a half-barrel labelled ‘Supernova’ humming away beside me.  I turned it off and moved it out of the way before cleaning myself up a bit and moving my chair in front of the desk so I could get to work in earnest. 
 
    ***** 
 
    6 Months Later 
 
    “I want you to fuck me, Daddy.” 
 
    The words came through loud and clear on my headphones as I watched the scene on my computer screen.  The out-takes from my first video in the new office were hot as hell. 
 
    I could hardly believe how different life was now.  Castor and my mom had been married for a couple of months and we had both moved into his mansion.  My undercover investigation of Rientech had been an incredible success, the company didn’t know what hit it when the secretly recorded footage of one of their executives trying to take advantage of a schoolgirl hit the internet. 
 
    All of a sudden, my video blog was back in the news and the advertising revenue absolutely went through the roof.  On Castor’s advice, I had decided not to go to college, I was making a big enough name for myself and learning more hands-on than I possibly could with more schooling. 
 
    Of course, there were other reasons I wasn’t going to college.  I rubbed one hand lovingly over my stomach and took my headphones off with the other. 
 
    “I can’t believe I might be watching your conception video,” I whispered to my bump. 
 
    I was due in a few months, so I was anticipating another fairly huge life change at that point.  My mom and Castor were being so supportive though, and Castor had already arranged all the best help I could possibly want to bring my little one into the world.  I even had a personal pregnancy consultant!  It was nuts. 
 
    After little Castor Jnr or Castella were born, I was also booked in with a personal trainer to get myself back to my pre-baby body as quickly as possible because I was due for a very important meeting.  It turned out that Castor was an old friend of President (President!) Tobin and we were going to the White House for a charity dinner. 
 
    Castor had hinted that I was just the kind of girl that the President liked, so if I played my cards right… well… that would be an interesting night, maybe more.  Until then there was plenty to keep me busy. 
 
    I watched as the me-from-six-months-ago cleaned Castors cock and then stood, walking over to the corner of my room and pulling a sheet off my favourite piece of furniture.  I ran my hand over it and read the word written on the side out aloud. 
 
    “Supernova…” I said. 
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    What would you do if you had the power? 
 
    
I am Mitchell Landon, unrelenting, unstoppable, a billionaire with a strangle-hold on the world. Feared by my enemies, envied by most, I thought I knew everything. However, when I turned thirty-eight I received a letter telling me something about my genetic inheritance that I found hard to believe. Not so hard to believe that I didn't clear my schedule around the next full moon though. 

Now, every lunar cycle, I prey on the next generation of naïve little beauties. Walking the earth as an irresistible young man, I look just like one of their peers, but I'm not. I have a lifetime of experience of taking advantage of women more wary than them. These ones? So inexperienced, so innocent... they don't stand a chance. 

Oh, I always start off so sweet and gentle... but when I get them alone, when their bodies start betraying them... I take everything I want, as hard as I want. They are mine. 
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    ***** 
 
    I was celebrating my birthday and had the world at my feet when I received an unexpected letter from my dead father.  He had left it with his lawyer with instructions to give it to me when I turned thirty-eight. 
 
    It was the last thing I could have expected, and I retired to my office to read it straight away, closing the door behind me.  That old man had taught me all I knew about how to take the world by the balls and squeeze until it coughed up everything I wanted.  Everything. 
 
    He’d shaped me into the billionaire I was today.  He would have been a billionaire himself back in the day, adjusting for inflation and all that, but the terms of his will had stated that I was only to be given $50,000 and I had to earn my first million before I got the rest of it. 
 
    Using everything he taught me, I came into full ownership of the estate later that year.  He was a great man.  I still remembered how he had shown me that money and power were everything when he had given me the greatest gift I could have hoped for on my eighteenth birthday. 
 
    He’d said my present was in my room, and when I got there what did I find?  Only Emily Romanov, the hottest girl our school had ever produced, wearing her school uniform plus a little ribbon in a bow.  He had bought her for me for twenty four hours. 
 
    It’s not like she was even for sale or anything, she was like a princess at the school, absolutely untouchable.  You didn’t dare look at her, she was so beautiful.  Rich though my family was, before that day I didn’t think that I, Mitchell Landon, would ever get to be balls-deep in Emily Romanov. 
 
    Well I didn’t sleep for a full day and night, and I fucked that girl until even I was sore, I could only imagine how she felt, all filled up with and covered by my cum, so humiliated, always on the verge of reconsidering the deal but in too deep to turn back.  Oh the things I made her do… it was the greatest day of my life at that point. 
 
    What I hadn’t realised when I was eighteen, and still wasn’t fully aware of when I opened my dad’s letter, was just how incredibly naïve teenage girls are.  No, back then they were an utter mystery to me and now they lived in a completely different world, a world that seldom crossed paths with mine. 
 
    Over the years I had learned to be more like my dad.  I learned the, for want of a better phrase, tricks of the trade, exactly what to say to a woman to make those panties drop.  To push them to, and past, their limits, to let me use them in ways they never in their wildest dreams could have imagined letting any man use them. 
 
    Of course, as my peer-group became older and older, the girls got wiser.  The most attractive of them had heard everything that could possibly be said to a beautiful woman over the years, and they started playing their own game.  The game was called ‘you want this pussy you put a ring on this finger.’ 
 
    Well, I wasn’t going to settle for anything less than the best, so I put a ring on the finger of a former model and, with an inward sigh, considered it ‘game over’.  I’d had fun, holy fuck had I had fun, while it lasted but I guessed it was time to move on to the next stage in my life. 
 
    Then… I had this itch that I couldn’t seem to scratch with my wife.  She was still a beautiful woman, the perfect companion for social events, wonderful arm candy, sucked cock like a professional and I actually enjoyed her company.  On the face of it she was perfect, though maybe a little overprotective of her four daughters. 
 
    Four daughters to three different men and none of them were a part of their offspring’s life.  My wife, Yana, had spent her late teens and early twenties as The Sexiest Girl Wherever She Was, and as such had fallen prey to all the things I would have said and done to her had our paths ever crossed back then. 
 
    The fathers to her girls were an athlete, a male model and an actor.  And they’d split once they got what they wanted from Yana, leaving her with Lucy, Jennifer, and the twins Lily and Madeline. 
 
    Yana was world-weary.  She’d already seen it all by the time I met her, and I thought maybe that had something to do with the itch that she couldn’t scratch for me. 
 
    I was always comparing everything to my first time and finding that nothing was as special as taking a girl like Emily Romanov, and breaking her will.  Seeing a princess like that realise her place for the very first time, show her that yes indeed, I could do anything I want to her and she’s too much a slave to my cock to put up a credible fight. 
 
    To be fair, it wasn’t just Yana, it was all women my age.  Something important, some sparkle in their eye, was gone.  Whether it was as a result of too much attention like Yana, or too little, like the women who didn’t have Yana’s looks, the part of them that made me want to fuck them the most was gone. 
 
    It was probably only because of this fertile ground made from my deepest desires that the seed of hope dropped by the letter from my dad was able to plant itself.  To anybody else, it would have sounded crazy.  Even to me it sounded crazy… but not quite to the point of dismissal. 
 
    The letter had to do with my inheritance, not in terms of cash or other assets, but rather my genetic inheritance.  This was nothing to do with a family history of illness, it had to do with a family legacy.  The word my dad used, and maybe had coined, was ‘wereteen’. 
 
    Apparently, for a day or three around the full moon, men in our family, those not conceived under the influence of the full moon, would undergo a strange transformation.  The letter said that once we turned thirty-eight, some switch was flicked and from the next lunar cycle we would turn into our younger selves, ending up looking approximately eighteen or nineteen.  He said that that not only were we returned to our youth, but the best possible versions of our youth, as if all our lifetimes of physical exercise and healthy eating, but none of the indulgences, were crammed into that young body. 
 
    “What the fuck… bullshit…” I muttered quietly, but kept on reading. 
 
    Like any rational person, my first thought was to put it down to an eccentric old man’s weird sense of humour but then I remembered Tommy Jones.  Back when I was still in school this kid named Tommy Jones from ‘the next town over’ (not sure if he ever said which town) started showing up at parties, hanging out with the coolest crowd, generally setting himself up as the alpha male of our school even though he didn’t go to our school. 
 
    He was only around for a few days here and there, but it was enough.  He seemed to have access to a shitload of money and alcohol, had all the most expensive things, it all just seemed too easy for him. 
 
    The girls just flocked to him, when his visits coincided with a party he was practically swarmed with girls so wet that you couldn’t walk around in their wake for fear of slipping on the floor.  Rumour had it that even Emily Romanov had been overheard saying he had fucked her in the ass. 
 
    At the time, such a thing was unthinkable, she was the kind of girl who made her boyfriends crawl across broken glass for a year before they got to feel her tit, outside of the shirt.  Of course, the very next week when I had her on my birthday, I made sure to take her up the tradesman’s entrance for posterity. 
 
    After Tommy had reputedly fucked and impregnated his way through the crème of the crop in our school, he mysteriously stopped showing up.  Paternity suits were useless… because nobody could find him. 
 
    I’d always thought this Tommy guy reminded me of a younger version of my dad, though I’d never actually spoken to him.  Could it be possible? 
 
    I tried to think if Tommy’s appearances had ever coincided with the full moon, but who remembers that kind of shit?  Had Tommy shown up exclusively when my dad was away on business trips?  My dad had been away so often it was difficult to say. 
 
    “It can’t be true…” I said. 
 
    The letter recommended I clear my schedule around the next full moon and I was intrigued enough, just enough, to do as it said.  Well fuck me if the old man wasn’t telling the truth. 
 
    I went to sleep one night in my hotel room, staying in the nearest big college town, and woke up feeling like superman.  Thirty-eight is a far cry from having one foot in the grave, but it’s so easy to forget just how invincible you felt in your youth. 
 
    All the tiny aches and pains were gone, the accumulation of a lifetime of minor injuries.  My fit and lean body was now a fit and muscular one, I had never achieved such incredible definition, you could have washed clothes on my stomach. 
 
    The best part of it all?  I still had all my experience, all my knowledge, all my money.  That night, after wandering the biggest college campus for a few hours trying to find out where the best parties were going to be, I introduced the world to Kodey Samuelson. 
 
    I already had the phone numbers of seven girls from my inquiries earlier in the day, and managed to catch up with three of them.  One threesome and another girl’s anal virginity taken?  That’s a win in anybody’s book. 
 
    I was in heaven, the next full moon was just as good.  Much of my time in the lunar cycle off-season was spent talent-scouting.  By the time I selected anywhere to bless with the presence of Kodey Samuelson, I already knew who the most sought-after girls were, the untouchable princesses. 
 
    They didn’t stand a chance.  Once I got them alone, once their bodies started betraying them and they were all wet for me, they were mine.  Oh sure, I’d start off all gentle and sweet, but by the end of it I made sure they knew their place and I’d leave them as cum-soaked messes and disappear off the face of the earth for a month, or forever if I was really done with them. 
 
    Condoms?  Oh, sure.  I was a phantom that didn’t really exist, why would I use a condom when I could feel that pristine pussy on my cock as I fucked them bareback? 
 
    I loved the look in their eyes when I filled them up with my seed.  Sometimes, at this point, some of them had second thoughts and I had to hold them in place on my cock while I finished giving them my creamy load. 
 
    They were mine.  All mine.  I thought life couldn’t get any better until Yana’s eldest daughter, Lucy, turned eighteen. 
 
    I never told Yana how to raise her own daughters, but it had always seemed to me that she was hiding them away from the world.  You could call it being a protective mother, but I thought she went too far and they weren’t getting all the life experience they’d need when they were finally out on their own. 
 
    Until they were eighteen, they weren’t allowed to go out in the evenings, or stay with their friends overnight where Yana couldn’t supervise them.  They were blissfully naïve, and when Lucy came of age, I was happy for her that she was finally going to stay at a friend’s house. 
 
    Sure, she was apparently just staying home and watching movies with her friend from the gymnastics team, but it was a step in the right direction.  I felt a twitch in my pants when I saw Lucy’s smile as she told us how much she was looking forward to the weekend. 
 
    All of Yana’s daughters looked very different from one another, except for the twins of course.  The twins had dreams of being A-list Hollywood actresses like their dad, but I thought they’d probably end up being pornstars.  They didn’t seem to have the capacity to remember too many lines, and they had that bleached blonde beach bunny look that had been in fashion since the industrial revolution as far as I knew. 
 
    Jennifer wanted to be a swimmer and compete in the world championships like her dad.  I thought the closest she’d get would be a swimsuit model, she was just getting too top heavy for sports bras or swimsuits to contain. 
 
    Lucy, though she was the daughter of the male model, had no intentions of following in the footsteps of her father.  She wanted to dance professionally and, out of all of Yana’s daughters, I thought she had the best shot of realising her dreams.  That girl was flexible. 
 
    At eighteen years and the eldest of her siblings, she was also the most petite.  About the same height as the twins, two years her junior, shorter than Jennifer, one year younger than her, and more slight than any of them, she was definitely fun-size. 
 
    Although she’d never been on my radar before, when I saw that smile of hers I couldn’t help but think about how hard I’d have to push to get my big cock into her tight virgin pussy as I wrapped my arms around her tiny little waist.  Could she even take it without crying?  I wanted to find out, but thought our paths would probably never cross, in that capacity anyway. 
 
    I wasn’t often wrong, but I was so very glad to be on this occasion.  When Lucy had brought home her yearbook near the end of the school year, Yana and I had been forced to go through it as she rambled about the clubs she was in and the class photos and stuff. 
 
    I’d been surprised at just how many desirable young women went to her school, so made a mental note to sample the local scene before they graduated and scattered to the four corners of the world.  The weekend Lucy was supposed to be staying with a friend was the exact weekend I was scheduled to make an appearance as Kodey at the end of year party being held by some dumbass jock. 
 
    I was planning on fucking said Jock’s cheerleader girlfriend that night in his bed, but something happened that distracted me. 
 
    ***** 
 
     “… touchdowns in a single game,” said Chad. 
 
    “Hmmm?  Wow, good job, man.” 
 
    I couldn’t have cared less how many touchdowns the guy scored.  Chad, his girlfriend Haley, and I were apparently having a discussion about football in the next room over from where the sound system was blasting some god awful music and a crowd of youths slowly destroyed Chad’s parents’ living room. 
 
    If the success of a party was measured purely in terms of number of attendees, then this one was certainly holding its own.  Even here, where there was a lot more talking and drinking games than dancing, there was barely any room to stand, the three of us were practically crushed together a lot of the time. 
 
    That was something I was using to my advantage though.  Hayley was standing between us, her back against the wall and Chad had his arm over her shoulder.  Why not?  She was his girlfriend after all.  Me?  I had discreetly snuck a hand up her skirt and was stroking her pussy through the thin material of her panties. 
 
    This little slut was getting so wet as she glanced nervously between the two of us and around the room making sure nobody had noticed anything.  It was so hot seeing the conflict on her face, she wanted to be a good girl, wanted to be faithful to her boyfriend, but this mysterious guy who said all the right things made her feel weak in the knees. 
 
    She was probably going to cum right there in front of everybody and I couldn’t wait to see how she tried to hide it.  Her boyfriend was happy that I had shown up with a few kegs in the trunk, I wondered how he’d react if he knew how much of his girlfriend’s pussy juice was on my fingers already.  Then the last thing in the world I expected walked in the door. 
 
    “Oh shit, look what the cat dragged in,” said Haley, probably desperate to make sure Chad’s attention wasn’t focussed on her. 
 
    “Who’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Ah, that’s… is that Lucy Burbank?  Wow, never seen her dressed up like that before!  She polishes up nicely…ooof!” 
 
    Haley dug her elbow into her boyfriend’s stomach as if his comment had offended her even though she was letting another man stroke her pussy at that very moment.  Even so, it was the most relevant thing Chad had said all night, I had never seen Lucy dressed like that either. 
 
    Lucy’s appearance had taken Chad and I by surprise, but it didn’t look like Lucy could believe she was at a party dressed like that either.  She looked so cute standing there, almost hiding behind her friend and trying to tug the bottom of her short skirt down far enough so that it at least reached the top of her thigh-high socks.  Thankfully she failed, there just wasn’t enough material to cover that sort of distance and not expose the top of her ass in the process. 
 
    She was already getting more attention than she’d ever had in her short life, when her drunken classmates started walking up and yelling things like ‘DAYUM, BABY GIRL!!’ right in her face.  Honestly, this was what I was up against, no wonder it was so easy for me. 
 
    Still, for my money, it looked like her little ballet friend had tarted her up with the intention of getting her laid that night.  No doubt it had taken a lot of convincing just to get her to the party and ‘see what happens’, it looked like she was about five seconds away from bolting, I had to act quick. 
 
    “I’m gonna get me some of that,” I said, pulling my hand from under Haley’s skirt and walking away. 
 
    “Hey, come back!” Hayley said. 
 
    I ignored her and heard Chad ask why she was so sad to see me go, but their conversation was as meaningless as the noise it disappeared into as soon as I took a couple steps away.  I soon closed the distance and walked up to the pair, focussing my attention on Lucy’s friend while Lucy tried to make herself invisible and fend off the other guys at the same time. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Kodey,” I said. 
 
    “Hi… I’m… uh…” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows and smiled, it sure was great having this effect on women, made the job even easier. 
 
    “M-Mary,” she blurted out, finally.  “And this is my friend, Lucy.” 
 
    Mary craned her neck over her shoulder to see what Lucy was doing, Lucy blushed and gave a weak wave from the supposedly safer area behind her friend before having to direct her attention back to the guy who was telling her about how wasted he was. 
 
    I leaned in close to Mary and saw her lick her lips in unconscious preparation for a kiss, but I just whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Mary, can you do me a favour?  I think your friend is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen but I’m a bit shy.  Do you think you can help get rid of that guy so I can talk to her?” 
 
    “Oohhh!  That’s so sweet!  Yeah, I’ll see what I can do… but listen, you treat her good, she’s a really nice girl.” 
 
    “Of course, I’m a nice guy.” 
 
    With a move that almost looked choreographed, Haley spun Lucy around like a dance partner and effectively swapped places with her.  Talk about ‘out of the frying pan and into the fire.’ 
 
    “Hey Trent, wanna dance with me?” 
 
    Trent looked her slutty outfit up and down and didn’t need to be asked twice.  Smart man, go for the sure thing.  Before Lucy knew it, her friend who had no doubt vowed to never leave her side had left her with me, alone in the crowd. 
 
    “Hey, Lucy, right?” 
 
    “Um… yeah, hi.”  Lucy’s blush was adorable. 
 
    “I’m Kodey, I don’t think Mary introduced us properly.  She sure left in a hurry, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, she did.  I’m probably going to leave too, I should never have let her talk me into coming.  Don’t want to embarrass you for being seen talking to me.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?  Doesn’t seem like anybody else is embarrassed to talk to you.  What about Trent?” 
 
    “He’s an asshole to me at school, he will be again on Monday I think.” 
 
    “Well, fuck’em.  I don’t care what they think, I want to talk to you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course.  As soon as you walked in you became the new prettiest girl in the room.” 
 
    Lucy’s blush deepened and I could see the internal debate raging behind her eyes.  On one hand, she’d never been talked to like that before.  On the other, she’d never been in a situation like this, and it was a bit scary.  I flashed her a winning smile. 
 
    “Come on.  Have just one drink with me so neither of us has to talk to an asshole, then I’ll walk you home or wait outside for a taxi with you to make sure you’re safe.” 
 
    Lucy giggled and smiled.  “Oh… OK.  Can I have a juice?” 
 
    “Um… there’s punch?” 
 
    Lucy didn’t need to know that the punch had a lot more vodka than juice in it.  After the first few sips she seemed to get used to the kick, and one drink turned into two, then three, then four.  Soon, every word I said was the funniest thing she had ever heard and she was laughing and slapping my chest every minute or two. 
 
    “So, then I said ‘That’s not a hobo, that’s my uncle!’ and pushed him off the pier!” 
 
    “Hahaha… oh my god!  You didn’t!” 
 
    “I did!” 
 
    Lucy’s hand caressed my chest again and stayed there for slightly longer than a platonic chest slap could and I slipped an arm over her shoulder like it was the most natural thing in the world to do and kept on talking.  After a few seconds I felt her arm sneak around my back as she cuddled up to me, the hormones in her body responding to the presence of a big strong man even if her better judgement was screaming at her from inside a mental cage somewhere. 
 
    “You know what, Kodey?  I’m actually glad I came out tonight.  I thought it would just be the same people from school, I didn’t think I’d meet somebody like you.  It almost feels like I’ve known you for years.  Corny, huh?” 
 
    “No, not at all, Lucy.  I feel the same way.  I feel like I could talk to you for hours about anything, like I can really open up and be myself.  You’re…” I paused and feigned embarrassment, “you’re amazing.  I hope you don’t mind me saying.” 
 
    Lucy looked about ready to burst with happiness and she shook her head.  “I don’t mind!” 
 
    “Hey, it’s kind of loud in here, my throat’s getting a bit sore from all this yelling.  Would you like to come somewhere a bit quieter with me?” 
 
    “Like where?” 
 
    “Like my car, it’s parked just down the street a bit.” 
 
    “Just to talk?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    We threaded our way through the crowd and Lucy couldn’t help but notice the looks she was getting from her classmates.  Varying degrees of astonishment, mixed with lust or jealousy.  She cuddled up to me even closer as we walked, not used to all the attention. 
 
    Having planned ahead, the passenger seat of my first generation Chevy Camaro was piled high with crap, which I apologised for as I pushed it forward and let her climb in the back.  With the tinted windows, it was nice and private. 
 
    Private, and a little cramped.  Back there the notion of personal space would have been impossible anyway, so I put my arm around her again and pulled her in close. 
 
    We talked again for a while, I wasn’t really paying attention, just taking the opportunity to drink her petite features in with my eyes.  Those twin strips of bare skin at the top of her thighs were driving me wild and now without the distraction of the party and holding up my end of the conversation, I was getting rock hard just thinking about what was a few inches upwards on the trail of those legs. 
 
    “Hey Lucy, would it be OK if I kissed you?” 
 
    “Oh… I don’t know… I thought we were just going to talk?” 
 
    “We have been… but you’re just so beautiful I think my heart might stop if I don’t kiss you right now.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Keeping my arm around her shoulder, I used my other hand to tilt her chin up towards me and leaned in, feeling her lips quivering with inexperience and timidity as I touched my own upon them.  I gave her a sweet little kiss, then rested my forehead against hers and looked into her eyes for a moment before kissing her again. 
 
    This time, when I pulled back, I felt her head follow me for an inch or so as she sought for more.  I didn’t leave her waiting long, finding her lips once more and kissing her more passionately until her mouth opened and I delicately played my tongue across hers as my hand trailed down her neck and arm, eventually finding a new resting place on her hip, my fingers technically on her ass. 
 
    Lucy let out a tiny little moan in the midst of our kiss and then pulled back, blushing hard and with her hand over her mouth as if she was embarrassed about the sound she had made. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, “I’ve… that was my first kiss… it just felt so… um… good.  I didn’t mean to do that and ruin everything!” 
 
    She looked on the verge of tears, so I pulled her in close again and once more tilted her chin up towards me. 
 
    “You didn’t ruin everything, Lucy.  I thought you sounded really sexy.” 
 
    “S-sexy?  Me?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  In fact…” 
 
    I grabbed her hand and placed it on my muscular chest, slowly pulling it downwards and letting her feel every bump of my abs until her hand reached the front of my jeans.  It took Lucy a moment to realise that the palm of her hand, with only a couple layers of material between them, was on the shaft of a huge and undeniably rock hard cock. 
 
    “Oh my God!” She squealed and tried to pull her hand away, but I wouldn’t let her. 
 
    “Shhh, it’s OK, Lucy!  It’s OK!” 
 
    She quickly stopped struggling, but was still breathing really fast with shallow gasps that made her little chest heave up and down inside her tight white tank top. 
 
    “I just wanted to show you the effect you’re having on me, because I think you’re so sexy.  It’s OK, it’s outside the clothes.  Don’t you like it?” 
 
    I pressed her hand against it even harder, curling her fingers over the bulge, and saw her begin to squirm.  With ever faster breaths and a few facial contortions, Lucy began rhythmically squeezing her thighs together and then before my very eyes, she let out what I was sure was an orgasmic squeal and began shuddering as I kept her hand on my cock. 
 
    “Oooohhh… uhn… what’s… mmmm… happening?” she panted as what looked like the best climax in the world rocked her body. 
 
    I’d never seen anything like it, this was the female equivalent of premature ejaculation.  Finally the virgin teen collapsed against me and tried to catch her breath. 
 
    “Oh… my… God…” she whispered. 
 
    “Did that feel good?” 
 
    “Yuh-huh.” 
 
    “Can I feel you too?” I asked. 
 
    “Um… I don’t know.  My mom said I wasn’t supposed to let boys touch me.” 
 
    “Bah, what does she know?  Live a little!” 
 
    “Live a little?” she chuckled, “You sound like my step-dad.  Remind me a little of him too.” 
 
    “Sounds like a top guy.  Besides, you kind of owe me, don’t you think?  Don’t you want me to feel as good as I made you feel?” 
 
    “Well… um… that’s fair… I guess.   Over the shirt only, right?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Lucy pushed her little bumps out as I rested my palm on her left breast, trying to make them seem bigger than the A-cups they most certainly were.  She needn’t have bothered, they were perfect on her slim frame, they accentuated her youth, her virginity, just how pure and untainted she was.  For the time being. 
 
    “Are they… OK?” she asked, barely able to get the question out past her shyness. 
 
    “They’re perfect,” I said, squeezing and kneading first one and then the other until her nipples were plainly visible, poking at the tight material. 
 
    Lucy’s gaze was transfixed on my face, as if searching for any sign that I was tricking her, that I was secretly making fun of her body.  I may have been a liar on many fronts, but that was one thing she didn’t have to worry about, she was sexy as fuck and I couldn’t wait to pound her tight slit for all it was worth. 
 
    I slid my hand downwards, over her navel, and then around to cup her ass, giving it a quick squeeze before indulging my tactile senses with that tantalising bare skin between those slutty-schoolgirl thigh-socks and her mini-skirt. 
 
    My fingers sneaked under the hem of that skirt and slowly inched upwards towards her fertile little honey pot.  Lucy’s legs quivered, caught between an instinct to close and shut out this invader of her most private area, and a desperate need to feel the same way she had a few minutes ago. 
 
    When my fingertips brushed against her panties for the first time, I felt the folds of her sex through the soaked material oh so clearly for a moment before one side of her battling mind seemed to win and her thighs clamped shut. 
 
    “It was only supposed to be outside the shirt?” she said, her protests sounding weak even to her ears, I was sure. 
 
    “It’s still outside your clothes.  I mean, you got to feel me, down there.  I think you would really like it too.  Just for a few minutes, OK?” 
 
    “Um… well just for a few minutes.” 
 
    Lucy’s legs relaxed and I once more had unrestricted access between her legs.  God damn this girl was wet, we could have wrung a cup of pussy juice out of her panties.  Even her skirt was wet, it had probably soaked through on to the seat of my car too. 
 
    Gently, I began stroking along the length of her slit, her panties so slippery they slid almost freely against her.  At the top of her crevice I felt the tiny bump of her clit and gave it some special attention, swirling my finger around it a few times before retreating downwards again. 
 
    Lucy gasped when I touched her most sensitive spot and began panting like she was in heat again almost straight away as I repeated my motions, teasing her until she was letting out sexy little squeaks with almost every breath. 
 
    With my constant rubbing and pushing, it wasn’t long before Lucy’s panties began to sneak into the folds of her sex, clinging to every bump and curve until her most intimate place was modelled in exacting detail.  I couldn’t see them, but I bet they had started the day as pristine white, maybe with a little love heart on the front, and now were probably almost completely see through with how wet she’d made them. 
 
    Lucy had forgotten all about her little ‘few minutes’ rule and I began rubbing her faster and faster until the sexy little girl was a writhing mess of near-orgasmic bliss.  When I sensed she was close, so close as to be past the point of no return, I slid my fingers under the material and for the first time in the history of the world, Lucy Burbank’s bare pussy was getting groped by a man. 
 
    If Lucy registered that I had flagrantly disrespected the ‘outside the clothes’ rule too, she was in no state to fight it.  The direct contact on her clit was sending the schoolgirl absolutely wild and all rational thought had been driven from her eyes. 
 
    In the moment before she came again I grabbed a fistful of her hair and forced her to stare right at me as she experienced another climax that she had not anticipated having this evening, making sure my face was etched in her mind, associated with this unbelievable pleasure she was feeling. 
 
    As her hips bucked and she moaned her pleasure I pressed a finger into her entrance, slipping a little further in every time her pussy squeezed and released until I felt the barrier of her virginity.  Lucy’s hand squeezed the bulge of my cock hard through my jeans as I forced her to heights of ecstasy the sheltered teen had never dreamed of. 
 
    By the time the clouds of pleasure cleared from her eyes the teen girl looked almost exhausted, breathing quickly and quietly as she tried to settle her hammering heart-rate and figure out what that strange new sensation was in her pussy. 
 
    “Heeyyy…” she said, finally realising that the ‘outside of the clothes’ rule was well and truly a thing of the past. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Lucy, I just wanted to make you feel so good.” 
 
    “Oh… did you… you know?” 
 
    “No, but I’m so turned on it hurts.” 
 
    “It hurts?” 
 
    “Yeah, when a girl makes a guy really excited but he doesn’t cum, something seems to get all backed up and it hurts.  Can you help me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry!  I didn’t know!  What do I need to do?” 
 
    “I need to take it out of my pants.” I faked a wince of pain. 
 
    “Oh… OK.” 
 
    I withdrew my finger from Lucy’s virginal slit, feeling her legs quiver, and undid the button and zip of my jeans, pushing them and my boxers down towards my knees.  Lucy turned her head to look at the window, as if giving me some privacy. 
 
    “Touch it, Lucy.” 
 
    “What?  No!  I can’t do that… it’s…  I’m not supposed to.” 
 
    “Lucy, you got me in this situation, it’s your responsibility to finish what you started.” 
 
    “What?  No… I think I should go now.  Let me out.” 
 
    “Really?  You want to leave now?  I’ll have to tell everybody what you did.  Lead me on like that, let me make you cum not once, but twice, and then leave me with blue balls?  That’s a terrible thing to do, Lucy.  They’re going to call you a cock tease.” 
 
    “Please don’t do that!  They’re mean enough as it is.” 
 
    “Then help me out, Lucy, just touch it.  It doesn’t mean anything, you’re not doing anything wrong.” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    Lucy didn’t finish her sentence, but tentatively reached her hand out, never turning her head back from the window.  I gently guided her towards my throbbing cock and curled her fingers around it, savouring the moment when this inexperienced girl held a rock hard erection in her hand for the first time. 
 
    The trapped virgin gasped as I began moving her hand up and down, using her to jack myself off.  Her fingers didn’t even make it all the way around and that only served to remind me how petite she was, how tight her pussy was going to be when I forced my cock in. 
 
    The idea of being Lucy’s first, even though she hadn’t set out tonight to lose her virginity, was so hot that it wasn’t long before my pre-cum was flowing freely, lubricating my shaft and Lucy’s hand.  I squeezed her fingers around me even harder, feeling the head of my cock rubbing along the smooth flesh of her hand, which had never pleasured a man before. 
 
    I was in seventh heaven, but I knew there was so much more I was going to take from the clueless little teen.  It was time to make her suck my cock. 
 
    “That’s so good, Lucy.  Just keep on doing that, I want to see your face.  You’re so pretty, so sexy, it’ll help me cum quicker if I can see you.” 
 
    Lucy didn’t move, so I kicked off my shoes and pushed my jeans and boxers off completely before turning on to my knees and straddling her legs, making her scoot her ass forward to the edge of the seat before I leaned over her.  Now my cock was pointing directly at her cheek, and every stroke of her hand brought with it the possibility that I might blow my load all over her face and hair, make a real mess of the pristine princess. 
 
    “Look at me, Lucy,” I said. 
 
    Her eyes rolled up and to the side, but she didn’t turn her head, so with one finger on her chin I turned it for her.  She looked so fucking cute looking up at me like that, my huge dick just inches from her face and looking ready to explode. 
 
    “I could just cum all over you, you’re so fucking hot.” 
 
    Lucy’s eyes flickered down to my cock and then back up to me.  She probably didn’t even realise it, but I saw her tongue snake out as she licked her lips.  Her body was desperate for more sexual release even if she didn’t really think it was a good idea, that was for sure. 
 
    Keeping my hand over hers to make sure she stroked my cock good and hard, I moved my other hand behind her head and gathered up some of her hair into a good firm fistful, making sure she stayed in place for what was coming next. 
 
    With every thrust of my thick shaft through her slippery hand, the tip came closer and closer to her mouth, which was pursed shut so tightly that her lips had almost disappeared.  When I finally pushed far enough and left a smear of pre-cum on her mouth, her eyes widened and she put her free hand on my hips, pushing me back. 
 
    “That’s enough!  It’s gone too far!  I should go.” 
 
    “Oh no you don’t.”  I shook her head by the grip I had on her hair.  “It’s enough when I say it’s enough.  It’s time to stop fucking around, we both know why we came out here.  Now open your mouth.  You owe me this, you’re mine.” 
 
    Lucy looked like she was in shock, her eyes going back and forth between the throbbing dick, mere inches from her mouth, and my unrelenting face. 
 
    “We just came out here to talk...” she said. 
 
    “Whatever.  That’s not what everybody who saw us leave the party thought.  They thought we were coming out here so I could fuck you.  That’s exactly what I’m going to tell them happened if you don’t suck my cock right now.  I’ll tell them everything in explicit detail whether it happened or not.  I’ll tell them you took it up the ass.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell them anything… I’m not like that!  I’m not like this!” 
 
    “Take that cock into your mouth and I won’t say a word.  Remember you owe me this anyway, Lucy.  This is the right thing to do.  You want to do the right thing, don’t you?” 
 
    The look in her eye was almost enough to make me cum right there and then.  She was right on the brink of being broken for the first time, realising that she wasn’t in complete control of her own body, that I could use it for my own pleasure if I wanted. 
 
    That spark was still there though, the gullible notion that I was still the nice boy she had met at the party and it was her own fault for not realising how she was supposed to behave under these circumstances.  I smiled as she gulped and timidly opened her mouth. 
 
    Sliding the engorged head of my cock over her lips and tongue felt like the gates of heaven opening up for me.  She had never known the taste, the feel, the invasion of a man inside her mouth before and her eyes widened in surprise at the sensation. 
 
    The bumpy ridge of my dick disappeared past her lips and I pushed forward slowly until I felt her begin to gag, then pulled back, letting go of her hand and happy to see her leave it there of her own ‘free’ will. 
 
    With my hand now unrestricted, I gathered up more of her hair to get an even better grip on her head and keep any stray tendrils from getting in the way of her first blowjob.  I guessed she had too much to think about with a massive erection in her mouth because she didn’t complain that I was wiping all that pre-cum off in her hair. 
 
    That task now complete, I began tugging at the bottom of her tank top, seeing that incredibly flat, toned belly for a moment before she tried to push it back down.  I shoved my cock against the back of her throat and her hand instantly transferred to my hip, trying to relieve the pressure. 
 
    I was too strong, too relentless for her, and eventually she gave up the fight, letting me pull her shirt up over her chest and unclip the waste-of-time bra she had been wearing.  With such small perky tits as hers, a bra served no purpose except for stopping her nipples being seen through her shirt. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said as I picked up the pace of my thrusts and squeezed her tits good and hard. 
 
    She wasn’t even struggling anymore when my cock hit the back of her throat.  For someone so naïve, she sure was a quick learner.  The look of joy when her eyes rose up to meet mine was incredible, like a pet that had been praised by its master for the first time in years. 
 
    In fact, if I didn’t know better, I would have said she had another orgasm building up inside of her.  The way her hips were gyrating in time with my thrusts, the gentle moans she was starting to emit, oh yes, her body had betrayed her almost completely. 
 
    She was getting so enthusiastic about her first blowjob that I was in danger of wasting my creamy load down her throat.  That would be downright criminal, so I pulled out, reached down and began tugging at her panties. 
 
    “Lift your hips so I can get them off,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t think I should… can’t you just finish in my mouth?” 
 
    I smiled, she was asking for my cum now. 
 
    “I will, I just want to see your beautiful pussy, I bet it’s perfect.” 
 
    Lucy blushed again and, after a moment of hesitation, lifted her hips so I could get the flimsy barrier out of the way.  I let go of her hair and gently put pressure on her shoulder, getting her to lie down on the back seat, before moving my knees between her legs and forcing them apart. 
 
    There it was, the holy grail of tight pussies, only a slit visible to the outside world, so perfect and unused that it barely even parted even though her legs were spread either side of me.  I needed it.  Grasping my hard rod halfway down, I aimed it at her slit and slowly advanced. 
 
    “Wait!  You said you just wanted to see it!  You can’t put that in me, it won’t fit!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m just going to rub it against you a bit,” I lied. 
 
    “Put a condom on!  I heard you can still get pregnant just from that.” 
 
    “You can’t, but OK, I’ll put a condom on.” 
 
    I pulled a pack of condoms out from the front seat and made a big show of unwrapping it and putting it on, but when my cock was hidden from her view by the hem of her skirt again, I pulled that fucker off. 
 
    The sight of her folds being pushed to either side as I rubbed my cock along her slit like a paint brush was amazing, almost as wonderful as the feel of it.  She was so wet, so turned on despite herself, that I thought she was possibly only seconds away from cumming again if I let her. 
 
    I didn’t.  It was my turn, the only thing that was important was fucking her so hard that she shook like a rag doll until I took my pleasure from her.  If she could cum again in the middle of all that, then that would be an acceptable side-effect but not the main goal. 
 
    Slick with all my pre-cum, her saliva and the copious flow of juices from her pussy, my cock was as slippery as it could possibly be, but even so, when I pushed forward it felt like I was trying to jam it through a pinhole.  Lucy squealed when she realised what I was trying to do. 
 
    “Stop!  Wait!  I’m… I’m a virgin.  I… want to wait until my wedding night.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m only going as far as your hymen, you’ll still be a virgin when you get married.  If I don’t go past it then it doesn’t count.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
    She was so tight I was almost ready to give up, but with one final burst of strength I felt something give way and the head of my cock began to slip inside her.  I couldn’t help but groan with the sheer perfection of it, if sex was like this every time I probably never would have done anything else in my life. 
 
    “Ow!  Ow!  Stop! Ow ow ow!  It hurts, stop!” 
 
    “You’re doing so good, baby, so good… shhhhh” 
 
    I muffled her protests with a kiss, and kept pushing until I felt her hymen against the tip of my cock, then I pulled back to lock eyes with her.  I wrapped one arm around her shoulders and the other around her tiny waist, holding her in place for what was about to happen. 
 
    Never taking my eyes from her, making sure she was still looking right at me, I powered my cock through her hymen like it was nothing and heard my balls slap against her ass an instant before she screamed in surprise and pain. 
 
    “Oh my God!  Ow!  Stop!  What are you doing?  You weren’t supposed to do that!” 
 
    “Too late now, Lucy, you might as well enjoy the ride.  I sure as fuck will.” 
 
    Lucy didn’t have anywhere near the strength required to fend me off as I began jack-hammering into her as if she was a seasoned veteran of getting fucked instead of the virgin she was in reality.  Like countless girls who had become women before her though, the burning pain soon became burning pleasure and her squeals and yelps took on a different tone, even if her protests never ceased.   
 
    Eventually, I got sick of her complaints though and decided to get her onside.  Slowing to a gentle, hell an almost romantic, pace I grabbed her by the chin and ran one finger across her lips, making sure she was facing me again. 
 
    “Hey, you still want me to cum in your mouth?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You want me to cum in your pussy then?  That’d be a shame wouldn’t it?  You know, if you play nice, I’m still going to let your future husband be the first one to blow his load in this tight little slit of yours.  If not, well, that’s mine too.  What do you say Lucy?” 
 
    The recently-deflowered virgin, squeezed her eyes shut and then opened them with desperation. 
 
    “How do I… play nice?” 
 
    “Do exactly what I say, when I say it and you will get to taste all my cum on that pretty tongue of yours.” 
 
    Lucy gulped.  “O… OK.” 
 
    “First thing’s first.  Beg for it.  Say ‘please cum in my mouth’.” 
 
    “P-please c-cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah.  Say it again.” 
 
    “Please c-cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Keep saying it, over and over again.” 
 
    I regained the most firm grip I could on her and began fucking her as hard as possible again.  Listening to this innocent little girl saying that filthy sentence as she squealed and moaned was music to my ears, the perfect soundtrack to impregnate her to. 
 
    Then I thought of something even better.  Pausing for a moment, I whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Say ‘fuck me hard, Daddy’.” 
 
    “Wh-aat?” she panted. 
 
    “Say it god damn you!  You want a load of semen in your pussy or what?” 
 
    “F-fuck me hard… Daddy.” 
 
    “Again, and louder, yell it like you mean it!” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy!” she screamed. 
 
    “Keep going!” 
 
    As per her request, I fucked her with all my might until I was sure the car was slowly being bounced and shunted into the middle of the road.  With my cock gripped in an impossibly snug teen slit, I knew I couldn’t last much longer. 
 
    I was on the borders of my orgasm when Lucy lost all ability to talk and her begging degenerated into incoherent moans of pleasure as she came again while being repeatedly impaled on my hard length.  Slowing down and pushing my upper body on to my hands, creating some space between us, I watched as I let her have her climax. 
 
    If I wanted to last until she was finished, I had little choice but to slow down.  Her already perfect pussy convulsed around my shaft as I thrust and if I had maintained full speed, I’d be cumming too for sure.  But I wanted her to be fully aware of what I was doing when I did it. 
 
    “Oh my God…” she breathed. 
 
    “Did that feel good, slut?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Are you mine?” 
 
    “All… yours.” 
 
    Whether she had liked being called a slut or just not registered the fact was irrelevant to me.  It was time to truly claim her.  I picked up my pace again and when I felt my orgasm coming, I didn’t stop, I let pulse after pulse of creamy semen flood her most intimate depths. 
 
    As soon as Lucy felt all that hot sperm splashing inside her, she began struggling again, but I held her down and she was so exhausted that she didn’t fight for long.  I came like I hadn’t cum in twenty years, a copious volume of semen jetting out with every thrust until I thought I was going to black out from the sheer pleasure of it all. 
 
    Finally, I collapsed on the well-abused teen and we caught our breath together in silence.  When I had recovered enough, I raised my head to look at her and found the black-haired beauty staring thoughtfully into the distance. 
 
    I kissed her to bring her back to the here and now, seeing her eyes regain focus. 
 
    “Now you really are all mine, Lucy,” I said. 
 
    “Am I… your girlfriend now?” she asked. 
 
    The question caught me by surprise and I briefly struggled to bring my eyebrows back down to a respectable height above my eyes before responding. 
 
    “That depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On whether you understand how a girlfriend should act.  That means you keep on doing exactly what I say, and you tell me exactly what I want to hear.” 
 
    “I… I will.” 
 
    I reached down and scooped up some of our combined juices that were leaking out around my still-hard shaft and then pressed my fingers into her mouth, letting her taste us. 
 
    “Say ‘I’m all yours, Daddy’” 
 
    “I’m all yours, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
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Now, every lunar cycle, I prey on the next generation of naïve little beauties. Walking the earth as an irresistible young man, I look just like one of their peers, but I'm not. I have a lifetime of experience of taking advantage of women more wary than them. These ones? So inexperienced, so innocent... they don't stand a chance. 

Oh, I always start off so sweet and gentle... but when I get them alone, when their bodies start betraying them... I take everything I want, as hard as I want. They are mine. 
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    ***** 
 
    It may have been Jennifer who was celebrating her eighteenth birthday, but it was me who was going to get the best present of all.  All I wanted was her virginity on a silver platter and I knew exactly how to get it. 
 
    Almost two years had passed since that fateful day when I received the letter from my deceased father explaining how I was a wereteen.  Every full moon I would shift from my regular body back to the muscular form of a young man who looked to be around eighteen or nineteen. 
 
    Since that day, I’d been making appearances at colleges and schools, forcing myself into the position of alpha male of any community I found with enough beautiful young women, and then taking advantage of the most untouchable princesses you could possibly imagine.  I ruined them, I made them mine. 
 
    My lifetime of experience had turned me into a ruthless businessman, a billionaire by a combination of inheritance and bold moves.  I’d fucked the living daylights out of countless beautiful women by the time I received the best part of my family legacy, this gift of age shifting. 
 
    All that cunning, all that money, all that single-minded determination packed into an irresistible and innocent-looking guy that looked no wiser than any other recent high school graduate or college freshman?  These girls didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Every month was like a feeding frenzy of tight young pussy for me, but last year I had found my favourite food.  My wife, Yana, had four daughters.  Lucy, Jennifer, and the twins Lily and Madeline, were the products of relations with three different men, and with Yana’s own beauty, these girls had certainly won the genetics lottery in terms of looks. 
 
    Yana was a world-weary woman and, in my opinion, over-protected her daughters.  Under her rules they lived an extremely sheltered existence. 
 
    The goal was to ‘keep them safe’ of course, but all it really did was make them even more naïve and gullible than the average teen when they came of age.  They were so fucking innocent, so ready to believe that the cute boy who said all those sweet things really was Prince Charming riding in on his white horse to take them back to his castle where they would live happily ever after, worshipped day and night for all time. 
 
    It gave them a special spark in their eye.  It was just the way I liked them.  There was never, and there will never be, anything sweeter than seeing a girl like that get broken in for the first time, watching as her dreams of making love in the candlelight get replaced by the harsh realities of getting her virginity fucked away, and fucked away hard, by a guy with a big dick who only wants to use her body for his own pleasure. 
 
    Nothing on earth could compare to seeing them realise that their own bodies could and would betray them for its own lusty animal needs, to humiliate them and push them so far beyond their boundaries that said boundaries might as well be the punch lines for jokes.  The more clueless, the more starry-eyed, they were, the better as far as I was concerned. 
 
    Yana’s daughters, the Burbank girls, had this quality in bigger quantities than any other girl I had ever seen or heard of, and that was saying a lot.  I was there to pounce on Lucy the instant she came of age, to claim her as my own for all time, and she was the best fuck of my life.  I was going to take everything the other three had to offer too, and Jennifer was next. 
 
    Since deflowering and impregnating Lucy, I’d always known that my life wouldn’t be complete unless I did the same to the other three, so I began preparations almost immediately.  Calling in some favours from contacts I knew in the glossy magazine industry, I set up some guaranteed spots for previously unknown models. 
 
    Up-and-coming models would sprint over the corpses of the last eight generations of their ancestors for exposure like this.  The prestige of being featured in the most exclusive magazines was enough to set a girl, who was otherwise destined to a life of hardcore porn, on the path to becoming a millionaire supermodel. 
 
    The paths that these girls’ lives could take literally walked that fine line.  With make-up and computer wizardry these days, any pretty girl could be made to have the right look, but recognisability, and momentum, mattered far more. 
 
    A few months before Jennifer’s eighteenth birthday, I approached several of her classmates, posing as a photographer and selling them dreams of becoming the next big thing in modelling.  Several of them agreed to let me take some photos. 
 
    I was on my best behaviour with them, taking the most respectful and artsy pictures you could hope for, in a clearly expensive photo studio with all the right props to give it all an air of legitimacy.  Over half of them begged me to fuck them. 
 
    Although it pained my heart to do so, I managed to resist for the sake of playing the long game.  I took all my frustrations out on some sorority girls the next city over, leaving a few of them with little presents that would keep on giving for the next eighteen years. 
 
    Well, some of the girls’ photos ended up printed in prestigious magazines nationally and internationally.  How about that?  Two of them got huge modelling contracts. 
 
    Well, word spread throughout Jennifer’s school about the next time I was due in town and when I parked my car on the side of the street along the route I knew Jennifer walked, I was practically mobbed by barely legal girls willing to do anything for me.  This was going to play to my advantage. 
 
    Just as I had hoped, Jennifer had at the very least stopped to see what all the fuss was about.  I pretended to spot her randomly and made a point of wading through the sea of eager girls to get to her. 
 
    “Hi there, what’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Me?  Uh… Jennifer.” 
 
    “Jennifer, that’s a nice name.  I’m Kevin Mercer, maybe you’ve heard of me?” 
 
    “Yeah, you took those photos of Lisa and Tiffany, right?” 
 
    “That’s right.  Are you a model already?” 
 
    “Er… no.” 
 
    “Would you like to be?” 
 
    “I saw those pictures.  They looked so good, but I don’t look like that.” 
 
    “No, you look better.” 
 
    A gasp of amazement rippled through the crowd and Jennifer blushed.  I’d always had a suspicion that my wife’s sheltering of her daughters had led to a certain amount of isolation from their peers.  Jennifer’s apparent low self-esteem and the reaction from the girls around us pretty much confirmed it. 
 
    Any girl with Jennifer’s looks and body who was allowed to go out and make friends, be part of the social hierarchy, would soon find themselves somewhere near the top of that little pyramid.  Instead, Jennifer spent her time in the seclusion of the swimming pool, training hard.  Sadly for her, although all the exercise made her athletic and lean, she just seemed too top heavy to my eye to really make it as a high-level swimmer.  She’d make a great swimsuit model though. 
 
    “Me?” she said, in disbelief. 
 
    “Oh yeah, you’ve got just the look that’s in demand right now.  I think if we strike while the iron is hot, we can get you a head start in this business.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I want to be a model… I’m trying to make the national team for swimming, I might not have time.” 
 
    “I don’t see why you can’t do both.  Hell, a model-athelete would probably find it a hell of a lot easier to get sponsorship, and I don’t see why it would need to interfere with your training.  C’mon, Jennifer, why don’t we get started?” 
 
    “What?  Now?” 
 
    “Yep.  I had a cancellation and I need the world’s next top model to take the slot back at my studio.” 
 
    “What about me?” some random blonde girl interrupted.  “Jennifer Burbank is just a geek.  I’ll be really good to work with, I promise.  I’m really good at following instructions.” 
 
    The unspoken hints this girl was dropping were pretty blatant, but I’d looked forward to getting Jennifer on my cock for a full year now and I wasn’t about to get distracted by anybody else. 
 
    “When this so-called ‘geek’ is on the cover of ‘Fashoniste’ I don’t think you’d dare take that tone with her.” 
 
    Jennifer looked at me like I’d slayed a dragon, so happy she might burst.  “OK!  I’ll come!” 
 
    Yes you will, I thought and gestured through the crowd towards my car.  Jennifer adjusted her school bag on her back with a little ‘so-there’ look towards Random Blonde and headed towards the passenger side.  I stepped after Jennifer, then paused and looked back at the chastised schoolgirl, handing her my card. 
 
    “Here.  Call me tomorrow.” 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
    I was going to fuck her asshole raw, but for now, I had to keep my eyes on the prize, and the prize was my wife’s middle-child, Jennifer.  Circling round, I hopped in the driver seat and wound down the windows so she could feel the wind in her hair, like she really was being carried off into the sunset by her hero as the crowd of peasants looked on and clapped. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Jennifer’s jaw practically hit the floor when she saw my studio.  I had several different areas set up, one with a green-screen backdrop so the model could be superimposed on any background using computers, one made to look like a classy bar, and the last one, which I was sure was going to be my favourite, with a mock-up of a bedroom complete with bed. 
 
    I directed Jennifer towards the green-screen set and she stood there awkwardly, hugging her backpack to her chest and biting on a fingernail. 
 
    “What do I do now?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh… I forgot you’re not a professional.  Honestly Jennifer, you’re so pretty I’m dumbfounded that some agency hasn’t scouted you out already.  Just throw your bag down over there and we’ll take a few shots in your uniform.  We’ll have to edit out the school crest for legal reasons, but the style itself is pretty hot.” 
 
    “My mom says the uniform makes us look like ‘harlots’ but it’s the best school in the city, so that’s where we go, my sisters and I.” 
 
    Her mom, my wife Yana, was right, it did make them look like sexy little schoolgirl sluts.  I didn’t have a problem with it.  Jennifer threw her bag away and began striking a few of the simple poses I directed her to.  After a while I feigned frustration. 
 
    “Hmmm… it’s just not working.  You look all stiff and uptight.” 
 
    Jennifer looked crestfallen.  She may not have ever had dreams of being a model, but I knew from recent experience that once that seed was planted in a young girl’s head, it took hold pretty fuckin’quick. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” She slumped her shoulders and looked down at her feet, as if she’d never been more ashamed of anything in her life. 
 
    “It’s OK, Jennifer.  Not everybody is cut out to be a model.  Everybody thinks they are just pretty faces, but these girls have to work hard, they’re professionals.  I thought you could do it, Jennifer.” 
 
    “I can try again, maybe?” 
 
    “Hmmm.  I don’t know… um… look, we can try again, but I think we need to start from scratch.  I’m sorry, this is my fault again for forgetting you haven’t done this before.” 
 
    “Thank you!  You won’t regret it!  What do you mean by ‘starting from scratch’ though?  Isn’t that what we were doing anyway?” 
 
    I put down my camera and walked over to her, smiling at the flush that rose on her cheeks when I got near.  Girls were just completely unable to stop themselves from getting turned on by this young form I took on every full moon. 
 
    “Not really, Jennifer.  See, the relationship between a photographer and a model is very special.  Very… intimate,” I bent and whispered the last word in her ear before standing up to my full height again, seeing her bite her bottom lip for a second as she looked at me. 
 
    “A model has to be completely at ease with her photographer, completely uninhibited, so she can follow instructions to the letter.  Do you understand?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, that makes sense.” 
 
    “So what we’ll do is like a few ice-breaker exercises to get you in that mindset.  All the serious models do this when they first start working with professional photographers, this is completely normal.  Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “OK, the first thing I need you to do is repeat after me.  Say ‘I will do anything you want.’” 
 
    “I… will do a-anything you w-want,” she stammered. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I will do anything you want.” 
 
    She had no idea how sexy she was saying that, I let myself look her up and down from that beautiful face framed by warm brown hair, over those trademark large perky teen tits, and down to the tips of her toes, before looking her right in the eye again. 
 
    “Again, make me believe it.” 
 
    “I will do anything you want,” she breathed. 
 
    I believed her. 
 
    “Good.  Come over here.” 
 
    I walked over to a chair and sat down, patting my knee. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Take a seat, right here,” I said. 
 
    “But… why?” 
 
    “Jennifer, I thought you said you’d do anything I want?  This is pretty simple, it’s all part of the normal routine.  I’m a professional, and I thought you were going to be too.”  I let disappointment colour my tone heavily. 
 
    “I… I’m sorry, I will!  It’s all so new to me, please don’t send me away!” 
 
    “I understand, now sit down so I can explain the next step.” 
 
    Jennifer, chastised, didn’t waste any time setting her firm little ass down on my thigh.  I wrapped my arms around her hips and pulled her higher under the guise of seating her more securely, but really I just wanted her leg to be pressed right against the slowly hardening bulge of my cock.  She probably couldn’t feel anything alarming yet, but she would. 
 
    “What now?” she asked. 
 
    “This exercise is called ‘dirty talk’ and it involves a combination of verbal and tactile stimuli to ease inhibitions and help foster the relationship between photographer and model.” 
 
    “Er… that sounds complicated.” 
 
    “It’s really simple.  I’m going to put my hand on your leg like this.” I placed my hand on her knee, my thumb just brushing the hem of her pleated skirt.  “Then I’m going to slowly slide it up and down, getting higher and higher, while whispering the naughtiest things I can think of into your ear.  Your job is to hold yourself back from stopping my hand moving, and to think about everything I tell you.  By the time we’re done, we’ll be so comfortable with each other it’ll be like you’ve known me for years.  Sound good?” 
 
    “I don’t know… my mom said I wasn’t supposed to let boys touch me.” 
 
    “Well, you’re mom was probably talking about you having some kind of a make-out session with a kid in your class, but this is nothing like that.  This is all professional stuff, this would be a standard part of your job if you were a world-renowned supermodel like Katie Downton or Ella Mcfeysdotter.” 
 
    “My mom used to work with Ella… do you think my mom did this too?” 
 
    “Definitely, so she’d be really proud of you for doing such a good job.  Besides, live a little, right?” 
 
    “Hehe, I guess so.  You sounded just like my step-dad when you said that.” 
 
    “He sounds like the best person in the world.  You ready to start?” 
 
    Jennifer gulped.  “OK.” 
 
    I leaned in close, savouring the clean shampoo-scent of her hair as I got my mouth nice and close to her ear and began to slide my hand up her inner thigh at an almost painfully slow pace.  Her skin was so smooth one could almost be forgiven for thinking it was slippery.  Jennifer kept herself well groomed to be as sleek as possible while swimming, doing her best to eke out those last few millionths of a second from her best times. 
 
    “Jennifer… I’m going to turn you into my little slut…” I whispered. 
 
    Jennifer gasped.  “What?!” 
 
    “Shhhh… it’s all part of the game.” 
 
    I traced my fingers higher, glancing down to see my hand slip under her skirt.  No doubt it was the first time she had let anybody up there, and I could feel her legs quiver as she fought against every instinct to be the good little girl she had been brought up to be. 
 
    “I’m going to force my cock down your throat until my balls are resting on your chin and you can’t breathe, and then when I’m ready to cum I’m going to rip your panties off and fuck you until you scream.” 
 
    I pulled my hand back downwards until it was on her knee again before sliding it up again.  My cock was officially semi-hard now, a more experienced girl would definitely have realised just what was pressing into her thigh, but Jennifer was unprepared and so much more distracted by what I was saying and doing to comprehend that a cock full of cum was rubbing against her. 
 
    Jennifer whimpered and I felt her legs shaking even more as my wrist too was covered by the hem of her skirt.  If she had Lucy’s body, my fingertips would have been on the crotch of her panties by now, but Jennifer was taller and had longer legs so I had a few more inches to go, the most intimate inches of her inner thighs. 
 
    “You’re making my cock so hard, Jennifer, can you feel it?  It’s so long and thick, I bet you’ll struggle to take it.  It’ll stretch your little pussy so much more than you ever dreamed it could go, but that’s not going to stop me from fucking you like tomorrow is the end of the world whether you want it or not.” 
 
    Just as I was sure I was about to touch her panties, feel her virginal slit through that thin material, I pulled all the way out to her knee again before sliding upwards once more.  Jennifer began panting, her perky tits heaving so near my face as I whispered to her.  She must have suspected that this next stroke couldn’t go any higher without touching her where even she had possibly not dared to explore much. 
 
    I touched the fabric of her panties at the same moment that I think Jennifer really processed my words and registered the intimidating masculine presence of my cock pressing against her.  Her pants for air picked up pace and then she held her breath for a moment and tensed up, beginning to shudder and writhe against me like an over-sexed pornstar. 
 
    As the teen experienced the same female-version of premature ejaculation that her sister had the previous year, I took advantage of her while she was distracted, blatantly groping her pussy through her panties, which were sopping wet. 
 
    Oh my fucking God, these Burbank girls and their perfect little pussies.  Even with the panties in the way, I could tell that Jennifer was sporting a slit every bit as beautiful and tight as her older sister had the previous year when I took her virginity. 
 
    Jennifer began to regain her senses and looked at me worriedly, like she was still afraid I might send her away.  “I’m so sorry!” she said.  “I didn’t mean to do… whatever that was.  It just happened!” 
 
    “Shhhh.  It’s OK, Jennifer, you did great.  Look how high my hand is, even the most famous models sometimes have trouble being that comfortable with a photographer.  I can tell you’re going to be a superstar.” 
 
    “R-really?  But I’m… leaking… something on your hand.” 
 
    “I know, but look, I feel really comfortable with you too.  Comfortable enough to do this.” 
 
    I extracted my virgin-nectar-slickened hand from her skirt and put my finger in my mouth, tasting her purity as she watched in awe.  Jennifer looked almost ready to cum again, as if seeing the most handsome guy she’d ever met be that comfortable with her was as effective as the world’s most powerful vibrator working directly on her clit. 
 
    “I think we’re going to get some really good shots today.  In fact, I think we’re ready to start making some real art.” 
 
    I began unbuttoning her school shirt, but hadn’t got past the first one when her hands flew up and stopped me. 
 
    “Wait!  What are you doing?  I’m not here to make those kind of photos… I just want to do the ones like Lisa and Tiffany.” 
 
    “They both had swimsuit shots published, an unbuttoned shirt is a lot less revealing than that, isn’t  it?” 
 
    “Oh… well… when you put it like that, I guess so.  You’re sure the pictures will look good?  Not something that would make my mom angry?” 
 
    “Of course.  If she’s been a model then she’ll definitely understand, she’ll be as pleased as punch.” 
 
    “OK then.  Sorry.” She offered me the sweetest, most innocent, smile I’d ever seen, which just about made my cock burst out of my pants.  The contrast between that trusting, young face, and the big bulging breasts that were slowly being revealed between each side of her slutty schoolgirl outfit was mind-blowing. 
 
    “You’re breasts are perfect, Jennifer,” I said. 
 
    “Really?  They seem to slow me down in the water.” 
 
    “They’re not going to slow you down as a model, that’s for sure.  OK, stand over there against the green screen again.  Good.  Now, hold your hands together in front of your skirt and push your elbows towards one another.” 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    The position squashed the virgin teen’s breasts together, creating cleavage so deep that a skilled navigator could still possibly get lost. 
 
    “Perfect.” I snapped a few shots.  “Say ‘ooohhhhh’.” 
 
    “Ooohhhhh,” the athletic girl said, making her face look positively orgasmic again in the pictures I was taking. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said.  “Now, on your hands and knees.  Yes, like that… face away from me and look back over your shoulder.  Great!  Now stay on your knees, and move your head and shoulders towards the ground, but slowly, really slowly.” 
 
    I knelt directly behind Jennifer as she bent over farther and farther, taking so many pictures that I could probably print them out and mass-produce a flip book to send to my Christmas mailing list.  Slowly but surely, Jennifer’s panties were revealed to me. 
 
    They had no doubt started the day as such pristine-white you could have used them in a laundry detergent commercial, but now they were soaked through with the aspiring-model’s pussy juices and clinging to every fold of her sex.  I wanted to drive my cock straight into her right at that very moment but somehow I managed to hold myself back as I recorded shot after shot of her sweet slit under the see-through materieal. 
 
    “OK, great job so far, Jennifer.  Let’s move on to the eveningwear.  There’s a changing room over there, get yourself into the black cocktail dress.” 
 
    I watched her ass twitch from side to side as she walked away, the hem of her skirt bouncing on the back of her thighs with each step.  She didn’t have the faintest idea how close she was to getting her virginity fucked away.  That’s what’s so sexy about girls her age, the innocent ones all the more. 
 
    When she came back she looked every bit as hot as I had hoped, the short black dress was expensive enough that it had an air of classiness regardless of how much skin it showed off.  Showcasing her tits to their maximum potential and hugging the rest of her taut teen curves like a layer of ink, she hem was higher than her school skirt had been, and so might tighter. 
 
    “Right, move into the bar scene, and sit on that stool.  I need you to use your imagination a bit in this part.  You’ll kind of be playing a role, but the only thing you have to communicate with is your look.  You’re trouble with a capital ‘T’, you’re the woman who always gets her man, gets what she wants.  You are sex on legs.  I need you to look towards me and undress me with your eyes…” 
 
    I took several shots of Jennifer doing her best attempts at portraying a more mature and powerful kind of sexy, but it just wasn’t her strong suite.  I wasn’t a professional photographer, but even I could see that. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I asked. 
 
    “I… just don’t know what I’m supposed to look like… I don’t know how to undress somebody with my eyes.” 
 
    “Hmmm… I thought that might be it.  Look, as you get more experienced it’ll just come naturally for you, but in the meantime,  I’ll have to… uh… help your imagination along.” 
 
    Before Jennifer’s ever-widening eyes, I casually unzipped my pants and fished out my dick before returning my hands to my camera and letting it stick out straight and hard to twitch with every heartbeat.  A drop of pre-cum was already seeping out of the tip, which I wasn’t at all surprised about because I’d been planning to fuck this gullible little girl for such a long time already. 
 
    “Oh my God!  What are you doing?” Jennifer asked, her face turning the same colour her ass would if I decided to spank it good and hard. 
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “What do… ?  You’ve taken your… your… it, your thing out!” 
 
    “So?  It’s just to help you look sexy for the camera.  This is another thing that a lot of photographers do for new models.  I had to do this for your friend Lisa, she didn’t mind at all.  Do you think she’s maybe just a bit more mature than you or something?” 
 
    “She’s not my friend!  And she’s not more mature!  I’m sorry, I keep on forgetting that you’ve done this so many times, it’s just… not what I expected.  I said I’d do anything you want, and I meant it!” 
 
    “Great, so let’s just get on with the shoot.  Now, how do you think all the top models get themselves to look all sexy?  You think they just do a little pout and bam that’s it?  No.  No, no, no.  They’re thinking about cock, Jennifer.  How much they love it, how good it makes them feel.  What do you think when you look at mine?” 
 
    “Um… I don’t know… it makes me feel… funny.  Like… excited for some reason, like if I squirm around too much I might feel just the same as I did in your lap.” 
 
    “That wouldn’t be a bad feeling to have would it, Jennifer?  You liked that, didn’t you?  Was it the first time you’ve ever felt like that?” 
 
    The sheltered teen nodded wordlessly. 
 
    “Keep thinking about that while you look at my big, hard, cock.  Imagine you could do anything you wanted with it and nobody would ever know.” 
 
    If possible, the shy girl blushed even harder and I took a photo.  It would never appear in any kind of high-class magazine, but it was all part of the act. 
 
    “Yes!  Right there, that was a masterpiece!  What were you thinking at that exact moment?” 
 
    “I… I can’t say it!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “My mom said that I shouldn’t talk about these things with boys.” 
 
    “Yeah, but she would have just been talking about the guys from your classes.  I know I’m only a year or so older than you, but I know what I’m doing here.  This is just all part of the job, Jennifer.  So tell me.  What were you thinking about?” 
 
    “Um… well… er.  It was the weirdest thing.  Like, I just got this picture in my head of you…” she gulped.  “… sliding it into my… down there.  But that’s silly… it would never fit.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about how silly it is… just keep on thinking about it.  Imagine how thick it is, how hard I’d have to push…” 
 
    I kept up my barrage of filthy talk as Jennifer got more and more hot and bothered.  After a few minutes, she really did look like trouble with a capital ‘T’, she was the girl who always got her man… or if she didn’t then what did it matter because she was going to have an orgasm right there in public anyway. 
 
    Gone was her sleek brown hair, she hadn’t even been fucked yet but she’d run her hand through her hair so much that it was as mussed up as if she’d tried to set a gangbang record.  I could hardly believe it was the same girl who had tried to stop me from undoing the buttons on the shirt of her school uniform. 
 
    “You’re doing so well, Jennifer.  It’s time to move to the next set, over in the bedroom.  Go get changed into the lingerie.” 
 
    I waited with baited breath, I could almost feel the sensation of her tight entrance losing its battle against the dedicated pushing of my hard cock.  It was so close now.  When she walked out of the changing room sheepishly trying to cover her entire body with her two hands, I had to fight against a sudden urge to howl at the moon. 
 
    The lingerie was simple and left only a tiny bit to the imagination, consisting of a push-up bra that recreated her cleavage from earlier in a hands-free version and a black G-string.  When she stood next to the bed with one hand over her crotch and the other arm draped across her beautiful breasts, a fiery blush on her cheeks, I’d never wanted to fuck any girl so urgently in my entire life. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this… it’s more revealing than any of my bikinis now.” 
 
    I walked towards her and saw her eyes widen as they fixated on my cock again, which I had no intention of putting back in my pants.  I hugged her like it was the most normal thing in the world to be doing and felt my pre-cum from the tip of my hard shaft smearing on her navel, just below her perfect tits. 
 
    “It would be such a shame to quit now, Jennifer.” I pushed my hardness against her and heard her whimper as the conflict between good girl and biology fought a pitched battle inside her mind.  “I’ve got a really good idea, one that is going to open every single door you could ever want opened as a model.  It wouldn’t work with just any girl, they’d have to be as perfect as you.  So what do you say, Jennifer, are you ready for me to make you a star?” 
 
    “W-what do I have to do?” 
 
    “All of the photos we’ve done today are going to tell a story, a story of a girl transitioning into womanhood.  We’ve got you in your school uniform, then as a successful young woman in a classy bar, now the final step happens in the bedroom.  Hop on that bed.  You’ve got your man and you’ve brought him home, it’s time to invite him to the best night of his life.” 
 
    Jennifer moved out of my embrace and my cock twitched when I saw the thin trail of glistening pre-cum stretching out between us for a few seconds before it snapped.  The clueless teen climbed on the bed and sat down to await instructions. 
 
    “OK, lay back, relax, hold your hand out towards me and do the ‘come here’ gesture with your finger.  Yeah… like that.  Open your legs a little… a little more… a little more…” 
 
    I kept up a constant stream of instructions for her, not giving her any time to think about what she was doing, making her pose like the most wanton slut to ever walk the earth.  I got closer and closer until I was kneeling on the bed with her, still taking shots with my camera. 
 
    Finally I was right over her, my big cock standing tall and proud right over her face.  Jennifer stared up at it as if it was some kind of an ancient God coming down from the sky in a chariot of fire.  Awe-inspiring, beautiful, but scary all at the same time. 
 
    “Reach out and grab my cock, Jennifer, point it at your face.” 
 
    “But Kevin… please… I can’t… that’s too much… I just wanted to be in the magazines like Lisa and Tiffany.” 
 
    “I’m getting sick of this, Jennifer.  Are you going to do what I say or not?  These shots obviously won’t go in the Fashoniste magazine, they’re background shots for your portfolio so that other photographers and agencies can see how well you take instructions, how comfortable you are with the camera, how professional you are.  Lisa and Tiffany both did this.” 
 
    “But they said it was just a… a normal photo-shoot, they didn’t say anything about… this.” 
 
    “This is a normal photo-shoot, Jennifer.  Now point my cock at your face.” 
 
    “But what if the photos get… out?  Like on the internet or something?  My mom would be so angry.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, you can just withdraw your permission for the photos to be used anywhere and they have to be taken down.  All the pictures you see on the internet are still there because the people like the publicity.  They just complain about it because making a scene gets them even more publicity.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.  Now take my cock in your hand, and point it at that pretty face of yours.” 
 
    Jennifer’s little hand slowly reached out and her fingers curled most of the way around it.  I captured a shot of her face the moment she made contact.  It was as good as any art I had ever seen. 
 
    “Good girl… now open your mouth wide and stay still.  Remember, this is all just normal work for a model, your mom will be able to confirm it for you when you get home.  No more arguing, OK?” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes, I trust you.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I pushed forward, my hard length aimed exactly where I wanted to go by the timid hand of the virgin girl I was about to defile.  As the tip of my cock got close, her mouth opened. 
 
    Whether it was from shock and disbelief or because she knew what she had to do didn’t really matter.  The important thing was that my pre-cum slickened cock slid over her pretty pink lips and into the wonderfully hot and wet confines of her mouth.  Heaven on earth, population one hard dick. 
 
    I took one more shot after the ridge of my cock disappeared past those lips and then abandoned the camera, letting it dangle on its strap from around my neck.  I held her head still and began pumping my cock in and out of her mouth, fucking her face since she had no idea how to give a proper blowjob and I didn’t have the willpower to talk her into it, I needed to unload my balls into her one way or another. 
 
    Harder and harder I thrust until Jennifer’s hand let go of my shaft and pushed against my hips, trying to stop me going too hard, and too deep.  Making sure I had a firm grip, I pushed forward until the head of my dick squelched against the back of her throat and I held it there while she struggled, pushing against my hips and fighting her gag reflex. 
 
    “Shhhh, Jennifer, relax.  It’s all part of the job and you’re doing so well.  Shhhhh” 
 
    Eventually she did calm down.  I wiped a tear from her right eye, the only one I could see, as I began fucking her mouth more recklessly, slamming my cock against the back of her throat every time now that she had gained some control over her natural reactions. 
 
    The sensation of using this inexperienced little teen for my pleasure, forcing my masculine presence into her where she could see it going in and taste it as well as feel it, was incredible.  A tingling sensation near the tip of my cock that intensified every time it rubbed on her lips, tongue or throat told me that I would need to be careful if I wanted to flood that fertile womb of hers with sperm rather than give her a tasty liquid-meal. 
 
    I pulled it out with a popping sound and moved between her legs.  The inexperienced teen was so preoccupied with having been face-fucked for the first time that she didn’t realise what I appeared to be doing until my pants were around my knees and the camera was no longer around my neck. 
 
    “W… Kevin, what are you doing?” 
 
    “It’s time to fuck now, Jennifer, I don’t want to hear any arguments.  You’ll say and do exactly what I want.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    “Let’s put it this way.  If you want me to take all these photos and make copies for everybody in your school, you can argue and leave.  If you want me to take all the best ones to all the right people in the modelling industry and set you up for life, then take off your panties.” 
 
    “I… can’t!  I’m a virgin, I’m supposed to wait until I’m married!” 
 
    “OK, sounds like you’ve made your mind up.  Get the fuck out.  I think I can have these photos to a high proportion of your classmates by the time you get to school tomorrow.  Everybody saw the way you looked at me after school today, they’re all going to think you begged for me to fuck you until I gave in.  Congratulations on fucking up a sweet career for the sake of some fairy tale bullshit reason.” 
 
    I stood up and began backing away from the bed while the shell-shocked girl, who now no doubt wanted to be a model more than anything in her life, opened and closed her mouth a few times, obviously trying to force words out despite the blank slate in her mind. 
 
    “W-wait!” 
 
    “What is it, Jennifer?” 
 
    “You can put it in me.  Just, please, use a condom and be gentle.” 
 
    “A condom?  What for?” 
 
    “So I don’t get pregnant, of course!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that.  You said you were a virgin, right?” 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    “You can’t get pregnant your first time.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Oh… well, just be gentle then.” 
 
    “Of course.  Now let me see you take off those panties nice and slow.” 
 
    I picked up the camera and took several snaps of her first lifting her hips off the bed and then sliding the flimsy undergarment down her legs until it was just a scrap of material around one ankle. 
 
    “Spread your legs for me, then pull your pussy open with your fingers and say the magic words ‘You can do anything you want to me, Daddy’.  Don’t think about it, just do it.” 
 
    Jennifer slowly spread her legs and then pulled her labia to each side, but even with such extreme measures, her entrance barely split apart, she was just that tight.  I couldn’t wait to hear her grunts and squeals of effort when I drove my big cock home inside her. 
 
    “Y-you can do anything you w-want to me… Daddy?” she said with a rising tone at the end that turned the statement into a question. 
 
    “I sure as fuck can,” I said, taking one more picture for posterity before climbing back on the bed between her legs. 
 
    Taking the shaft of my hard rod in one hand, I pointed it down towards her virgin tunnel and rubbed my tip along the length of her slit, smiling when she squirmed involuntarily as her clit was stimulated. 
 
    “That’s right, slut, it feels good, doesn’t it?  You can’t help it.” 
 
    As I rubbed and added her pussy juices to the slick concoction of pre-cum and saliva already on the head of my dick, I felt the smallest of gaps that indicated the entrance to her virgin depths and began pushing forward.  Instantly I could feel Jennifer’s whole body tense up and she sucked some air in through her teeth as she winced. 
 
    “Ow! Ow!  OW!  Gentle!  Ow!” 
 
    I went slowly, not because I was paying attention to her pleas but because she was so tight that was the only possible speed until my entire length was coated in her virginal nectar.  At about the same moment that her strained pussy lips clamped down on the shaft of my cock after the ridge entered her, I felt the evidence of her virginity on the tip. 
 
    Jennifer had turned her head to the side, unable to watch, and her hands had little fistfuls of the sheets as she sought to fight off the pain of taking a cock that was bigger than most virgins in the history of the world had had to endure.  I took a close up photo of her slit wrapped so tightly around my shaft and then discarded the camera. 
 
    With her pussy safely holding my cock in place, I reached forward and undid the clasp at the front of her bra, letting my eyes feast on the glorious tits that had been teasing me from behind school uniforms and bikinis for too long now.  The cleavage disappeared but her breasts were still so full of the perkiness of youth that they didn’t retreat too far from each other like those of most women with a chest her size would. 
 
    Taking one treacherously hard nipple between my finger and thumb, I gave it a pinch and used my other hand to grab her head by the chin, forcing her to look at me as I rolled that nipple around.  I made sure she was staring deep into my eyes before speaking. 
 
    “Remember this moment, Jennifer.  Remember the time when I fucked your virginity away because there was nothing you could do to stop it.  You’re mine, and what can I do to you?” 
 
    “A-anything you want…” she whimpered. 
 
    I resumed pushing and felt that wonderful sensation of a cherry popping before, eventually, my balls came to rest on her ass and I was as deep inside her as I could possibly go.  I pulled back, almost completely out, before pushing back in with a slapping sound that brought forth a sexy little grunt from the newly deflowered girl. 
 
    “G-gently…” she said. 
 
    “Shhhh.” 
 
    I ignored her request, beginning to fuck her hard enough to make sure our bodies slapped loudly together at the end of each long stroke into her snug depths.  She tried to push against me to slow me down, or make me stop, but the teen girl was no match for the muscular frame of my younger form. 
 
    The struggle was a bit of a turn-on, to be honest.  With my arms wrapped around her waist and shoulder to stop her from straying too far, her fight just drove home how much I was taking from her. 
 
    I took great pleasure in catching her in a reluctant kiss, making her protests turn into indecipherable moans in my mouth.  Each clapping impact of our bodies together made her tits jiggle against my chest and I squeezed them hard, each in turn. 
 
    Soon the betrayal of Jennifer’s body was almost complete, as the battle between plain and pleasure began to tip soundly in the favour of pleasure between her legs.  Her squeals and grunts took on a new tone, a more breathless one, as she unconsciously worked towards her own climax. 
 
    I fucked her even harder, driving her ever closer towards the edge, and just as I judged she was about to cum again, I stopped all movements.  Jennifer’s eyelids flew open and the look of desperation was unmistakable. 
 
    “Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I said, already knowing, more or less, how she was going to respond. 
 
    “What?  What!?  Don’t stop!  Please!  I’m so close… I need it!” 
 
    “Well, if you’re sure.  Say ‘fuck me hard, daddy’.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, daddy!” she screamed like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, daddy, do it to me!” 
 
    “Keep going!” I said. 
 
    Reaching under her knees I brought her legs up over my shoulders, and leaned forward.  Her older sister, Lucy, as a flexible ballerina-type wouldn’t have had any problems with this position, but Jennifer’s muscles were taut enough that there was some space between us as I resumed pounding into her. 
 
    The reluctantly deflowered virgin yelled unforgivably sinful sentences in ever-more-shrill tones as I quickly built up to the hardest and fastest fucking this young body could possibly inflict on the poor girl.  Jennifer’s ample chest bounced up and down crazily with every thrust until she took them in her own hands, squeezing and kneading them in unconscious mimicry of what I had so recently done to them. 
 
    It wasn’t long before her lusty begging to be fucked was reduced to unintelligible moans of bliss as I let her have her second orgasm.  Her pussy convulsed around my shaft as she came and I reached under her head to grab a fistful of her hair, forcing her to look right at me as I too was pushed past my limits and slammed my cock home inside her with a prodigious blast of creamy semen. 
 
    The vocalisations of our combined ecstasy echoed throughout the temporary photo studio as I unleashed every drop of cum I could inside her, and Jennifer experienced her first orgasm brought about purely by being fucked hard by a big cock.  I let her legs slip off my shoulders and relax as I lay on top of her and we caught our breath.   Jennifer was the first to speak. 
 
    “So… you’ll still help me be a model?” 
 
    “Of course.  You’re going to have to keep being a good little girl though.  Can you do that for me?  Can I always do whatever I want to you?” 
 
    “Yes… um… in fact, I’ve got a few hours before I have to be home.  Can you make love to me again?  I guess you’ll have to use a condom now though.” 
 
    I managed to keep a straight face.  Surely there had to be a way around that. 
 
    ***** 
 
    True to my word I did recommend Jennifer to several agencies in addition to giving her one of the spots I had reserved for unknown models in a normally very exclusive magazine.  It was only a minor surprise to me that she picked up a lucrative contract. 
 
    After a quick run as the hottest new bikini model in the world, she had to transition to photo-shoots for the pregnancy magazines for a while, where she made as big a name for herself as she could in that much smaller market.  It was a smart move on her part to do that though, it kept her momentum going, kept her name out there.  Most of the doors that I had opened would remain so when she was ready to go mainstream again. 
 
    Although I may have kept my word on that front, Jennifer never did hear from Kevin Mercer again.  Jennifer’s mother was furious for a while, but by the time she found out what Jennifer had done, she might as well have sat on the beach and told the tide not to come in, she was going to be a grandmother for the second time and there wasn’t a thing she could do about it. 
 
    Jennifer and Lucy were closer than ever, with Lucy being the joyful mother of a bouncing baby boy and Jennifer well on the way.  They had a lot to share with each other now. 
 
    It did my heart good to see how jealous of them the twins Lily and Madeline became.  After all, they’d be turning eighteen soon too… 
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 Description 
 
    What would you do if you had the power? 
 
    
I am Mitchell Landon, unrelenting, unstoppable, a billionaire with a strangle-hold on the world. Feared by my enemies, envied by most, I thought I knew everything. However, when I turned thirty-eight I received a letter telling me something about my genetic inheritance that I found hard to believe. Not so hard to believe that I didn't clear my schedule around the next full moon though. 

Now, every lunar cycle, I prey on the next generation of naïve little beauties. Walking the earth as an irresistible young man, I look just like one of their peers, but I'm not. I have a lifetime of experience of taking advantage of women more wary than them. These ones? So inexperienced, so innocent... they don't stand a chance. 

Oh, I always start off so sweet and gentle... but when I get them alone, when their bodies start betraying them... I take everything I want, as hard as I want. They are mine. 

When I spotted my wife's eldest, Lucy, at a party, I knew my next target was going to be even more taboo than usual and after touching heaven like that, I knew I had to have my way with the other three. Jennifer was next, and I knew exactly how to play her. Now that just leaves Lily and Madeline to complete the set.     
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    ***** 
 
    I’d fuck a nun for a chance to deflower and impregnate beautiful blonde eighteen year old twins.  Unlike any other guy who would say it, I had actually been put to the test so I knew without doubt  that I had it in me. 
 
    My wife, Yana, seemed to be fighting a losing battle.  She’d gone to extreme, though not quite crazy, measures to keep her four daughters hidden away from the world in the hopes that men wouldn’t take advantage of them. 
 
    Unfortunately, all it really meant was that when they finally came of age and found themselves out in that big wide world, they were the most adorably naïve little virgins you could ever hope to come across or cum across.  As a wereteen, an age shifter, I had been lucky to stumble across Lucy, my eldest step-daughter at a party shortly after she turned eighteen. 
 
    That was a lucky accident, but turning her virginity from a current reality into a memory via the method of a good rough fuck in the back seat of a car was so hot, so insanely pleasurable, that I knew I had to be the first for her other three daughters, Jennifer and the twins Lily and Madeline.  I couldn’t leave it up to chance and let some dumbass kid win the sex lottery by getting to gently-gently slip his little dick inside them for a couple of pumps. 
 
    What a waste that would have been when I was willing and able to bareback them good and hard with my huge cock.  They were mine they just didn’t know it yet. 
 
    And so, when Jennifer turned eighteen, I was right there with a smile on my face and a dick in my hand, and did I stuff that big shaft into the gullible teen?  Boy howdy. 
 
    Getting both Lucy and Jennifer pregnant was just the icing on the cake, having the pleasure of seeing each of them with slowly growing bellies and then the glow of motherhood when they finally gave birth.  They didn’t know it, but I’d claimed them forever.  I’d always know it though. 
 
    That just left the twins.  Sweet virgin twins, all for me.  I just had to figure out how best to play the gullible twosome by the time they had their eighteenth birthday and Yana relaxed her no-going-out-or-doing-anything-unsupervised policy. 
 
    However, Yana threw a minor spanner in the works.  After what happened to Lucy and Jennifer, she pulled Lily and Madeline out of school and enrolled them in a prestigious Catholic school over in L.A because our city was apparently too overrun with horny guys that wanted to take advantage of her girls. 
 
    Well, whatever, it’s wasn’t like their location was kept a secret since nobody knew that it was me in my younger form who had forced myself on her girls.  When we dropped the twins off and were given a tour, I couldn’t keep the frown off my face. 
 
    This school, it really kept the girls under lock and key.  The place was a fortress, stuffed full of Catholic schoolgirls who probably wanted to be bad and now also housing two of the hottest twins ever to grace the planet. 
 
    You could practically hear the wailing and gnashing of teeth from the boys boarding school across the street.  So near and yet so far.  The air was permeated with the scent of fresh pussy, the teen in me could sense it, and so could those poor lost souls across the street. 
 
    Still, they were not my concern.  How to get to Lily and Madeline when they turned eighteen was my concern.  I needed someone on the inside who could let me in or let them out. 
 
    It took me four months of visiting L.A every full moon and also looking into it when it wasn’t a full moon, making enquiries here and there until I managed to get friendly with one of the nuns who worked in the school.  She was probably only a year or two older than me in my normal body, but somehow the difference felt a lot more extreme while I was posing as Payton Dillon, nineteen-year-old-all-round-nice-guy. 
 
    It started out when I helped her carry groceries to her car and ended up with my big dick deflowering her in return for a favour.  It was a fair exchange, we each had something the other wanted, and we came to our agreement just in the nick of time too, because between that full moon and the next, the twins became ready to be turned into women. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I stood on the sidewalk, leaning against my classic muscle car, while I waited near the little side entrance to Saint Jemima’s Catholic School for Girls.  It felt kind of like I was springing a couple of prisoners from a maximum security institution, except women of all ages kept on approaching me while I stood there and tried to get my number or ask me to take them for a ride in my car.  That never happened on all the prison-break movies. 
 
    When Sister Mary bundled the girls out of the door and ushered them towards me, I just about heard a heavenly choir singing ‘Hallelujah.’  Instead of looking all conservative, Lily and Madeline’s budding sexuality was only enhanced by their Catholic schoolgirl uniforms. 
 
    In fact, it looked like Lily and Madeline had made some alterations to their uniform, I was quite sure that the top of their knee-socks were not supposed to be visible.  This was confirmed when they got within greeting-distance. 
 
    “Girls, this is Mr. Dillon.  As discussed you are to be on your best behaviour this afternoon and follow all instructions.  We’ll talk about a suitable punishment for your uniform infringements when you get back.  You’re very lucky to still have this opportunity at all!  Well?  What are you waiting for?  Be polite, say hello.” 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Dillon,” the twins said in a sexy harmony that made my cock twitch in my pants. 
 
    “Hello girls, it’s a pleasure to meet you.  I hope you’re looking forward to the audition today?” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Dillon,” they said, each one of them running their eyes over me with undisguised interest. 
 
    “Thank you for recommending them, Sister Mary, I can already tell they’ll be perfect.” 
 
    “You’re quite alright, P… Mr. Dillon.  Please make sure they’re back by seven.” 
 
    “I will,” I said.  Along with as many millions of my sperm as I can possibly pump into them.  “Girls?”  I opened the door and pulled the front seat forward so one of them could hop in the back. 
 
    Lily and Madeline instantly began to fight over who would get to go in the front passenger seat.  Although they were as close as any twins in the whole world, they were incredibly competitive with each other at the same time. 
 
    Being as evenly matched as you would expect twins to be, it was more or less impossible for one or the other to excel at something where the other couldn’t and that was a source of immense frustration for the both of them.  It fed their competitive nature and made them even more eager to out-do each other.  It was a trait I was going to use against them for maximum effect this afternoon. 
 
    “Girls!” Sister Mary admonished.  “Lily in front, Madeline in the back.  Heaven help me!” 
 
    “But Lily…” 
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    Madeline, head hanging down as if she’d been told she couldn’t come along at all, reluctantly went into the back seat, while Lily practically skipped into my car.  I closed the door behind them and turned to Sister Mary. 
 
    “How’s that sweet little pussy of yours, Sister?” I asked in hushed tones that wouldn’t carry inside the car to the twins. 
 
    “Payton!  Shhh… there’s people around!”  The nun looked from side to side conspiratorially and then whispered back.  “It misses your big… cock.  Are we still meeting tomorrow?” 
 
    Sister Mary turned a fetching shade of red as I smiled at her. 
 
    “Of course,” I said.  “See you then, you know where.” 
 
    I circled round the front of my car and hopped in the driver seat, flashing my very best smile at the two girls and watching them practically melt where they sat before I turned the engine over and pulled out into a gap in traffic. 
 
    “So what did Sister Mary tell you about what we’re doing today?” I asked. 
 
    “Just that we’ve been selected to audition for an instructional video for girls across the country.  We’re really excited, we’re going to be movie stars when we grow up!” said Madeline from the back seat. 
 
    “Well, it was going to be a big audition, but I’m going to cancel all the other girls we’ve got lined up.  Just looking at you two, I know you’re going to be just what we’re looking for.” 
 
    “Yes!  Thank you Mr. Dillon!” squealed Lily. 
 
    “Please, call me Payton.  I’m only like a year older than you.  Hell, if we had gone to the same school, maybe we would have even dated.” 
 
    Lily blushed and I saw the same reaction in the rear view mirror from Madeline. 
 
    “There’s a problem though,” I continued.  “We only have one part, so it can only go to one of you, you’re both going to have to go the extra mile today, do everything I say and give the very best audition you possibly can.  We’re going to be filming your performances and I’ll make a decision at the end.” 
 
    They looked at each other for a split second before the car was filled with loud assurances about how great each individual girl thought she was going to do, denials of the other’s claims and basically an escalating twin-war.  Much as I might have liked to see them start tearing each other’s uniforms off in the world’s greatest cat fight, I knew I was going to use both of them soon enough so I calmed them down. 
 
    I knew a guy in the porn industry, I’d invested a bit of money in the early days when he was just setting up his company, Countdown to Fuck, so I was calling in a favour this afternoon.  All I wanted was private access to one of his sets plus a few props, no questions asked, and that is exactly what I got. 
 
    When we walked in and Lily asked what the ‘CTF’ logo stood for, I said ‘Countdown to Film’ then directed them to their changing room.  Looking at those pleated skirts swishing from side to side as they left the room, I was sorely tempted to leave them on for the scenes I was shooting but I let the girls go.  Sister Mary might have been cock-whipped, but there were certainly other people who would object to the girls coming back to school with semen all over their uniform. 
 
    I wasn’t disappointed when they returned.  Their skirts had ended a long way above the knee, but the tiny boxer brief shorts I had selected for them didn’t even cover their tight little asses completely.  White with a pink band across the top and pink heart-shaped buttons, the shorts were almost panties and matched tight pink tops that barely held their sizable breasts in. 
 
    “Girls.” 
 
    “Yes Mr… uh… Payton!” 
 
    “I’m sure you can appreciate it’s going to be tough for me to choose one twin over another, so I’m going to be filming these auditions with you two essentially as a single scene.  Whichever one of you puts on the best performance and makes it furthest through the scene, will get the part.” 
 
    “It’ll be me, Payton, I promise!” Lily assured me as Madeline shot daggers at her with her eyes. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see.  This scene is probably going to take you out of your comfort zone.  The better you go along with it and get into character, the more convinced I’ll be that you’ve got what it takes to make it in this industry.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “Madeline, call it.” I tossed a coin in the air, caught it and flipped it over on to my forearm. 
 
    “Heads.” 
 
    “Tails it is,” I said.  “Lily, you’re going first.  Madeline, sit over there in that chair and watch, if Lily can’t get through the whole scene then you’ll take over if you can.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.”  Madeline was pouting so much, it made me want to change my mind and rub my cock all over those luscious lips of hers, but I held my tongue as she turned and walked away.  Watching her ass twitch and sway with each step as those long tanned legs took her to her chair was music for my eyes. 
 
    “Lily, I’m going to call this scene ‘The Make-Out’ and this set is your character’s bedroom.  I’ll be playing your boyfriend and you’ve invited me back to your room to do all the kinds of things that guys and girls our age do.” 
 
    “Um I’ve… we’ve… never done any of that kind of, uh, thing.”  Lily said. 
 
    “What?  Beautiful girls like you don’t have boyfriends?” 
 
    “Our mom wouldn’t let us when we were at our old school and this Saint Jemima’s is all girls.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to act all the more, Lily.  While I turn on the cameras, I want you to have a good think about it from your character’s perspective.  What would you do?  You’re all alone in your room with your boyfriend, your parents are out of town and will never find out.  You can do anything.  Maybe this will help.” 
 
    I took off my shirt and Lily’s eyes widened as she took in my muscular torso.  From where Madeline was sitting I heard a gasp.  I could feel both sets of eyes on me like laser-points as I turned the cameras on and returned to stand in front of Lily. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked, and the teen nodded with a clear mixture of excitement and nervousness. 
 
    “Action,” I whispered. 
 
    I reached forward and put my hands on her hips, pulling her body against me before reaching further around and holding her with my hands on her back.  The naïve girl looked up at me with those innocent blue eyes and gulped as I leaned in towards her, until our mouths were barely an inch apart. 
 
    “Thanks for inviting me back to your room, Lily,” I said. 
 
    “P-Payton… it’s my first kiss,” the bewildered schoolgirl breathed. 
 
    “Then enjoy it,” I said, quietly. 
 
    My lips touched upon hers, ever so gently and Lily tilted her head upwards to improve the angle, slowly gaining confidence as she savoured her special moment.  Her hands rose up from her sides, and I felt her caress the muscles of my arms and then my chest. 
 
    Deeper and deeper I kissed her, gently snaking my tongue into her mouth to dance with hers as she moved her hands around to my back and pulled herself against me even harder and her breasts squashed against me.   When our lips finally parted, Lily panted and rested her head against my chest, looking like she was falling in love. 
 
    I looked over to Madeline and saw that her jaw was practically on the floor, she was sitting on the edge of her seat and the heat of her jealousy was almost giving me a suntan.  I made eye contact with her and slowly moved my hand down to her sister’s ass. 
 
    Lily pulled her head back and looked up at me like the bitch in heat that she was, her mouth slightly parted and sucking in the kind of breaths that made her big tits heave against me.  The contrast of porn-star-waiting-to-happen and innocent virgin all rolled up in one girl was so fucking hot, my cock was quickly hardening in my pants and I pressed my growing bulge against her navel, waiting for the look on her face when she first felt a cock all excited for her. 
 
    I leaned down again and whispered in her ear.  “You’re making my cock hard, Lily… put your hand on it…” 
 
    The inexperienced blonde gasped and pulled back slightly, looking downwards past the swell of her chest to see exactly what had been poking into her stomach.  I took one of her hands from my back and placed it on the bulge, having to force the last couple of inches as she instinctively resisted. 
 
    Lily was breathing even harder now, a healthy flush rising from the visible upper curves of her breasts, spreading over her neck and giving extra colour to her cheeks.  She may have been inexperienced but her body was being flooded with all kinds of hormones and she was powerless to fight them. 
 
    I’d seen the same kind of thing from her older sisters in previous years.  Yana had sheltered them from malekind, hoping to help them avoid being taken advantage of.  All she had succeeded in doing was make them incredibly gullible, with pussies that went off on a hair trigger. 
 
    I sought out Lily’s mouth again, kissing her hard and making her even more breathless than before.  Moving my other hand to the back of her head, I forced her into the deepest kiss she could possibly have had.  When she broke each kiss off to breathe, I sought her perfect lips out again and kept the pressure on. 
 
    The teenager was so preoccupied with the most intense kisses she could have imagined, that she didn’t seem to have the concentration needed to fully notice and fight the fact that I was making her hand rub up and down the full length of my hard shaft through my pants. 
 
    Everything I did was increasing her excitement though, and it wasn’t long before I felt her slowly move her legs to either side of mine and begin unconsciously rubbing that virgin pussy on my thigh.  Lily tore her mouth away from mine and her breath caught in her throat for a moment before she collapsed against me, letting out a primal groan of satisfaction. 
 
    I practically had to hold her up off the floor as her hips twitched and I felt the crotch of her shorts wet against my thigh. 
 
    “I’m… oh my God… what was… sorry… oh… mmm,” the breathless girl panted out. 
 
    Off to the side, it looked like Madeline was squirming in her seat, unable to sit still.  For all she knew, she was not only watching her sister get to make out the hottest guy either of them had ever seen (with shirt off, no less), but she was also watching this acting gig slip out of her grasp.  It must have been driving her crazy with jealousy.  I was counting on it. 
 
    I let Lily slump to her knees in front of me, her head resting against my leg, just to the side of the big bulge in my pants where her hand still rested.  She gazed at it through half-glazed eyes as she caught her breath. 
 
    “Take it out and suck on my dick like a good little girl, Lily,” I said. 
 
    “What?  I can’t do that… can I?” 
 
    “It’s allowed if I say it’s allowed.  So go ahead, unzip my pants and take it out.” 
 
    Lily reached out towards my pants, but then pulled away and glanced at the biggest camera then back to me with worry in her pretty eyes. 
 
    “What do I do now?  I can’t really take it out… is there a… I don’t know… ‘cut’ here or something?” 
 
    “A ‘cut?’ No.  This isn’t a big budget blockbuster, we’re going to do the scene without any special effects or editing magic.  All the big stars had to start out with productions like this.  You know Kennedy Masters?” 
 
    “Like, oh my God, she’s only my favourite actress!  Of course I know her!” 
 
    “She earned twenty million dollars for her last film, but do you know what she did in her first one?” 
 
    The gullible-beyond-belief teen shook her head again. 
 
    “She had sex with five different co-stars on screen, all for real.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  So, just taking my cock out is nothing out of the ordinary.  This is just a little audition anyway.  You ready to pick up where we left off?” 
 
    “Well… I guess so… if this is all part of the job.” 
 
    “It is.  Now unzip my pants and take it out.”  I gripped her by the chin and forced her to look at me.   
 
    “I’ll do it!” called Madeline with desperation. 
 
    “You want to make me happy, don’t you?” I asked Lily, ignoring the other twin. 
 
    “Yes,” she said with a glance to Madeline, and it was the sweetest thing I’d ever heard her say. 
 
    Her hand shook as she pulled my zip down.  I could see her breasts heaving as she took deep breaths, trying to keep herself calm, her body naturally reacting with excitement despite the misgivings instilled in her head from her upbringing.  Deep down she wanted to feel that cock more than anything in the world. 
 
    Pulling it out through the gap in the front of my boxers, her eyes widened again for a moment as she brought it into daylight.  The blonde teen could barely get her fingers around the thickness of my shaft and she stared up at it like she was having a spiritual experience. 
 
    “Put it in your mouth, Lily, unless you think Madeline deserves the job more?” 
 
    “I’ll do it!” Madeline repeated. 
 
    That shook Lily out of her reverie and she gulped and pulled the monster cock towards her face, her pretty eyes rising upwards to look in my face for approval.  I saw her extend her tongue just out of her mouth and when the tip of my cock touched down on that wonderfully hot and wet cushion, I let out a sigh of contentment because everything was good in the world. 
 
    If we had girls like these under the tables at peace talks, there would be world peace in a few hours.  I myself would have agreed to almost anything except my cock coming out of her mouth. 
 
    Lily’s lips came down on the head of my cock a moment before I pushed it deeper into her mouth, feeling that wonderful sensation as it slid across her tongue.  I grabbed her by the hair and held her in place as I began slowly thrusting my length in and out of her face. 
 
    After I’d settled into a nice little rhythm, I began probing deeper with each thrust until I hit the back of the virgin girl’s throat and she pushed back, my cock popping out of her mouth as she coughed and gagged.  I gave her a little shake by the hair and tilted her head up to look at me. 
 
    “Did I say to stop?” 
 
    “No… I just…” 
 
    “Did I say to stop?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then keep going.” 
 
    I guided my cock back to her lips and forced it in her mouth again, fucking her face more roughly this time as I took my pleasure from the abused teen, feigning anger and disappointment. 
 
    “You’re lucky I’m giving you another chance.  You’re going to take my cock all the way down and don’t you dare stop.” 
 
    Once more I thrust against the back of her throat and watched as the inexperienced cocksucker’s eyes watered with the effort of not gagging.  I pushed harder and harder, but just as I was feeling the head of my cock begin to advance again, Lily spluttered and pushed back, collapsing on the ground in a gasping heap. 
 
    “I’m very disappointed, Lily, you were doing so well.  Maybe you girls aren’t as talented actresses as I first thought you might be.” 
 
    Madeline jumped to her feet.  “No fair!  I haven’t even auditioned yet!  I can do it!” 
 
    “You can’t, Maddie!  It’s too big!” gasped Lily. 
 
    “Watch me!” Madeline said with defiance etched all over her face as she strode over to me.  “Please let me try!” she begged. 
 
    Poor Madeline.  The youngest of four girls, she was always last in everything.  She was even the younger of the twins by a few minutes.  Her entire life, whenever anybody introduced them it was always ‘Lily and Madeline’, never ‘Madeline and Lily’.  Hell, even the first letter of her name was the one after Lily’s. 
 
    Now though, I was going to use that lifetime of pent up frustration to pop her cherry and fuck her as hard as I could on camera.  The beautiful thing was that she would love me for it because I was going to let her be the first for once. 
 
    “Hmmm… I don’t know.” 
 
    “Pleeeaaase!” 
 
    “Well.  OK, you’re going to have to do a lot better than Lily though.  Lily, take a seat over there and watch how well Madeline does.” 
 
    Lily stood up and went to the chair recently vacated by her twin and slumped down looking ashamed of herself, resting her head in her hands as she waited to see if she would be out-sucked by her twin. 
 
    “Alright, Madeline, your time to shine.  Get on your knees and beg for it.  Make me believe.” 
 
    Madeline got on her knees in front of me and licked her lips, perhaps no longer so sure of herself now that she was right in front of such a big dick.  She looked along the entire length and then up into my eyes. 
 
    “P-please let me suck it.” 
 
    “No, no, Madeline.  Say ‘fuck my face, Daddy’.” 
 
    “Uh… what?” 
 
    “Say it if you want the job, God dammit.” 
 
    “F-fuck my face… Daddy.” 
 
    “Say it like you mean it, like you’ve wanted it your whole life.” 
 
    “Fuck my face, Daddy!” 
 
    “Open wide, slut.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if her mouth dropped open because I commanded it or because she’d never in her life been called a slut before.  I wasn’t waiting around to hear her side of things though, I shoved my cock past her lips and once more felt the pleasure that only the mouth of a virgin teen can give. 
 
    Once my hard dick was safely in her mouth, I put both hands on the side of her head and slowly built up the pace and depth.   The teenager’s face was a study in determination and concentration as she did her best to avoid any urge to push away when the tip of my cock started brushing against the back of her throat. 
 
    I stopped thrusting and pushed my cock against the tight entrance to her throat, feeling her tongue working instinctively to try and push the masculine invader out.  Her eyes started watering and her face went red, but she didn’t give up. 
 
    She placed her hands on my thighs and I could feel her shaking, but instead of pushing me away, she moved her hands to my ass and actually pulled me in even harder.  Then, first with a popping sensation and then delicious tightness, I felt the tip of my hard rod advancing inside her again. 
 
    Her eyes grew wide with shock as she realised she’d passed some kind of physical barrier and I moved my hands to the back of her head, pulling her in close until I could feel her lips right at the base of my cock.  Heaven on Earth. 
 
    I held her there for as long as I dared before pulling out to let her catch her breath for a moment and then driving back in.  Madeline’s second deepthroat went much smoother, and so did her third, the girl was a natural once she got used to the feeling. 
 
    “See, Lily?  This is how it’s done.  Good girl, Madeline.” 
 
    The beautiful blonde couldn’t talk at that point in time, but she looked up at me with those eyes indistinguishable from her sister’s as if I had just given her the greatest gift ever.  I pushed forward until my balls rested on her chin and savoured the feeling for a moment before pulling out and bringing the slightly dazed girl to her feet. 
 
    “Do… do I get the job?” she asked. 
 
    “Not yet.”  I leaned in close to whisper in her ear. “How would you like to put it beyond a shadow of doubt?  You’ll just need to get fucked like Kennedy Masters, right here.” 
 
    “I don’t know... “ 
 
    “Your sister would be so jealous.” 
 
    “She would, wouldn’t she?” the teen mused to herself.  “But… do you have a condom?” 
 
    “No need, I’ve had a vasectomy.” 
 
    “A… what?” 
 
    “Er… a surgery to stop me being able to have kids.  It’s kind of essential in this line of work,” I said. 
 
    “Well… if you promise I’ll get the job.” 
 
    “Of course.  Good decision, Madeline.  Arms up.” 
 
    Madeline looked at me for a moment and then raised her arms up over her head as I gripped the bottom of her shirt and lifted it upwards.  The material first pushed her breasts upwards and then let them bounce out as they cleared the bottom and I feasted my eyes on their glorious perfection for the first time. 
 
    They reminded me of her older sister Jennifer’s tits, only slightly bigger and of course they dwarfed the chest of their eldest and most petite sister, Lucy.  These Burbank girls… good genes, that was for sure. 
 
    “Maddie, what are you doing?” Lily called from her chair. 
 
    “Be quiet, Lily!  Watch a real actress at work!” Madeline said with a smug look over her shoulder. 
 
    I led Madeline to the bed and pushed her down, kicking off my shoes and undoing the button of my pants as I removed them and disentangled my erection from my boxers.  Madeline’s eyes were transfixed on my thick cock as I knelt by the bed and hooked my fingers into the last scraps of her clothing and began to pull downwards. 
 
    “Ass up,” I said. 
 
    The virgin girl bit her lower lip and then did as I commanded, letting me slowly tug those cute little boxer briefs off and be the first man to see her sex in all its newly-legal glory.  Unlike her older sisters, Madeline was shaved as bare as could be and I ran my hand over the silky smooth area above her cute little slit. 
 
    “You have such a beautiful pussy, Madeline, it’s fucking perfect.” 
 
    “Lily and I… uh… dared each other to do it,” she said with a blush. 
 
    “Good idea.” 
 
    I placed my hand lightly between her breasts and pushed her back on the bed before pulling both of her legs up by the ankles and setting them down right on the edge, spreading her perfection right in front of me.  Slowly kissing my way up her right thigh, I smiled as her legs quivered with every peck of my lips and watched her breasts rising and falling with every excited breath she took. 
 
    Before I even touched her virgin slit I could see the glistening evidence of her arousal.  I remembered her squirming as I took advantage of her sister, how eager she had been to get face fucked and my history with her other sisters and I wasn’t surprised in the slightest.  These Burbank girls were desperate to be fucked rough and bareback no matter how much they or their mother might deny it. 
 
    Gently, I ran my tongue up one side of her slit and then down the other, reaching under and around her thighs to hold her down by the hips as she squirmed all ticklish-like.  Madeline’s juices soon started flowing like a tiny river of sweet nectar and I lapped her up as if her essence was the most exclusive delicacy on the planet. 
 
    Madeline moaned in pleasure as I moved my flickering tongue to her clit and slowly inserted a finger into her tight entrance.  God damn but I loved the feel of unused pussy, and I pushed until I felt the barrier of her hymen, the last insignificant barrier of her virginity. 
 
    The blonde girl’s breathing became erratic and I moved my tongue even faster and harder on her go-button, driving the teen wild with sensations she’d never felt before, slowly pumping my finger in the shallow depths allowed by her maidenhead.  Finally, she couldn’t hold it back any more and screamed affirmatives and filth to the heavens in equal measure as a positively biblical orgasm shook her body. 
 
    While she was still panting and gasping for air, a dazed look on her face like she’d never known such things existed in the world, I climbed up between her legs and shifted both of our positions on the bed.  I grasped my rock hard shaft at the midway point and aimed it at her quivering slit. 
 
    “Gentle…” she breathed. 
 
    “Shut up.  If I wanted your opinion on how to fuck, I’d have asked for it.  You’ll take what I give you and like it, do you understand?” 
 
    The teen girl seemed to shrink before me, going silent at the unexpected change of tone. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I struck her lightly on the cheek to get her attention.  “If you want to cum like that again, say ‘fuck me hard, Daddy’” 
 
    “F-f-f…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “F-fuck m-me hard, Daddy.” 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy!” 
 
    “You got it, sport.” 
 
    I aligned my cock with her sweet slippery pussy and powered through her hymen like it barely existed, our bodies meeting with a resounding slap that was itself drowned out by Madeline’s squeal of deflowering. 
 
    “Ow!  OW!  Ow!  Please… slow!  OW!  Too… big!” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” I whispered in her ear as I moved my upper body over her. 
 
    I fucked Madeline for all she was worth as she grunted and yelped underneath me, her pussy taking my huge cock seemingly under great duress.  Madeline’s fingernails dug into my back as she held on for dear life, her big perky tits wobbling wildly with every deep thrust into her unprotected depths. 
 
    I raised myself up on the palms of my hands to watch this masterpiece of virginal beauty get the purity fucked right out of her.  Tears leaked out of the corners of her eyes as she fought that time-honoured battle of pain vs pleasure, of taking a cock right on the very limits of her ability to physically endure it. 
 
    The bed shifted as I continued jack-hammering the blonde beauty and Lily laid herself down next to Madeline, stroking her hair and holding her hand.  They may have been competitive and frustrated with each other, but there was undeniable love too. 
 
    I leaned over and kissed Lily, forcing the flavour of her sister’s pussy on to her tongue as I continued to ride Madeline the way she was born to be ridden. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Lily,” I said. 
 
    Lily looked from me, to her sister and then slowly took her clothes off.  I saw that she was as cleanly shaven as Madeline, so that was another dare they had clearly tied in.  It was like seeing Madeline’s pussy miraculously restored to its pre-fucked state, and I had a daring plan to get my seed into both of these clueless girls. 
 
    Putting all my weight on one forearm, I managed to keep fucking Madeline as I played with Lily’s pussy with my spare hand.  The girl was still wet as a lake from her previous orgasm and I slowly forced my finger into her previously untouched tunnel, using my thumb to gently stroke her clit. 
 
    With a miracle of hand-eye-cock coordination, both of the girls were soon moaning in unison, almost in perfect harmony, as I pounded into one and stroked the other.  It was the sexiest chorus I’d ever heard and it wasn’t long before a building buzz of pleasure at the tip of my cock told me that I was going to fill one or both of them up at any moment. 
 
    I struggled to hold myself back, to prolong the pleasure, but I was fighting an even more uphill battle than the twins had in the first place.  I grunted in Madeline’s ear with the strain of postponing my climax. 
 
    “Cum for Daddy, cum for Daddy you little slut, do it, do it now!” 
 
    Madeline moaned and I felt her pussy convulsing on my cock, squeezing and releasing like it was milking me.  My balls slapped against her ass only a few more times before I felt a wave of bliss rush through my body and concentrate on my cock a moment before a huge torrent of sperm jetted out of the tip and blasted her fertile depths. 
 
    I pulled out immediately and quickly moved between the legs of an absolutely dumbfounded-looking Lily, driving my cock into her pussy and through her hymen in time for the second spurt of creamy cum to fill her tunnel within a fraction of a second of her having lost her virginity.  The surprised girl tried to fend me off but she just wasn’t strong enough to overcome me in the throes of my orgasm, and she eventually stopped trying, seeming to quickly get used to the idea of having a big cock inside her. 
 
    This was the life.  I rolled off Lily and worked my way between the teen twins, putting my arm around both of them as we all enjoyed the afterglow.  Their identical breasts both squashed against my chest and after a while I could feel their inquisitive eyes on me. 
 
    “So… did I get the job?” asked Madeline. 
 
    “No, me!” said Lily. 
 
    “You girls… you’re both so perfect.  I still can’t decide.” 
 
    “No fair, you promised!” said Madeline. 
 
    “I know, you’re right, and I am going to decide soon.  But you know what?  I always do my best thinking while my balls are being sucked, so both of you get down there and give me a good fucking tongue-bath.  Do it now.” 
 
    The two girls looked at each other for a second and then practically raced to get their mouths on my balls first.  
 
    “Now, now, there’s one for each of you,” I said. 
 
    Lily and Madeline eventually found a comfortable position and licked and sucked on my balls with such enthusiasm that I thought maybe I’d need to do another audition for them.  I laced my fingers behind my head, closed my eyes, and pondered what to do. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lily and Madeline were over the moon with their matching bumps and their older sisters were full of advice for the young mothers-to-be.  For myself, I counted it as a success too.  Getting twins pregnant on the same day was certainly something for the record books. 
 
    Amazingly, Yana was happier too.  It was like she had nothing left to worry about and it was a great weight off her shoulders.  Her kids were doing great, so were her grandchildren, and I made sure everybody was well looked after.  All was good in the world. 
 
    I had no idea how I could possibly top deflowering and impregnating twins as beautiful as Lily and Madeline, but that wouldn’t stop me from trying.  When you’re a billionaire wereteen, the world is your oyster. 
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    His hands were everywhere, all over my body.  I couldn’t stop him, he was too big, too powerful.  Worse still… I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop him.  Everywhere he touched me left behind a tingle of static electricity when his fingers moved on again, as if there was some other-worldly law of attraction between us. 
 
    Not even bothering to take my clothes off, he yanked up the front of my skirt and roughly shoved one hand down my panties to touch me, probe me, where no man had ever touched before.  I was pressed against a wall, his huge form towering over me, dominating me without effort as I felt some tidal wave of sensation approaching, growing bigger with every stroke of his big strong fingers on my most sensitive places. 
 
    Just as my field of view exploded into multi-coloured sparks and pleasure unlike anything I’d ever known turned my body into some transcendent being of pure ecstasy, the world around me began to fade away.  I didn’t know if it was all part of my climax, or something else entirely… then I opened my eyes. 
 
    I wasn’t in some noisy bar filled with bikers.  There was no tall man with a mane of golden hair standing over me, making me feel utterly sinful.  I was just plain old Jayna Stark, or as my classmates and tormentors liked to call me ‘Plain-a-Jayna’, and I was lying in bed with a cold sweat and a fading tingling sensation between my legs to accompany the undeniable wetness down there. 
 
    Never in all my eighteen years had I had a dream like that, it wasn’t proper for a start.  The man in the dream, muscle bound, scarred and proudly tattooed was most certainly not the kind of boyfriend my parents would approve of. 
 
    My parents, Reverend John Stark, and Mary Stark, Reverend’s wife extraordinaire, had been self-appointed as my match-makers and my dating pool was limited to choir boys and maybe a member of the congregation if their parents contributed to the church enough and were upstanding members of the community.  They’d faint if I brought home somebody like the dream-man for dinner, I almost giggled as I pictured the scene in my head. 
 
    That man wasn’t the kind that would take off his biker jacket and stuff himself into a suit to meet my parents though, that was for sure.  He probably wouldn’t even ask their permission to marry me.  I bet a man like that would never ‘make love’ he would fuck. 
 
    I gasped out loud in the silence of my room and blushed despite the fact that nobody else was there.  What the hell was wrong with me?  I never used that kind of language, I was a Reverend’s daughter for goodness sake. 
 
    Who was I kidding anyway?  Even the boys in my so-called dating pool weren’t interested in me.  I’d worn glasses ever since I started school, and they had become thicker over the years.  Without them, the world was a blurry haze around me. 
 
    One time I had sheepishly asked if I could maybe have contact lenses and my father had lectured me about the sin of pride and how we are all equal before the Lord.  I was just a kid at the time, I didn’t know how the Lord saw me but I really wanted the other kids to stop calling me names. 
 
    They didn’t though, and I sought comfort by plying my sweet tooth with chocolate and cakes when nobody was watching.  My genetic make-up didn’t seem capable of letting my body get too out of shape, but I was definitely self-conscious about my extra padding. 
 
    I managed to mostly hide that with baggy clothing, except for when we had to go swimming for gym classes, but the food wreaked havoc on my complexion.  I bet that if they would just leave me alone for a while, let me have some peace, I could watch what I ate and maybe look, if not as pretty as some of them, at least normal, whatever that was. 
 
    The Saturday morning sun streamed in through a crack in my curtains and I looked around my room with a sigh that surprised me with how contented it sounded.  Boys had always been so far off the table for me, I’d never even dreamed about them before, but the one in this dream had felt so good. 
 
    Those hard muscles, the hard… other place, the way the toughest looking guys in the bar had got the hell out of his way when he was taking me out back to have me against the wall, the unspoken respect they all had for him. A king within his own domain, his natural power made me shiver all over again. 
 
    I looked over at my bedside table and saw the digital display of my alarm clock reading out 8:47am, time to get up.  I reached for my glasses, which were sitting next to said alarm clock, and paused, my brow furrowing in confusion.  If my glasses were there… how could I even see them? 
 
    Almost of its own accord, my hand pulled back and felt at my face.  Had some good, but incredibly crazy, Samaritan placed a spare pair of glasses on my face as I writhed in my sleep experiencing what I knew must be my first orgasm? 
 
    The answer was no, there were no glasses over my eyes and yet everything in my room stood out in crystal-clear detail.  If the truth were to be told, even my glasses hadn’t ever made things look this clear… I felt like an eagle or something. 
 
    What’s more, the skin on my face felt so smooth.  Sometimes I had good days as far as my complexion was concerned, but this was like the best day since I had woken up all those years ago to be greeted by my first ever pimple.  As far as the evidence my hands were able to gather was concerned, I felt like the way I would expect a cover model’s face would feel. 
 
    A sudden realisation dawned on me.  Of course.  This was one of those dreams that start out with you waking up out of another dream.  Those are the tricky ones. 
 
    I flicked the covers off me and swung my feet out of bed, sitting up.  Dream or not, I felt a surge of surprise at how different my body felt.  Like I said, my genetic make-up had prevented me getting too out of shape, but even performing the simple swing-and-sit-up movement, I felt downright athletic compared to usual. 
 
    Tentatively, I slipped my hands up under my pyjama top as if some tiny monster might be hiding up there ready to give my fingertips a malicious little nip with it’s teeth.  Instead of the soft, shapeless, midriff I knew so well, my palms came to rest on a firm and flat navel. 
 
    My hands roamed all over my skin, as my dream-lover’s had, because I couldn’t trust the testimony of my eyes.  My vision was blurring with a couple small tears as I was torn between the joy of feeling myself in the body that I had always secretly longed for when the pretty girls teased me in my swimsuit, and the guilt at feeling such joy in the sin of pride. 
 
    After wiping my eyes on the back of my hands I instinctively reached for my glasses and put them on, seeing the world dissolve into the blur I normally woke up to.  I took them off again and put them down, hiding my face against my palms. 
 
    This dream was wonderful in a way, it tugged at my deepest desires, but it was weird and scary too.  I wanted to wake up, and pinched my arm. 
 
    Instead of finding myself back under the covers and blind as a bat, all I felt was the sharp pain of the tweaked skin.  Real pain, minor but real. 
 
    I stood and caught a glimpse of myself in my mirror.  Slowly I approached it, I couldn’t have been any more cautious if my reflection had just announced its intentions of jumping out and ‘getting’ me. 
 
    The look on my face was awash with disbelief and suspicion, but when I was close enough I confirmed that my complexion was as perfect as even the most photoshopped models.  I could recognise myself, it was me, but all those little imperfections were gone. 
 
    I ran my hands through my hair and lifted upwards, letting it fall down like a dark waterfall.  Instead of the tangled mess I usually woke up to, it felt like I was living in a shampoo commercial. 
 
    With the material gathered up in my fists I pulled the bottom of my pyjama top upwards and couldn’t stop my lips from parting as I saw myself with a flat belly for the first time in years.  It didn’t matter if I sucked it in or pushed it out, that sucker was flat.  I flexed as hard as I could and could faintly make out the tiniest hint of abs. 
 
    “Built to be fucked…” I whispered and then clapped my hand over my mouth, my eyes bulging out in disbelief at what I had just said. 
 
    Why was I thinking these things?  Saying them?  It had all started with that dream, these thoughts had crept into my head before I’d noticed the changes in my body.  The dream hadn’t got that far, but if I hadn’t woken up I knew I’d have had that biker’s big cock thrusting in and out of my virgin pussy before we left that bar, him holding me in place and bearing his teeth in an animalistic snarl, taking me however he wanted. 
 
    I blushed again.  Had I been possessed by a demon or something?  I couldn’t ask my dad… Reverend or not, the thought of talking to him about what I was thinking was unbearable.  My Mom was out of the question too for the same reason. 
 
    I shook my head, this had to be all just my hormones playing tricks on me.  Physically I’d been a late bloomer in every regard, this must have been the tail end of puberty giving me one last surprise.  If that was the case, it was a mixed bag with the unwelcome sinful thoughts providing me a challenge even as the improved body would make other things easier. 
 
    “Jayna!  Breakfast!” my Mom called from the kitchen. 
 
    “Coming!” I called back.  I couldn’t hide in my room forever. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My whole day was every bit as confusing as it had started.  When I went downstairs, the first thing my parents asked me was if I was wearing make-up.  My dad held me by the chin and tilted my head around like I was a dog in a show, eventually letting me go but still looking skeptical at my denial. 
 
    He was always emotionally distant, but his treatment on this particular morning made me much angrier than usual.  I made my excuses and spent the day away from home, absent-mindedly wandering around the town. 
 
    Wherever I went, my impure thoughts followed me.  Every hot guy I saw I couldn’t help but undress with my mind.  How big was his cock?  What would it feel like sliding into me?  How hard could he fuck? 
 
    I swore my pussy was wet the whole day, desperate for a real life version of what I had been so close to receiving in my dream.  Several men caught me looking at them with my lustful thoughts, unhidden and unhide-able, plastered all over my face. 
 
    If any of the boys in my class had caught me looking at them before this day, I was sure they would have made puking gestures with their fingers in their mouths and run off laughing to tell the whole school, and the older men would have simply ignored ‘that silly little girl’ but today, two men had to be actively yanked back by their wives or girlfriends and a boy from my school who had never talked to me tried to ask me out on a date. 
 
    Before this day I would have jumped at the chance to go on that date, but I turned him down.  Why?  I wasn’t sure, but I felt like I was meant for something else.  Someone else?  The face of the man from my dream flashed in my mind’s eye. 
 
    It was a stupid idea, of course.  Why pine after a fictional person?  More to the point, what would I even do if I could find him?  The man in my dream was from a completely different world than me, I’d be scared of him and he wouldn’t want anything to do with a goody-two-shoes Reverend’s daughter.  
 
    Stupid or not, the thought wouldn’t leave me, just wouldn’t get out of my head.  I had to find him, but where?  He obviously didn’t go to my school.  In my town, there was only one obvious place to look. Roar, the biker bar just outside the town limits, but it didn’t even open until the early evening. 
 
    With a sigh, I turned towards home.  If I wasn’t there for dinner I’d be grounded for a month and made to copy out passages from the bible until my hand ached with cramps. 
 
    Dinner was torture.  I pushed my food around with my fork as the most depraved thoughts raced through my head.  My golden-maned dream-hero taking me against that wall, me sitting behind him on his motorcycle, reaching around to stroke his cock as we rode into the sunset. 
 
    The girl I had been the day before would have been horrified at those thoughts.  Now though… it was all so fucking hot I was struggling to keep my hands above the table, I wanted to stroke my pussy for the first time and bring myself off, make myself feel like I had the moment I had woken up. 
 
    I was almost hyperventilating and a flush was rising on my chest when my father asked me a question. 
 
    “Ffffff…” I began and managed to snap my mouth shut on the ‘fuck me’ that I had been about to say to my daydream.  “Excuse me?” I asked instead. 
 
    “I said are you feeling OK?  You don’t look well.” 
 
    “Oh… yes, I’m fine, was just thinking of all the exams I have coming up.” 
 
    “Ah.  Thought you might be trying to fake the flue to get out of the sermon tomorrow.” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “Good, now eat up.  Your mother worked hard to put this food on the table.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Where are your glasses, Jayna?” 
 
    “Hmm?  Oh… uh… they were giving me a headache so I’m just having a break.” 
 
    “Time for an update I guess,” my mom said. 
 
    “Yes ma’am, maybe.” 
 
    I managed to force a sufficient amount of food down so as to not raise suspicions any further and then excused myself to my room to ‘study.’  My hands were in my pants mere seconds after my door was shut.  Oh God, my panties were a sopping mess! 
 
    With my knees bent slightly, I was able to get better access to my soaked little slit and I stroked it with my back against the door, squeezing my breasts through my clothes with the other hand.  The surface of the door was hard and slightly uncomfortable with the edges of the panels digging into my back, but I didn’t care, I needed the release as quickly as possible, right now! 
 
    My eyes rolled upwards, imagining the golden, almost glowing, eyes of that powerful man staring back down at me with that unkempt blonde hair handing down on either side of his face.  It wasn’t me with my hand between my legs, it was him all the pleasure in the world came from him. 
 
    “Uhhnnuhhhh…. Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck” I groaned into the palm of my hand as I clamped it over my mouth.  My second orgasm of the day was at least as powerful as the first, but once the blinding pleasure faded I realised it brought no relief with it, none at all. 
 
    I was just as horny as when I started and I seemed to know without any obvious evidence that there was no way out of these feelings.  No way except to find the man that dominated my thoughts so completely. 
 
    Cautiously, I peered out of the door and heard the normal household sounds from downstairs, my father practising tomorrow’s sermon and my mother doing some general tidying up as she sipped a glass of evening wine that seemed to have gotten bigger over the years.  I dashed across the hallway to my sister’s room. 
 
    Older than me by four years, I had been shocked when, at eighteen, Anabella had gone ‘off the rails’ as my parents had put it at the time.  Just like me, she was always such a good girl and then one day I had caught her sneaking a boy into the house in the middle of the night. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, clearly she had been out at some party and that outfit she was wearing!  It left very little to the imagination. 
 
    I’d been so shocked I’d let out a yelp of surprise, which had woken our parents and shit had really hit the fan.  My father had never, even in his most righteously angry moments in the past, achieved that shade of purple before. 
 
    My sister had lost her way, been corrupted by her peers, she was becoming a harlot, a jezebel.  But they had a solution, and they sent her away to some ‘camp’ that was supposed to turn everything around. 
 
    Well, she came back all prim and proper, dressed just the way she used to dress.  That lasted for about a week and then she left them a note saying they could ‘go fuck’ themselves and to leave her alone.  She took a few of her belongings and that was the last my parents ever heard of her. 
 
    Every now and then she’d send me an email to let me know she was OK, even offered for me to come live with her but I declined.  Back then I couldn’t imagine disobeying our father. 
 
    Well, that was then and this was now.  Now I had a burning need that wouldn’t release my brain from its fiery grasp. 
 
    My parents had left her room largely untouched in the hope that she would see the error of her ways and come crawling back.  So far that hadn’t eventuated, but as far as my current predicament was concerned, it was convenient. 
 
    I knew where my sister stashed her secret things, a false panel at the back of her wardrobe slid to the side to reveal all kinds of contraband.  Shortly after she left I had stumbled across it when I had given into temptation and poked around her room to see if I could find any clues as to why she had gone astray. 
 
    Maybe the wardrobe had been built that way, maybe she’d got one of the boys in the shop class at school to make it for her, either way, it was well done and I almost missed it even though it wasn’t quite closed properly.  I’d been just about to shut the doors when I spotted it. 
 
    Slipping my fingers inside I’d found a small area packed with things that would have made my father call in an exorcist.  A few of the skimpiest outfits you could imagine, a knife, a small plastic baggie full of something that looked like some kind of green herb and a strange pink cylindrical object that vibrated when the bottom end was twisted. 
 
    I gathered it all up and quickly whisked it all back to my room, wondering if Anabelle had left this behind, what had she taken?  I held up one of the outfits against my body, my pursed lips pulling to one side doubtfully as I felt my better judgement fighting to be heard over the incessant noise of my carnal needs. 
 
    The fact that I’d never had carnal needs like this before was still a worry, but I was being pulled like a moth to a flame.  He would be there, I’d been dressed like this in the dream, and… I hadn’t thought it out any further than that. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “You sure?” the cabby asked out his window as I stood on the side of the road nervously eying the rowdy bar. 
 
    “Yes.  No.  Yes,” I said. 
 
    “You don’t really seem to fit in here,” he advised. 
 
    “I’ll… I’ll be OK.  I’ll probably be calling for a ride back home in a while.” 
 
    “If you say so, you got our number saved?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, good luck then.  Hope you find whatever you’re looking for.” 
 
    The cab pulled away just as a man on an insanely loud motorbike pulled in with a young woman riding behind him holding on for dear life with one hand and waving a bottle of liquor with the other.  She stopped mid-cheer as she spotted me and burst out laughing, a sound I was all too familiar with from school. 
 
    Thankfully, with the noise from the bike and the distance quickly put between us as the man found somewhere to park, it was a short-lived experience.  I began walking slowly towards the front door of the bar, the neon sign on the roof above casting red and yellow light into the car park, which consisted of about two cars and a multitude of motorcycles. 
 
    One of the more practical reasons for my slow pace, aside from the nervousness that was also a major contributor, was the fact that my tiny leather mini skirt rode up dangerously high with every step I took.  If I didn’t keep tugging it downwards I’d be showing off my panties to the doorman by the time I started climbing the three shallow steps in front of the door. 
 
    It took me such a long time to make the short journey that the cackling woman and the man she was riding with shoved in front of me at the foot of the stairs. 
 
    “Outtam’waycunt,” she slurred.  “Isn’ta fuckin’ school night?” 
 
    “Don’t talk to anybody, bitch, you’re with me.”  The man gripped her arm with what looked like painful force and half-dragged her upwards. 
 
    I couldn’t have felt more out of place if I had woken up on the moon, I almost turned back right then but couldn’t stop myself from watching as the huge bouncer at the front door stepped in the way of the pair and held out his hand in a halting gesture. 
 
    “Sorry brother, this bar is neutral territory.  No patches allowed inside.” 
 
    “Fuck you, I didn’t ride halfway across the state to have some nobody at a piece of shit bar tell me my patch is no good here.  Out of my way.” 
 
    The biker was no midget, but the bouncer looked like he was the world’s most heavily tattooed professional body builder, and grabbed the guy with both fists by the front of his jacket, lifting the surprised biker clear off the ground.  The girl beat her fist on the bouncer’s huge bicep ineffectually, slurring at him in what might have been English. 
 
    “Like I said, it’s our policy that this is neutral ground and no patches are allowed inside.  It’s been agreed with all the fuckin’ presidents of the clubs around here, because so many come through with us being so close to the interstate and all.  You can leave your patch with your bike, nobody will fuck with it… or are you sure you wanna enter this pissing contest, friend?” 
 
    “Uh… no… I didn’t know.” 
 
    The bouncer set the man down on his feet gently, almost daintily, brushed him off, and glanced down at the bottle in the woman’s hand. 
 
    “No harm, no foul,” he said.  “Just so you know, this ain’t no BYO Italian restaurant either, leave the Jack with your ride too.” 
 
    The biker led the drunken blonde back down the steps and yanked her past me before she could sling any insults my way.  I gulped and approached the bouncer, who rolled his eyes when he saw me. 
 
    “I said this ain’t an Italian restaurant.  Get yourself home, little girl, this isn’t the kind of place for you, no matter how slutty you dress.” 
 
    “I-I need to get in there,” I said. 
 
    “Oh really?” he sighed, “Got some ID?” 
 
    “Uh… no.” 
 
    “Fuck sake.  How old are you?” 
 
    “Eighteen,” I said, lying didn’t seem to be an option. 
 
    “Well, I’ll give you the same deal I give the others.  Ass, grass, or cash.  Cough it up or get a move on.” 
 
    I frowned, I only had enough cash for my taxi ride home and maybe a diet cola while I was in the bar.  Primed and ready-to-go as my pussy was, I wasn’t here for sex, so ass was out of the question.  But what was grass? 
 
    In a moment of clarity, I reached into my little handbag and pulled out that plastic baggie I’d taken from my sister’s wardrobe, holding it out to the muscle-bound giant in front of me with a hopeful look on my face.  He took it and held it up to the light. 
 
    “Shit… I was just beginning to hope you didn’t have any grass or cash.”  He opened the zip-locked bag and sniffed before snatching it away from his nose.  “Holy fuck, girl, how old is this?” 
 
    “Uh… I don’t know.” 
 
    “Fuck it, just get inside, stop bothering me.” 
 
    I’d seen movies where an outsider stepped into a bar and the whole place fell silent.  This was nothing like that at all.  For the most part, aside from some appreciative full-body-scans, people just went about their business, going back and forth to the bar, playing pool or darts and filling the air with some sickly-sweet smelling smoke from their roll-your-own cigarettes that kind of reminded me of that little plastic baggie I’d given to the bouncer. 
 
    From the corner of my eye I thought I caught a flash of glowing yellow eyes, and felt my heart leap with an unexpected rush of joy and fear.  When I focussed in that direction all I saw was a group of three dark-haired guys with salt-n-pepper five o’clock shadows sitting in a booth. 
 
    None of them were the man from my dream, though they did seem to be playing close attention to me.  Two of them were staring at me without any attempt to conceal the fact, while the third closed his eyes and took a deep breath in through his nose, seeming to enjoy the smoky atmosphere of Roar to a near-orgasmic level. 
 
    I got a bad vibe from them and dropped my gaze, turning on the spot to head to the other side of the bar and look around the various booths there.  Before I’d even turned around completely I ran straight into the back of some biker with long hair streaked with grey, which matched a long beard when he looked over his shoulder to see who had jostled him. 
 
    “Hey there, sweet thing, you lookin’ to get my attention?” he asked. 
 
    “No, sorry, I didn’t mean…” 
 
    “Well, you got it.  You here with somebody?” 
 
    “No… I mean yes.  Sorry, I didn’t mean to bump…” 
 
    The man chuckled and reached out to grab my arm, gripping me so hard I thought he would probably leave a bruise.  “You sound confused.  I love it when you prissy little bitches get all tarted up and come out looking to slum it for a while, your pussies are always so tight.  I’ve got a room upstairs.  You wanna come up and get fucked in it.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “That wasn’t a question, bitch, get walkin’” 
 
    With a few laughs and slaps on the back from his friends he started pushing me towards the back of the bar and I couldn’t get free from his grip, no matter how much I pushed and pulled.  I was fumbling at my handbag when I felt, rather than saw, somebody step into our way. 
 
    “I don’t think you’d know what to do with fuckmeat like this, old man, better hand her over.” 
 
    I looked up and saw one of the three dark-haired guys who had been sitting in the booth standing there seeming completely unconcerned by the height advantage my would-be-abductor enjoyed over him. 
 
    “Who you callin’ old, fucker?  Neutral ground or not you better watch your fuckin’ mouth before my buddies and I make you disappear.  Now get the fuck out of my way before I – oooof!” 
 
    The younger man had raised a leg and delivered a swift front kick to the mid-section of the older biker that sent him flying backwards to land at the feet of his friends.  I looked downwards, half expecting to see his boots still on the ground beside me. 
 
    The biker was being helped to his feet by one of his friends while about five others advanced on the dark-haired young man.  At that point in time he smiled and my strange day quickly transformed into absolute insanity. 
 
    So fast that I could barely process what I was seeing, the dark-haired man seemed to grow an extra couple feet in height, his limbs lengthening until they were out of human proportions.  His eyes went from dull yellow, to that yellow glow I had caught sight of only a few moments ago, as his nose and mouth extended forwards, becoming some kind of canine muzzle. 
 
    Dark fur, spotted with occasional flecks of grey matching the hair on his head, sprouted all over his body as a muscular and humanoid yet bestial torso ripped through his shirt, leaving it in rags all around him.  I dived under the nearest table, screaming. 
 
    The fastest of the older biker’s friends had closed the distance too quickly for his own good and was swiped to the side with a backhand motion from a now-clawed hand.  The second fastest began back-pedalling, but not quickly enough. 
 
    He was grabbed with one hand by the neck, and with another hand by the leg and hoisted above the wolf-beast’s head even easier than the bouncer had lifted the biker a few inches off the ground outside.  Taking the man over to the bar, for a moment I thought he was going to slide him along the length of it like in an old western bar-fight, instead he just slammed him straight down through it, head first. 
 
    People had scrambled out of it’s way when it had carried the guy to the bar, but for the most part, all the bar patrons were staring at everything in utter disbelief, standing there with beers in hand and cigarettes falling from wide-open mouths.  When it turned around and roared though, that got everybody moving. 
 
    I screamed again and joined the stampede out the door almost losing my balance along the way but held up by the close crush of uncharacteristically terrified bikers.  Out into the night air I was swept and I caught a fleeting glance of the bouncer trying to fight his way into the bar to break up what he thought must have been a pretty horrific fight. 
 
    Even with all his muscles he was powerless against the human tidal wave and I suspected that if he did manage to see what was going on in there, he’d run for the hills like everybody else.  After the bottleneck of the front door was passed and I was out in the night air again I ran like the wind back in the direction of town as the sounds of motorcycles began bursting to life all around me. 
 
    By the time I had crossed the car park, several bikers had roared past me already and I spared a glance over my shoulder, seeing taillights receding in every possible direction.  Before today I would have been out of breath within a minute of running at this pace, but now I felt like I could run forever and I was almost beginning to think I would get out of this alive. 
 
    That’s when I let myself look over my shoulder again and saw that dark semi-human shape burst out of the door, followed by two others, and land in the car park.  One of them howled at the full moon, and the others joined in. 
 
    Then they all looked in my direction and began running after me.  If I thought I was suddenly athletic, I was nothing compared to these things.  Using their elongated arms to run more like an animal than a person, they quickly disappeared from the well-lit car park, flitting through the limited illumination of a streetlight shortly afterwards, then another. 
 
    I turned my head forwards again and concentrated everything I had on running like my life depended on it, because it probably did.  It didn’t take long before I heard the snarls and footfalls right behind me, I could almost feel their breath on the back of my neck. 
 
    At any moment I expected to be torn to pieces.  Instead, with one last triumphant growl, I felt myself tackled to the ground and had most of the wind knocked out of me when I landed on the packed dirt on the side of the road. 
 
    I turned and tried to push the beast off, finding that it had shifted back to human form.  He laughed at my struggles as his two companions shrunk back to human form behind and to either side of him. 
 
    “Looks like we’ve got a fighter!  Smell that fucking pussy!  I’ve never smelled a bitch more in heat!” 
 
    “Get off me!” I wheezed, my breath slowly returning. 
 
    “I’m gonna get off in you, bitch,” he replied. 
 
    “We should take her back to the Alpha, Romaeus,” said the one on the left. 
 
    “Not this time, Gedah, don’t tell me you can’t smell that.  This one is ours first, we’ll let Cronus do what he wants with her afterwards.  She’s making me so fucking hard, I can’t help myself.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shut up and hold her legs, you can have her after me.” 
 
    The other two shrugged and each grabbed a leg, pulling them apart as Romaeus stood up and then kneeled back down between my thighs.  With two hands he ripped my panties off like they were made of tissue paper.  I screamed in shame and fear as he took a deep shuddering breath. 
 
    “Look how wet she is.  You want this, don’t you, bitch?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Your mouth says no, but your pussy says yes!” 
 
    Romaeus’ hands were stroking up my thighs towards my unprotected slit when the thunder of approaching motorcycles cut through the sounds of my struggle and the wolf-men’s growls of anticipation. 
 
    “Fuck sake,” said Romaeus.  “You shut the fuck up, bitch.  If they stop, you scream and they decide to be some fucking white knights, you’re responsible for getting them killed.” 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut as the rumble got closer and closer, unable to stop myself from whimpering in hope when instead of riding straight past, the bikes stopped right there next to us on the road.  Romaeus put his hand on my throat and squeezed. 
 
    “Keep movin’, brothers, we’re just having some fun here.” 
 
    “What if we don’t?” a deep, calm, voice said. 
 
    “You’ll regret it.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and twisted my head towards the road, unable to make out much detail in the darkness aside from the lion artwork on the side of the bike nearest to me and two words ‘The Pride.’  I closed my eyes again sure that the next thing I heard would be the receding sounds of several motorcycles. 
 
    One by one the motorcycle engines turned off and I heard the sound of boots stepping on to the road, the clink of chains and the unmistakable ‘shing’ of metal on metal.  The hands on my legs let go and Romaeus stood up. 
 
    I scrambled backwards, seemingly unable to get my legs under me but desperately wanting some distance between myself and the last moments of the bikers.  Then I saw him. 
 
    The man who had spoken had taken off his helmet and I recognised the face from my dream.  His hair was blonde but not long like I had envisioned.  He looked even bigger in real life, stronger, harder. 
 
    Maybe it was because I was looking at him from the ground, or maybe no dreams could do him justice.  Either way I felt my heart break, I had found him but I would lose him before we ever touched if he tried to save me. 
 
    “Run!” I yelled.  “Get out of here, you don’t know what they are!” 
 
    The blonde man from my dreams turned and looked at me with those golden eyes and despite the situation I was lost in their depths.  There was no panic there, not even any of the anger you would expect from somebody expecting a fight, just calm self-assurance, and power.  This was no ordinary man. 
 
    “They can’t do this to what is mine, Jayna, don’t worry.” 
 
    I didn’t have any chance to ask how he knew my name before the wolf-men began advancing on him. 
 
    “You should listen to her, fuckface,” said Gedah. 
 
    “First, you tell me why it smells like wet dog around here.  Did one of you pups piss yourselves?” 
 
    As quick as Romaeus had shifted form in the bar, the tall blonde biker went through a similar transformation as he leapt forward.  The short blonde hair lengthened until it was a golden mane and shorter lighter fur seemed to sprout over the rest of his body.  His body increased in size much like Romaeus had done, soon looking out of proportion for a human with those long limbs and elongated muzzle. 
 
    The blonde biker’s claws were bigger though, and as soon as he was in reach he aimed a swipe at Romaeus that opened his stomach up and let out a torrent of gore, then on the back swing with the same hand, he took the wolfman’s head clean off. 
 
    The rest of the biker gang shifted into this more feline form as they rushed the other two, completely overpowering them and pinning them to the ground. 
 
    “You,” snarled the biker-beast who said I belonged to him, pointing at one of his captives, “what is your name?” 
 
    “Gedah,” he said. 
 
    “Watch this.” He nodded to his associates holding the other wolf-beast, who promptly tore the helpless thing to pieces.  “You go tell your alpha that The Pride is expanding into this territory and we don’t want to see your fucking faces around here anymore.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?  This is against all your precious rules, the gathering of alphas will hear about this.” 
 
    The thing that had been the tall blonde biker laughed, the rest of his gang did too. 
 
    “This dumb shit hasn’t heard the news,’ he said, then addressed Gedah again.  “The prophecy has been fulfilled, there’s new management at the gathering, and they really don’t like werewolves.  We could probably get paid a bounty for your fucking pelt.  Welcome to the golden age!  Now shove that tail between your legs and get going.” 
 
    Gedah was released and he rose to his feet warily, his eyes shifting from side to side as if suspecting a trick, then he ran, shifting to his wolf form as he did so, heading back towards the Roar bar.  The tall biker turned to me and stepped in my direction. 
 
    I was so dumbfounded by everything I had just seen that I didn’t even realise my legs were parted, giving him full view of my uncovered slit.  When he was right in front of me, I closed them with a slapping of my inner thighs that would have been almost comical under other circumstances. 
 
    “W-who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “My name is Leander, and I had a dream about you.” 
 
    He held out his hand to help me up and I took it, scared about the monster he contained inside but drawn to him nonetheless.  When I regained my feet I was standing right in front of him, so close.  A heady scent of leather, engine grease and animalistic lust radiated from him and I couldn’t help but take a deep breath that made me sway on my feet a little bit. 
 
    Perhaps thinking I was going to fall over, Leander swept me up in his arms and took me back to his bike.  In the distance, back in the direction of Roar, I heard another bike and saw what must have been Gedah riding at top speed in the opposite direction. 
 
    Leander set me down on the seat, nearer the front rather than the back, and climbed on behind me, kicking the motorcycle into life.  I yelped in surprised pleasure, with my legs splayed on either side, the vibrations of the engine hummed a strange kind of ecstasy straight on to my bare pussy. 
 
    For less than a minute I felt like I was riding down the road on a rocket powered pleasure toy, then we pulled into the same car park I had fled from so recently.  I’d had about enough of this place though. 
 
    “Can’t you just take me home?” I asked. 
 
    “Soon enough, I need to claim you before you drive the rest of the pride crazy though.” 
 
    “Claim me?” 
 
    If Leander had any intentions to answer, the moment was cut off when the bouncer stepped out of the hole where the front door used to be, a slightly exasperated look on his face. 
 
    “I think we’re closed for the night, guys.” 
 
    “Then go home,” said Leander. 
 
    “Fuck it.  They don’t pay me enough for this shit, go nuts.”  The bouncer went to one of the last remaining bikes in the lot and rode off without looking back. 
 
    “Come on,” said Leander 
 
    I’d been guided up the steps and back into the bar before I thought to ask my question again.  It was spooky in there, so quiet after how noisy it had been only fifteen minutes ago. 
 
    Some of Leander’s gang went behind the bar and started pouring beers, others got the sound system going again and in the few seconds it took me to gather my thoughts, the place was almost back to normal.  That was, if you ignored the knocked-out old biker under the smashed hole in the bar. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘claim me’?” I asked again at the foot of the steps. 
 
    “We’re gonna fuck, then everybody else will know not to try anything with you.” 
 
    “What?  No!  I… I didn’t come here for that!” 
 
    “Yes you did.  If you had the same dream I did, you came here because you need me as much as I need you.” 
 
    “I came here for answers.” 
 
    “You’ll find them up there.” 
 
    When it didn’t appear that I was ascending the stairs by myself, Leander swiftly picked me up and draped me over his shoulder.  I beat my fists against his back, achieving precisely nothing as he calmly took me upstairs. 
 
    Roar seemed to have a few rooms available to patrons, but Leander didn’t seem interested in entering any of them.  Slinging me forward off his shoulder, he forced himself between my legs as I was pressed against the wall, still held off the floor. 
 
    I tried to push back, but it was like pushing against a mountain, his muscles were as hard as bedrock, his will unbreakable.  A distinct bulge pressed against my virginal sex through his jeans and his scent filled my head, clouding my thinking, clouding all my reasons for why this wasn’t what I wanted. 
 
    “Stop…” I whispered, hardly able to get the protest out around my need for him. 
 
    “Why?” he growled back. 
 
    He pulled away from the wall a couple inches, pulling me with him, then pushed until my back hit it with a thud, shaking a picture loose and sending it crashing to the floor.  His bulge pushed against my opening even harder, smearing the front of his jeans with the undeniable evidence of my lust. 
 
    “I’m not like this…” I said. 
 
    “You are now.” 
 
    “I’m not like you…” 
 
    “Yes you are.” 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    In an instant, his hand was around my throat, squeezing firmly but not cruelly, forcing me to look right into the deep pools of his eyes. 
 
    “Enough.  Your old life is over.  When you do as I say you’ll be treated like a queen in this pride, fight it and you’re right at the bottom.  Do what you were born to do, Jayna,” he said. 
 
    With that, he pulled back and let me go.  I taken by surprise, I crumpled down to a squatting position right in front of him and tried to get up, but he pushed me back down with one hand and tugged at his zip with the other.  I was simultaneously enthralled and terrified when he pulled out his huge cock right in front of my face. 
 
    “Open your mouth,” he said. 
 
    Hanging down but twitching, presumably in time with his heartbeat, the size of it was truly intimidating.  There was no way that thing could ever fit inside me, mouth or otherwise.  I was about to tell him so when… 
 
    Smack! 
 
    His hand rocketed across my cheek, sending my head turning to one side as I reached up to cover the burning fire that had erupted.  I looked up at him, hurt, scared… and for some reason ashamed that I had displeased him. 
 
    “I’m not gonna ask again, Jayna.  Learn your place, you do as I say now.” 
 
    I gulped, straightened my head, licked my lips and opened my mouth as he commanded.  Leander gently stroked the cheek he had just struck and then fed the end of his cock into my mouth, the head coming to rest on my tongue. 
 
    “Good girl, Jayna,” he whispered. 
 
    I felt a blush rise on the cheek that wasn’t already red from his slap, and a tiny jolt of electricity seemed to tingle from my clit to my belly.  It felt so good to make him happy… but everything I’d been told while growing up told me that what I was doing was bad. 
 
    “Close your lips on it…yeah… and flick your tongue across the bottom… mmmmm, yes.” 
 
    My lips and tongue seemed to obey his commands without my conscious intervention, and to my surprise I felt him hardening even further in my mouth.  Every twitch seemed to make it grow until I had to open my mouth almost as wide as I could to avoid touching him with my teeth. 
 
    Leander slid his fingers through my sleek hair, pulling it back from my shoulders and revealing the small swells of my breasts pushing against my top.  When he had bunched it into a single ponytail in the grip of one hand, he began slowly thrusting in and out of my mouth, pulling back until the bumpy ridge of his cock peeked out from my lips and then driving it in until I thought for sure it would hit the back of my throat. 
 
    I put my hands on his thighs, as if I had any chance of controlling what he was doing.  Out of the corner of my eye I saw one of Leander’s gang come up the stairs with a girl before mumbling some apology and hurriedly disappearing again. 
 
    I turned a deeper shade of red, humiliated at being seen like this the first time I had laid eyes on what was between a man’s legs, let alone had it roughly shoved into my mouth.  Leander didn’t seem to care at all and only picked up the force and pace of his thrusts until the inevitable happened, and he did hit the back of my throat. 
 
    Coughing and spluttering, I pushed as hard as I could against his thighs and found it approximately as effective as I had thought it would be.  Leander maintained the rhythm of his rough face fucking and only gripped my hair harder, tugging painfully at the roots with every outward thrust of his cock. 
 
    Time and again that hard dick hit the back of my throat, making me gag, making me struggle to breathe.  I was scared I might pass out, but with an iron-clad effort of willpower, I forced myself to accept it, even meeting his thrusts with a bobbing motion, as if daring him to fuck my mouth harder. 
 
    “Good girl…” he repeated, and I heard myself moan with base lust for him, a sound I was surprised to hear come from my own body. 
 
    Every thrust of his manhood into my mouth brought forth a wet squelching sound as the head impacted against the back of my throat, and Leander began to let forth little grunts of pleasure.  The thought of pleasing him was driving me wild, my pussy was almost screaming for me to touch it, there was nothing I could do to stop myself. 
 
    Reaching up my skirt, I almost came the very instant the tips of my fingers touched my clit.  I slid them down to the slick opening of my tight teen tunnel and pulled up again, spreading my natural lubricant over my most sensitive spot. 
 
    As I had done in my room earlier in the evening, I stroked my clit from side to side.  Slowly at first, and pausing every now and then to pull more slippery nectar from my honey pot over it, I became lost in my own mind. 
 
    The feel of him, the scent of him, the flavour of him filled my world as he pounded away at my mouth, taking his pleasure from my body.  I didn’t know if he was aware or cared how much it turned me on to be used by him, but it really didn’t matter.  Like he said, I was his to do with as he pleased. 
 
    With one hand busily engaged between my legs, I squeezed my perky little breasts through the thin material, feeling my nipples poking through into my palms.  My sensitive pink tips rubbed against the inside of my top and added to the electrical storm of bliss that was building inside me. 
 
    Leander released my hair and placed both hands on the wall as he continued to jack-hammer into my mouth, seemingly confident that I would no longer try to get away.  He was right. 
 
    Without the guidance of his hand, his thrusts sometimes banged my head against the wall behind me, but it was just drywall and didn’t hurt much.  I was too far gone to care, my finger was moving at a frenzied pace now, driving me towards ecstatic heights that I had been unable to achieve when alone. 
 
    A flush rose on my chest as I gasped in as much air as I could around Leander’s thick cock, I was close… so close…  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I moaned as the release of my most powerful climax of the day washed over me, seeming to make my entire body vibrate with shivers of pleasure.  I closed my eyes and let the sensations consume me, a small rivulet of pussy juices coating my hand as I lost my coordination and continued to rub frantically in the general area. 
 
    Leander pushed forward deeper than he ever had and I felt the head of his cock pop into my throat, which made my eyes fly open again.  Shocked as I was, I couldn’t take my hands away from my breasts or pussy, the pleasure was too great to be ignored. 
 
    I stared up into his eyes, seeing the golden glow that had first teased me in my sleep the previous night.  His lips were pulled back in a snarl of dominance watching as inch after inch of his long cock slipped down the throat of this virgin girl in front of him until my lips almost disappeared inside the open zip of his jeans. 
 
    With no air, my face went even redder and somehow it only intensified my pleasure.  I held his gaze with tears of effort streaming from my eyes, doing exactly what he wanted.  My master, my… Alpha.  The word flittered through my mind and I knew it was right. 
 
    Leander reached down and pulled at my arm, raising the hand that had been between my legs until it was high enough for him to bring my fingertips to his mouth.  He sucked each one of them in, slowly, seeming to savour the taste of me as much as I had appreciated the orgasm. 
 
    As he cleaned each of my fingers I swore I could feel his cock swell in my throat, and I knew he could feel my tightness all around him.  I couldn’t take much more, a brown fog was creeping in at the periphery of my vision, but I had to do whatever he wanted… it was my duty, my destiny. 
 
    Leander looked at me again, his eyes more animal than human, and pulled me up by my hair, his cock sliding out of my mouth as I rose.  I gasped for oxygen and the brown fog only intensified with the head-rush from rising so quickly. 
 
    With almost my entire weight supported by a fistful of hair, I felt like a ragdoll.  This didn’t hold Leander back, seemingly strong enough to do whatever he wanted with me whether I was compliant, fighting him, or limp. 
 
    Scooping his arm around my ass, he lifted me in the air again and once more I found myself pressed against the wall with the powerful Alpha between my legs.  The difference was that this time his cock was out of his pants, and rock hard. 
 
    As the fog cleared, I felt the shaft of that magnificent cock sliding along the length of my sex, grinding against my clit in an incredible way.  I raised my head and looked into his eyes as he positioned the tip of his cock at my virgin entrance and let my own weight slowly force the giant shaft inside me. 
 
    I bit my lip until I thought it would draw blood and yelped when I felt my hymen give way to his masculine invasion.  Another tear trickled out of the corner of my eye and I dropped my head to his shoulder seeing another member of his gang stride up the stairs with a female mate, only to swiftly descend again when he saw that there was no way to get to a room without disturbing his alpha. 
 
    The good girl in me, the one that I had grown up as and always been until I woke up this morning wanted to make me feel ashamed again, guilty, sinful… but I couldn’t touch those emotions at that moment, not with the effort of accommodating my master’s thick cock.  Everything was as it should be, it was right that the claiming of my virginity was witnessed by somebody in Leander’s pride. 
 
    Down I slid until there was no more of my Alpha’s cock to take, he was as deep inside me as he could possibly go.  It felt like the entire area between my legs was on fire with the effort of taking him, but Leander was in no mood to break me in gently, immediately beginning to fuck me as if I was a seasoned pro, instead of the virgin I really was. 
 
    Despite my squirming, despite my squeals, he fucked me against that wall until something was fundamentally different about that fire between my legs.  It still hurt, but there was some hint that if I could only stoke that fire a little more, it would transform into something that would change my world, that would leave all the pleasure I had ever felt up to that point seeming like almost nothing at all. 
 
    With one particularly powerful thrust, I felt my ass get pounded through the drywall so I was half-sitting in the dent and still Leander fucked me as if it was our last day on Earth.  The lion shifter tore my top off as easily as Romaeus had removed my panties and my soft chest pressed against his jacket, the leather rubbing on my nipples. 
 
    Grabbing my hair again with a powerful fist, he turned my face towards his.  I winced at the pain and sucked air in through my teeth for a moment before he kissed me, deep and hard, forcing my mouth wide open. 
 
    So strong was the kiss that it was almost like he was sucking the very essence of my soul out of my body, mingling it with his and making us as one.  I’d never imagined a kiss so powerful, so deep and meaningful in my entire life. 
 
    I was being taken in every way a virgin girl could be taken and I knew that everything was right in the world.  Every thrust of his thickness in my tight slit stoked that fire just the way I needed it and it wasn’t long before I was on the brink of a mind-shattering orgasm. 
 
    “F-fuck me hard,” I begged. 
 
    Leander had told me I needed to do as he said, but on this one thing at least he followed my direction and somehow found the strength to pound my pussy like he was some kind of fucking machine.  I couldn’t have held my climax back if my life depended on it. 
 
    As a humming wave of bliss spread out from my pussy to the very tips of my fingers and toes I heard a deep rumbling come from Leander’s chest and his cock seemed to swell for a moment inside of me before splashing my most intimate depths with spurt after spurt of hot fluid.  Images flashed through my mind, motorcycles being ridden down a long straight road, a safe place with his pride, a future of being fucked like this as often as I could handle. 
 
    Caught in the power of his own climax, Leander’s strokes in and out of me became slower but harder.  Each thrust pounded me slightly deeper into the dent in the wall until we were both done, a pair of exhausted, panting, mates caught in a mutual afterglow. 
 
    “You are mine,” he repeated. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I had asked Leander to take me home, he said ‘soon enough.’  I had meant the house of my father, the house where I grew up, but when we did leave Roar in the middle of the night, we rode to The Pride Motorcycle Club headquarters. 
 
    At first I was obviously apprehensive but, like Leander told me, as long as I did what he said, I was treated like a queen amongst his gang.  It had been a long day, I didn’t have any energy to spare for thoughts of how I would deal with my father and say my goodbyes to my old life.  I cuddled up to Leander, my alpha, and fell asleep with him in his private room. 
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    The numbers on the elevator readout were counting up, but everything felt like a countdown.  My breath seemed abnormally loud to my ears, when I could hear anything over the pounding of my heart. 
 
    Most elevators were kind of dirty and played the worst music in the history of the world.  Not this one.  It was sleek, sexy, and ominous, just like the building it served. 
 
    “You sure you want to go through with this?  No offence, but you don’t look like the kind of girl that could handle it.  Mind you, no girl has made it through this yet so I guess that doesn’t mean much,” said the man who hadn’t introduced himself. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Not exactly reassuring, but I had all the motivation I could possibly need.  When I thought of the series of events that had led me to this point, my heart sank.  The banks were this close to foreclosing on the family home, the one I had grown up in, and between them and my mom’s medical bills, we were so deep in the hole that there was no digging our way out. 
 
    To top it all off, my college scholarship had been withdrawn on a technicality with only a few weeks until I was supposed to start.  I’d been nearly in tears, sitting on a bench outside an administrative building on campus when a man who looked like he could be in the secret service approached me. 
 
    Never in a million years would I have ever thought a contract like that would be laid out in front of me.  Never in a billion years could I have imagined myself signing it. 
 
    One million dollars.  One night of ‘rough and unprotected’ sex with seven anonymous and ‘well-endowed’ men.  If I screamed for them to stop, if I did anything but beg for everything they could give me, I would get nothing.  If I could make it through the night… all my financial worries were solved, my future was saved, my mom received the medical care she needed. 
 
    I had too much riding on this to pull out now, or ever, but the man was right.  If there was a kind of girl that could normally handle this, it wasn’t me. 
 
    If there was a label that could be put on that kind of girl, what would it be?  Slut?  Porn star?  Perhaps, but I was neither of those things. 
 
    At eighteen years old, even I knew I was a pretty stereotypical ‘good girl’.  I’d slept with two guys, both of whom had been my boyfriends at the time, I had good grades, I was polite and respectful, I didn’t even swear. 
 
    It was no wonder my heart was beating so hard.  I just didn’t have any kind of life experience to prepare myself for what had been hinted at in the contract.  The doors slid open and I caught my first look at how the elite live. 
 
    “In you go.” 
 
    I stepped into the penthouse and couldn’t help but stare around the room with slack-jawed wonder.  The floors, the furniture, the art, it was clear that no expense had been spared on anything.  The view out of the window dominated everything though, I could see the cityscape lit up for miles around.  ‘Window’ was too humble a name for the floor-to-ceiling glass, but I didn’t know if there was another word for it. 
 
    There wasn’t a lot of time to admire anything though, because sitting around a coffee table littered with cigars and tumbler glasses of scotch on various seats were seven well-dressed men beginning to get to their feet.  I had thought that with the kind of money they were able to unload on me that I might recognise some of the men from TV, but it wasn’t to be. 
 
    Obscuring their faces, each of them was wearing a jet-black silky mask, making them look like a cross between bandits and super-heroes.  One of them was already halfway to me by the time the doors had slid shut and I found my voice. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Melissa, I’m here…” 
 
    The man brought his arm up to my throat and firmly pushed until my back hit the elevator with a soft metallic thud.  I dropped my bag and raised my hands to try and pull his arm away, gasping more out of shock than from the pressure he was putting on my neck. 
 
    “Nobody cares who you are,” he whispered harshly, pushing his other hand up the white button-up shirt of my old school uniform until he was squeezing my tit through my bra.  “This doesn’t look like a costume… how old are you, little girl?” 
 
    After signing the contract I had been given a thousand dollars to prepare myself for the night, which I had promptly banked and instead made some alterations to my uniform.  I obviously didn’t need it for school anymore, so I thought ‘why not?’ 
 
    Ignoring the instinct to struggle against him, I let this unknown man grope my firm flesh as he held me against those doors.  Taking a split second to make sure I was under control before I spoke, I remembered the contract, remembered my situation, remembered all the lines I had come up with, things I could say without thinking about it in the heat of the moment. 
 
    “I’m eighteen years old, I’m not a little girl.  You can do anything you want to me.” 
 
    “I like the sound of this one,” said the second man to arrive, reaching his hand up my skirt and cupping my pussy, feeling my folds through the pure white material of my panties. 
 
    A third man arrived and slid his hand up the back of my thigh, giving my ass cheek a firm squeeze before pulling the elastic of my waistband out and running a single finger along the crack of my ass until the tip pushed at my virgin asshole.  I half-gasped, half-yelped, making him chuckle quietly as he continued rubbing and pushing against my firmly clenched rear entrance. 
 
    Six hands were on my body, maybe more as the other four men crowded round.  I was surrounded, the mixed scent of their various colognes and shared cigar smoke was all around me, they smelled so… rich and powerful, there was no other way to describe it. 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to stop myself from hyperventilating as these men took advantage of their power and wealth, took advantage of me.  It was impossible to keep track of what hands were where, my bra was unclipped beneath my shirt and my panties were pushed to my ankles. 
 
    After a few minutes of exploration, it felt like I had no secrets left, nothing was private, nothing was sacred.  I was nothing more than a tight pussy to be fucked. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    A resounding slap from the man who had been squeezing my tit made my eyes water and brought my attention back to him. 
 
    “Look at me, slut,” he said.  “You like sucking cock?” 
 
    Trying not to let my voice waver, I nodded, “Yes, sir.  I’d like to suck yours.” 
 
    “Down on your knees then,” he said, pushing down on my shoulder. 
 
    The hands of the others two slipped out from under my skirt and shirt as I went down, kneeling next to my little backpack.  The man in front of me unzipped his pants, while the others in the room began to disrobe more completely, starting with their jackets and shirts. 
 
    “Take it out,” he said. 
 
    Reaching out, I hoped he didn’t notice how much my hand was shaking.  I felt the warmth of his body the instant my fingertips passed the opening of the zip, and even more so when I worked them inside the gap in the front of his boxers. 
 
    I had known that my previous boyfriends couldn’t have had the hugest dicks in the world, I thought they were probably about average.  Nice, but not worth writing home about.  Nothing could have prepared me for what I was trying to curl my fingers around. 
 
    Tugging it out into the open air, I couldn’t help but snatch my hand back and cover my mouth as I went from kneeling to sitting on my heels.  I stared up at his impossibly huge dick and felt the first stirrings of doubt. 
 
    Stirring?  No, it was more like a tornado of doubt twisting its way through the trailer park of my resolve and wreaking havoc. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” said the man, taking his semi-hard shaft in his hand and slapping it against my cheek with a soft meaty sound.  “Don’t think you can handle it?” 
 
    I moved my hand from my mouth to my cheek, where a droplet of pre-cum had smeared, then looked up at him, finding that spark of defiance and determination that had made me sign the contract in the first place. 
 
    “You can do anything you want to me, I’m yours.” 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, and aimed his manhood at my mouth. 
 
    Never taking my eyes from his, I parted my lips and let him feed the tip of his cock inside, flicking my tongue across the underside of the head.  Already thick, it instantly began to swell even further as he slowly pushed it in and out across my lips until it was rock hard and I had to bring both hands up to the shaft to keep it properly aimed at my face. 
 
    The man leaned against the elevator with his hands and began thrusting a little harder, a little deeper, pulling his cock completely out of my mouth and through the grip of both of my hands before plunging in again.  I continued flicking my tongue under his cock when I could and gave my sluttiest moans. 
 
    It was a surprisingly easy reaction… there was something about the whole situation that seemed to overshadow my misgivings, take away all the cares of the outside world.  Out there, I had problems, life was complicated.  In here, I was made to serve this majestic cock.  It was simple… it was fucking hot as hell. 
 
    “Yeah, fuck that face,” said one of the others and I glanced to either side. 
 
    The other men had fully undressed by now and were all stroking hard cocks as they watched me, an inexperienced little blonde girl, take this huge cock in the mouth.  My eyes widened again for a moment.  All the men were similarly sized to the one I was sucking and some, God help me, were even bigger. 
 
    The man whose dick I was sucking began fucking my mouth even harder, even deeper, until he hit the back of my throat and I instinctively jerked back, only to bump my head on the elevator doors with another metallic ‘bong’ sound.  I fought down my gag reflex, and the man continued sliding that huge rod through my hands, hitting my throat over and over again until I just rested my head against the doors to save on bruising. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” commanded one of them and I complied, kneeling with my knees apart. 
 
    He knelt beside me and trailed his fingers up my inner thigh, sending a pleasurable shiver up my spine that made me sigh as contentedly as possible with a massive erection pounding my face.  When he touched my pussy I was in seventh heaven, I felt so free, free of responsibility, free from my good girl image, I felt like I could do anything… and they were going to give me a million dollars? 
 
    “This little slut is wet as fuck already,” he said. 
 
    As his fingers probed and slid around my tight little pussy and, joyously, over my clit, I realised he was right.  I’d given up control to these rich, powerful, men with king-cocks and my body had responded to prepare me as best it could. 
 
    The man whose cock I was sucking paused his thrusts and pushed at the back of my throat, hard.  Once more I fought against my gag reflex, but my face went red and I looked up at him with watering eyes until he relented for a moment.  I knew what he wanted… but it was just too big. 
 
    Once his finger was good and wet with my juices, I felt the man kneeling beside me begin flicking a single finger back and forth across my clit and I gave him a look like he was my hero, thanking him without words.  I reached out and began stroking his cock, amazed at how small my hand looked while holding it. 
 
    Another anonymous man knelt on my other side and grabbed my arm, removing my hand from the cock of the one face-fucking me and putting it on his own, making me jerk him off too.  Unceremoniously, he ripped my shirt open, exposing my breasts with bra hanging loose. 
 
    “Look at those fuckin’ tits.  Beautiful,” said one of the men I couldn’t even see at that moment. 
 
    Somehow I felt the warmth of a blush touch my cheeks.  I’d always considered my breasts completely average, but the compliment made me push my chest out proudly against the hands that found their way to them. 
 
    I was overwhelmed in every sense of the word, in both mind and body.  Huge dicks were everywhere, one in each hand, one in my mouth, four waiting in the wings, one finger inflicting immeasurable pleasure on my clit… I felt like I was going to explode at any moment. 
 
    I was right.  I gripped those hard dicks as tightly as I could and moaned like I was going to bring the whole building down while ecstasy I’d never dreamed off rocked my world.  My juices flowed freely and I was sure I was making a little mess on the floor as the finger on my clit increased speed to what seemed like superhuman levels, becoming a constant hum of stimulation on my most sensitive spot. 
 
    The man fucking my face pushed his cock against my throat again, cutting off my air supply as my orgasm took over.  Somehow the struggle for air only seemed to intensify my climax, I might have slumped to the ground in a quivering mess if I wasn’t held up by all those big dicks. 
 
    I heard a grunt of release and felt that huge cock pumping cum directly against the back of my throat.  I did my best to swallow but, distracted as I was by my own orgasm, I couldn’t take the sheer volume of it and some escaped out of the corners of my mouth. 
 
    When he was finished with me, he pulled his manhood out and looked down with a satisfied expression as I gasped for air, scooping up the escaped cum with a finger and pushing it back in my mouth. 
 
    “Swallow it all,” he commanded.  “If all women could suck a cock like you, there’d be no more wars, we’d be too busy to fight.  Speaking of which, you won that defence contract, Cal, so as per the agreement at the last meeting, you get to fuck this pussy first.” 
 
    “Damn right.  Get her to the table.” 
 
    Strong hands slipped under my arms and then my legs, carrying me so I was facing upwards.  Various light fittings passed my field of vision and then I saw myself reflected in a mirror up there.  I had no idea what sort of place had that kind of thing outside of the bedroom, but there it was. 
 
    I saw, and then a second later felt, a narrow table underneath me, which the men placed me down upon, my head lolling backwards off one end and my ass resting right on the opposite edge.  The one called Cal stepped between my legs and I raised my head to look down at him, his intimidating erection towering over my pussy like an obelisk. 
 
    “I’m going to fucking ruin you, slut,” he said, grasping his shaft at approximately the mid-point and aiming it at my tight teen slit. 
 
    I couldn’t believe the size of the thing advancing upon my sex and had to fight against every instinct that told me to close my legs, to kick him away and protect myself, because there was no way I could take that monster in my inexperienced little pussy.  The fight between fear, determination… and that animal part of my brain that told me to get fucked by the biggest cocks I could find, resulted in thighs that merely quivered against his hips as I felt that fat head of that royal erection traced teasingly around my sopping wet entrance for a few moments before being pushed forwards. 
 
    I cried out as the thickness of his manhood pushed my pussy lips aside, feeling myself pushed to what I thought were my limits and then even further.  With white knuckles, I gripped the sides of the table and clenched my teeth. 
 
    In the mirror I could see his hard length pushing at my folds and my eyes widened at just how far away he was from bottoming out.  Oh my God, what have I gotten myself into? 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, you love that cock?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grunted through my teeth, and realised I wasn’t even close to lying. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    From somewhere on my right, an open palm struck my cheek, twisting my head to the left for a moment and taking my focus away from the huge invasion of my most private area.  I felt a whole inch of cock slide in before I could even search for the source of the slap. 
 
    “Then beg for it,” said a man on my right, presumably the one who had slapped me. 
 
    “Please!  Please give me that cock, fuck me like your little slut.” 
 
    I gasped out my lewd encouragement and finished with a yelp as I felt his cock drive past the deepest point I’d ever taken a man before, and still it kept coming.  No man had ever touched me where he was touching me now, he was in virgin territory. 
 
    “Do you want it to stop?” asked somebody from my left. 
 
    “No!  Fuck me hard!” 
 
    “Jesus this bitch is tight, guys.  It’s gotta hurt, little girl, you sure you want what you just asked for?” 
 
    “Yes!  I was born to take your cum!” 
 
    “God damn,” said another masked man, “I’m sending my step-daughter to her school.” 
 
    “Me too,” said another. 
 
    With five huge cocks being slowly stroked all around me, the one in my pussy brushed up against my cervix at the same moment I felt a pair of balls heavy with sperm come to rest on my ass.  Cal didn’t pause for even a moment, immediately pulling back until I felt that bumpy ridge of his cock at my tight entrance once more and then slamming it home so fast I cried out in pleasure and pain. 
 
    I was on fire between my legs, wet as I was there was no amount of slippery pussy juice that could mitigate the huge shaft that was now sawing in and out of me, gaining pace quickly until my whole body was shaking with the impact.  Thick man-meat found its way into each of my hands as I thrashed my head from side to side, trapped and walking a fine line between an abyss of torment on one side and ecstasy on the other. 
 
    A pair of hands pushed my head back and held it still, and I concentrated for long enough to see another glorious cock advancing towards my mouth as I watched it from an upside down perspective.  For the second time in only ten minutes or so, I was getting face fucked by a cock so big that even the most powerful thrusts couldn’t get it down my throat. 
 
    Slapping, cursing and squelching dominated the classical music playing in the background over the penthouse sound system, which was an incredibly dissonant soundtrack for the depraved fucking I was receiving.  I felt so dirty, so used… so alive for the first time. 
 
    Hands were everywhere again, impossible to keep track of.  It felt like there were too many hands for just seven men, stroking at my soft skin, lifting my legs to slap my ass, squeezing my tits and tugging at my nipples, closing down over my own hands to grip the cocks even tighter. 
 
    I’d never been given so much attention in my life, to think that these wealthy, well-endowed, powerful men all wanted to fuck me was incredible.  It was tipping that balancing act of pleasure and pain safely into the direction of pleasure and I was getting close to an orgasm of the like I had never dreamed of before. 
 
    Every stroke of that huge cock in my pussy stoked that fire, sending wave after wave of increasing pleasure that built up in my belly until it was like this big ball that was going to detonate at any moment.  A warm flow of thick cum enveloped my right hand like a heated glove as that massive rod twitched in my grip and that was it, there was no holding me back. 
 
    I took a deep breath around the hard dick furiously fucking my face and moaned like a little whore as shivers of ecstasy cascaded around my body.  My pussy quivered and clenched with every wave and in the midst of my climax I felt Cal drive deep into my abused slit and blast a torrent of cum directly against my cervix, filling me up with his hot seed. 
 
    The warmth of Cal’s ejaculation seemed to spread throughout my body as my face continued to be enthusiastically pounded by his friend’s huge dick and my afterglow set in.  It was all I could do to try and breathe around that jack-hammering manhood, but I felt so exhausted from the effort and the pleasure that I was close to passing out. 
 
    Through half-closed eyes, I saw that long cock pull out of my mouth and the man’s hand quickly stroke it until a jet of semen hit me on the cheek, then another closed one eye, then my other eye.  I was blinded by a mask of creamy sperm that kept on coming until I thought I must have looked like I’d been hit in the face by a cream pie made of cum. 
 
    The man who had been using my left hand for his own pleasure suddenly spurted a stream of cum across my tits, a huge load that pooled between my firm mounds and flowed down until it gathered in a small lake in my belly button.  I licked my lips between pants for air, my head hanging backwards as semen dripped from my face into my hair. 
 
    “Turn over, slut,” said somebody’s deep voice. 
 
    I tried but found I lacked the strength to do it, so several hands turned me first on to my stomach and then spun me to the side so my feet were back on the ground as I was bent over forwards on the table.  All the cum felt so very slippery between my body and the surface I was leaning on, and I had no idea what was coming next. 
 
    When I felt that massive dick pushing at my asshole, I held on for dear life, still blinded behind a thick mask of cum.  It was impossible, it couldn’t fit, it couldn’t.  That wasn’t going to stop him from trying with all his strength. 
 
    The burning fire was back between my legs, if a little further to the rear this time.  The pain was still tinged with that promise of pleasure, but almost unbearable at the same time.  It was too much for me, but I couldn’t stop now.  For a moment before I passed out I felt like Braveheart, and I screamed  my last consent. 
 
    “Fuck my aaaaassssssss!” 
 
    Then everything went black. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Two or three times I regained consciousness, finding myself in different positions, different locations, sandwiched and impaled between different men, still begging for their cocks, telling them to fuck me harder and having my requests fulfilled beyond my ability to stay coherent for them.  How many times each of them used me, I had no idea.  How many times I came, I had no idea. 
 
    “Cum in me!” I yelled, sitting bolt upright. 
 
    The morning sun streamed in through the bedroom window and I shielded my eyes against it.  I was sore everywhere.  My throat felt like I’d been singing karaoke all night, my muscles felt like I’d been running a marathon and my pussy and asshole felt tender at the slightest movement. 
 
    With a hiss of breath sucked in between my teeth, I swung my feet out on to the luxuriously soft carpet and saw a silver briefcase sitting on a chair next to the bed with a business card on top of it.  The card didn’t have any contact details on it, just a short message “You’ve been fucked by the” and then a logo made up of the letters “WEBC”.  I set it down on the bed and reached for the suitcase, flicking the two clips open. 
 
    I almost passed out again when I lifted the lid and saw the contents.  My eyes feasted on row after row of bundled cash.  The kind of money that they could likely find under their couch cushions, but a sum that would change my life, and even save a life that mattered to me. 
 
    I fell back on the bed and clasped my hands to my head, feeling my hair matted by the pleasure of rich men.  I thought about everything that had happened the previous night and felt a pang of longing. 
 
    One of them had told me that he was going to ruin me… and I thought he might have been right.  How could I go back to a normal sex life now after experiencing that?  What was his name?  Cal?  And he won a defence contract? 
 
    Maybe I could track him down… maybe this didn’t have to be the end? 
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    The man who was accompanying me up the elevator looked down with undisguised skepticism.  I was used to that, the looking down part at least.  Throughout school I’d always been the shortest girl in my class, always hoping for that growth spurt that never really came. 
 
    I stood a little straighter and returned his look with defiance.  The skepticism was something I came across a little less often, but then again I’d never been in this kind of situation before. 
 
    The so-called global economic crisis had nearly wiped out my family.  My parents lost their jobs, the house, their retirement savings and one out of two of their cars, all in one fell swoop.  I still remembered how awful it was when all four of us, my parents, my sister, and I were all living out of the remaining car. 
 
    Thankfully that black moment didn’t last too long, only a few weeks, but I would never forget it as long as I lived.  My parents found other, much worse paying, jobs and we moved into an apartment but ever since then they’d only just been able to make ends meet. 
 
    Now, once again, all the shit was hitting the fan at once.  My parents were getting close to retirement age, but with no nest egg whatsoever to fall back on they were probably going to have to work until they died. 
 
    That was already bad enough, but then my dad got injured on the job and my mom had to take time off work to help look after him.  The day he came home from the hospital my sister, who had moved out about a year previous, turned up and announced she was pregnant and her boyfriend had been laid off. 
 
    My own problems paled in comparison.  I wanted to go to college but there was no way I could afford it.  I’d done well in school, but I’d been declined for every scholarship I could track down and apply for. 
 
    I was sitting on a bench in a park with my face buried in my hands just trying to get used to my bleak future supporting my ailing parents as a fast food waitress when a guy approached me.  He was dressed like he might be one of those men-in-black who cover up evidence of alien visitations and he laid out the most insane offer I could have dreamed of. 
 
    The contract was clear.  For one night I would put my body at the mercy of seven anonymous and ‘well-endowed’ men.  It would be rough, emphasis theirs.  It would be unprotected.  In return I would receive one million dollars in cold hard cash. 
 
    All I had to do was make it through the night without telling them to stop.  Indeed, I had to beg for everything they could give me, let them use me as much as they wanted. 
 
    If I failed, I would receive nothing, my fate was sealed.  If I could make it though… I could give my family the kind of security we hadn’t felt for years.  I had all the motivation I needed. 
 
    “Last chance, Elsa,” said the man who hadn’t introduced himself.  “We can just go back down and you can be on your way, no harm no foul, because, no offence, but I don’t think you realise what you’ve signed up for.” 
 
    “I can do it.” I said, holding on to an image of a brighter future in my mind. 
 
    “I’ve seen six foot tall self-proclaimed sluts that ended up running for the hills when…” 
 
    “I said I can do it.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I hoped the apprehension I felt wasn’t carrying through to my voice, because I was far from sure of my abilities.  I’d only been with two boys from school, and even then my petite size had made things a struggle, for me, anyway. 
 
    Apparently the effort that had needed to be expended to get their cocks into a pussy as tight as mine had been mighty pleasurable on their part.  My first boyfriend had lasted all of two seconds the first time we had sex, the second one made it to almost ten. 
 
    It was a lot of effort for such a quick and painful experience.  All the times I’d made love with them probably only came up to about seven minutes of actual sex-time, and now I’d put myself at the disposal of seven likely very experienced men for a dozen hours or so. 
 
    I had nothing to feel confident about except my determination to give it my best shot.  They wanted me to play the filthy little slut, and I would do it. 
 
    With a soft tone, the elevator announced we’d arrived at the top of the newly-built Viktorov Hotel, a floor that needed to be unlocked with a special pass-card before the button would even light up upon being pressed.  The doors slid open and the man gestured for me to exit while he stayed put as the doors shut behind me. 
 
    The penthouse room felt like a museum in the sense that I got the impression I wasn’t supposed to touch anything.  It all looked so expensive, so luxurious that somebody of modest financial means could easily bankrupt oneself if the wrong thing got broken. 
 
    Contrary to most museums, it was a mixture of old and new, combined together with such taste and such attention to detail that it was almost seamless. The grand piano stood unused in a high profile spot while piano music played over some unseen sound system.  The artwork on the walls was a blend of classic and modern, the furniture was new and lavish. 
 
    Unlike the seat in front of the piano, the couch and armchairs around the coffee table were occupied.  Seven men, wearing expensive-looking suits and black masks that made them look like old fashioned bank-robbers, stood and watched as I timidly approached them. 
 
    I had thought there would be catcalls, whistles of appreciation like a stripper arriving at a stag night, I wasn’t prepared for the calculating full body scans, the burning hunger that was evident in their eyes like I was nothing more than a plaything to satisfy their appetite.  Small as I was, I clasped my hands in front of myself and wrung them, unconsciously trying to make myself smaller still. 
 
    “Hi,” I squeaked, “I’m Elsa.  I’m here for…” 
 
    I couldn’t seem to finish that sentence, and I could have sworn one of them chuckled quietly at my nervous display as another approached to stand right in front of me.  Until he lifted my chin with a finger, I couldn’t look any higher than his stomach-level, but when he did, I was held mesmerised by his eyes. 
 
    Deep and dark, a girl could get lost in them for days.  He looked at me like I was his property and I always had been but just hadn’t been aware of it.  He was used to getting what he wanted, that much was clear. 
 
    “Go on, what are you here for?” 
 
    In the days leading up to my arrival I’d tried to think of things I could say to beg for everything they could give me, as required by the contract.  It had been surprisingly difficult. 
 
    “I’m here for whatever you want to do to me,” I said quietly. 
 
    The tall dark man who, like some of his colleagues, had removed the jacket of his suit, reached under my skirt and cupped my sex through my panties.  I gasped and quivered as a fast and furious mental battle raged inside me between my instincts to protect my most intimate areas, and the knowledge that everything was riding on my complete submission. 
 
    “What if I want to fuck you so hard that your little pussy is ruined for all other men and you’re so sore you can’t walk straight for a week?” 
 
    “I’d… I’d love that, sir,” I said. 
 
    His hand slipped around behind my neck and pulled me towards him, pressing his lips forcefully against mine and kissing me hard.  I thought I had been kissed passionately before, but they were like chaste pecks on the cheek compared to this. 
 
    My mouth was as wide open as it could be as his tongue found mine and played with it.  The kiss threatened to take my very breath away and, when our lips parted, I looked up at him panting and already feeling like my hair was dishevelled. 
 
    Throughout the kiss, his hand had remained between my legs, caressing my slit through my panties as if trying to map it by feel alone.  I’d never been touched by a man so sure of himself, so absolutely certain of his power over me, a position only confirmed by my slightly bow-legged and hip-grinding body language. 
 
    Another man flanked the first and took my overnight bag from my hand, flinging it in the general direction of the piano before circling behind me.  His hands slipped around under my arms to cup my breasts, pulling my upper body towards him as he squeezed. 
 
    “Damn, she’s just as tiny as your guy promised,” said the man behind me to the one in front.  “This is going to hurt, princess,” he then whispered to me. 
 
    Judging by the size of the bulge I could feel pressing into my back, I had a notion that he was probably right.  Daunting as the prospect was, I couldn’t help but press against it a little harder, trying to get a better sense of its real size and shape through our clothes. 
 
    Something about it spoke to a more basic part of my brain, bypassing all the more rational areas that had been conditioned in a more civilised way about what to desire.  That more enlightened consciousness wanted to be wined and dined, put on a pedestal and make love with its soul mate for the rest of my life. 
 
    The animal lust that was quickly threatening to take over told me to find the biggest cocks I could and stuff them inside me anywhere they would fit, drain their balls of all the sperm they could give me and relish every second of it.  As the rest of the men surrounded me and their hands roamed all over my body, that voice got louder and louder. 
 
    Their combined scents, cigar smoke here, sandalwood there, were all around me and I inhaled deeply, partly to drown myself in that heady mixture and partly to stop myself from hyper-ventilating.  The man with his hand on my pussy extended his other hand towards his crotch. 
 
    While the others began disrobing more completely, the man in front of me simply unzipped and reached inside his pants, pulling out a cock that made my jaw drop and brought my hands up into my hair as if I was stopping my head from exploding in disbelief.  A chill of fear shivered its way down my spine and made my nipples stand to attention, I knew that if I could tear my gaze away from the thick piece of man-meat in front of me I would be able to clearly see their shape through my shirt. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    I clamped my mouth shut on the words ‘can’t take that’ before they cost my family and I our future.  The man in front of me chuckled as my hands dropped to my side and I looked up at him imploringly.  In his eyes I saw only that same hunger, my reaction simply turned him on even more. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The slap came out of nowhere and a bloom of heat sprang up on my cheek as tears welled up in my eyes and my head rocked to the side.  I looked back to him and couldn’t find my voice, in all my eighteen years I’d never dreamed of being treated like this. 
 
    How could anybody think he could get away with this?  I had my answer when I responded to his own question. 
 
    “You’re going to be a good little cocksucker for me, aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I squeaked. 
 
    I was his.  I was theirs.  Come hell or high water I was going to force that cock, and all the other cocks, into me and let them ride me bareback for as long as they wanted, as hard as they wanted, or pass out trying. 
 
    “Then get the fuck to it,” he said. 
 
    Bending at the hips, I reached out and pulled his semi-hard dick towards me.  To get on my knees would have left his shaft hopelessly out of reach, such was the height disparity. 
 
    As soon as I touched it I felt a spark of pleasure between my legs, like my body was trying to reward me for an act of valour.  I’d liked the feel of the cocks I’d handled before, but as I lifted this one towards me, I couldn’t help but notice it had real weight to it, it was a legitimate blunt weapon. 
 
    I closed my eyes and stuck out my tongue, feeling the tip of his glorious manhood land on it like a jumbo jet touching down and heading straight for the hangar.  Once inside my mouth, I swirled my tongue around its ridge and felt it thickening even further. 
 
    Bent over as I was, the man whose cock I was sucking could no longer reach my pussy, so he gathered up my hair with one hand, keeping it away from my face and gaining firm control of my head at the same time.  His other hand squeezed my breasts, alternating between each one as his colleagues groped everywhere else. 
 
    One time I’d competed in a gymnastics tournament and absolutely nailed my routine, securing a win for my team.  They’d surrounded me, patting my back, hugging me, shaking my hands and so on.  This was almost like a carnal version of that experience, I was swarmed by hands taking liberties with my normally closely-guarded body, using me like a pleasure toy. 
 
    I felt my skirt flipped up over my lower back and my panties teased down my legs.  I squeezed my eyes shut again, feeling a rush of blood go to my head and make my cheeks burn in shame. 
 
    It was hard to believe I was in this situation, a huge cock approaching full hardness in my mouth as I bent over and some man who I didn’t know behind me, looking at my naked ass and pussy, seeing what I’d only shown to my boyfriends before.  When I felt a finger stroking my labia I let out a muffled yelp and my legs quivered, but I didn’t let that cock pop out of my mouth. 
 
    To my embarrassment I could tell by the way his finger slipped over my pussy lips that I was soaking wet, which only reinforced the blush that graced my cheeks.  They’d bought me, treated me like a sex toy, called me a little cocksucker and slapped me.  I should hate them… but why was my body responding this way?  Why did I like it so much? 
 
    Confused or not, when he pushed that finger against my entrance, I felt a surge of pride as he complimented my tightness.  The thought that I had something these rich and powerful men wanted, these men that had everything, made my juices flow even more freely. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    An open palm came down on my ass cheek and I squeaked in surprise around the hard cock that was now beginning to thrust in and out of my mouth.  My pussy muscles squeezed down on the finger inside me, gripping it every time it pulled back as if my body didn’t want to let it go. 
 
    I heard a buzzing sound an instant before a little mechanical slice of heaven on earth was touched against my clit.  My eyes bulged at the sudden stimulation and I barely even noticed that the magnificent cock in my mouth squelched against the back of my throat, the feeling between my legs was too intense. 
 
    The man behind me pulled his finger out of my pussy, but mercifully left that powerful little vibrator pressed against my most sensitive spot.  Already I was feeling the stirrings of a powerful orgasm approaching, and I couldn’t believe I was about to cum with a cock in my mouth and in front of seven strangers who were groping me like their personal property. 
 
    Any concerns about my dignity were thrown out the window when I felt a cock tracing its tip around my pussy lips, coating itself in my slippery nectar.  Even without seeing it, I could sense that it was the equal of the monster in my mouth, a shaft of maybe triple the volume of anything that my boyfriends had been packing, and it was a scary proposition. 
 
    However, with that vibrator humming my inhibitions away, the amazing rod of dick in my mouth and just how fucking sexy all these guys were, I felt myself pushing back against it, feeling my pussy lips pushed further and further to each side.  Finally I felt my body reach a limit, my tight teen entrance stretched to its maximum, and still that cock wasn’t inside me. 
 
    That didn’t stop him from pushing even more though, and I winced as he forced himself upon me far beyond the point where I would have told any of my other lovers to stop.  My slit was a ring of fire, a burning pain competing with the hum of pleasure that came in waves from the vibrator on my clit. 
 
    I groaned in relief, as much as I was able to around a cock that was thrusting ever-harder into my mouth, when I felt that fat head slip inside my pussy, providing the tiniest bit of respite.  It was short-lived as whoever had his dick in me immediately pushed forward, filling me with more cock than I’d ever dreamed of. 
 
    The thought of what his hard rod would look like as he stuffed it into me, with my little pussy stretched all around it, was enough to push me over the edge of some pleasurable abyss, and that wave of ecstasy crashed down and over the fire of pain, washing away all my coherent thoughts at the same time. 
 
    I moaned like the whore they had made me as the huge cock in my mouth face-fucked me at a furious pace.  In the midst of my vision-clouding climax, I felt my mouth suddenly flooded with the taste of semen at the same moment that the tip of a cock pushed against my cervix. 
 
    Hands squeezed my tits, pinched my nipples, and, thankfully, supported my weight as my knees buckled in the delirium.  The buzzing of the vibrator magnified and traversed my body from my clit to my extremities, while the men used me like a fuck-puppet. 
 
    I did my best to try and swallow all the cum but that fat cock kept on thrusting and twitching, bringing forth spurt after spurt that seemed as huge as the first.  Eventually a generous amount spilled out and dribbled down my chin, splattering on the floor in big droplets. 
 
    The fire between my legs brought me back to reality as the unknown man sawed his girth back and forth in my tight teen tunnel, bumping against my cervix at the bottom of every stroke before his pelvis even made contact with my ass.  I winced, feeling another drip of cum sneak out of the corner of my mouth as I did so, on the brink of begging for him to stop, for all of them to stop. 
 
    A particularly hard thrust combined with one of the others pinching my nipple brought forth a yelp of pain when the man who had unleashed his creamy load on my tongue pulled out.  I worked my jaw open and closed, feeling relief after having it forced wide apart for so long, and looked up at the only person who I had ever let cum in my mouth. 
 
    The experience clearly wasn’t as unique for him, putting what felt like gallons of semen into a teenager’s mouth might well have been part of his daily routine.  He still had a firm grip on my hair and with a finger of his other hand he scooped up the errant trails of cum and brought them back to my mouth, pushing his laden finger past my lips. 
 
    “Swallow it, slut,” he said. 
 
    I sucked that white gold off his finger like the slut he had just labelled me.  Despite my discomfort, I wanted it, it was too good to waste. 
 
    “You love it, don’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m your little cum slut,” I said, surprising myself. 
 
    The vibrator was removed from my sensitive post-climax-clit and I breathed a sigh of relief after the finger that was spoon-feeding me semen popped out of my mouth for the last time.  The reprieve was short-lived, however, and after only a few seconds I felt the tip of that vibrating wonder pressing against my virgin asshole. 
 
    “Ssss…” 
 
    I managed to prevent myself from saying ‘stop’ and ended up with something more like a hiss as that powerful little machine, coated in my own natural lubricants, was forced up my rear.  I had known it was potent from how it felt on my clit, but once it was inside me, if felt like my body was vibrating from my thighs to my stomach. 
 
    Between that and the massive cock in my slit, I almost felt like I was going to split in half and closed my eyes with the strain.  This was of no concern to the well-hung man who was abusing my body though, once that vibrator was in place he only fucked me harder, no doubt feeling that pleasurable hum right on his cock as he thrust in and out of my most private depths. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Compared to the burning ache between my legs, the slap to the face was nothing, and I only half-opened my eyes to see another regal cock aimed at my mouth, which I opened immediately.  Two other men brought each of my hands to their cocks and in no time at all four men were using my body simultaneously.  Plus a vibrator up my ass. 
 
    Never before had my body, my whole world, been so full of dick.  It was beyond me to coordinate my cock-pleasuring efforts, I was but a rope in some crazy tug-o-war game.  The men wrapped their own hands over mine, using me to jack themselves off, the huge cock in my mouth pounded against the back of my throat, seeking entrance where it was physically too big to go, and the glorious fuck-rod between my legs pounded at the end of my tunnel with unrelenting energy. 
 
    Pleasure and pain was everywhere, too much, it was all too much.  My second orgasm rocked my body with a sudden burst of pleasure that took me by surprise, I was crying and cumming at the same time. 
 
    Once again I was held up by countless hands as my knees buckled.  Waves of pleasure had my eyes rolling back in my head and, at some stage in the midst of this, I felt suddenly empty for a moment before a hot jet of semen splashed across my back. 
 
    Another warm load spilled over my right hand and the huge masculine presence in my mouth was temporarily removed as that hand was brought in front of me for me to clean with my tongue and the men moved me, eventually draping me over the back of the couch.  Once my hand was as good as new, the hard shaft of man-meat was replaced in my mouth and a fresh cock found its way to my right hand. 
 
    I was exhausted, I’d lost track of how long I’d been used for but suspected I was still less than an hour into my all-night ordeal.  I could barely concentrate on anything as the man fucking my face pounded against my throat with what I hoped was the limits of his strength. 
 
    The vibrator was pulled from my ass and I felt the throbbing head of much bigger and much more organic equivalent pressing against my rear entrance.  I tried to yell stop, but with the huge rod in my mouth, all that came out was a muffled squeal, punctuated by wet squelching. 
 
    Either lubricated with my own juices or by something else, that cock pushed and pushed until it was inside me with a popping sensation.  A new fire, as hot as a nuclear furnace, sprang up as he fed inch after inch deep into my ass. 
 
    My ass had always been a one way street in the past, I had never even considered the possibility of anal sex before, but the groan of satisfaction from whoever had taken that particular cherry told me I’d probably be getting a lot more of it before the night was through.  To my surprise, I felt his heavy balls come to rest against my pussy when he bottomed out, apparently my ass could take a cock a lot deeper than my pussy. 
 
    A deep voice announced that very fact to everybody in the room as whoever it was wasted precisely zero time ramping up to full pace on my poor ass.  I wanted to scream in pleasured pain or painful pleasure, or confused ecstasy, I couldn’t make up my mind. 
 
    None of them were options though, another torrent of semen blasted inside my mouth, another pinch of my nipple sent jolts of sensation coursing through my body.  I was completely overwhelmed and felt consciousness slipping away even as a third powerful climax built up. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The rest of the night passed in a blur as I was transitioned from place to place, from man to man.  Discordant notes rang out as one of them fucked me on the piano keys, some of them played a card game on my back as I rested on the coffee table and another of them jacked off on my face, a huge deposit of cum was splashed in my unprotected depths. 
 
    I heard myself saying the most depraved things as the night wore on, hardly recognising myself, the girl these men had transformed me into.  I was insatiable. 
 
    “Harder!” I squealed, sitting up. 
 
    I was in a bed, alone, and the light behind the curtains indicated that it was morning.  I ached all over and a cursory exploration of my body revealed that I was pretty much caked in sperm, especially around any orifice that could be fucked. 
 
    A mint and a business card graced the pillow I hadn’t been sleeping on and I picked them both up, desperate for the rush of energy from the sugar.  The business card was simple.  No contact information was displayed on it, just the short message “You’ve been fucked by the” and then a logo made up from the letters W, E, B and C. 
 
    I looked to my side of the bed and spotted a silver, metallic, briefcase on a chair next to me.  I leaned over with a wince and flicked the latches before slowly raising the lid, immediately dropping it when I caught a glimpse of what was inside.  It closed with a muffled ‘thud’ and I brought my hand to my mouth in disbelief. 
 
    Raising the lid again I opened it far enough that it wouldn’t shut again and looked at more cash than I’d ever seen in one place.  And a little pink vibrator.  Everything was going to be OK from here on in. 
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    ***** 
 
    I offered the man my very best smile and only got a single raised eyebrow in return before he turned and glanced up at the digital readout of the elevator, which was approaching the top floor.  He’d offered me ‘one last chance’ to turn back before I reached the penthouse, but how could I?  This night was my one way out. 
 
    For eighteen years I’d lived under the harsh rule of my father, the Reverend Peter Ainsworth, with the vast majority of the world hidden from me.  The very moment I’d turned eighteen, I rented a car, packed my essentials and had big plans to drive off into the sunset and find out for myself what life was really about. 
 
    Sadly, my parents had only ever let me drive the church van once a week since I earned my licence, so I wasn’t the most experienced driver out there.  Combine that with getting used to a completely new vehicle and I didn’t even see that flash of bright red until it was too late. 
 
    The rental car was a write-off and although that fancy car with a name I couldn’t even pronounce didn’t look as bad, the damage was estimated in the six-figure range.  I still had no idea how could it be damaged that badly and not written off, but since I had declined insurance cover because I couldn’t afford it, I was staring down the barrel of bankruptcy before my teenage rebellion was even one hour old. 
 
    I was going to have to go home, own up to my parents and get the whipping of a lifetime before being made to scrub the floor of the church for the next month straight.  That’s to say nothing of the inescapable financial ruin.  I would have been trapped forever. 
 
    That’s when the man called me in for a meeting with a strange contract that seemed to offer me a simple way out of the situation.  Not only that, but if I read it correctly, I’d even have a whole bunch of money left over.  I could pay for my own college, study anything I want to, buy my own house, I could finally be free. 
 
    I had no idea what ‘rough bareback sex’ was or what it meant for a seven men to be ‘well-hung.’  I guessed it must mean they were all highly-cultured people.  Perfect!  I could spend the evening learning about the world and they’d pay me a million dollars minus the vehicle repair costs!  All I had to do was beg them for more and not tell them to stop, what could be easier? 
 
    With an electronic tone, the elevator announced we’d reached the top floor and the doors slid to either side.  I gave the man another smile. 
 
    “Have a blessed day!” I said as I stepped into the much dimmer lighting of the penthouse. 
 
    “Uh… you too… um…” 
 
    If he said anything else, it was cut off as the doors slid shut again.  I let my eyes adjust to the softer illumination for a moment after the glare of the elevator and took in my surroundings. 
 
    “Wow…” 
 
    It was a whole other world.  My father had once said that the previous owners of our house had last redecorated sometime in the 1970s and he hadn’t done anything major in the time we had lived there.  He said that to do so would have been committing the sin of pride when what we had was perfectly functional. 
 
    I had no idea when this towering building, which consisted mainly of offices, was built but everything on this exclusive top floor residence for what must be a sinfully wealthy person looked to be absolutely cutting edge, like it was upgraded every month or something.  There was a smattering of art, but none of it depicted a disapproving Jesus silently accusing me of anything.  It was strangely relaxing. 
 
    Under a general haze of some sweet-smelling smoke were seven men, some sitting around a coffee table engaged in conversation, a couple playing pool, another two talking as they looked out the window over the city, which was a beautiful view.  When I stepped close enough, they turned from each other and fixed their collective eyes on me. 
 
    They all wore thin black bands of some silky material with eye holes cut out, giving them an air of mystery and preserving their anonymity, which had been mentioned in the contract.  I wasn’t to know who any of my benefactors were. 
 
    The masks seemed to emphasise their eyes, making their appraising gaze all the more intense.  I felt even more closely scrutinised than I had ever been by those pictures on the wall at home, or by my father, or the big statues in the church, and began to feel the first traces of nervousness.  What had I gotten myself into? 
 
    To my relief, their conclusions seemed markedly different than any previous judgment placed on me so far in my young life.  I’d always been deemed guilty, sinful, not good enough… but these men actually seemed pleased with what they saw, they looked as if I had just become the centre of their universe, if only for a short time.  I smiled hesitantly. 
 
    “Hello everybody, I’m Mary.  Mary Ainsworth?  I signed the contract to…” 
 
    One of the men began walking towards me.  “Who gives a…” 
 
    Another extended his arm, holding the first one back.  “Wait.  This one is different, remember.  Reverend’s daughter.” 
 
    One of the men at the window chuckled and said something about how he loved the sheltered ones as the restraining gentleman walked up to me with a warm smile on his face. 
 
    “Hi…” I began. 
 
    My words were cut off as he reached down to slide his hand up my inner thigh.  I gasped at the strange sensations his fingers brought forth, somewhere between a tickle and a tingle, before his hand ended up right between my legs, one finger gently stroking me through my panties. 
 
    Some unspoken instinct was screaming at me to stop him, but I had to remember the contract I’d signed.  I was supposed to encourage everything they did, beg for more even, and after all, what was the harm?  It actually felt really good, something like an itch being scratched. 
 
    “I like that, sir,” I said. 
 
    “Of course you do, slut.  Tell me, Mary, do you know what this is for?” He pressed his finger against that mysterious middle hole. 
 
    “My parents said it isn’t for anything, it’s just there.  What’s a slut?” 
 
    The man glanced back to his colleagues with an I-told-you-so kind of look and then returned his attention to me, staring deep into my eyes as he continued to gently stroke me through my underwear.  It was hard to concentrate with him doing that, I’d never been touched in such a distracting manner before, it made my breath hitch, it made strange images flitter through the shadows in my mind. 
 
    “A slut is you, Mary, you are our pretty little slut tonight.  And your pussy is made for getting fucked by huge cocks, so that’s what we’re going to do tonight.  All night.” 
 
    “I don’t understand… fucked?  Cock?  Pussy?  Are you speaking another language?  You think I’m pretty?” 
 
    My right foot shuffled to the side without me even thinking about it, giving the man easier access to what he clearly wanted, that area between my legs.  I sighed as he continued rubbing along that slit through my panties, it felt so good. 
 
    “It’s the language of love, Mary.  And you’re beautiful, too beautiful to have never sucked a cock.” 
 
    “That’s French?” I half-gasped as a spark of pleasure shot from between my legs to my belly, churning there like an electric storm, when he said I was beautiful. 
 
    “Say ‘You can fuck me as hard as you want’” 
 
    “You can f-fuck me as hard as you want,” I repeated. 
 
    I didn’t understand, exactly, but I was lost to his touch.  All I wanted was more of his attention, more compliments, more of those looks from all of his friends. 
 
    When he bent down and kissed me, I was taken by surprise.  I’d seen people kissing on television once and when my dad found out, he threw the TV away, ranting about how it was the work of Satan. 
 
    I was beginning to think that my dad was wrong about a lot of things.  As the kiss went deeper and deeper, forcing my mouth open, and his tongue played with mine, how could something that made me feel so warm and fuzzy, so loved, be sinful? 
 
    When our lips parted with a wet-smacking sound, my head followed his for a couple of inches as he stood up to his full height again, his finger still stroking me like clockwork.  I found I was a little breathless from the kiss, my chest heaving as I practically melted under his gaze. 
 
    With his spare hand he grabbed mine, bringing it to the front of his pants where I felt a bulge, a huge bulge, behind that zip.  Slowly, he made me stroke it up and down several times until I got the idea and moved my hand along it by myself. 
 
    What could it be?  I’d only ever seen myself without clothes before, it was all very confusing, but something about the shape of it, the size of it, made me want to touch it more. 
 
    Stroking it back and forth the same way this unknown man was stroking me brought up more of those shadowy images in my mind, images of people writhing together.  Not in pain or torment like the souls my dad was always talking about, but in pleasure and joy. 
 
    There was some kind of universal promise held in that bulge.  Get it inside you, and you’ll feel bliss like you’ve never dared dream of. 
 
    The man pulled his hand away from between my legs and I almost wanted to cry.  It had felt like something was about to happen, something wonderful.  My panties had taken on a slippery feel, sliding against my bare skin with a slickness that seemed to be coming from me. 
 
    He brought his fingers to my mouth, pushing them past my lips until I could taste that slickness, that essence of myself, on my tongue.  His other hand curled around the back of my neck, holding me in place as he thrust two fingers in and out of my mouth until my tongue and lips removed every trace of that slippery substance. 
 
    “I’m going to slap you now, Mary,” he said. 
 
    “But… but why?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    My head couldn’t move too far because of the grip he had at the back of my neck, and a bloom of fire spread its warmth on my cheek.  I looked up at him through eyes that were beginning to water, searching for some reason for the punishment. 
 
    To my surprise I found none of the disapproval I had come to expect in the wake of a slap to the face.  Instead I saw that the hunger in his eyes, his hunger for me, had grown.  The tears stayed on the verge of falling as I came to that realisation.  He wanted me even more now. 
 
    “You’re a good girl, Mary, I’m not slapping you because you’ve…” 
 
    “Again,” I said.  “Hit me again.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I looked up at him and gasped as I felt another jolt of pleasure shoot from between my legs to my belly, almost as if he was stroking me again.  The pain of being slapped on the same cheek for the second time in under a minute was no small thing, to be sure, but it was easily overshadowed by the pleasure and that strange sense of power.  I could make this man, and all the other men, want me. 
 
    “Take my cock out,” he commanded. 
 
    “What’s a…” I began.  “This?” I asked, squeezing the bulge under his zip. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    The sound of the zip seemed almost deafening as I moved it from the top to the bottom, creating a little opening just big enough for my hand to slip inside.  I found the front of his underwear in that warm space, and some gap that let my hand through too, finally feeling what that bulge was with no barrier of clothing in the way. 
 
    I could have sworn it was almost hot to the touch, throbbing and thick.  It was a… a cock… and it was the most incredible thing I had ever laid my hands on. 
 
    With difficulty, I tugged it out into the open air and then pulled my hand back in surprise, bringing both of them to my cheeks in shock as I stared at this magnificent… thing… the masked man had between his legs.  The very sight of it made me almost hyperventilate, it was like the most simultaneously beautiful and intimidating thing I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Wrap your hand around it and stroke it again, slut,” he said. 
 
    If he hadn’t have commanded it, I would have asked permission.  I reached out and curled my fingers around that manly thickness, pumping it up and down, and my jaw dropped anew when I felt it growing even further in my hand until it jutted up and away from the man’s body, straight, thick and hard. 
 
    “Follow me, and don’t you fucking dare let go,” 
 
    He turned and began walking back towards the couch he had risen from, where some of his colleagues had begun to undress, revealing muscular bodies that seemed to be chiselled from stone, so hard and so powerful.  I was led right in the middle of them all, and I couldn’t help but feel tiny in their presence, a notion only reinforced by how small my hand looked gripping that huge shaft.  Now that it had reached what I assumed was its full size, I could only just make my fingers touch around it. 
 
    The man whose cock was in my hand sat down and I was pulled to my knees in front of him as the mixed scent of all the men around me combined into one intoxicating aroma.  Some kind of alcohol, some sweet smoky smell, and the unmistakable fragrance of money.  I knew it from the collection basket at church, but it was an undertone to the whole atmosphere of this room. 
 
    One by one, hard cocks of approximately equal size to the one I had in my hand were revealed to me.  They pressed in close, rubbing the tips against my cheeks, my lips, reaching down with their hands to squeeze the firm bumps on my chest as I was held almost mesmerised by what I was seeing and feeling. 
 
    The man sitting in front of me leaned forward and pulled my shirt upwards and over my head, until it was bunched up around the elbow of the arm firmly grasping his hard shaft.  Somebody flicked the clasp of my bra undone and it soon joined my shirt. 
 
    “It’s OK to let go now, Mary, I’m going to fuck your face,” he said. 
 
    I reluctantly released his cock and my shirt and bra were soon discarded as he gathered up my hair with both hands, pushing it back into a ponytail that he then held firmly with just one hand, pulling me forward until I rose up on my knees and bent over. 
 
    “Open your mouth, and suck my cock,” he said. 
 
    My lips parted an instant before the fat tip of his shaft slid over them and landed on the slippery pillow of my tongue.  I did as he said and sucked on it as hard as I could, my cheeks pulling in on either side against the masculine invasion of my mouth. 
 
    He pulled on the makeshift ponytail and lifted my head off his cock with the loud sound of released suction, and I licked my lips as my eyes rolled up to his, seeking his approval. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, just like that, and flick your tongue on the bottom, from side to side, you filthy little cum dumpster.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said. 
 
    He forced my head back down and once more I only just had my mouth open in time before that huge piece of manhood filled me again, ‘fucking my face’ as he had called it.  With rhythmic pushes and pulls on my hair, he had my head bobbing up and down on his cock, with my cheeks sucking in every time he almost, but not quite, pulled all the way out. 
 
    I flicked my tongue across the underside of that throbbing spear of manhood, just like I had been told to, and was rewarded with the most gratifying look another human had ever levelled at me.  I blushed with pride and then sucked and flickered my tongue with as much enthusiasm as I could muster… which was a whole hell of a lot. 
 
    Two men, completely naked except for their masks, sat to either side of the first and brought my hands to their rigid rods, using me to stroke themselves up and down until I got the idea and did it for myself.  For a moment I felt like I was skiing with a pole in each hand and one on my mouth, and then the vision flittered away as quickly as it had come. 
 
    From behind me I heard the coffee table pushed out of the way as other men made room for themselves.  Unknown hands stroked up my inner thighs and explored for themselves just how wet I had made my panties. 
 
    Before I knew it my skirt had been flipped up over my lower back and I felt my underwear pulled down to my knees, exposing the area they all seemed to take a special interest in, especially that middle hole they called a pussy, which I had been brought up to believe had no purpose at all. 
 
    My pussy.  That was the source of all that slippery stuff, I could feel countless fingers stroking the outer folds, rubbing that little bump at the top and making my legs quiver.  Slowly, one of them pushed inside me until he pressed against the end, and I heard him say something about ‘busting my cherry’ that had the others murmuring in agreement. 
 
    The man with his cock in my mouth tightened his grip on my hair and curled his other hand around the back of my neck as he began thrusting upwards against every downward ‘bob’ of my head.  After only a few repetitions I felt the tip brush against the back of my throat and went bright red with the effort of fighting against the instinct to gag. 
 
    At that moment I felt the rough stubble of one of the men prickling all around my pussy as he kissed those lower lips, running his tongue in one long lick from that sensitive bump, through the wet slit, and out the other side. 
 
    “Mmmmm, virgin pussy,” he said. 
 
    One by one, the men who weren’t sitting on the couch licked and sucked at my ‘virgin pussy’, sending wave after wave of sensation through my body until I couldn’t even concentrate on the cock that was now pounding furiously against the back of my throat. 
 
    I’d never dreamed of any feelings like this before, I didn’t know such pleasure was possible.  Suddenly, when one of the men sucked that wondrous little bump at the top of my slit between his lips and quickly flickered his tongue across it, I was officially in heaven. 
 
    An explosion of ecstasy so intense that it turned my field of vision into multi-coloured bursts of fireworks rocked my body and I lost all coordination.  The three men using my body to rub their cocks took over again as I let out one long moan that was divided by squelches as that hard shaft impacted against the back of my throat. 
 
    Just as that unimaginable pleasure was fading I felt my mouth flooded with some thick, creamy, fluid.  Some went straight down my throat, settling in my stomach and warming my whole body with its heat, but much of it seemed to coat my tongue and the flavour of it gave a kind of second wind to my pleasure. 
 
    I didn’t let a single drop escape my mouth, it was too precious.  If this stuff was bottled and sold in stores I would spend my allowance on it every week.  I licked and slurped at that huge cock until I was sure there was no more of that incredible stuff to be had and it popped out of my mouth. 
 
    “What was that?” I panted. 
 
    “That was a fuckin’ huge load of cum.” 
 
    “Please, sir, can I have some more?” 
 
    For some reason this question seemed to amuse all the men, and I blushed in confusion as the one who had given me that wonderful gift of ‘cum’ climbed backwards off the couch only to be replaced by one of the others who had been licking my pussy.  He grasped the dishevelled remains of my ponytail and slapped me without warning. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Open that mouth, cumslut, and I’ll give you the biggest load you could want.” 
 
    “Thank you!” I managed to blurt out before that massive thing was plunged past my lips. 
 
    I rolled my eyes up and searched the face of my new benefactor for approval, for hints that I was doing well, and found it in no uncertain terms.  He too was filled with some kind of desire, a passion that pistonned his cock in and out of my mouth with urgency that soon had him pounding against my throat just as his colleague had. 
 
    Between my legs I felt something warm and hard probing the lips of my pussy and soon realised it was a hard cock, one of the men was trying to put it inside me like we were corresponding pieces of a jigsaw puzzle or something.  Surely something that big could never fit, it had to be a mistake. 
 
    Mistake or not, that apparently wasn’t going to stop him from trying and I felt his strong hands on my hips with iron-clad control, pulling me against that rock-solid spear of man-meat as he pushed himself forward.  I was wet, slippery, eager to please, but he was just too big. 
 
    The pain started off low, but quickly grew as he continued to apply more and more force.  I began whimpering around the jack-hammering cock in my mouth, it hurt. 
 
    When only the very tip of his cock was in, the entrance of my pussy felt like a rubber band stretched to the point of snapping around its girth.  A strange fire had been set between my legs, one that alternated in throbbing with pleasure and pain. 
 
    I didn’t think I could stand any more, but that pleasure in the midst of it all gave me pause.  It promised that if I could make it through this initial discomfort, to put it mildly, then I would be doing what I was born to do. 
 
    When the ridge of his cock slipped in past the tight ring of my entrance I would have let forth a primal scream of triumph if I wasn’t getting face-fucked at the time.  At the same moment, a firm hand came down on my bare ass cheek, hard enough that I was sure a bright red hand print would be forming. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The huge masculine presence between my legs soon hit the end of my tunnel, but to my surprise just pushed straight through to even greater depths, igniting a fire along the walls that hugged it so tightly every inch of the way until I felt his pelvis resting on my ass and I knew there was no more of him to take. 
 
    I felt a sensation like warm maple syrup being poured over my left hand as the man sitting there groaned in bliss.  I had no attention to spare for it though, as I was feeling like I might split in half at any moment. 
 
    The man behind me began slowly sawing in and out of me, fuelling the fire and bringing tears to my eyes, as I was ever more brutally face-fucked by the man on the couch.  I was full, so very full of cock. 
 
    Just when I thought I was going to have to fight for my escape, I felt that pain make a remarkable transition, turning into a hum of pure pleasure that made me meet every thrust with my own push backwards.  His fingers reached around to find that special little bump again and it wasn’t long before I felt myself driven inexorably towards the edge of that miraculous cliff again. 
 
    The man who had spurted his cum over my hand had me cupping the sack under his cock, massaging and caressing as he recovered from pleasure that may have rivalled even my own.  That was the final straw, the weight of it, the feel of those two lumps inside spoke to that primal part of me, invited me over that precipice, and I was only too happy to obey. 
 
    My entire pussy seemed to pulsate with ecstasy, muscles I’d never known about gripped and released in time with each wave and I moaned around the glorious cock in my mouth.  A rush of blood to my head made my vision cloudy once more, and I soon shut my eyes, blocking out the world. 
 
    It was like there was nothing in the universe except for me, huge cocks, and the pleasure they could bring.  This must be what heaven would be like. 
 
    I felt the cock buried between my legs twitch and blast the depths of my pussy with hot cum, and briefly lamented the fact that I couldn’t taste it.  It was only a momentary grieving because it felt so good, so right, to have it in my pussy, and my mouth was then blessed with a new load from the one I was sucking anyway. 
 
    Cumslut, that’s what he had called me, and if it meant I loved cum then it was apt.  I was so happy to be getting filled up with this creamy liquid gold at both ends that it was almost a spiritual experience. 
 
    As the thrusts into my mouth and pussy slowed, I felt that warm flow of cum spill over my right hand too, matching the left, as yet another of these masked men gave me my new favourite gift.  As my soul floated back down to rejoin my body I could barely muster the energy to clean the cock in my mouth of all that tasty goodness, I was exhausted. 
 
    Getting fucked by huge cocks felt great, but it was hard work.  When I had licked up every last trace of cum, his cock popped out of my mouth and I rested my head on his thigh, feeling like I was glowing after all that pleasure. 
 
    All I wanted to do was sleep, maybe in the embrace of one or more of these men, gather my strength and then get ‘fucked by huge cocks’, as they had said, again.  They had other ideas though. 
 
    “Bend her over the couch, I’m gonna fuck her ass,” said one of them before I felt myself lifted and repositioned, draped like a ragdoll. 
 
    I felt another shaft of manliness pressing against my rear and tried to muster up some kind of protest.  Surely he didn’t mean to put himself in there, did he? 
 
    “Beg for it, slut, beg me to fuck your ass,” he said, reaching forward and yanking my head back by the hair.  Clearly he did mean it. 
 
    “Please, sir, fuck my ass.  Fuck it as hard as you can.” 
 
    “Fuck you learn fast, slut.  Good girl.” 
 
    My lips pulled back in a big smile at the compliment as I tried to look over my shoulder at what he was doing.  As soon as he started pushing with real intent, though, I was staring straight ahead, my back arching and legs quivering with the effort of trying to accommodate him. 
 
    Harder and harder he pulled on my hair as he tried to push himself inside me until I was staring up at the ceiling.  When I felt the pressure release somewhat and the head of his cock slipped in, he let my hair go and I collapsed forward with a grunt of relief. 
 
    “Uuuhhhhn!” 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” he breathed. 
 
    Inch after inch of thick cock was fed into my ass and the room span before my eyes.  My tight rear entrance put up even more resistance than my pussy had, but it was all token in the end.  I had the faint sensation of his cock bottoming out in me before I passed out. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The rest of the night passed in a blur, I regained coherence every now and then to find myself in different positions, in different locations, taking cock after cock anywhere they could fit them.  They told me what to say and I did so at their very beck and call, saying things I had no idea of the meaning, but loving it when it resulted in a thick stream of cum jetting across my face. 
 
    “Let me drink it!” I yelled, suddenly sitting bolt upright. 
 
    The light behind the curtains told me that morning had finally arrived, and as I looked around I saw that I was actually alone with nobody to hear my heartfelt plea.  I had no idea how long I’d been asleep for, but I felt like I could slumber for another week.  My whole body ached and I was covered in the evidence of my newfound love for cum. 
 
    Looking to my right I spotted a silver briefcase on a chair next to the bed and I saw there was a business card on top.  It was a simple card, all it said was “You’ve been fucked by the” and then some logo made from the letters W, E, B and C.  On the back was a handwritten message saying “1 million dollars and debt forgiven.  Worth every cent.” 
 
    I pulled the suitcase on to my lap and flicked open the latches before lifting the lid, seeing row after row of neatly bundled notes quite unlike the crumpled dollar bills and assorted coins I was used to seeing in the collection basket at church.  I rested my cheek on my hand and felt more cum in my hair when I buried my fingers in it. 
 
    Free.  I was free. 
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 Description 
 
    If she can make it through the flight without screaming for them to stop she gets one million dollars. If not... she gets nothing. 
 
    
Inexperienced brat Serina Bonham always wanted to see the world and leave her small town behind, that's why she got a job as a flight attendant. But it seems that the small down doesn't want to let go, and she is left on the cusp of losing her hopes and dreams. That's when she gets the chance of a lifetime. 

One million dollars for one flight. The tasks a flight attendant for the new VIP service has to perform are clear. She must submit herself completely and utterly to be ravished bareback by seven anonymous men whose bank accounts aren't the only things that are huge. 

She has all the motivation she could possibly need... but will that be enough to withstand everything the Well-Endowed Billionaires Club can unleash on her?         
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Gangbang, Rough Sex, Billionaire, Mile High Club, Anal 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Ever since I was a little girl I’d always wanted to travel and see the world.  It was more than just one of the things on my bucket list.  In a way, it kind of defined me and shaped my life. 
 
    Coming from a small town where everybody knew everybody and no new families had moved in or out in an unknown number of generations, I was always the odd one out.  People looked at me funny, like there’s that Serina with her head in still in the clouds kind of thing. 
 
    The familiarity of it, the smallness of it, everything that seemed to give the other townsfolk comfort felt like a tiny cage to me, and I always wanted to get out.  I wanted to walk around in all those far off places, to find out for myself what they smelled like, what they really sounded like, what they felt like, everything that the pictures and videos just couldn’t tell me. 
 
    I soon learned that travel doesn’t come for free, and the wages of a part-time checkout operator in the supermarket of a small town would never amount to realising my dreams by the time I was finished with school.  I didn’t let that stop me. 
 
    Where there’s a will there’s a way, as the old saying went.  So in conjunction with all my schoolwork, I also took distance learning courses for my final two years of high school so that when I graduated I would be able to step aboard an airplane as a qualified air hostess in the shortest possible time. 
 
    Sometimes plans actually work.  When I waved to my parents out of the window as my bus left the station, taking me away to my new life, I could have put a pitchfork in his hand, a piece of straw in his mouth and a home-baked pie in her hands and they would have fit the old-fashioned stereo-types perfectly. 
 
    My little brother wasn’t there, he was too cut up by me leaving, but he at least understood me, he always had.  He loved the town but he was also an up and coming football star, so he was going to be thrust out into the world for a while at least. 
 
    However, where I only had plans on visiting, he knew that when his football career ended he’d come back and happily live out his days.  He’d probably end up drinking moonshine on his porch with a shotgun across his lap screaming at kids, who may or may not be there, to get off his lawn.  But he’d be happy, and overall it would be a pretty good life. 
 
    Sometimes plans completely fall apart.  I’d just returned from my very first overseas trip when I heard that my brother had been injured in a game and needed surgery on his leg or his athletic career was effectively over. 
 
    I raced home, about six months earlier than I had planned on doing so, to find the whole family looking pretty bleak.  The surgery was way beyond what we could afford. 
 
    I did everything I could think of to raise the money, even a charity car wash.  Even when I stripped down to my bikini and some of the older citizens were having their cars washed for the third or fourth time, our tiny town just didn’t have the population to raise the funds we needed. 
 
    However, it was a start.  I called my supervisor to find out about putting me on as many flights as was legally allowed and learned that disasters seldom seem to arrive in our lives without bringing friends. 
 
    Our airline had recently been bought by some wealthy businessman and there were going to be some massive organisational changes in an effort to bring it from barely-break-even to a profitable company.  That sounded more like redundancy than extra hours to me. 
 
    I was needed back at the head office for an interview with one of the new owner’s representatives the next week to ‘figure out my place in the organisation’ ‘moving forward’ and other such pieces of management-speak.  It was with a heavy heart that I reported as requested. 
 
    The waiting room outside the office was filled with other air hostesses I had never met before, being so new and having only done a single round-trip.  I couldn’t help but notice that they were all about my age and they were all really pretty. 
 
    In a way I supposed it made a certain amount of sense.  This particular set of interviews must be for all the newest employees.  Last in, first out. 
 
    One by one I watched my colleagues get called into the office and then leave with a wide array of expressions on their faces.  Fear, shock, day-dreamy, anger, excitement, it seemed all emotions were welcome that day. 
 
    When it was my turn, I found out exactly why.  Far from being made redundant, I was being offered a chance to interview for the revamped airline’s new VIP service.  The reward for succeeding in the interview?  One million dollars. 
 
    I was over the moon, until I read the paperwork that he put in front of me.  The VIP service wasn’t just higher quality food or more legroom.  Oh no, it was going to offer exclusive clients the entire first class section of the plane and their very own flight attendant to tend to their every need, be it a steaming hot facecloth or unprotected anal sex. 
 
    And the interview itself?  If I agreed to it, it would involve ‘rough bareback sex’ with seven anonymous and ‘well-endowed’ men at the same time.  I would have to last an entire long-haul flight begging for everything they could give me and if I ever told them to stop then I failed the interview and got nothing. 
 
    The Serina Bonham of a couple weeks ago would have slid that contract back across the desk and left.  There was one minor detail that changed everything though.  A million dollars.  One motherfucking million dollars. 
 
    No other job, let alone any other job interview, would ever pay that much.  I thought about my brother, I thought about all my most cherished hopes and dreams for my future.  I signed the contract. 
 
    ***** 
 
    My VIP hostess uniform was only slightly reminiscent of my former uniform, in that it had the same colour scheme.  However, it didn’t really look like I was there to serve drinks and make sure my passengers were safe and comfortable.  It looked like I was on board to get fucked. 
 
    The VIPs, my interviewers, actually boarded the plane before a lot of the flight crew, myself included.  I eyed that closed curtain nervously, already feeling like the centre of attention next to my more conservatively dressed colleagues. 
 
    I had to help with the compulsory safety demonstration in economy class and I don’t think there was a single pair of male eyes on that plane that weren’t trained on me despite the awkward angles some of them had to crane their necks to.  A blush threatened to bloom from my cheeks to full face coverage the entire time. 
 
    A cute boy about my age, sitting just behind where I was standing, gasped when I bent over to pick up my demonstration life jacket and I jolted upright again, tugging my short skirt down.  Panties were not part of the VIP hostess uniform.  Please don’t let this random guy have seen my pussy, I thought. 
 
    All too soon there was nothing else to stall with though.  The Head flight attendant met me by the curtain, smoothed down my uniform and tucked an errant strand of hair back behind my ear. 
 
    “Do us all proud, Serina,” she said in a motherly tone. 
 
    All I could do was gulp nervously.  I’d never even had a threesome before, let alone been with seven men at once.  I’d lost my virginity a couple of years ago in the back of a car with my boyfriend, had rebound sex with another classmate when that relationship broke up, and that was it. 
 
    I had no idea what was going to happen behind that curtain, but I had a good idea that my limited experience would fall very far short of preparing me for it.  I slipped through and pulled it closed behind me. 
 
    The first class cabin on this plane was unlike anything else I’d seen or heard of.  It looked more like a tiny executive penthouse rather than an airplane. 
 
    Seven men, wearing suits that seemed to emanate wealth and masks over their eyes that made them look like they were considering hijacking the plane, were casually talking to one another in two or three loose groups, some sitting, some leaning on the headrests of seats.  When I entered, a couple who were facing the right direction noticed me and raised their eyes, drawing the attention of the others. 
 
    I fought down the blush again and stepped forward as confidently as I could, feeling their eyes boring into me, assessing me like a piece of art they were considering buying.  I cleared my throat and tried to sound confident, when I was anything but. 
 
    “Hello, gentlemen, I’m Serina and I’m happy to be looking after you for this flight.  Is there anything I can get you for refreshment?” 
 
    A tall man rose from his seat and stood in my way, knocking my little hat off my head and then pulling the hairpins out of my hair until it fell from the regulation bun down on to my shoulders as I looked up at him with uneasy eyes. 
 
    He slid his fingers along the side of my neck and curled them around the back , holding me in place as he glowered down at me.  I felt my heartbeat quicken in a crazy mixture of fear and arousal as he began to talk. 
 
    “You like sucking cock, Serina?” 
 
    “Y-yes, sir,” I said. 
 
    “I tell you what, little girl.  You’re going to be absolutely wrecked by the time we touch down.” 
 
    “I’m not a little girl, I… I’m your fuck toy, sir.” 
 
    The man turned to his colleagues.  “This airline is going to be a success.”  He turned back to me. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The slap caught me by surprise and for the briefest fraction of a second I struggled against his grip around my neck before I remembered the ‘rough’ part of the contract I had signed.  I looked up at him, with even less clue about what to expect next than when I had stepped through the curtain. 
 
    “Why aren’t you sucking my cock yet?” he asked. 
 
    I dropped to my knees and ran my hands down his body as I did so, feeling what seemed like an impossibly muscular physique under that suit.  How somebody managed to run an empire that let him live this kind of lifestyle and stay in shape like that, I had no idea. 
 
    That, however, was a question for another day.  At the same moment that my knees met the floor, my hands ran over his zip and felt a bulge that dwarfed anything I had ever felt in my previous lovers’ pants.  I gasped and looked up at him as the other men slowly began to surround me. 
 
    “That’s right you sexy little bitch, every inch of that is going to be inside you.” 
 
    I pulled his zip down and reached inside, feeling for the gap in the front of the boxers and sneaking my fingers into the warm interior.  My hand was began shaking when my fingertips first caressed it, and continued to do so as I slowly tugged it out into the open air. 
 
    Thick, and getting thicker all the time as my hands stroked it almost without my thinking, it made my previous boyfriends dicks look like tic tacs.  This was a weapon that should have been stopped by airport security. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    A second slap woke me from my reverie and to my surprise I felt a jolt of pleasure between my legs at the moment of impact.  Even though they couldn’t know about it, I looked up in shame. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” he asked, as one of the men reached around from behind me and squeezed my firm teen tit through my shirt. 
 
    Taking it in both hands, I aimed it at my mouth and opened wide, sticking out my tongue and feeling that fattening cock head glide across as it entered the hot and wet sanctuary the tall man intended for it.  He fed it into me until I thought it was going to hit the back of my throat, but then pulled back again. 
 
    My previous boyfriend had always pressured me for blowjobs, but I had never done much more than lightly kiss his cock a few times.  He’d been disappointed, but not for long because at least he got to fuck me. 
 
    I just hadn’t seen the point of it.  I would get nothing out of sucking a dick.  With this man, these men, I suspected I wouldn’t be able to divert them. 
 
    That wondrous piece of manhood stiffened to full hardness as he slowly thrust back and forth and I sucked for all I was worth.  His colleagues alternated between disrobing themselves, tugging at my uniform and groping my most private areas as if they owned me.  In a way, I supposed they did. 
 
    One of the men knelt behind me and reached up my skirt, his middle finger finally coming to rest along the length of my slit and rubbing at my most sensitive spot in circular motions.  I shut my eyes for a moment when I felt the evidence of my slippery juices making his movements easier.  How could I look anybody in the eye when they were using me like this? 
 
    My instincts still told me to slap his hand away and run for the hills.  I was a good girl, a good girl.  I didn’t have random sex with people I didn’t now.  Boys needed to be nice to me, show some kind of commitment, before we could take our relationship to the next level. 
 
    I definitely wasn’t the kind of girl you called a slut, slapped and then face-fucked.  That wasn’t what turned me on… but why was I so wet?  My body obviously had other ideas about what was in my best romantic interests. 
 
    With my arousal making the job all the easier I felt his finger slip inside me, getting itself even slicker before returning to my clit and rubbing harder than before.  Despite my best efforts, I moaned around that big cock loud enough to be heard over the drone of the jet engines. 
 
    The look on the face of the man who owned that cock changed slightly, focussing on me.  Our eyes locked and he grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of my head as he began thrusting more forcefully in to my mouth. 
 
    In that moment I understood what I would have got out of sucking dicks.  Despite everything that was going on around us, despite the fingers in my pussy, the hands pulling off my clothes, the thousands of feet of air below us, the two of us were locked in our own little world. 
 
    He was pumping his cock into my mouth like the fuck toy I had proclaimed myself to be a few minutes ago.  It should have been degrading, he was dominating me like I’d never let myself be dominated, but all I felt was empowered. 
 
    Here was a man who could have anything or anyone, and in this moment I was his whole world, giving him pleasure that fed his most ancient animal lusts.  A surge of excitement rolled through my body and settled in my stomach, where every stroke of that finger on my clit, every squeeze of my tits and, most of all, every thrust of that cock into my mouth made it grow until it was like a bundle of explosive energy ready to blow. 
 
    When his hard shaft began squelching against the back of my throat at the end of every stroke, I hardly detected the gag reflex.  I was so close to my own orgasm that the end of the world might have gone unnoticed. 
 
    With my head firmly held by the hair, he pushed his cock against the back of my throat as if he expected it to fit, but there was just no way that could physically happen.  I realised his real intentions when a flood of semen erupted from the tip and the very essence of him filled my world. 
 
    A wave of pleasure rushed through me, bouncing back and forth between that bundle of energy in my belly, my clit and all the way to my extremities.  My whole body shuddered as I moaned around his cock, my pussy convulsing rhythmically as if trying to kiss the finger rubbing my clit. 
 
    In the midst of my pleasure, I sucked and gulped and licked at him with every twitch and spurt of his cock, feeling like spilling his seed would be a waste, a denial of the connection we had.  There was so much of it that my best efforts were overwhelmed though, and a rivulet ran out of the corner of my mouth, dripping down on to the swell of my breast, which had been bared at some time while I was mesmerised. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    My head barely rocked when he pulled out and struck my face again, I just looked up at him with unbridled lust, my tongue seeking to recapture as much of that escaped cum as possible as my cheek flared with the sting.  His cock towered over me intimidatingly for a moment before he stepped back. 
 
    “You’re a good little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I agreed. 
 
    With one finger I scooped up as much cum as I could and fed it into my mouth before he finally let go of my hair, only for the reins to be taken up by another masked man.  Yanked, naked, to my feet, I spotted articles of my uniform scattered throughout the first class cabin, along with most of the clothes the men had been wearing, and I noticed that I was surrounded by cocks that were equally awe-inspiring. 
 
    “You ever been fucked in the ass before, Serina?” 
 
    “N-no, sir,” I said, paling for the first time since coming through the curtains. 
 
    “You want to be?” 
 
    I hesitated.  In all my eighteen years I had never put so much as a cigarette-sized vibrator up there, never dreamed of it.  Something like the majestic cock jutting out from him could surely do some damage. 
 
    But… my future and the future of my nearest and dearest were riding on me riding on that manhood.  I had to try, and what if it turned out to be as good as sucking cock?  I responded as per the terms of my contract, and from wherever inside my mind that orgasm had come from. 
 
    “Fuck my ass like the plane’s going down, sir, I belong to you.” 
 
    “Fuckin’ right,” he said. 
 
    With a rough shove, I was bent over an armrest, not the hard uncomfortable armrests found back in sardine-class, but a well-cushioned one.  My bare ass was presented to the man who was going to roughly fuck away my anal virginity. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I gasped as he brought his hand down on my ass cheek and pulled on my hair as one of his colleagues knelt with one knee on the seat in front of me, guiding his cock to my mouth wordlessly.  My eyes widened and I would have gasped again when I felt the cold nozzle of something poke up my rear entrance a moment before some even colder liquid was squirted up there. 
 
    When I tried to turn my head to see what was going on, the man beginning to fuck my mouth wouldn’t let me, keeping my lips in line with this thrusting cock via guiding hands near each of my ears.  The look on his face was every bit as pleasing as the expression borne by the last man to have his cock sucked by me, but when I felt a monster cock tracing around the impossibly small entrance of my ass, I couldn’t concentrate on anything else. 
 
    Apparently the ‘cold liquid’ was a lubricant of some kind, because when the tip of that cock touched upon my asshole and began circling around it like a ship around a whirlpool, it was as slippery as my pussy.  I’d never thought of the chemical engineers behind lubricants as unsung heroes before, but as the masked man began applying real pressure on my asshole, there was no denying that was what they were. 
 
    Finally, tired of teasing me, the man pushed the head of his cock at my back passage and I lurched forward, only to be met by the cock in my mouth squelching against the back of my throat.  Instinctively, I pushed back, only to apply more pressure on my asshole.  Stuck between a cock and a hard place. 
 
    A fraction of an inch at a time, the fat head of that cock slipped past the tight ring of my asshole until it was firmly embedded in me.  Strong hands curled around my hips and did their level best to further impale me on the hard spear invading my ass. 
 
    I squirmed, I struggled, I was powerless to fight my instincts to do so.  My muscles did their best to expel the hard shaft or get me away, but there was nowhere to go.  I was trapped by cocks as much as by general life circumstances and I was there to be used for whatever they wanted. 
 
    The unknown man behind me stuffed another inch of hard man-meat into my ass and I let out a groan of effort that was quickly cut off by the next thrust of the hard rod in my mouth.  Tears sprang to my eyes and I shut them, plunging myself into darkness as my world shrank to nothing more than the huge dick advancing inside me and the token resistance of my ass. 
 
    Dimly, I sensed another masculine presence just to my left, and soon after felt my nipples being squeezed and tweaked, sending electric currents of confusing pleasure into my body.  Other hands caressed by body from God only knew where, the seven unknown men all active witnesses to my anal defloration. 
 
    My ass felt like it was full of more cock than could possibly exist in the whole world and still the man pushed more into me.  By the time his balls came to rest against my pussy, I felt the way a sock puppet must feel sometimes, but with a measure of triumph and relief. 
 
    The relief was short lived however, and that godlike example of mercifully-lubricated hard dick pulled out almost completely before slamming itself home in my ass with a slap of balls on pussy and an impact that even the pilots may have noticed.  Every muscle in my body was straining with the conflicting efforts of holding still, trying to alleviate some of the discomfort, trying to maximise the unexpected pleasure and trying to time my breathing as allowed by the erection pounding at my throat. 
 
    I squealed around the ever-pounding cock in my mouth and whimpered at another pinch of my nipples.  Hands ran all over my bucking body as the man behind me quickly ramped up to the very pace I had challenged him to. 
 
    Before that meeting at the airline’s head office, hell, before I stepped through that curtain, I never could have imagined myself in this position.  A belly already full of one huge load of cum, two huge cocks pounding at me from either end, and the strong hands of an unknown number of handsome privileged men caressing my body like it was a good luck charm. 
 
    With every stroke deep inside my ass punctuated by a resounding slap of meeting bodies, my strained muscles were slowly rewarded by a gradual movement from the pain side of the scales firmly to the pleasure end.  Despite the generously applied lubricant, the friction made it feel like my rear passage was on fire, but now it was burning good and low, a warm backdrop to the big fat cock taking its pleasure from my tightness. 
 
    I reached back, glad that the hands groping me also seemed to take some of my weight, and flicked my finger across my clit, feeling an immediate response in my body.  I was in sensory overload, and when the second flood of cum spilled into my mouth, once again I couldn’t hold myself back from another turbulent climax. 
 
    For the first time since losing my anal virginity, my ass muscles went from merely trying to expel or get out of the way of that cock to actively squeezing it, milking it in time with each wave of pleasure, and in the midst of my delirium I felt the first huge hot splash of semen ever to be deposited back there.  My pussy was a sopping, quivering, eager, mess by the time that huge erection finished filling my ass with its creamy prize, as was the rest of my body. 
 
    The man who had claimed my ass leaned over and wrapped his arms around my mid-section, lifting me up off the seats until I was suspended in the air with his cock still buried in my ass.  As exhausted as I was, it was a struggle to keep my head up, and I found I’d been much less successful at keeping the cum in my mouth this time, my face and chin was caked with it. 
 
    Before my half-closed eyes, the armrest was flipped out of the way and the man put me back down, several of them aggressively helping me turn over on to my back with my hair coming to rest in a big pool of cum that must have been the lion’s share of the second load in my mouth.  
 
    “Time to ruin this pussy,” said one of them, moving between my legs. 
 
    Another masked man knelt over my head and aimed his cock at my face, coating it with enough sperm that I was effectively without the power of vision as a giant cock pushed my teen petals aside and plunged into my pussy, giving me no respite whatsoever. 
 
    From behind my sperm-induced blindness I could feel that powerful shaft rocking my world as somebody else lifted my hand to their cock and used me to jack themselves off.  My nipples were almost painfully hard from the constant stimulation and when I felt a blast of cum erupt across my chest, it was like a soothing lotion on my pink tips when he swirled his seed around with his cock. 
 
    I’d never felt so spent as at that moment, it seemed like the huge, pounding, cum-spurting, cocks would never stop assaulting me, and I descended into a orgiastic blur of depravity.  One after another, over and over, huge shafts pushed my pussy to the limits before pulling out and blasting me with sperm on the stomach, the tits, my face, everywhere. 
 
    At some point I could have sworn I was temporarily tidied up and served them their in-flight meals before clearing everything away and once more being reduced to their fuck toy.  As if from a distance I could hear myself saying the most unbelievably filthy things, but I lost all concept of time. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Wreck me!” I squealed, sitting bolt upright. 
 
    “I think they did, honey,” said the disgruntled looking woman scrubbing at the upholstery with a trolley of cleaning products next to her. 
 
    Sunlight poured in through the little window and I noted the lack of the engine drone before I noted the lack of seven masked men with huge cocks.  We had landed and I hadn’t noticed. 
 
    My muscles ached as if I’d been to the gym for a few days and I let out a breath that was halfway between a groan and a sigh as I swung my feet to the floor.  Sitting there between the seat I had slept on and the row in front was a silver briefcase with a business card sitting on top. 
 
    Picking up the card I read “You’ve been fucked by the” and then below it was a logo made up from the letters ‘W’, ‘E’, ‘B’, and ‘C’.  Turning it over I saw that the rear side was blank, no contact details or anything. 
 
    A quick look inside the briefcase got my heart racing as much as any huge erection could have.  Cash.  Cold, hard, cash, and more of it than I had ever seen in my life.  The contract had said payment would be immediate I supposed. 
 
    Having been dressed in my uniform again at some stage, I made my way awkwardly through airport security trying to avoid guessing at how much cum was still on or in me.  The looks the airport staff gave me indicated it might have been a lot. 
 
    None of that mattered though, I could now go straight to the nearest 5 star hotel and get myself cleaned up.  I could call home and tell everybody that my brother could have that surgery.  My hopes and dreams were alive and well. 
 
    Hell, they were better than alive and well, they were better than I had originally hoped and dreamed.  Travelling would be a whole new level of fantastic now.  I could probably pick up the odd shift on the VIP flights too, if I wanted to. 
 
    Might I want that?  Hmmm. 
 
    ### 
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 Description 
 
    If she can make it through the night without screaming for them to stop she gets one million dollars. If not... she gets nothing except a conviction. 
 
    
Inexperienced brat Denise has got problems. Her billionaire employer has caught her stealing on the job. She offers to pay it all back, but instead he passes her on to some colleagues to deal with, a group of men who offer the hottest contracts around. 

One million dollars and all crimes forgiven in exchange for one night. All she has to do is submit herself completely and utterly to be ravished bareback by seven anonymous men whose bank accounts aren't the only things that are huge. 

She has all the motivation she could possibly need... but will that be enough to withstand everything the Well-Endowed Billionaires Club can unleash on her? 
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    Gangbang, Rough Sex, Billionaire, Older Man, Younger Woman, Babysitter, Blackmail 
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    ***** 
 
    I thought I was the luckiest girl in the world when I landed the babysitting job from heaven.  At eighteen, you might be forgiven for thinking I should be a little beyond babysitting gigs, and most of the time you'd be right. 
 
    This job was different, it paid better than any of the full-time jobs my friends had after graduating high school.  Given the salary, I could have maybe had some business cards printed with a fancier title like Mobile Child Safety and Entertainment Technician or something. 
 
    The kid was the offspring of a girl who could only have been in her mid-twenties, but she was the step-daughter of a billionaire and all three generations still lived in his mansion.  They had money to burn and spared no expense, even on little old me, the babysitter. 
 
    Maybe it was the idea that they had so much they wouldn't miss a little that made me do it.  When I was sitting in some lawyer's office in the city, being treated to the sight of several videos of me slipping various items from around the house into my bag over the course of several weeks, I knew I'd made a horrendous error in judgement.  But by then it was too late. 
 
    The point was driven home when one final video was played of the night I had my boyfriend over after the kid was asleep.  Unlike the other files, the lawyer let that one play from start to finish.  I was blushing so deeply somebody might have mistaken me for a fire hydrant by the end of it. 
 
    "Your employer passed these videos on to my employer because he thought my employer might find them to be of interest." 
 
    "Please... I'll give it all back, I mean, some of it is sold, but I'll give the money... I can work off the rest, or..." 
 
    "Ah.  Yes, our respective employers thought you might be willing to negotiate something.  I mean, it's that or prison, right?  You know what those lifers would do to a pretty girl like you in there?" 
 
    I hung my head and shook it from side to side. 
 
    "You don't want to know.  But I'm happy to say there's a way out of all this." 
 
    "There... there is?" 
 
    "Oh yes.  We learn from these videos at least two things.  One, you like money.  Two, you like cock." 
 
    My blush deepened.  "You... you're not supposed to talk like that." 
 
    "I can talk however I like, you just worry about yourself.  Here, have a look at this contract.  Here's a pen if you decide you don't want to go to jail. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Well, I didn't want to go to jail, but as the numbers in the elevator counted off the floors, I couldn't muster up much confidence that I'd done the right thing.  The contract was insane in how much it demanded, and how much it promised. 
 
    One million dollars and all crimes forgiven in exchange for one night.  Not just any night though.  I would have to give myself entirely to seven "well-endowed" men for them to use me unprotected and as hard as they wanted all night. 
 
    Not only that, but I'd have to do better than just tolerate it.  I had to beg for everything they gave me, I had to be their desperate little slut.  Even if I didn't think I could handle it, I had to ask for more, more, more. 
 
    I'd only been with one guy my whole life, my boyfriend.  He was 'the one' for me, I'd known it ever since prom.  I couldn't tell him what I'd done.  What I'd agreed to do.  So I told him over the phone that I wasn't feeling well and then stepped into the limo that had been sent for me. 
 
    In time I'd tell him.  I did it for us, so he wouldn't have to wait for me while I served a jail sentence.  So we'd have all the money we could possibly want for our future together. 
 
    Part of me thought that was a lie though.  It was the part that perked up when I read about seven men all using me at the same time.  It was the part that was aghast that I ever considered being with only one man my entire life.  It was the part that wanted it so much harder than my boyfriend was willing to give it to me. 
 
    This night, this whole situation, was an incredible excuse to let that part of me run the show for a while.  I had plausible deniability. 
 
    With a melodious ‘ding’, the elevator doors opened and the man who had accompanied me this far gestured wordlessly into the room.  I supposed this was what you'd call a penthouse, a top-level apartment with views to die for. 
 
    The elevator doors closed behind me, cutting off the comparatively harsh lighting and leaving me alone in the foyer.  I stepped forward warily, my high heels clacking on the tiles. 
 
    I'd been told to make myself look as sexy as possible, but the only thing I could think of to do was to dig out my old school uniform, spicing it up a bit with some knee socks and the heels.  My long legs had always made the skirts look short, they were probably my favourite feature about myself. 
 
    Rounding a corner, my heart nearly stopped when I saw what was waiting for me.  No amount of specific contract wording could have prepared me for the sight of seven well-dressed men wearing black masks to cover their eyes all looking at me like I was a zebra prancing into the lion's den. 
 
    "Um... hi, I'm Denise, I'm..." 
 
    "This is the thief, isnt' it?" asked one of them, stepping forward. 
 
    "That it is," said another. 
 
    I didn't see who made the confirmation because the first to speak had already closed the distance and reached out with one hand, grabbing me by the jaw and tilting my head up to look into his eyes.  My mouth was squeezed into a fish-lips pout as he surveyed me, turning my head from side to side and then scanning up and down my body. 
 
    "I am going to ruin you, you little fucktoy," he promised.  "You like the sound of that?" 
 
    "Yes, sir," I said, obediently. 
 
    He laughed.  "You have no idea.  How many guys have got their little cocks into you before?" 
 
    "One." 
 
    That brought forth some more chuckles from the other men, who were slowly gathering around. My eyes darted from side to side as I felt hands on my legs, ass, and breasts, before coming back to the man in front of me. 
 
    Even with the masks I thought I would have recognised the billionaire I technically worked for, but although he was classically tall, dark and handsome like all but one of these men, I was reasonably sure he wasn't present.   They were all complete strangers. 
 
    For some reason, the thought raised a flash of fear and excitement in me.  Seven men who I didn't know, and who didn't know me, had their hands on my most intimate places. 
 
    They were treating me like a piece of property, like my compliance was beyond doubt.  These were men used to getting what they wanted, when they wanted, and they wouldn't hold back on taking what they wanted from me. 
 
    Somebody's finger stroked the length of my slit through my panties from back to front, finishing with a skillful little flick on my clit that made me gasp and shiver.  The man holding my face moved his hand to the hair at the back of my head and grabbed me by my thick braid, before pulling me towards the couch. 
 
    "I'm going to facefuck this little thief," he said. 
 
    I stumbled as he dragged me, only maintaining my feet due to the strong arm holding me up by the hair, but it hurt and I let out a little squeal of pain.  The man paid no heed and pushed me down on the couch before circling around behind me and pulling until I had to bring my feet on to the cushions and my head was hanging over the back with my pelvis thrust up in the air. 
 
    I was looking directly at the front of his pants, albeit upside-down, when somebody else climbed on the sofa beside me.  Between my legs I felt a self-assured hand cup my pussy through my panties, like it belonged to him, rubbing the pristine-white material against my sex. 
 
    Every fibre of my being wanted to look, to see who was taking this liberty with my body, but my head was held firm, and when I saw the first man using his free hand to pull his zip down, I was mesmerised.  I'd only seen one cock in my whole life, and I practically worshipped it.  It would be interesting to see what... 
 
    "Holy shit," I said. 
 
    The semi-hard specimen of manhood that was pulled out in front of me already dwarfed my boyfriend's, and it was growing before my eyes as he stroked it just in front of my face.  The man snickered and repeatedly slapped my face with his dick. 
 
    The sheer weight of it was incredible, every impact on my cheek and lips made me flinch.  Between my legs, there was no relenting on the constant caressing of my pussy.  That, combined with the almost degrading slapping of my face was making me squirm. 
 
    I didn't want to be treated like this... but I did.  I didn't want it to feel good... but it did.  More of the men climbed on the couch or crowded around and once again I felt more hands on me at that moment than I had at any one time in my life up to that point. 
 
    "Open up wide, thief," said the owner of the majestic shaft in front of me. 
 
    I gulped and licked my lips nervously before opening my mouth, silently offering a few words of apology to my boyfriend.  When that man fed his fat cock over my lips I felt a tingle of sweet pleasure between my legs and when it’s girth pressed against my tongue, my panties suddenly began sliding around a whole lot easier under the manipulations of whoever was taking all the liberties with my pussy. 
 
    “This little slut is wet.  I knew she’d want to be here.  Cock and money, that’s what she’s all about.  That’s what you live for, isn’t it, thief?” 
 
    I blushed but remembered the contract and offered him an utterly muffled ‘mmhmm’ from around the fat cock that was getting thicker with every movement in my mouth.  From the corners of my eyes I saw a muscular and very much naked man climb on to the sofa on either side of me and each of them grabbed my hands, bringing them to their imposing shafts and forcing me to stroke up and down until I got the idea and did it without prompting. 
 
    Without my hands bracing against the back of the sofa, balancing was difficult.  Thankfully, with his cock now apparently at full mast and firmly embedded in my mouth, the man behind the sofa interlaced his fingers  under my neck, taking some of the strain but also giving himself a good grip to begin slowly thrusting his hard dick in my mouth. 
 
    The bumpy ridge of his cock slid over my lips and tongue, filling my mouth with his masculine presence deeper than the little kisses I called blowjobs allowed my boyfriend to do.  Upside down as I was, with a huge dick penetrating my mouth, I couldn’t stop a steady flow of saliva and pre-cum from beginning to slowly drip up my face.  This was going to get messy. 
 
    At the same moment, I felt fingers curling around the waistband of my panties, pulling them downwards as somebody talked about getting a taste of ‘that fresh eighteen year old pussy’.  I had to lift each of my feet up in turn before my panties were discarded.  To where, I had no idea, but a few second later that didn’t matter, as I felt a skilled tongue snaking into my wet slit. 
 
    Apparently he found the taste to his liking, as he let out an ‘mmmm’ of satisfaction, his lips humming right on my clit in such a way that my eyes rolled back in my head, briefly cutting off my view of those heavy balls swinging back and forth as my face was fucked.  I felt his hands cup my ass, he must have looked like he was eating a wedge of watermelon as he eagerly lapped at my pussy. 
 
    The more he licked, the faster my sweet nectar flowed, which made him lick harder and faster.  It was a perfect upward spiral of pleasure that had me moaning and well-distracted even when the cock in my mouth started thrusting harder and deeper, first brushing against the back of my throat and ramping up to a solid impact at the end of each stroke. 
 
    My shirt was ripped open and the push-up bra I’d worn to accentuate my petite breasts was unclasped before I felt several hands taking turns squeezing my chest, pinching my nipples almost to the point of pain before releasing so another stranger could have his way with my teen flesh. 
 
    With the hands on my ass, my neck, my shoulders, everywhere, I sometimes felt my feet leave the surface of the couch with the men tugging and lifting my body every which way in their eagerness to use me.  Through a confusing haze of shame and bliss, I thought it felt a little bit like the world’s strangest game of ‘light as a feather, stiff as a board’, only with way more rock-hard cocks than usual. 
 
    Over everything, the heavy breathing, the slurping of my pussy being eaten out by a certified expert, the groans of satisfaction, my own muffled squeals and moans, was the steady squelching beat of the huge cock hitting the back of my throat.  Just when I felt the stirrings of something dangerously pleasurable thrumming back and forth between my clit and my belly, the man with his cock in my mouth started pushing forward relentlessly. 
 
    The pressure on the back of my throat was too much and I coughed and gagged, thrashing my head from side to side until he pulled out.  I gasped for air as the room went comparatively quiet, the other men not yet ceasing to grope and use me for their pleasure, but obviously listening intently as the first man knelt down to speak in my ear with a low tone. 
 
    “Had enough, thief?” he asked. 
 
    I blinked away a few tears and caught my breath, already beginning to feel the sensations of that miraculous tongue on my clit take over again.  I gulped and breathed deeply once before answering. 
 
    “You can do whatever you want cause… because I’m your little slut.  F-fuck my throat, master.” 
 
    If I didn’t know any better I would have sworn the cocks in my hands swelled when I spoke, and the roaming hands resumed squeezing and stroking me even more urgently as I prayed for strength and opened my mouth again.  The man fed his hard length into my mouth again and then held my throat as if it was a tiny waist, pushing forward until I thought I might pass out from the effort. 
 
    The flickering tongue on my clit lapped at a frantic pace and I couldn't hold back a moan.  The instant I did, my throat seemed to open up just that little bit more and the constant pressure from the stiff rod in my mouth seemed to cross some threshold. 
 
    The sensation of such a thick cock sliding down my throat was unlike anything I'd ever felt before.  My eyes bulged and watered, and not even the rough pinching of my nipples, the huge and hard specimens of manmeat in my hands, or the stubbly tingle all around that wondrous tongue compared with the surge of triumph when I felt my chin touch his pelvis and those sperm-laden balls of his rested on my nose. 
 
    "Good girl.  Oh fuck... I swear I've scoured the earth for a teen that can deepthroat me.  That throat is so fucking tight." 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    The man patted my cheek a little harder than an Italian mafia boss pats his underling, a shade below a full-fledged slap, but it still stung.  He pushed forward even harder, trying to eke out every last bit of depth from my throat, and held his length in me until I began to feel the need for air. 
 
    The longer his girth cut off my oxygen, the redder my face went, but something magical was happening between my legs.  The strain of trying to breathe was somehow accentuating the feeling of every flick and suck on my clit. 
 
    I wanted to breathe... but I wanted to cum too.  It was a crazy battle of basic animalistic needs.  On one hand it felt like a fight for my life, on the other hand was the compulsion to serve the alpha males, to let them take anything they wanted from my body because everything I had was really theirs. 
 
    My tight pussy? Theirs.  My right to chose?  Theirs.  My decision about contraception?  Theirs.  I gave up.  Showing up signed it, my body sealed it.  I slithered my tongue along the underside of the cock denying me air, and gave the erections in my hands some extra-tight strokes. 
 
    My body rewarded me.  It seemed to tell me I'd made the right decision, serve the men with the biggest dicks and all will be well, milk them for their seed and I'd have strong children.  It didn't speak in any language that used words though. 
 
    Oh no, my body spoke in a language of pure euphoria.  A pressure seemed to build up inside of me, a pressure that I would normally have released with orgasmic shrieks and squeals, but with my throat filled with the stiff rod, it just kept on building and building until I thought I might burst. 
 
    My pussy squeezed and released, over and over again, as if trying to grip a cock, and the involuntary convulsions seemed to spread out to the rest of my body, where every flex of every muscle, every light or rough touch of my skin, was an explosion of pleasure that never died away.  Everything sensation built on top of the ones before it until I wouldn't have been surprised if I was literally ablaze with ecstasy. 
 
    The lack of oxygen, and the mind-shattering orgasm, eventually took its toll and my vision, already partially blindfolded by the balls over my eyes, became even dimmer.  The sounds of a slurp and a gasp of breath seemed to come from a very long way away when I eventually heard them and felt the cool rush of air into my lungs. 
 
    The fog began to clear and I felt a faint sensation of pins and needles all over my body, as if I'd been in an awkward position for too long and everything had gone to sleep instead of just an arm or a leg.  I was still being supported in my bent-over-backwards stance by various hands, but the man who had eaten my pussy so well seemed to be moving underneath me. 
 
    It wasn't long before the back of my thighs were draped over the top of his legs and I felt his rock hard manhood probing at the folds of my pussy.  My neck was still craned backwards so I could swirl my tongue around the head of the cock from the first man, but I wished I could look down to see this new invasion. 
 
    It was so big, so hard, that for a moment, without the benefit of being able to see it, it almost felt like a baseball bat made of flesh and it was getting more slippery every moment as my slick labia coated it in natural lubricants.  I didn't know if the men nodded or otherwise signalled to each other, but I felt those majestic specimens of cock commence putting pressure on at both ends at the same time and braced myself as best I could. 
 
    I held on to the hard dicks in my hands as if they were safety rails and half-moaned, half-squealed on the cock in my mouth, trying to recreate the manoeuvre that had allowed it access into my throat the last time.  Somebody pinched my nipple hard, and that forced out a real yelp that seemed to do the trick.  Sweet dick was sliding down my throat again before I knew it, but it was a different story for my pussy. 
 
    In comparison with my boyfriend, it felt like the difference between a birthday candle and a totem pole, and as my tender teen petals were first forced aside and then stretched further than they ever had been before.  As the first man began fucking my face and those balls swung against my nose time and again, my moans took on a more desperate quality as the pressure increased between my legs. 
 
    There was no way it would fit... until it did.  The tight opening of my slit almost felt like it was a ring of fire as it finally accepted the head and then inch after inch of hard shaft began sliding in. 
 
    Nothing my boyfriend had ever done to me compared with that feeling of fullness as the huge cock delved deeper inside me than anything had ever been before and I felt that bumpy ridge being hugged on all sides by effectively virgin territory, a part of my pussy that had never known a man.  The tip of his cock brushed against my cervix and I yelped around the thickness in my mouth. 
 
    "You've never been fucked this deep have you, thief?" he asked. 
 
    It was like the dentist asking your political stance when he had all his tools in your mouth.  I did my best to answer, but he didn't seem to care, gleaning all the information he needed from the squeals and moans I made when he began powering his cock in and out of my astonished pussy with no thought of any ‘warming up’ to full pace. 
 
    Just when I was getting into a rhythm, able to time my breathing around the cock in my mouth, ride the fire between my legs and even coordinate the stroking of the shafts in my hands, I felt the man fucking my face grasp my neck tightly and force himself all the way down again.  With a groan, I felt his length swell in my throat and spurt a copious amount of sperm almost directly into my stomach. 
 
    He pulled back, but not far enough for me to breathe, before slamming it home again, his balls slapping my nose with a subdued but meaty noise barely audible over the wet sounds of saliva and semen.  A second jet of cum, easily equal to the first, slid down my throat and he slapped me again, harder this time, and paradoxically called me a good girl, too, as he came. 
 
    I gasped a gurgly gulp of air when he was finished, swallowed, and gasped again, surprising myself with my eagerness to not waste any of his seed when I licked my lips and pulled in as much of the spillage as I could.  The man pounding my pussy paused for a moment and before I could even think to react, I felt some cold liquid squirted up my ass. 
 
    "I bet your asshole is even tighter, and it's mine," whispered the man under me. 
 
    "But that's..." 
 
    I'd been about to say that that was the ‘out hole’, but stopped myself in time, lest they consider that to be some kind of defiance.  I was in the most compromising of positions already, it would be the worst possible outcome to have already let them fuck me, cum in my mouth, use my body for their own needs, and then lose out on the million dollars and go to jail anyway. 
 
    “But that’s what?” he hissed. 
 
    “But that’s… that’s yours to fuck as hard as you want, sir,” I recovered. 
 
    “Fuckin’ right,” he said. 
 
    The man grasped his shaft and positioned the tip at my tightly-clenched rear entrance and pushed forward.  I fought against every rational instinct to squirm away from the impossibly thick invasion of masculinity, but nothing could make me relax my asshole. 
 
    As hard as his cock was, as slippery with my pussy juices and lubricant as everything was, and as determined as he was, my involuntary resistance was futile and I felt my eyes widen almost as much as the entrance to my back passage when he forced the head of his manhood in.  I clenched my jaw and grunted with effort when he put both hands on my hips and pushed down, forcing his girth unstoppably inward. 
 
    Another masked man stepped in front of me, pulled my head back and forced my mouth open, shoving his cock in my mouth before I could even begin to deal with the fire in my ass.  Having already seen me deepthroat his colleague, this one was wasting no time in trying to be only the second ever man to feel the tight embrace of my throat. 
 
    Either one of them was at least double the size of my boyfriend, to have both of them inching ever further into my body was beyond belief.  When I felt my chin touch pelvis at the same time as my ass cheeks touched the hips of the man under me, I swore I could hear a heavenly choir singing hallelujah. 
 
    Both men began sawing their cocks in and out, and I felt a warm spill of cum flow over my left hand when the thick cock I was still holding like a skiing pole twitched and released it’s creamy load.  The man on that side sighed with satisfaction and covered my hand with his, adding his strength to the grip and the last several strokes. 
 
    My tits were shaking with every thrust of the well-hung man pounding my ass, as he kept the fire he had ignited well-stoked.  I’d never felt anything that even came close to the incredible fullness as the two huge-cocked men stuffed their full lengths inside me time and again. 
 
    The sofa shifted under me slightly and I felt a hand on my belly, holding me as still as was possible for a slim blonde teenager getting vigorously spit-roasted, and then I felt a third cock probing my pussy lips.  The new addition to my violation was aligning itself with my entrance as my body continued to be shaken and I couldn’t believe what they were attempting. 
 
    If I could have looked down, I was sure I would have seen a confusing tangle of legs and eager rock-hard dicks, but as it was, all I could do was feel the ever-increasing pressure as he slid his length into my unprotected depths.  I moaned, in absolute submission, around the cock invading my mouth as I was stretched to my utter limits between my legs. 
 
    The man with his rigid shaft in my right hand aimed it across my chest and I felt a jet of cum splash over my breasts as he used my hand to finish himself off and make a real mess of me at the same time.  I never thought that a man with a giant cock giving me a huge pearl necklace would be the least noteworthy thing happening to me at any given moment, but there I was. 
 
    When he was finished, I felt him move away, only to have his place taken by another anonymous man, who gripped my hand and used it to stroke his cock as well.  Hands were still all over my body as the three men each fucked me at their own pace, sometimes filling me up all at the same time, sometimes each of them pounding me in turn like a team of blacksmiths hammering a piece of steel on an anvil. 
 
    The combined sensations were all too much, I couldn’t keep up.  With a sticky mess on my tits, a thick cock in my hand, and three cocks all spearing me deeply, I felt the fire between my legs spreading throughout my whole body until I could no longer feel where the source of burning was coming from. 
 
    I was awash in that confusing blue fire of pain and pleasure, but the thought of those miracles of nature pistonning in and out of me, how hard they were, how perfect, soon dominated my thoughts.  I was being taken by the most perfect cocks in existence. 
 
    I was practically having an out of body experience, floating somewhere near the ceiling, watching every inch of manmeat sliding in and out of my, previously, most exclusive areas.   I loved how I looked, getting ravaged by these rich men, and the pleasure soon overwhelmed the pain. 
 
    My eyes rolled back in my head as my second orgasm forced exhausted muscles to squeeze and quiver with mind-blowing pleasure.  My thoroughly-punished pussy and ass gripped at the masculine invaders, adding to my natural youthful tightness and as I thrummed with ecstasy I felt the reward of my very first load of sperm ever blasted deep in my back passage. 
 
    Even in the middle of the fire I was being consumed by, that cum felt hot.  It was so forbidden that it felt great, in a naughty kind of way, and I loved every hard thrust that added more of the powerful man’s seed to my collection. 
 
    By the time my orgasm faded, I was an absolute ragdoll.  I barely registered the fact that the huge cock was extracted from my ass a moment before my fertile pussy, unprotected by contractual obligation, was drowning in a world-record-breaking shower of cum. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The men moved me from position to position, whispering the hottest and most humiliating things I’d ever heard into my ears, and I heard myself agreeing, begging for more.  I was absolutely drunk on sperm, the world a spinning kaleidoscope of hard dicks all around me. 
 
    I had no concept of time, except a moment of clarity when I was getting fucked as hard as if it was the man’s first time with me instead of his fourth or tenth and I was able to feel a pang of disbelief at their collective stamina.  The longer it went on, the more I found myself drifting in and out of consciousness, my auto-pilot left in charge to beg for more while I gathered as much strength as I could. 
 
    “Wreck my ass!” 
 
    I sat bolt upright in a luxurious bed and stared around the room, only to find that I was all alone with late-morning sunshine streaming in through a crack in the curtains.  There was a funny taste in my mouth and my face felt like I’d slept with a mud-pack on it. 
 
    When I scooted to the side of the bed my muscles burned with the efforts of the previous night, as did my well-fucked slit and ass, but when I saw the silver briefcase sitting on the chair, all other concerns were driven from my mind.  My hands shook as I reached out to flick the two clasps and raise the lid. 
 
    Money.  More than I’d ever seen in one place.  I picked up one bundle and ran my thumb over the edge, fanning my face with sweet cash-air.  Aside from the million dollars, the only thing in the briefcase was a card. 
 
    When I picked it up I saw that it had a short message reading “You’ve been fucked by the” and then a logo made up of the letters “WEBC”.  When I turned the card around I saw it said “Get Out of Jail Almost Free”. 
 
    The relief washed over me like a wave, and I laid myself back down on the bed.  Now I had to turn my mind to other matters, like how to explain this to my boyfriend… and could I really be satisfied with just one man after what I experienced the previous night? 
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 Description 
 
    Here are a few facts about Olivia Hull: 
 
      
 
    
    	 She is having dinner in an expensive restaurant for the first time with her mother and her mother’s new boyfriend, Eric Lockwood. 
 
    	 She is wearing expensive clothes and jewelry for the first time. 
 
    	 Her newly deflowered pussy is absolutely full of Eric’s semen. 
 
   
 
      
 
    To find out how she got here, read this story, to find out what happened next read Everything Can Be Bought 1: Indecent. 
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    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex, Schoolgirl 
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    This story is available FREE and exclusive for subscribers to the Scarlett Skyes newsletter.  If you’re interested, you can sign up here. 
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 Description 
 
    Olivia Hull is having the most awkward meal of her life. She is sitting in a classy French restaurant and wearing expensive clothes and jewellery for the first time courtesy of the man sitting opposite her, billionaire Eric Lockwood. She has just seen the engagement ring that means Eric is set to become the new man of the house and she is all too aware that he knows how to put an inexperienced brat like her in her place hard. She should be, after all his seed is already threatening to leak out from between her legs after their totally taboo encounter in his car on the way over here. 

The surprises don't stop there though, because what Eric Lockwood wants most of all is an heir, and he wants Olivia to provide it for him. Will she be able to oppose his will, or will she end up ravished as she learns the harsh truth... Everything can be bought and this is a rich man's world?      
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex, Schoolgirl 
 
   
  
 

 Author’s Note 
 
    This story was unavailable for this bundle as this bundle is only for stories exclusive to Amazon, while the story itself is available on multiple storefronts.  However, it IS available for FREE on Amazon and other retailers.  Click Here to go grab it. 
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 Description 
 
    After not seeing her new man of the house, billionaire Eric Lockwood, for a week, Olivia is desperate for more of the ravishing only he can give her and so she jumps at the chance to spend the day with him bobbing on the ocean aboard his luxury launch, the Payback. However, she's not yet sold on the idea that the older man is using her to provide an heir for him so, like many an inexperienced brat before her, she rebels. 

As if Eric's totally taboo love wasn't enough, there are other surprises aboard the Payback, surprises that make Olivia question whether her rebellion was a good idea.        
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Rough Sex, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Lesbian, Schoolgirl 
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    By the time Eric Lockwood had deflowered me in his car and then fucked me for all I was worth in my own bedroom the next day, I was definitely walking a bit bow-legged.  There was nothing tender about the way he ravished me, I wasn’t being treated like any kind of princess in the bedroom. 
 
    I was just there for his pleasure, a tight little pussy for him to use at his whim.  And, God help me, despite all logical arguments telling me to get the hell out of this situation, it was my own lust that was winning the debate.  I was loving it. 
 
    Maybe it was all the attention this rich and powerful man was giving me, maybe it was being showered with expensive gifts and the promise of a secure future after a lifetime of poverty.  Maybe it was the pure pleasure of getting pounded like a little slut with that massive cock.  Whatever it was, I couldn’t get enough, and he knew it. 
 
    What I was somewhat less sure about was how he wanted to get me pregnant.  I was only eighteen and I didn’t know if I was ready to become a parent.  Let alone to the man who was marrying my mother and who made me call him daddy. 
 
    In the heat of the moment it was hard to argue with him though.  The two times he had fucked me I had been kind of taken by surprise and when he was looking at me with those eyes, my whole body shaking with the power of his thrusts, I couldn’t help but want what he wanted, want to give him everything he demanded. 
 
    The fact that I had to share him with my mother was difficult, but if she was feeling any of the kind of things I was feeling, I wouldn’t have wanted to get in the way of whatever they had going because I loved her too much.  The way he had looked at that picture of my nemesis from school, Deanna Royce, though, that had me well and truly on edge. 
 
    I hated her with all my heart and soul.  Years of bitchy torment would come to an end in a few weeks when we graduated and went our separate ways, and it couldn’t come soon enough as far as I was concerned.  If Eric was thinking of fucking her, or even making her the same deal he had given me, it would be too much for me to bear. 
 
    After he took me in my bedroom I didn’t see him for a couple of days, I was kind of left to stew in my own juices, and I became more and more jealous at this hypothetical situation.  So on the weekend, in a fit of teenage rebellion, I went to the doctor and got myself a prescription for birth control pills. 
 
    The following week I was going to be left to fend for myself as Eric took my mom on a six day cruise on his own private launch.  Of course, fending for myself didn’t mean the same kind of hardships that it might have a month or two previous before Eric came into our lives. 
 
    Our apartment was well-stocked with food for me to make my own lunches at school, and every evening one of Eric’s employees delivered some piping-hot and impossibly-tasty meal that had been prepared by a professional chef.  It was a pretty good week, actually. 
 
    Apparently the same couldn’t be said for Deanna Royce.  I saw her being consoled by some of her friends on the Tuesday and by the next day the rumour mill had done its job spreading the word that her dad had lost his job and was being sued by some huge corporation for reasons unknown. 
 
    I didn’t know if her dad was an asshole or not, or whether he was guilty of whatever he was being accused of, but I couldn’t shed a tear for the effect it was having on Deanna.  As far as she was concerned, it couldn’t have happened to a nicer person. 
 
    By Thursday I had picked up my prescription and popped my first pill, feeling smug about having pulled the wool over Eric’s eyes.  I was just doing some homework when I received a text message from my mom saying I was supposed to meet them at the marina on Sunday because Eric was going to take me out on his boat for the day. 
 
    My heart leapt at the prospect, and my pussy did whatever the equivalent was.  It had only been a week since he had fucked me and I was craving more like some kind of junkie.  I couldn’t wait. 
 
    ***** 
 
    After a quick catch-up with my mom in a little café, I hurried over to the marina, keeping an eye out for a boat called ‘Payback’ that was supposed to be at berth 57.  I wasn’t really a ‘boat’ kind of person, never dreamed of life on the sea or anything, but even I could see that ‘boat’ was a derogatory term for the sleek and state-of-the-art craft I saw gently bobbing with the waves. 
 
    It was long, sexy and looked like a much nicer place to live than our apartment had been for the past several years.  I spotted Eric on the dock beside the Payback signing a clipboard and passing it back to some guy while others carried various supplies on board. 
 
    I trotted happily up to him and dropped my bag before giving him a big hug. 
 
    “Hi Daddy, did you miss me?” I asked, before letting go. 
 
    Eric smirked and looked me up and down.  “Believe it or not… yes.  You’re mother’s great, but there’s nothing like fucking your perfect little pussy.” 
 
    Blushing, I looked around to make sure nobody had heard, relieved that none of the workers or random passers-by seemed to be close enough. 
 
    “How about you?  Been thinking of me?” he asked. 
 
    I answered with a smile, which was good enough for him.  We talked about what kind of car I was thinking of getting, how school was, that kind of thing, while we waited for the Payback to be restocked, and then we were off, crawling along at low speed until we were clear of the harbour, before he opened it up and propelled us across the calm blue ocean while the sun beat down from a clear sky. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Over the course of the next couple of hours I found out that Eric liked to fish, and didn’t like talking while he was fishing.  I set myself up on a sun lounger, stripped down to my bikini, and relaxed with a cool drink, lost in my own thoughts for a while. 
 
    Whenever I turned my head to look at him, I couldn’t help but second-guess myself.  Watching his strong arms pull on that fishing rod, self-assured as in everything else he did, my body responded to him like it was me on the end of that line and I was being wound in at his whim. 
 
    Who wouldn’t want to have his babies?  Some voice inside my head asked, unbidden.  Imagine that, my belly swelling up with his offspring, his incredible genes. 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to picture what life would be like, rubbing my hand across my currently-flat and sunscreen-slippery belly.  How different everything would be.  I’d feel so… I struggled to find the word and finally settled on womanly. 
 
    Maybe, just maybe, I had been a bit hasty with the birth control.  I let my mind wander through the hypothetical future, picturing myself as the mother in an unusual but happy family.  Daddy’s little princess out in public, daddy’s little slut in the bedroom, and the more I thought about it, the better it all sounded. 
 
    I was just thinking about Eric’s hard-fucking cock when I heard the clearing of a throat.  My eyelids opened in a flash to see my step-father-to-be standing over me, shirtless and wearing a different pair of shorts to what he had been when I last looked at him. 
 
    I must have been half-dozing, Eric had obviously been down below and had a shower.  Looking over his well-defined abs, I felt a tiny spark of pleasure emanating from my clit and realised my hand was down the front of my bikini bottoms. 
 
    “You sure learn quick, Olivia.  Look at you getting yourself ready for me.  I’m going to fuck your little pussy until you have trouble walking again.” 
 
    The handsome older man bent down and lifted me up in the air with ease, his personal-trainer-sculpted muscles flexing as his arms bore my weight.   I put one arm around his neck and let my other hand trace his pectorals, his biceps, the rough texture of his strong jawline. 
 
    As he carried me I felt like some heroine in a romance novel, but I knew from experience that no sweet romance book ever described the kind of fucking I was about to receive.  I was going to have to hold on for dear life and hope the pleasure and pain didn’t leave me too broken and incoherent. 
 
    Turning sideways, Eric carried me down the steps and took the first door on the left.  This was clearly the Payback’s equivalent of the master bedroom, probably about equal to the size of my room back in the apartment, and the dark-haired billionaire dropped me unceremoniously on the bed. 
 
    A seagull sitting on a handrail just outside the room’s little circular window was startled by the sudden movement and took off squawking as I eagerly reached out for Eric’s shorts, pulling them downwards.  Inch after inch of semi-hard man-meat was unveiled and I felt my heart begin to race in anticipation. 
 
    “Suck that cock, you little slut,” said Eric. 
 
    As he stepped out of his shorts and stood naked before me, I bent down and turned my head upwards, approaching the tip of his cock from below and gazing up in his eyes, hoping for all the attention I had missed while he was away.  Unlike when he had made me clean him of the evidence of our lovemaking as he pondered the picture of Deanna Royce on my wall, it seemed I had his full consideration right now. 
 
    Sticking my tongue out, it met the head of his manhood and then slid along the underside as my lips enveloped it.  I flicked my tongue from side to side, relishing the feel of it and the faint sense of his heartbeat that made it twitch and grow inside my mouth. 
 
    Eric pushed my hair back from my face and gathered it in one fist behind my head, twisting the handful around until he had a firm grip, to control me if he felt like it.  I brought one hand up to cup his heavy balls, gently massaging them as he continued to harden in my mouth. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I had to bring my other hand to his shaft to assist the angle, and I began bobbing my head up and down, never taking my baby-blues from his deep-brown eyes.  It had only been a little over a week since I had last seen his incredible dick, but no matter how fresh the memory, no amount of imagination could compare to seeing its intimidating size up close and personal like this. 
 
    Leaving one hand on his shaft, I slipped the other back down into my bikini bottoms, seeking out my wet slit with my middle finger and sliding that single digit between my folds.  Curling my fingertip inside my entrance, I pulled my sweet nectar out over my little go-button and moaned on Eric’s hard rod. 
 
    Eric began meeting each bob of my head with thrusts of his own, until rivulets of a saliva and pre-cum cocktail were dribbling down my chin and his masculine presence filled my entire mouth.  Soon the inevitable happened and the fat head of his erection hit the back of my throat. 
 
    Despite all my eagerness, despite my previous accomplishment in this area, I couldn’t take him down my throat.  I gagged and quickly pushed both hands against his thighs, pushing back until his hard shaft slipped out of my throat and my eyes watered as I coughed. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Fire exploded on my face where he struck me, a smaller explosion of pleasure mirroring it from between my legs and making me quiver in lusty confusion.  I rolled my eyes up at him as I panted for air and rubbed my cheek, seeking his forgiveness, his approval… anything for more attention. 
 
    “Hands on your thighs, Olivia, and don’t take them off your thighs.  I didn’t tell you to stop sucking my cock, there’s more where that came from if you fuck around like that.” 
 
    Tears worked their ways down each of my cheeks, a reflex of the gagging and slap, I would have been a real mess if I had been wearing eyeliner.  Eric grasped his dick halfway down and aimed it back towards me, giving my head a shake by the hair at the same time to drive his point home. 
 
    When that fat cock slid over my lips again, I couldn’t stop myself, it was pure instinct of self-preservation, my hands went to his thighs again. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Eric pulled his cock out and slapped me again, right where he had struck me the first time.  Being hit in the same place stung so much that it brought fresh tears and another jolt of pleasure from between my legs. 
 
    “Hands on your thighs, Oliva, or I’m going to stop asking so nicely.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    Eric didn’t answer, just aimed his cock back at my mouth as soon as I had my hands back on my own legs.  After being out in the air for a few seconds, it felt cold against my tongue, but soon warmed up as the man my mother was going to marry quickly ramped up to full pace again, the tip squelching against the back of my throat as I fought to do as he commanded. 
 
    With one sustained push, he forced his way into my throat and my eyes bulged with the feeling of fullness as inch after inch crept towards my stomach until his balls rested on my chin. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuck yes,” breathed Eric, reaching behind my back to pull at the strings of my bikini. 
 
    The flimsy material was flung to the side and Eric squeezed my tits with his free hand, keeping his cock buried to the hilt in my mouth as he pinched my nipples.  I was red in the face and desperate for oxygen by the time he let me have air again. 
 
    “Lick my balls,” he commanded. 
 
    I did exactly as he asked, relishing the simple boon if being able to breathe as he paid careful attention to my tits, groping one and then the other as if comparing them and unable to decide which he liked best.  With a squeeze of his hand he pulled at the roots of my hair and I looked up at him, hoping I was doing exactly what he wanted. 
 
    “You want all that cum, don’t you, Olivia?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” I agreed. 
 
    “You’re going to give me exactly what I want, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    I sucked one sperm-laden testicle into my mouth and ran my tongue all around it as Eric sucked air in through his teeth and looked down at me with a lust that appeared almost dangerous.  My pussy was begging for attention, but I didn’t dare defy my daddy now and I gripped my thighs as hard as I could. 
 
    Eric pulled back and his nut came out of my mouth with a slurping sound before he plunged his cock back down my throat in one fell swoop.  In no time at all he was face-fucking me so hard and deep that his balls were practically bouncing off my chin, pausing periodically to let me catch my breath before continuing at full pace. 
 
    My pussy was screaming to be touched and I squirmed as Eric took his pleasure from my mouth and throat, squeezing my thighs together and releasing, feeling the tiniest amount of stimulation on my eager sex.  Tiny, but enough to start something special building up. 
 
    I was at a point of infuriating arousal, unable to get myself any closer to where I wanted to be but desperately close, when Eric gave me a shove that brought my mouth off his cock and propelled me backwards on to the bed.  With a wipe of my chin, I spread my legs for him only to see his head shake. 
 
    “Face down and ass up, Olivia, let me see that sweet pussy.” 
 
    I flipped myself over and got on my hands and knees, pushing my sex towards him in anticipation only to feel his hand come down on my ass cheek with a clap that sounded like a gun-shot in the small room. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I yelped in surprise. 
 
    “Face down, Olivia.” 
 
    Eric grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of my head again and pushed until one side of my face rested on top of the bed and he knelt behind me.  The palm of his other hand rubbed in a circular motion over where he had just spanked me and I had no idea what was coming next, I just wanted that cock inside me like yesterday.  My bikini bottoms were quickly tugged down around my ankles. 
 
    Thankfully he didn’t prolong my torment for too long and I soon felt that glorious shaft pushing my petals to either side, seeking out my near-virgin slit.  Harder and harder he pushed against my tightness until I arched my back and grabbed two handfuls of the sheets at the strain. 
 
    “Uhhhhn!” I gasped as the head of his cock slipped inside me. 
 
    “Mmmmm, fuck yeah, just like new,” said Eric, pushing forward until the very tip of his cock brushed against my cervix and I felt his thighs come to rest against the back of mine. 
 
    My billionaire daddy-to-be pulled almost all the way out and then slammed his huge manhood deep inside me again, making me grunt with the effort as our bodies slapped together. 
 
    “Tell me what you want,” he said. 
 
    “Fuck me, Daddy!” 
 
    “Beg for it!” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy!  Please!” 
 
    Eric began pumping into me, but with far less urgency than I knew he was capable of. 
 
    “Why do you want it so bad?” he asked. 
 
    “Uhhhn!” I groaned, pushing my ass against him to meet his thrust.  “Get me pregnant!  I just want to be yours… just fuck me hard, Daddy!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, spanking my other ass cheek. 
 
    “Yesssss!” 
 
    I was surrounded by pleasure and pain as Eric began fucking me like a jack-hammer, so hard my vision blurred with every impact of our bodies.  It was like two fires were being fanned between my legs, one hot and one cold, the pleasure of his approval, the pain of his open-palmed strikes of my ass, the pleasure of the big cock pistoning in and out of me… the pain of trying to accommodate his huge girth. 
 
    My hands clenched even tighter on the sheets, I was just along for the ride now, his toy to be used for whatever he wanted.  Judging by the powerful thrusts, what he wanted was to follow through on his promise to make me have trouble walking again for a while. 
 
    With every deep stroke into my pussy, my tits wobbled against the sheets, rubbing my nipples and only serving to increase my pleasure even more.  Electricity seemed to be jolting through my body from my breasts to my belly, like lightning strikes all around a fireworks warehouse, something big was approaching. 
 
    As the wet, slapping, sounds of billionaire on teen girl echoed throughout the bedroom, I released my grip on the sheets with one hand and reached between my legs, flicking my finger across a clit blissfully soaked in our combined juices.  Eric’s balls hit the back of my hand every time he bottomed out, and with my extra attention, there was no stopping the explosion in the fireworks warehouse. 
 
    “Oh… uh… oh… yes,” I panted until a humming sound in my ears seemed to drown out everything else. 
 
    A shockwave of pleasure burst forth from my clit, traversing my body right to the tips of my fingers and toes, which curled deliciously as my body continued to be used for the pleasure of the well-hung billionaire roughly fucking me from behind.  Just when I thought my climax was ebbing, that wonderful shockwave seemed to gravitate back towards my clit, concentrating itself into a point of such intense pleasure I could barely stay conscious through it. 
 
    Trying to concentrate through the haze of ecstasy, I realised my hand had fallen away from between my legs.  Eric was reaching around and pushing my clit against his ever-pounding shaft, giving my orgasm this incredible second wind.  Leaning forward, he pushed his hand into my hair again, pressing my face against the bed hard, as he began pumping slower but more forcefully into my still-quivering slit. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, take it all!” 
 
    With one deep thrust, I felt a jet of cum soaking my cervix, coating my insides like a creamy paint bomb.  Our bodies slapped together again, and another spurt of semen joined the first, all hot and sticky in my most intimate depths. 
 
    With each thrust, twitch, and spurt of cum in my pussy I felt a warm glow spreading throughout my body and imagined all those little swimmers seeking out my eggs.  The doctor had said I’d need to be on the pill for about a week to achieve full efficacy, I was still totally at the mercy of nature… and I was glad. 
 
    After the billionaire who made me call him daddy had finally finished pumping what felt like gallons of cum inside me, and held his cock against my cervix while we caught our breath for a minute or two, he pulled out slowly.  The transition from incredibly full to completely cock-less almost made me pout… I just didn’t feel right without that huge dick inside me. 
 
    “Don’t you dare let any of that cum out,” said Eric. “I’ve got a surprise for you.  Get on your back, scoot your ass to the edge of the bed and spread your legs.  I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I pulled a pillow under my head and waited for Eric to return, gently trailing my fingers over my body and shivering at the electric tingle that seemed to follow wherever I touched.  The gentle rocking of the boat combined with a wonderful afterglow had me feeling like I was floating on a cloud by the time the lean billionaire came back. 
 
    “A gift,” he said, handing me a small leather loop attached to a shiny chain that extended out the door and out of sight around the corner. 
 
    “What…” I started. 
 
    “Just reel it in,” he said. 
 
    My brow creased in a confused frown.  Had he bought me a puppy?  A… gimp?  To say I was apprehensive about pulling on that chain while I lay there with a veritable lake of semen held in my pussy would have been an understatement but I did as he asked. 
 
    The chain slipped from my grasp when I saw her face come around the door frame.  Unlike me, Deanna Royce always wore some eyeliner, and she looked like she’d been doing some crying. 
 
    And why not?  That was surely to be expected, given her circumstances.  There she was, on her hands and knees, naked, with a dog collar around her neck.  The queen bee of my high school, my tormentor, my nemesis, brought so low. 
 
    I began to sit up, but Eric stopped me with a hand gesture. 
 
    “Bring her in,” he said. 
 
    A plague of butterflies, bliblical in scale, fluttered around in my stomach.  Deanna Royce had never missed an opportunity to put me down, any chink in my armour had always been capitalised on.  Whether that was having scruffy old shoes, or simply not knowing how to work a smartphone because I didn’t have one, it just never turned out well for me if she was involved. 
 
    That being the case, my legs were visibly shaking at that thought of her seeing me there, my well-pounded pussy full of an older man’s cum and splayed for her viewing pleasure as she approached.  Regardless of how compromising Deanna’s own situation was, it was still scary. 
 
    Her face fell when she recognised me.  “Not her… please!” she said. 
 
    “Shut up, bitch,” said Eric. “That’s not your decision to make.” 
 
    “What’s going on, Daddy?” I asked without thinking, then clamped my mouth shut at having called him that in front of Deanna. 
 
    “Daddy?  Daddy?” Deanna looked from me to him in shock. 
 
    Eric ignored my indiscretion, if that was what it was, and Deanna’s repeated questions. 
 
    “Not sure if you heard, Olivia, but Deanna’s father is having a bit of legal trouble at the moment.  He’s heading for bankruptcy and jail time, you know.  I had a meeting with him and came up with a solution to make all his problems go away.” 
 
    Deanna’s face burned red and she avoided eye contact with both of us, looking at the floor instead. 
 
    “Lucky for him, he had something to bargain with.  Something he didn’t value much because she’s just a piece of trash slut… his daughter,” continued Eric.  “Oh how I would have loved to be a fly on the wall when he went home and had that conversation.  It didn’t take long before Deanna was signing a contract though, she’s just as superficial as her dear old dad.” 
 
    “But what is she doing here?” I asked. 
 
    “Deanna is my official creampie eater.  Aren’t you, Deanna?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” whispered Deanna, still not looking up. 
 
    “So get eating, and don’t you dare stop until Olivia here gushes all over your face.” 
 
    “But, Daddy!  I’m not a lesbian!” 
 
    “That’s OK, Olivia, neither is Deanna, now sit back and enjoy.  I know I will.  You’ll always be able to remember this moment, this day when she was finally put in her place.” 
 
    Deanna was crawling towards me, a look of hatred etched on her face that I was sure I was mirroring right back at her, but we were both under the control of the dominant billionaire in the room, who took a seat and gently stroked his cock as he watched the results of his expertise play out.  My nemesis closed her eyes as the tip of her tongue lightly touched my labia. 
 
    She may not have been a lesbian, but holy fuck did she know how to eat pussy.  It felt like Eric had crammed a lifetime of fucking into only a few encounters with me, but the reality was that he was my only lover, I was still inexperienced. 
 
    Everything with Eric was so hard, so powerful, so urgent.  He was in complete control, taking exactly what he wanted, exactly when he wanted it, the very embodiment of an alpha male. 
 
    Deanna was slow, soft, and delicate, teasing me with her femininity in a way so different from Eric that I surprised myself with a gasp of pleasure when her tongue found its way to my clit.  I lost concentration and Eric’s white gold began trickling out over my asshole. 
 
    “Don’t waste any,” Eric advised Deanna. 
 
    With a look of defeat, Deanna’s tongue ran in a one long lap all the way across my puckered rear entrance saving that dribble of semen like she was tending to a melting ice cream cone.  I let go of the chain and pulled her head hard between my legs, chuckling at this crazy reversal of fortune. 
 
    Pulled in like that, Deanna’s face was soon a mess of mine and Eric’s combined juices, a creamy and shiny facemask concentrated around her mouth.  I’d never felt so powerful in all my life, and when the vast majority of semen that was going to leak out had already leaked out and Deanna returned her concentration to my clit, I was soon on the verge of another orgasm. 
 
    “Oh… Uhnnn… oh fuck,” I moaned. 
 
    Deanna’s head shook from side to side, her lips tugged at my clit as her tongue flicked back and forth across it and I pulled her hair as hard as I could, until fresh tears welled up in her eyes.  When Eric knelt on the bed and covered her face and my pelvis with a fresh load of cum, gluing one of her eyes shut, there was no holding me back. 
 
    A fresh wash of my sweet nectar flowed out over Deanna’s chin and I moaned like a whore, holding nothing back because there wasn’t another soul in earshot.  It was a climax like no other, the familiar ecstasy mixed with some other feeling of relaxation, like muscles that had been mysteriously cramped for years were finally unclenching. 
 
    I let the waves of pleasure run through my body until they faded away and I floated back down to reality.  Sex-exhaustion was setting in, and I watched Deanna clean Eric’s latest emission from me from behind half-closed eyes before he led her away, back to wherever he had been storing her in the first place, never letting her walk on her feet but making her crawl. 
 
    I shuffled completely on to the bed and let myself drift off into a little power-nap before Eric returned.  The last thing I thought before I was asleep was that the birth control pills had been a terrible mistake.  I’d give Eric anything he wanted, even a baby. 
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    Power, I was drunk with it.  After a lifetime on the bottom rung of the social ladder, I was finally the queen bee of my own tiny little universe.  The population of this universe was only two, but the person below me on the pecking order was the only person I ever would have chosen for the position. 
 
    Deanna Royce, the worst person in the world.  She had made my life a living hell, but my new daddy had really put her in her place. 
 
    Pretty, popular, and rich, it was always a given that she would date the quarterback, be prom queen, have a nice easy life.  That would have been fine, but she had to stomp all over me because I was poor too. 
 
    When my mom started dating billionaire legal powerhouse Eric Lockwood I never could have dreamed that my virginity would be part of the arrangement.  Not only that, but Eric wanted an heir and expected me to provide it for him the old fashioned way.  With a whole bunch of rough and bareback sex. 
 
    Naturally, I was somewhat conflicted.  I’d never been wanted before, not the way Eric wanted me when he got his big dick into my pussy.  Nobody ever looked at me that way until he did, and when I was around him it was hard to think about anything but how best to please him, how to give him exactly what he wanted. 
 
    But I was only eighteen.  To agree to just let nature take its course with an older man fathering my child, a man who was going to marry my mother, it was a lot to take in. 
 
    So I rebelled, I got birth control pills.  However, I hadn’t even been on them for long enough to reach full effectiveness when Eric gave me the gift of a lifetime aboard his luxury launch. 
 
    In addition to some good hard sex, the only kind of sex I had ever known from the only lover I had ever known, he also gave me Deanna Royce like a present wrapped up in a little bow.  Well, a dog collar anyway. 
 
    Eric had put Deanna’s father in quite the legal predicament, and Mr. Royce in turn had agreed to let Deanna work him out of the situation and save him from jail time, and their family from bankruptcy.  This was no summer internship though, Eric had called her his official creampie eater, and it just so happened that his latest creampie was in my pussy. 
 
    I’d never forget that moment when, with mutual hate on our faces, she licked my slit until I came and she could extract no more semen from it.  I couldn’t talk about what happened at school, but I knew it.  And she knew it too.  That was enough. 
 
    However, I thought a lifetime of torment was far from paid off with one orgasm.  I asked Eric and he said I could do whatever I wanted with her until school ended in a couple of weeks.  That’s how I made Deanna my bitch. 
 
    ***** 
 
    On the day of the last full school assembly I arranged for a reluctant Deanna to meet me on stage in the assembly hall behind the thick curtains during lunchtime before it was supposed to commence.  The curtains never opened unless the drama club was acting a play or one of the school bands wanted to perform for the school or something. 
 
    To get in you had to either go through the curtains in full view of anybody who might be eating their lunch in the hall or through a locked door backstage.  I had discovered that it could easily be sprung open by slipping a ruler up through the gap and wiggling it against the latch. 
 
    Over the years I’d often spent my lunchtimes hiding there, away from whatever torment Deanna and her posse wanted to inflict on me that day, so I knew it was a pretty private place.  Deanna had no such knowledge though. 
 
    “Back there?  You’re fucking crazy, I’m not going there with you!” 
 
    She had protested in a similar fashion before I made her lick my pussy in the girls’ changing rooms, in a stationery closet and in the principal’s office that day he was away at a conference.  I wondered if he ever noticed how wet his chair was when he came back.  Regardless, I quelled her opposition the same as always. 
 
    “You know, my daddy has a couple more weeks before he has to file those documents with the courts.  It’d be a shame if your dad went to jail and you ended up on the streets.  Probably be better to come back here with me than to be selling your pussy to some crack-head just to get by, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    Colour rushed to her cheeks and her fists bunched up for a moment, then relaxed as her shoulders slumped.  She was angry, livid, but compliant.  Just the way I liked her.  There was no love lost between us but, even though we each had no particular attraction to girls, god damn she could make me cum so hard with that tongue of hers. 
 
    The latch clicked and I yanked the door open before putting the ruler back in my bag, pushing Deanna through with a hand on her ass, which she slapped away as she gave me the ol’ stinkeye.  I smiled sweetly in return. 
 
    Deanna walked ahead of me across the dimly lit stage until we were right in the middle where somebody had placed a huge heavy table, which I supposed was probably going to be used for a bunch of trophies and prizes at some point. 
 
    “Where this time?” asked Deanna, dropping her backpack. 
 
    I dropped my own bag and bent over the table, resting on my elbows and giving my ass a little wiggle.  The hem of my skirt rode up almost to the very top of my legs.  The uniform was new, a gift from Eric… but the skirt was somewhat shorter than regulation. 
 
    “Make me believe it,” I said. 
 
    Deanna rolled her eyes, but she knew the drill.  She got down on her knees behind me and, after a deep breath, I felt her hands gently stroking their way up my inner thighs starting from the tops of my knee-socks. 
 
    For somebody who hated me so thoroughly, her touch was light and sensual.  So feminine and markedly different from Eric, the only man who had ever known me in the sexual sense. 
 
    Facing away from her as I was and unable to see that spark of enmity in her eyes, I could shut my eyelids and imagine anybody at all.  In a nutshell, Deanna was skilled and motivated enough to make me believe it. 
 
    She flipped my little skirt over my back and I shuffled my feet apart, giving her better access.  I inhaled a shallow gasp of air when I felt her kiss and lick along my panty-line, starting from just to the left of my eager little slit and moving across my ass cheek before repeating on the other side. 
 
    Her perfectly manicured fingernails ticklishly scratched at my lower back as she hooked her fingers into the elastic of my panties and slowly pulled them downwards.  Until very recently I never could have dreamed of having my beauty needs taken care of by a professional. Unlike Deanna, who had since middle school, but that was something Eric sorted out for me now too. 
 
    I was worked over at a high end beauty salon from head to toe on the very first day I met him, shortly before he fucked my virginity away, and again just the previous night, at his insistence.  In addition to the Brazilian that had caught me by surprise the first time, they’d bleached my asshole and given me ‘full colonic hydrotherapy’.  Apparently it was all the rage these days. 
 
    I had no idea about the truth of that statement, having never been a judge in an asshole competition.  However, it had been part of the package Eric had booked and after everything he had done for me I was happy to do anything he wanted. 
 
    Reluctantly, I shuffled my feet together to let my panties slide down to my ankles and then lifted my left foot out before parting them again.  I felt Deanna’s hot breath gently blowing on my pussy lips for a moment before she made contact again. 
 
    She planted a gentle kiss on my sex and then her lips tugged on one of my petals the way I had seen her do with her boyfriend’s bottom lip.  Her skilled tongue ran up one side of my slit and then the other, making my legs quiver in anticipation. 
 
    I inhaled deeply and let it out in a long sigh when I felt her tongue delve between my folds, exploring my pussy and tasting my sweet nectar.  How she could be so full of hate but still be so tender with her touch I had no idea, but I was certainly thankful. 
 
    My nemesis soon had my juices flowing freely, and she slathered them all over my clit, licking me to a frenzy until I was moaning and pushing back against her.  I felt one of her hands on the top of my ass, the other on the side of my thigh, steadying herself as my lusty movements became more and more wild. 
 
    Even so, I felt my sex forced against her face each time and relished the feeling.  The tip of her nose touched against my newly-bleached and cleansed asshole and I had a devilish thought that was enough to send me over the edge. 
 
    As my orgasm crashed down on me, I reached back and grab a fistful of Deanna’s hair, pulling her against me to make sure her tongue maintained firm contact with my most sensitive spot as I rode the pleasure waves.  To be literally rubbing my enemy’s nose in it was the icing on the cake. 
 
    When I was still floating down from the lofty heights of my climax, I felt Deanna trying to pull away, but I only gripped her hair more tightly.  She pulled harder too. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?  I’m not done with you, bitch.” I said, wondering if she remembered saying those exact words to me a couple of years ago, in an admittedly different situation. 
 
    “What now?” she managed to ask, barely able to get any distance between her mouth and a face-full of ass and pussy. 
 
    “Eat.  My.  Ass.” 
 
    The silence was all-encompassing.  Those particular words had never passed between us, in that order anyway. 
 
    “You can’t be…” 
 
    The bell rang, signalling the end of the lunch break and drowning out Deanna’s final word.  I assumed it was ‘serious’.  I pushed my ass back at her, feeling her shaking with rage, the outward symptom of that internal conflict between her hatred for me and the need to save her dad and her own social status. 
 
    “We’ll be late for the assembly,” she said. 
 
    “Who gives a fuck?” 
 
    It was a conflict won, maybe narrowly, by her desire to maintain her social standing.  Ironically, it was her own pride that led her down the road to licking my asshole. 
 
    The tip of her tongue tentatively touched to the side of my puckered rear entrance before giving an experimental lick.  I squirmed despite my best efforts to keep still as she repeated her motions with slightly more confidence. 
 
    I wriggled again, with a little squeak escaping my mouth.  It was a strange sensation, not as erogenous as her attentions to my pussy, but still pleasurable, more ticklish and just downright forbidden.  When Deanna stepped it up to a playful swirl of her tongue around my asshole I decided beyond all doubt that it was more than just a nice punishment for Deanna… it was fucking hot! 
 
    I loosened my grip on Deanna’s hair, feeling like her little rebellion had been quelled.  With my other hand, I reached back between my legs and let my upper body come to rest on the surface of the table. 
 
    My middle finger unconsciously mirrored on my clit the motions of Deanna’s tongue and I sighed contentedly.  From the other side of the heavy curtain I could hear the vague hubbub of the whole school gathering to listen to some useless announcements. 
 
    When I’d had the idea of making Deanna lick my beautician-prepared asshole, I hadn’t counted on how good it would feel.  We weren’t just going to be late for the assembly, we were going to miss it completely if that tell-tale tingle of pleasure rising from the ashes of my afterglow was anything to go by. 
 
    By the time the sound of the principal’s voice came over the PA system, addressing a little over a thousand people who didn’t give a fuck about what he had to say, I was rubbing my finger furiously back and forth across my clit.  When I was, by my estimations, only a few seconds away from my second orgasm and the slurping sounds of Deanna licking my ass were getting just as frantic, I heard something that made my blood run cold. 
 
    “Enough.” 
 
    I snatched my hand away from my pussy and whirled around, almost falling over.  Deanna did fall over, scrambling backwards away from me as she tried to regain her feet. 
 
    Standing by the backstage door as if watching two eighteen year old schoolgirls in full uniform engaged in oral sex wasn’t a special enough event to just keep watching, and wasn’t even the slightest bit scandalous… was my step-father-to-be, Eric Lockwood.  He must have opened the door and slipped through when the bell rang for us to not have heard anything. 
 
    He wasn’t interested in watching my pleasure, he was pissed about something.  All my illusions of power, grandeur and control slipped away from me immediately, I could almost feel the focus of importance converging on him as he stalked closer, like the universe moving a spotlight from me to him. 
 
    When he was still a good distance away, he threw something at me with a flick of his wrist.  All I caught while it was in flight was this silvery flash and my mind thought ‘ninja star!’ for a moment before something much less deadly, but maybe equally life-ending, lightly struck me on the forehead and fell to the ground. 
 
    I looked down and saw a circular blister package of pills.  The writing on it was too small to read at that distance, but I knew it would say ‘Mon’, ‘Tues’, ‘Weds’ and so on.  These were my birth control pills, the ones I had started to take but then stopped. 
 
    “Daddy, please…” 
 
    “Shut up.  Did you really think you could get something like this past me?  You know I’m the one that pays your fucking credit card bill, right?  Didn’t think I’d notice this?” He stalked closer still. 
 
    “Please, Daddy, listen!  I…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The slap turned my head to the side and I stumbled backwards a short distance until my ass hit the edge of the table.  Eric was against me before I could fully stand up again, his hand around my throat, squeezing firmly but not to the point of making it hard to breathe. 
 
    “After everything I did for you.” 
 
    “I stopped taking them, Daddy!  Please believe me!” 
 
    “I know.  That’s the only reason I haven’t told your mother the deal is off yet.  You’ve got one chance to keep our little arrangement on track.” 
 
    “Yes!  Anything!” 
 
    “Let the punishment fit the crime, as they say.  You don’t want to get pregnant?  Then I’m going to fuck your ass.  Any problem with that?” 
 
    My ass?  I gulped.  Surely there was no way he could get himself into my ass, he was just too big.  I’d never put so much as a tiny vibrator up my rear entrance, I was wholly unprepared for this. 
 
    I realised I was now in almost the exact same position that I’d put Deanna in.  I had to choose between social status and the degradation of letting this huge-cocked man fuck my ass, and I knew it would be no gentle love-making.  Eric fucked hard. 
 
    Maybe Deanna and I weren’t so different after all.  I made the same choice she did, life was so much better since Eric and my mom started dating and I couldn’t bear the thought of going back to the way things were before. 
 
    “OK, Daddy.  F-fuck my ass as hard as you want, but I do want your babies, I promise.” 
 
    Deanna, frozen by shock until this moment, gasped and Eric turned to look at her for the first time.  From the other side of the curtain came the muffled sound of an entire school clapping as somebody was probably presented with an award or something. 
 
    “You.  How much longer does that assembly go for?” asked Eric. 
 
    “Uh… another half an hour or so.” 
 
    “Do you know how to work the curtains?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “OK.  Open them up in twenty-five minutes.” He turned back to me.  “Either you’ve got a big load of cum in your ass by that time, or you are getting ass-fucked in front of the whole school and our deal is off.” 
 
    Deanna walked over to the side of the stage next to a simple electrical panel with two buttons, one for open and the other for closed and then turned to watch the fireworks.  I had no doubt in my mind what outcome she was cheering for. 
 
    I placed my hands on Eric’s chest and gave a gentle push.  I wouldn’t be able to move him if he didn’t want to be moved, but he had laid out his ultimatum and stepped back far enough for me to sink to my knees, trailing my hands downwards as I descended. 
 
    Underneath his pants I could feel that thick shaft hanging down his left thigh, and I stroked it through the material, never taking my eyes from his.  The clock was running, but I knew I had to make him want to cum in me or there was no hope. 
 
    “My ass is going to be so tight, Daddy, it’s gonna feel so good on your cock.” 
 
    I nuzzled that majestic piece of manhood and looked back up to Eric, who remained quiet with only the slightest hint of a raised eyebrow to show that he had been listening to me at all.  With a quiet clinking sound, I undid his belt, followed by the button and zip of his pants.  It might have been quicker to just tug his cock out through the zip, but I had to pull out all the stops. 
 
    With both hands, I pushed his shirt out of the way so he had a perfect view of what I was doing. Nuzzling his cock again, pushing it out of the way until it was draped over my cheek when I turned my head up and to the side to look at him, I sucked one of his balls past my lips and swirled my tongue around it. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” I hummed before letting it pop out of my mouth again.  “I want all that sperm inside me, Daddy, don’t you want to put it there?” 
 
    His cock twitched with every beat of his heart, I could feel it growing against my cheek as I turned my attention to his other nut, licking it as I stared up at him with my baby blue eyes and the most innocent expression I could muster under the circumstances.  Soon, it was hard enough that even its own noteworthy weight couldn’t hold it down anymore and it rose. 
 
    I reached up and grabbed it with one hand, stroking it, encouraging it, as I continued to lick Eric’s balls.  It wasn’t long before I had a massive and rock hard shaft in my hand. 
 
    Letting his shirt fall down, I wrapped my other hand around his rod, using both of them to stroke it in tandem and still leaving a significant length jutting out above my face.  I couldn’t deny my apprehension, a cock of that size could conceivably do some damage, but it was also the instrument of the most pleasure I had ever felt in my life.  I was almost a slave to it, and if I had to try to get it in my ass to feel it inside me, then I would. 
 
    “It’s so big, Daddy.  I think it’s going to make me cry… but you promise not to stop, right?  You won’t stop until you’re balls-deep and I get all that cum, right?” 
 
    If it was at all possible, I felt that hard cock get even more rigid in my hands, and I popped the tip into my mouth, moving my tongue in a circular motion on the sensitive underside as I looked up at him with wide-eyed innocence.  Eric gathered my hair into a bunch at the back and slowly began thrusting his manhood in and out of my mouth. 
 
    “You think all this sweet talk is going to make me take it easy on you?  You’ve got no idea, little girl.  You are going to cry because virgin asses weren’t made to be fucked as hard as I’m going to fuck yours.” 
 
    There was nothing to be said to that.  I stroked my hands in time with the bobbing motion he was directing, until that fat cock knocked on the door of my throat with repeated squelching sounds.  It made my eyes water, but I was a long way from crying.  Eric had certainly helped me master my gag reflex. 
 
    He looked down at me with a mixture of anger and hunger as he fucked my face, and I did my best to feed the latter and appease the former.  Letting go with one of my hands, I cupped his balls and felt the weight of them, full of sperm that I desperately and honestly wanted inside me. 
 
    Eric pounded away at my face for several minutes until I was worried he might not even give me a chance to get fucked in the ass but, just when I felt his cock tense as if before an eruption of cum, he held himself back.  He yanked me back to my feet by the hair, his cock slipping from my mouth at the same time as a surprised squeal, and quickly bent me over the table. 
 
    “Spread ‘em, Olivia,” said Eric. 
 
    This was it, the moment of truth.  I reached back and tentatively pulled my ass cheeks apart, squeezing my eyes shut in fearful anticipation.  What I didn’t expect, and what made my eyelids fly open in surprise, was for Eric to plunge his cock balls-deep into my sopping wet pussy until our bodies met with a resounding slap. 
 
    “Uhhh!” I grunted. 
 
    Eric had fucked me several times by this point, but I was still not far removed from being a virgin and every time he was inside me I was struck anew at the sheer size of him.  I thought that taking a regular man in the pussy would have been a walk in the park by now, but to feel that girth stretching my tight teen tunnel to its limits, rubbing its throbbing length back and forth with my pussy walls hugging it all the way, I had an inkling about the monumental task about to beset my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck your pussy is a work of art,” Eric grunted, pounding into me slowly but with enough power that every stroke shook my body.  “I’m actually going to miss it if you fail here today, unless Deanna there wants a shot at the prize, she’s got a tight little body on her.  What do you think?” 
 
    “No, Daddy!  I want to be a good girl and give you whatever you want!” 
 
    “Let’s see about that.” 
 
    Inch after inch of thick cock slid from me and then repositioned with the tip of his formidable rod pressing at the never-before-been-fucked entrance to my ass.  I could feel that fat head pressing against not only the opening, but the area around it too, everywhere Deanna had licked in unknowing preparation. 
 
    As soon as he began putting more pressure on, my hands left my ass cheeks and sought the opposite edge of the table, I needed something to hold on to and I thought I might need something to bite down on too, but there didn’t appear to be anything suitable. 
 
    Now I knew why he had briefly tantalised my pussy.  There was no way something the size of his cock would ever have a hope of fitting into something the size of my ass without some kind of lubrication.  My pussy was one of the agents of my ass’s destruction apparently. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Eric’s open hand came down on the smooth and milky white surface of my right ass cheek, making me yelp and no doubt bringing up a clear hand print.  Ever harder he pushed, his hands curling around my hips to pull my body back against his masculine invasion. 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye I caught a glimpse of Deanna standing there next to that control panel with an absolutely dumbfounded look on her face as my world turned into one big cock-induced fire, centred on my asshole.  Seeing her there gave me the last piece of motivation I needed to force myself to unclench my terrified muscles.  There was no way, no way, I was ever going to let her take my place. 
 
    Highly motivated or not, I thought I was going to pass out by the time I felt an almost audible *pop* as the bumpy ridge of Eric’s cock sank through my rear entrance.  A short-lived wave of relief washed over me as he pushed forward another inch, fanning the flames inside my virgin asshole, before pulling back until the fattest part of his cock stretched my entrance again. 
 
    “Holy fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” I moaned. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    A twin hand print was placed on my other ass cheek, but I barely felt the spank as Eric pushed forward once more gliding on the slickness he’d gathered from my pussy.  I felt myself filled ever fuller with cock until I thought it might never end, and then Eric stopped again and pulled back.  He still hadn’t gone balls-deep! 
 
    “Daddy, I don’t think I can… ugh!” 
 
    Apparently deeming me suitably prepared, he slammed his cock home in my ass and I felt those heavy balls of his slap against my pussy.  His hands grasped my ass and gave it a good squeeze before one of them slid up my back to find a fistful of hair, which he wrapped around his hand to gain an unshakable grip. 
 
    Just like he promised, the tears did come.  Every time he thrust into me everything became more slippery, but there was no getting around the fact that my body was being severely tested and he made good on his other promise.  He fucked hard. 
 
    For several minutes the steady slap of our bodies punctuated the drone of the principal talking on the other side of the curtains and I thought I might split in half… but I didn’t.  With my head pulled back by the hair, my ass getting pounded like there was no tomorrow, and my tits shaking with every impact, I suddenly felt indestructible. 
 
    I would do more than just survive this ass fuck to end all ass fucks, I would get that cum deep inside me, I would save the marriage, and, in the long run, I would get pregnant.  Eric sawed his entire length in and out of me over and over again and I pushed back to meet him every time. 
 
    I wanted to scream the house down in triumph and pleasure, but held myself back to the best of my ability, lest the principal catch wind of something and make Eric’s threat moot.  The tickly sensation I had noticed with Deanna’s gentle licking returned, a welcome undercurrent to the raging fire that Eric’s cock also stoked. 
 
    To my surprise, a smile touched the corners of my mouth… this was starting to feel good, really good.  I looked over at Deanna, with a victorious flash in my eyes and reached between my legs to give some much needed attention to my clit. 
 
    I ran my finger between my pussy lips, dragging my natural lubricants over my eager go-button and finding the traces of that orgasm I’d been so close to when Eric first made his presence known.  With one hand still gripping the table for stability, I flicked the finger on my other hand across that sensitive centre of bliss. 
 
    The fire in my ass merged with the throbbing pleasure of my clit and quickly built into some strange new kind of sensation that I had never felt before.  For the first time, I squeezed his cock with my ass, seeking more friction, more contact with his magnificent pleasure rod. 
 
    “Give it to me hard, Daddy, I want that cum!” 
 
    Eric responded by somehow finding a higher gear to step up to, pounding my ass with furious speed and power until I reached some kind of flashpoint and came for the first time with a cock buried in my ass.  A strangled moan of pleasure forced its way out of my mouth as I still attempted to restrain myself and I felt my prize begin to be deposited deep in my ass. 
 
    Hot, sticky, and generous, spurt after spurt of semen drenched the depths of my rear passage, warming my whole body as Eric’s thrusts lost their rhythmic quality, becoming slower and more sporadic.  As a cloud gradually cleared from my vision and a faint buzzing sound faded from my ears, each of his strokes still shook my body until he was finished and all was still for a moment. 
 
    I was still panting from the effort when Eric pulled his cock out of my ass, and I clenched up to stop a torrent of his creamy love from pouring down my legs.  When I stood and turned I saw his pants were already back up and he was fastening his belt. 
 
    “I’ll see you tonight in my office, we need to have a little chat.  Seven o’clock.  You don’t want to be  late.” 
 
    “OK, Daddy.  Thank you.” 
 
    Deana piped up, probably crestfallen at her missed opportunity to open the curtains on my degradation. 
 
    “What about me?  I can take it too!” 
 
    Eric looked at her like she was nothing more than an annoyance and continued tidying himself up. 
 
    “You.  You’re still my official creampie eater, so you’ve got work to do.  Get to it.  I’ve got plans for you, but don’t call me, I’ll call you.” 
 
    Eric left through the door we had all entered by, leaving Deanna and I alone as the principal began to wrap things up on the other side of the curtain.  I looked at her and she looked at me… then I bent over the table again.  She did have work to do. 
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    It was summer, but a summer unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.  If, this time last year, I’d been told that a billionaire would be marrying my mother, taking my virginity, and fucking me rough and bareback to try and get me pregnant, well, I would have been skeptical.  Wouldn’t you? 
 
    Still, the tenderness in my pussy, and the way I had to walk funny after some sessions couldn’t be denied.  I was getting all kinds of used, and my soon-to-be step-daddy, Eric Lockwood, must have deposited about thirty million gallons of semen into my unprotected depths by the time the summer vacation was only a couple of weeks old. 
 
    Not only that, but I had my own car, my own credit card, Eric took me out on his luxury yacht and then took me out on his luxury yacht.  Everywhere I went, people treated me differently than they ever had before.  Shop assistants that would have chased me out of their stores and called me a street urchin or something, were practically grovelling at my feet when I browsed for new clothes. 
 
    I loved getting fucked by him, to feel my pussy pushed to what I thought must surely be my physical limit, the pleasure, the pain, the desire, all of that.  Once I managed to overcome my reluctance at the thought of getting pregnant at only eighteen, at the cost of my anal virginity I might add, things were even better. 
 
    It had to be said, though, that I was almost exhausted after we moved in with him.  I usually woke up to early-morning sex after he’d been for a run, showered, and had a cup of coffee.  Sometimes I woke up to middle-of-the-night sex when the mood struck him.  My pussy was basically at his beck and call all day every day, and he liked to call a lot. 
 
    That’s why I was kind of relieved when the planning of his wedding to my mom started taking up more of his time and energy, I managed to get a bit of a break from the constant action!  I was even going to be my mom’s maid of honour, and my bridesmaid’s dress was so beautiful I could have stared at myself in the mirror for hours. 
 
    I’d never owned anything like it in my whole life.  The only opportunity I might have had would have been prom, and nobody had asked me to go.  Who would want to go with the poor girl?  No, life would never be the same. 
 
    When the big day came, Eric spared no expense.  A carriage drawn by snow-white horses?  Check.  Enough flowers to cover a football field?  Check.  As much food and alcohol as several hundred people could consume in three days, let alone a single evening?  Check.  An entire hotel booked out for the reception and for all the guests?  Check. 
 
    It was almost dreamlike, catching up with family I hadn’t seen much of in the last year or so.  My aunts, who were my fellow bridesmaids, brought along all my cousins and it was crazy trying to talk about my new life without mentioning the unusual arrangement we had. 
 
    Eric’s guests were a mixture of friends from work and college, as well as family and a few people I was sure must be there purely for the sake of business politics.  Over the course of the night I was sure I saw some of my female cousins happily led out of the reception room and presumably upstairs with some of Eric’s guests.  I swore I saw one of them, Penny, who was only a year older than me sneaking out with a guy who must have been almost fifty. 
 
    There was a time when I would have been jealous of them, but that was all behind me.  I was reasonably confident that the hardest fucking man in the room was Eric, and I was sure that he’d leave me in an Olivia-shaped dent in the bed when he returned from his honeymoon with my mom. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t help but feel a little left out of the fun until a guy named Devan Thorpe asked me to dance and I had to decline on the off-chance that Eric wouldn’t like it.  It kinda killed me to do it too, he was maybe a few years older than me, and one of the cutest guys I’d ever seen.  Although young, his suit was clearly expensive, and he wore it with the kind of self-assurance that really reminded me of Eric. 
 
    With my ego at least stroked, I was just getting ready to call it a night when Eric firmly requested a dance. 
 
    My mom took a seat and was immediately surrounded by a crowd of well-wishers, taking their opportunity to get in a good gossip.  With a hand on my hip, he pulled my body against his and I could feel his hard cock against my belly through the silky material of my bridesmaid dress. 
 
    “Congratulations, Eric,” said somebody I didn’t know, dancing close to us with his partner. 
 
    “Thanks, Tom, hope you’re having a good night.  I know I am.”  Eric pressed against me even harder, making my eyes widen. 
 
    “Sure am,” said Tom. 
 
    The two of them slowly swayed away and left me alone in the crowd with Eric and his huge dick.  My new step-father leaned down and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Are you wearing panties?” 
 
    “Yes!  Of course.” 
 
    “Take them off,” he said. 
 
    “Where?  Here?” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    We were literally surrounded by people.  I looked around at family, friends and acquaintances and then back to Eric with my eyebrows trying to make a hasty retreat towards my hairline and my brow furrowing at the same time. 
 
    There was no mercy in his eyes and by now I knew better than to disobey him.  If I didn’t do exactly what he wanted, I wouldn’t put it past him to file for divorce this very night.  Life without him was worse than living with his demands… especially when his demands had this crazy way of ending up with me having the best orgasms ever. 
 
    I took my hands from his shoulder and hip and looked around the room once more, hoping nobody was paying overly close attention.  As we swayed and turned to the music, I managed to tug my panties down through my dress until they were halfway down my thighs and slipping with every step and movement I made.  The instant they fell to the floor, I swooped down and spent an agonising few seconds disentangling them from my shoes before standing again, bunching them into a little ball and thanking the dim lighting for hiding my intense blush. 
 
    "Good girl, Olivia.  You've come such a long way, you know who your daddy is now, don't you?" he said into my ear. 
 
    My blush deepened and I rested my forehead against his chest in an attempt to shield myself from any curious glances.  He was right, but I thought I might never get entirely used to the whole thing.  Years of imagining what my sex life would be like couldn't be wiped out by a few months of a man with a huge cock fucking me like a slut and making me call him 'daddy', even if I did love being his little sex puppet. 
 
    No, I suspected that the contrast between those vague concepts of candle-lit dinners, slow soul-mate love-making, and the way Eric used me as a pleasure toy and good breeding stock might always bring at least a hint of colour to my cheeks.  It would probably always make me at least a little wet between the legs too, like right now. 
 
    He didn't have to make me take my panties off on the dance floor at the reception of his wedding to my mother.  He didn't have to exercise his control over me right here where I might face unbelievable humiliation.  He did it because he could, because he knew that my need for him, his cock, and everything he did for us outweighed everything else.  And damned if I didn't feel a trickle of my sweet slippery nectar dribbling down my leg already.  But Eric wasn't done with me yet. 
 
    "Don't you?" he repeated. 
 
    "Yes, Daddy," I said from my token hiding place. 
 
    "Look at me, Olivia.  Look up at me and tell me I can do anything I want to you." 
 
    I looked up slowly and met his overpowering gaze.  It wasn't fair that one man could be so overwhelming, to be able to put the world at his feet with a snap of his fingers or a meaningful look.  Well, life had never been fair for me, but at least now I could fall back on a new life motto.  If you can't beat 'em, get pregnant by them and let them make your nemesis lick your pussy. 
 
    "You can do anything you want to me, Daddy.  Anything." 
 
    "Good girl," he said again.  "Now slowly tuck your panties into my pocket and look at me while you do it."  He pointed at the front pocket of his jacket. 
 
    I glanced around nervously before reaching up and slowly poking them in, while I stared into his eyes, thankful that my panties were black and I hadn't lost my mind and decided to wear my white ones with love hearts on them or something.  As the last scrap of material disappeared into his pocket, I saw a satisfied smile on his face as he reached into the pocket of his pants, pulling out a key. 
 
    "Here, go to this room now, I'll be there in a minute.  I'm gonna fuck you one last time before the honeymoon.  Something to remember me by.  Go." 
 
    The key he gave me came with a keyring that read '727' and I let out a little yelp of excitement when I felt him give me a discreet slap on the ass to set me on my way.  This was an unexpected treat. 
 
    When the elevator doors opened and I stepped out into the hallway, I passed Penny walking the other way in a not-quite-straight line with a dreamy look on her face. 
 
    "Best reception ever," she said. 
 
    I smiled politely, guessing she must not realise just how much cum was on her face and in her hair.  When I turned to watch her go, I could see that the back of her dress was still unzipped.  The door to the elevator opened and she disappeared from my sight at the same time I opened the door to room 727 and I forgot all about her. 
 
    This was... no ordinary hotel room.  Hand cuffs were attached to the headboard of the bed, a rope with some kind of wrist restraints was attached to a pulley on the ceiling, which then led back down to a winch in the corner of the room.  Next to that was some strange contraption proudly emblazoned with a logo that said 'Super Nova'.  I stepped in and closed the door behind me. 
 
    Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slipped my shoes off and rubbed my feet.  They were beautiful shoes, but not so comfortable for long periods.  I looked at the leather wrist cuffs attached to the rope and almost unconsciously shuffled along the bed in the opposite direction. 
 
    Eric didn’t leave me alone for long, it was only a matter of minutes before I heard the rattle of the door knob and he entered the room.  His smile was absolutely predatory when he saw me there waiting for him, as if I was a lamb being sacrificed to my God of cock. 
 
    “The first night I’m your daddy in the eyes of the law,” said Eric.  “You didn’t think I’d let you be a party favour for Senator Smythe like your cousin, did you?  You’re all mine.” 
 
    I smiled, nervously.  I knew how hard he could fuck already, but he’d never taken me anywhere like this before.  Eric wasn’t one to waste much time with smooth-talking, and he crossed the distance with purpose, pulling me to my feet by my hair and bringing forth a tiny yelp of surprise, which he cut off with a forceful kiss. 
 
    My mother’s new husband’s tongue twirled and danced around mine as he worked his jaws, forcing my mouth wide open as the kiss went as deep as possible.  I was panting by the time Eric pulled back and broke the kiss, his hand still firmly gripping my hair. 
 
    It was with this control that he pulled me away from the bed and to the restraints hanging from the pulley.  I was so uneasy about this and all the other unusual items in the room, I was only eighteen after all.  It wasn’t like I’d been frequenting sex clubs for years. 
 
    Eric let go of my hair and quickly secured my wrists, pulling the leather straps tight before going over to the winch.  I gulped when I first felt my arms being dragged upwards. 
 
    My billionaire step-father gave me an unreadable look once my arms were stretched tight above me and I thought he was done, but then he gave the handle another crank until I could just barely scrape my toes on the ground.  It had been a long time since I’d swung on the monkey bars at a playground, and I’d never hung from my wrists before, it was a strange experience and the pressure was quickly building up on my arms. 
 
    “Just a little lower…” I said. 
 
    “Are you trying to tell me what to do, Olivia?” Eric asked. 
 
    “No, Daddy, I’m just…” 
 
    “You’re just exactly where I want you to be.” 
 
    Eric circled around me once as if admiring his handiwork, while I hung there, swinging ever so slightly as my toes brushed on the carpet.  He finally stopped behind me and put his hands on my hips, pulling me backwards until I felt the huge bulge in his pants pressing between my ass cheeks and I gasped at the spark of pleasure that shot into my body from my clit. 
 
    “You want it so bad, don’t you?” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes!  Yes, I want it… but my arms…” 
 
    His hand left my hip and found my neck in an instant, gripping firmly but not painfully, just a little reminder that he was in charge.  He could squeeze a lot harder if he chose to. 
 
    “Shhh.  You take what I give you.” 
 
    One hand travelled up my body, the other down from my neck, and met at the twin swells of my breasts, kneading them through my pretty bridesmaid’s dress until my nipples were hard and rubbing against the silky material of my bra.  I did my best to keep my ass pressed against his rigid shaft, to savour the feel of his hands on my chest, they were doing a lot to offset the discomfort in my arms. 
 
    Eric stalked around until he was in front of me again and slowly tugged my dress upwards until he could get his hand under it.  The corner of his mouth rose in a smirk when he felt the wetness on my inner thigh, a slick trail he traced upwards with a single finger until I felt him touching my clit. 
 
    He didn’t move, he just held it there, torturing me with the contact until I gave in, relinquished my dignity and bucked my hips back and forth, feeling his finger sliding against my most sensitive spot deliciously.  Eric watched me closely, sometimes pressing harder, sometimes barely touching me at all, until I felt a hint of something building inside of me, something being teased into existence 
 
    I was surprised at how good it felt, since much more attention had been paid to me between my legs at certain times over the past couple of months.  Perhaps it was the distraction it provided from the ever increasing pressure in my arms, maybe it was the fact that the marriage today really did make it official, like he said.  Everything can be bought, even the most incredibly taboo and wrong things like this. 
 
    There was no doubt about it.  I was going to cum right there in front of him, hanging by my wrists from the ceiling.  Or at least, that’s what I thought.  I cried out in frustration when he pulled his hand away and the hem of my dress fell to the floor again.  I was close to shedding tears too. 
 
    “Please!  Let me…” 
 
    Eric dropped to one knee in front of me and lifted my dress again, putting his head where I couldn’t see it.  Thankfully, I didn’t have to. 
 
    He pulled at one leg from the back of my knee until I raised it for him, and I felt his tongue on my inner thigh, slowly licking and sucking up my trickle of escaped pussy juices, and making his way agonisingly slowly towards my sex.  I wanted to strain downwards, but I had nothing to grab on to, or with, I had to writhe in almost -mid-air while I waited for the sweet release only he could give me. 
 
    When I felt his lips on my labia, sucking and gently pulling at me before his tongue probed between my folds, I let out a moan that would have woken up the neighbours in any motel I might have stayed in before my mom met Eric.  A room like this, I was pretty confident, would be well sound-proofed. 
 
    He licked up each side of my pussy, his tongue first seeming hard, then soft and then hard again, quickly teasing me back to the brink of orgasm.  I swung my lifted-leg forward and draped it over his shoulder as he continued to flick his tongue across my eager sex, immediately feeling a lessoning of the strain on my arms. 
 
    Acting on instinct, I swung my other leg over his other shoulder and under the folds of my dress his face was truly buried in my most private spot.  It must have looked like he’d misplaced the instructions for how to carry somebody on his shoulders, but I didn’t care.  All I knew was that I was more comfortable in this position, and a tongue was licking me with nearly super-human speed. 
 
    Wave after wave of hot flushes seemed to radiate upwards from his furious work between my legs.  I lifted my knees each time, making my abdominal muscles work, which seemed to concentrate the pleasure in my belly until I reached a breaking point and crossed my ankles behind his back, pulling him hard against me as I came. 
 
    My teen tunnel pulsated with pleasure, sending a new wash of juices flowing over Eric’s chin.  He nuzzled against me and I felt the prickly evidence of his stubble against my sensitive folds, as if my pussy had a mild case of pins and needles. 
 
    Every muscle in my body was straining to grind my slit against his mouth, eking out every last iota of ecstasy I could before I collapsed, exhausted.  All my weight went back on my arms when Eric came out from under my dress, planting another hard kiss on my lips, interrupting my panting long enough for me to taste my own flavour on the tongue that had just delved deep inside me. 
 
    Eric went to the winch in the corner and slowly let me down.   I found that my legs wouldn’t work properly, maybe a combination of my climax and having been suspended in the air for so long, and once there was enough slack, I simply lied there on the floor with my eyes half-open, feeling intense relief in my arms, and incredible satisfaction in general. 
 
    My whole body was buzzing with a gentle afterglow as Eric stood over me, slowly undressing.  I rolled on to my back and looked up at him, watching as that muscular physique was revealed to me. 
 
    When he pushed his pants and boxers down, revealing the thick cock that had roughly fucked my virginity away, I couldn’t help but lick my lips.  For a moment I thought he might drag me on to the bed by my hair, but thankfully he slipped his arms behind my knees and shoulders, lifting me up as if I weighed as much as a feather and carrying me over the top of the bed the way a groom was supposed to carry a bride over the threshold. 
 
    I thought most brides were probably set down on their own feet, but Eric simply dropped me on the bed before climbing on top of me.  In a few moments he had the straps of my dress pulled down and my strapless bra off, exposing my tits. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah…” I whispered as he sucked on my sensitive pink tips, sending jolts of tickly pleasure into my body. 
 
    Once my nipples were back to full hardness, Eric rose up on his knees and rolled me on to my stomach before bringing each of my wrists up to the handcuffs attached to the headboard.  Just returning to the raised position made my shoulders ache, but it wasn’t so bad without my body weight adding to my problems. 
 
    Next I felt Eric attach my ankles to similarly padded cuffs I hadn’t seen attached somewhere at the bottom of the bed.  I wasn’t completely spread-eagled, the ankle-cuffs couldn’t have been right at the corners, but I was effectively immobilised face-down. 
 
    Eric wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled my ass up, stuffing a pillow under my pelvis and leaving me with my ass sticking up in the air, which he then uncovered by flipping my dress up over my back.  The way the pillow made me bend in the middle caused the restraints to be pulled almost taut.  I could move my arms and legs a bit, wiggle my ass a little, but not much.  
 
    I was utterly at his mercy, I could already imagine how deep this position would allow for penetration.  The tip of his fat cock might brush against my cervix.  When he came, he’d be cumming almost directly in my womb.  His ultimate goal was to knock me up, after all. 
 
    The feeling of something probing at my asshole, followed by an icy cold injection of some slippery jelly brought me all the way back to reality.  I tried to crane my neck around to see what he was doing, confused and anxious at this sudden development.  What was he doing?  Surely he wasn’t going to fuck me back there again, I hadn’t disobeyed him in the slightest! 
 
    “What are you doing, Daddy?  I’ve been good!  I promise!” 
 
    “I know, but I saw how much you loved having something shoved up your ass, so who am I to argue?” 
 
    I gripped the chains of the handcuffs and braced myself for the girth of his cock being shoved up my rear entrance.  Assholes, mine at least, could barely take the kind of punishment a man as well-endowed as Eric could dish out. 
 
    When I heard the buzzing sound I opened one eye, and then the other, my brow furrowed in confusion for a moment before the buzzing was applied to my back passage.  My asshole puckered up the instant it felt the tip of the vibrator, trying to deny the powerful little device any entry. 
 
    It was no use though, as lubricated as I was, and as smooth as it turned out to be, the little motorised wonder was soon making me feel like my entire ass was thrumming in time with it.  It was nowhere near as big as Eric’s cock, but holy fuck was it potent. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned. 
 
    “That’s right, my little slut,” said Eric. 
 
    That’s when I felt the tip of his cock pushing my labia to either side as he began to double-team me in conjunction with the toy he’d shoved up my ass.  I’d taken his cock many times by this stage, but as inch after inch advanced into my depths, I’d never felt so completely full before. 
 
    “Holy fuck, I can feel it through you,” said Eric, obviously talking about the vibrating sensation. 
 
    I felt his pelvis press against my ass, bumping against the base of the vibrator at the same time as the tip of his cock did brush my cervix, and I moaned in absolute submission.  Every time I thought there couldn’t possibly be anything else he could do to claim me, make me more his, I was proven wrong. 
 
    Eric leaned over me and began pounding his hard length in and out of my well-prepped pussy, making my pelvis bounce off the pillow and thrust back against him.  My ass met his thrusting body with an almost deafening slap each time he bottomed out, bumping that vibrator in my anal cavity again and again. 
 
    The billionaire fucked me like a madman, furiously punishing my teenage pussy with his stiff rod until I was screaming and crying in delirious pleasure.   I bit down on the sheet in front of my mouth just in time as I felt him pull up and unleash a heavy hand on my ass cheek. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I squealed through clenched teeth, and again as he repeated on the other side. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    My ass cheeks were on fire, my asshole was absolutely buzzing, and his huge cock was going to make me cum again at any moment.  The humming from the sex toy in my ass seemed to drown out all other sounds, even the filthy things Eric was saying to me, as I was once more pushed over the edge. 
 
    I let out a scream of ecstasy to end all screams of ecstasy as my climax robbed me of all rational thought and I thrashed against the cuffs holding me in place, my ass still bouncing off the pillow to meet Eric’s thrusts.  My billionaire step-daddy wrapped his hands around my throat and pushed his cock as deep as he could, spurting cum in a hot blast directly against my cervix as I knew he would. 
 
    My face went red with the pleasure and effort of the hard fucking as Eric injected his creamy load into me.  When I finally came back to earth, I smiled at the familiar sensation of all that warm cum inside my pussy, especially happy that in this position none of it seemed to leak out.  Nothing was wasted. 
 
    If anything, it seemed to sink in deeper, as if every single one of his sperm in that load was in the running to get to my eggs.  Maybe that was his plan all along.  It didn’t matter, the important thing was that I’d done just what my daddy wanted me to do, and my future was still secure, as was my mom’s.  Life was good and everything was as it should be. 
 
    I could barely do anything when Eric pulled out, beyond pouting at having no cock in my pussy anymore.  The vibrator was still humming away in my asshole and he seemed to be in no hurry to remove it as he got dressed again. 
 
    To my surprise I heard him walk to the door and open it without even setting me free and felt a moment of panic that he might leave me here all night for the cleaners to find the next day.  Before I’d even begun to process that possibility though, I heard him talking to somebody just outside the door. 
 
    “Here you go, told you.  Take good care of her, but remember her pussy is mine.  Mine, you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “I promise you it wouldn’t be worth it to piss me off on this one.” 
 
    “I get it, don’t worry.  There’s a thousand other things I can do with her.  To her.” 
 
    “Alright, see you when I get back,” said Eric. 
 
    The door closed and I had no choice but to just lie there, my face a mask of shock as footsteps headed towards the bed.  After a few seconds I saw the man come into view and recognised him immediately. 
 
    Devan Thorpe. 
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    ***** 
 
    For those of you who have ever been left tied up on a bed after your billionaire step-father vigorously barebacked your teen pussy until you screamed in ecstasy, trying once again to get you pregnant, on the night of his wedding to your mother, before giving you away on some kind of sex loan to a man you don’t even know while he enjoys his honeymoon, I ask you, what are you supposed to do? 
 
    That was the situation I was in when Eric Lockwood left me in the possession of Devan Thorpe for a couple of weeks.  It seemed that Devan was Eric’s apprentice in almost everything, a man Eric trusted to be his second in command with a long-term view to take over the empire when Eric decided the time was right. 
 
    Even though he was only in his twenties, and even before he had me in such a compromising position, I had thought to myself about how much like a younger version of Eric he was.  That similarity was driven home when he stripped down and didn’t untie me from the bed until I had a fresh load of his cum on my face and in my hair to go along with the huge sperm deposit Eric had just made in my pussy. 
 
    I was in shock, I had no idea what was going on.  I’d never met anybody as dominant and unyielding as my new step-father before.  I certainly wasn’t in the habit of letting just anybody cum on my face, but he was so fucking hot and Eric had basically decreed that I belonged to Devan until he was back… so I went with it. 
 
    I don’t know if that’s what anybody else would have done, but if they had seen how incredible these cocks were, they might have changed their tune and also done what they could just to get those wondrous specimens of manhood inside them.  I spent the weekend finding out just how many ways I could cum without actually having a cock in my pussy, and all about what the “Super Nova” machine was for, before wedding guests were expected to leave the hotel where the reception had taken place. 
 
    By the time Eric returned, Devan had worked his way deep into my mind and fantasies, but, as Eric had warned him, my pussy belonged to Eric and my mom’s marriage hinged on the billionaire getting me pregnant.  Apparently refreshed by a two week break, he came back ready to fuck me harder than ever, and wasted precious little time for another attempt. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was killing time doing some online shopping when Eric’s butler knocked on my door with a delivery that had just arrived.  Nothing I’d bought in the last few days was due to arrive, so I had no idea what to expect, a confusion that was reinforced when Jeeves spoke. 
 
    “The car is waiting for you out front, as per Mr. Lockwood’s instructions.  He expects you in it within ten minutes, young Ma’am.” 
 
    “OK… thanks,” I said. 
 
    He nodded and turned on his heel to retreat back to whatever task he had been doing beforehand and I had to wonder why his parents had railroaded him into butlerdom from day one with a name like that.  I shrugged and closed my door, I had mysteries of my own to solve. 
 
    I unwrapped the box and removed the top, revealing some clothes that I pulled out piece by piece.  It was some kind of dress suit, and looked as expensive as anything Eric ever wore himself.  Under the clothes was a pair of glasses, which I put on and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    The lenses were simply for show, thankfully, but the glasses would no doubt go with the rest of the outfit perfectly.  Right at the bottom of the box was a leather satchel that rounded everything off nicely, it had nothing in it but I guessed that didn’t matter. 
 
    Last but not least, was a short note that contained an address and a floor number, I knew it was one of those sky-scrapers downtown.  I glanced at myself in the mirror again, still wearing the glasses, and bit my bottom lip.  Eric wanted me to show up dressed like a sexy little secretary and the idea made me shiver happily.  Especially between the legs. 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I stepped out of the limo in front of the towering office building, I felt somewhere in the vicinity of a million dollars.  People stopped to look at who was showing up in such style, and many seemed taken aback to see somebody so young step out dressed as I was. 
 
    I did my best to stop a smug smile from touching my lips, thinking back on how differently people treated me now compared to only a few months ago.  After reaching back inside the car to pick up my important-looking-but-still-empty satchel, I let the driver close the door and strode confidently inside. 
 
    Up on the thirty-second floor I stepped out of the elevator into the reception area of some techy-looking business and approached the front desk.  The woman behind it looked down her nose at me, no mean feat considering she was sitting down, and closed a folder she had been looking at so she could greet me. 
 
    “Welcome to Intactustech, how can I help you?” 
 
    “I’m here to see Eric Lockwood, please,” I said. 
 
    The woman gave an almost imperceptible eye-roll, as if women were always asking to see Eric.  Hell, maybe they were. 
 
    “Do you have an appointment?” she asked. 
 
    “Not formally, no.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m pretty sure Mr. Lockwood hasn’t got time for the likes of you.  You should probably return that dress suit before it’s too late and you can’t get your money back.” 
 
    All at once I felt small again.  This was the kind of thing I’d lived with my whole life, people who would look down on me because they were older or they had more money, or any other reason they could latch on to. 
 
    I hated the feeling, I was only a fraction of a second away from running back to the elevator and hiding my blushing face behind my hands, but then I remembered something.  Everything had changed.  Everything.  I wasn’t that scared little mouse anymore. 
 
    I drew myself up to my full height and looked the woman right in the eye before making my voice as hard and cold as steel.  It was an unconscious copy of Eric if ever there was one. 
 
    “Well, I’m pretty sure that if you don’t find him right now and tell him that Olivia is here to see him that you’ll be living in your fucking car by the end of the week.  Honey.  So do your job if you want to keep it.” 
 
    The woman faltered and flustered for half a second, trying to hold on to that air of superiority, that grown-up condescension.  She couldn’t do it and the tables were turned.  I was Goliath, she was David and she’d misplaced her slingshot. 
 
    “I’m… sor… yes, Ma’am.  One moment.” 
 
    The receptionist picked up the handset to her complicated-looking desk phone and pressed a few buttons, all the while looking like she was trying to shrink down beyond the point of visibility as I stood over her.  After waiting for an answer she spoke. 
 
    “Sir, I have an Olivia here to see you?  Yes sir.  Right now?  Y-yes I heard you, sir, sorry.” 
 
    She put the handset down.  “Please follow me, Ma’am.” 
 
    The receptionist led me through a maze of cubicles, hallways and between offices to an impressive door, which she knocked sheepishly on before opening.  Past her shoulder I could see a long boardroom table with some floor-to-ceiling windows behind it, providing what would probably be an incredible view of the city. 
 
    “Mr. Lockwood?  Olivia is here, sir.  Would you like any coffee?  Snacks?  Anything for the meeting?” 
 
    “That will be all, Maureen.” 
 
    Maureen stepped to the side and tentatively gestured inside for me.  “Sorry, Ma’am, I…” 
 
    “That will be all, Maureen,” I repeated Eric’s instruction. 
 
    The receptionist closed the door behind me after I walked through, and I saw Eric standing in the opposite corner, looking out over the city like some kind of Emperor looking at his realm.  Just seeing him made me excited, and I felt an expectant grin pull the corners of my mouth up. 
 
    “Some problem with Maureen?” he asked. 
 
    “No problem, Daddy,” I said and turned around once to give him a full view.  “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think you look like the hottest little fuck in the city and I can’t wait to get my cock into you is what I think.  Why don’t you get up on the table, crawl over here and beg for it?” 
 
    I dropped my empty satchel and kicked off my heels before crawling up on to the smooth surface of the boardroom table.  The dark wood was hard and polished to a glasslike smoothness, I could see my reflection in it as I crawled towards the man who I knew would fuck me until the lines between pleasure and pain were blurred to the point of non-existence. 
 
    Eric moved to the head of the table, in front of a chair that was subtly more lavish than the ones that lined both sides, and pushed the sides of his jacket back to put his hands on his hips as he watched me approach.  I tried to make my movements as sexy as possible, slow and feline, pausing every now and then to undo one of the buttons on my own jacket. 
 
    When I reached his end of the table I could see the outline of his semi-hard cock twitching against his thigh and there was no self-restraint in the world that could have stopped me from licking my lips.  Eric reached out and took a firm hold of my ponytail before giving me a slap on one cheek strong enough to shake my glasses a little and make me gasp but not enough to really hurt. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “You’re gonna be a good little slut for me, aren’t you Olivia?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “I saw that look on your face, you’re already getting wet aren’t you?” 
 
    There had been no panties in the outfit Eric had sent me, so I hadn’t worn any, and it was so true, I could feel the cool air against my wet pussy.  Truth be told, I’d been getting more and more aroused ever since the delivery arrived. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I’m so wet for you.” 
 
    “All in good time.  For now, get that mouth on my cock.” 
 
    I reached out and pulled his zip down before slipping one hand into the warm darkness beyond, finding that all-important gap in his boxers.  The instant the tips of my fingers touched the shaft of his cock, it felt like every atom in my body let out a sigh of satisfaction and relief. 
 
    Big dicks were becoming almost as essential to my existence as food and water, it seemed.  His shaft was thick and as I wrapped my fingers around it to tug it out, I could already feel it getting thicker.  I pulled it out carefully, but quickly, to give it the space it needed to get to glorious full mast. 
 
    A tingle of electricity emanated from my pussy and travelled up my spine, making me shiver involuntarily as I began to stroke his manhood with one hand.  Soon it was rising, thickening to the point where I couldn’t quite close my fingers around it. 
 
    When I let go, Eric’s cock pointed straight at my face, pulled down by its own weight.  I looked up at him and licked my lips again before putting my weight on my forearms as I held on to the edge of the table and opened wide to take the tip in my mouth. 
 
    I felt the head of his cock slide over my waiting lips as I dipped my head down, and as soon it alighted on my tongue and my mouth was sealed around it I moaned contentedly.  My eyes rolled up to peer over the rims of my glasses at Eric, making sure he approved of everything I was doing as I pushed down until his manhood brushed the back of my throat. 
 
    My billionaire step-daddy smirked in satisfaction as I drew back and then forced my head down harder, making a squelching sound when the tip impacted solidly with my throat.  Eric’s gaze roamed over my body, from my cock-sucking lips, to my ass that stuck up in the air as I crouched before him, but I never took my own eyes from his face. 
 
    Reaching forward, I slipped my hand back inside the warmth of his pants, nimbly finding my way into his boxers to cup his heavy balls.  As I picked up the pace of my bobbing, I gently squeezed and massaged them. 
 
    I swore I could almost sense the essentially boundless treasure of sperm held within, the little things whose sole purpose in this universe at the moment was to get me pregnant.  They hadn’t succeeded yet, but it wasn’t from lack of trying. 
 
    My tongue swirled around the underside of Eric’s hard dick each time the bobbing of my head thrust it forward, and the undisputed man of my house let out an ‘Mmm’ of satisfaction.  I glowed with pride, it was an incredible stroke to my ego when I could make a man as powerful and dominant as he was make sounds like that. 
 
    Of course, the sounds I could cause him to make were nothing compared to the sounds he drew out of me, a reality he decided to remind me of after watching me give him a no-hands blowjob for a few minutes.  Eric grabbed my ponytail with one hand and curled his other around the back of my neck and began thrusting forward to meet me, his rock hard cock hitting the back of my throat harder than ever. 
 
    The billionaire turned the power up to a notch and soon he was fucking my face so hard that I had to pull my hand out of his pants so I had both of them available to hold on to the edge of the table.  From my perspective, the whole world was shaking, and the force of his pounding made my eyes water, turning the image of him into a blurry impressionist painting. 
 
    When, with one last resounding squelch, he pushed forward with sustained pressure I knew, from experience, what he wanted.  Blinking away the tears, I did my best to relax, to take what he saw fit to give me. 
 
    As usual, it was the very first bit that was the toughest, once my gag reflex hoisted the surrender flag and those thick inches of perfect manmeat started sliding down my throat I actually enjoyed the sensation as much as what it looked like.  My throat was tight around such a specimen, and he had so much cock to give me I felt like some kind of sword swallower. 
 
    Eventually, my nose touched the button of his pants and I nuzzled against him as he held on to the back of my head, forcing every last bit into me that he possibly could.  My glasses were pushed to a comical angle as my face began to go red with the effort and lack of oxygen. 
 
    I loved having that cock in my mouth, down my neck, but Eric held it there for such a long time that I was fighting against every instinct to push him away before I passed out.  He’d taught me well though, if he wanted to facefuck me unconscious, I would win the battle of wills over my own hands. 
 
    Just as the brown clouds were forming at the periphery of my vision, he pulled back.  His hard length slipped out of my mouth with a wet pop and I hung my head, gasping for air and faintly feeling a trickle of my own juices running down the inside of one thigh. 
 
    “Never forget who’s in charge, Olivia.  Never forget who owns you.” 
 
    I shook my head and managed to stammer out my reply between pants.  “I… won’t… Daddy… you can do… whatever… you want.” 
 
    “That’s right, there’s my good girl.  Flip over.” 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure what he meant, but with his strong hands urgently guiding me, I was soon on my back with my head draped backwards over the edge of the table.  I adjusted my glasses back to their proper position and just got my mouth open in time when Eric took hold of his shaft and aimed it past my lips again. 
 
    As his cock filled my mouth and my world again, he leaned forward and pulled the skirt of my dress suit upwards.  The material bunched up around my hips as I once more accepted his length down my neck, the skin of his throbbing cock briefly feeling cool from its minute in the open air. 
 
    With one finger, Eric scooped up that errant trickle of pussy juice from my thigh and I moaned happily right on his cock when that slickened finger touched my labia, gently tracing along the very edges before moving between them and circling my sopping wet entrance.  Eric stroked my pussy as if he’d really missed it and every movement made me squeal and groan to the best of my ability considering the amount of stiff penis I had in my mouth at the time. 
 
    Eric began pumping most of his length in and out of my mouth, the fat head popping out of my throat long enough between each stroke so that I could breathe if I timed it right.  At the start that was doable, but as my step-daddy’s expert fingers got more and more wet with my juices, and he used them with ruthless skill to make me even more excited, I was soon writhing with pleasure and finding it much more difficult to regulate my breathing. 
 
    None of that mattered to Eric though.  He fucked my face as regular as clockwork and, when he moved one flickering finger to my clit, he brought me right to the brink of orgasm right there on this boardroom table.  If he wasn’t careful, the board members of Intactustech were going to have to politely ignore the puddle in the middle of their meeting where a little blonde teenager had creamed herself. 
 
    He probably couldn’t have cared less about that though and, in the heat of the moment, neither could I.  Just as I was about to have my first Eric-induced orgasm since he returned from his honeymoon with my mom, I felt him scoop his arms around me and heave upwards, thrusting his cock as deep as it ever had been in my mouth and lifting my body up in the air at the same time. 
 
    The world spun crazily and for a moment I had no idea which way was up or down.  The universal truth of being impaled on a huge cock remained universal, but it took me several seconds to realise that Eric had lifted me into some insane standing-sixty-nine position. 
 
    My legs were draped over his shoulders at the hip, and his face was every bit as much buried in my pussy as his cock was buried in my face.  The feeling of his late-afternoon stubble around my eager slit as he ate me out with mind-blowing enthusiasm got me right back to the edge of orgasm despite the disorientating sensation of being completely upside down with his cock in my mouth. 
 
    Blood rushed to my head, partially from my position and partially from Eric’s continued efforts between my legs.  His tongue lapped up my juices and skilfully teased my clit until I was moaning like the little slut he said I was. 
 
    When he started bouncing me up and down, fucking my face, I lost all control.  It was crazy, I was holding on for dear life, feeling his powerful muscles working as he held me aloft like I weighed nothing, my clit was absolutely buzzing with excitement and I felt my own muscles beginning to quiver and flex with the unstoppable climax. 
 
    It hit me with such a force that I instinctively squeezed my eyes shut, feeling like they might pop out of my head like a cartoon if I didn’t, and plunged my world into darkness.  Combined with being upside down, I felt like I was floating in space and having the best orgasm ever. 
 
    For some reason I wondered if the astronauts ever fucked on the space station and if they did, what would they do about those little floating spheres of cum after the captain blasted the recent aerospace engineer graduate right in her little face?  I didn’t know, I had enough cock down here on earth to keep me plenty occupied. 
 
    The electric buzz of pleasure exploded from my clit, sending shockwaves to my very extremities, and I felt my toes curling and wiggling with the intensity of it all. 
 
    Between my legs, my tight teen tunnel convulsed with each wave of pleasure and Eric lapped up my overflowing nectar like some kind of pussy juice vampire.  He couldn’t get enough, and I’d never had so much to give him. 
 
    Finally the climax faded and Eric let me back down on to the table, before roughly, urgently, positioning me on my back with my ass just on the edge.  I was almost a ragdoll by this point, the head rush leaving me fighting for consciousness again just as much as the extreme pleasure. 
 
    Eric wasn’t gentle with my skirt as he forced it up so it covered my stomach rather than my legs.  I felt more pride at his urgency, how desperately he wanted to get at my tight little slit, but I hoped he didn’t rip my clothes, I really liked the outfit. 
 
    Thankfully, he didn’t, and Eric hooked his hands under my legs, pushing my knees together and up until they were pressed against my tits, my pussy peeking out at him between my thighs just the way he wanted.  The billionaire paused for a moment, taking it all in, savouring his moment. 
 
    “Fuck-ing-hell, Olivia.  Your body is almost too perfect for words.  I fuck you as hard as I can, I try my best to ruin your pussy, and look at it now.  Only a little rest and you look like a virgin again, a perfect little pink slit that can barely take my cock.  God damn am I going to fuck you hard.” 
 
    “Yeah!  Give it to me, Daddy!  Fuck me as hard as you want… I need it!” 
 
    Eric spread the fingers of one hand wide to push on both of my knees at the same time, making my ass come up off the table just a little bit to what he must have deemed the perfect height.  With his other hand he grabbed his shaft and used his hard dick to slap my pussy. 
 
    The heavy weapon between his legs hit my sex with a wet smack each time and made me hitch my breath as my clit, still sensitive from my orgasm, flared with sensation.  After a quick pause to push his pants and boxers down  to his knees and with a slight change of angle and some downward pressure, Eric’s cock pushed my pink petals to either side and I felt that huge symbol of masculinity attempting to invade my depths again for the first time in a couple of weeks. 
 
    I was as wet and slippery as a waterslide, but as his girth stretched my entrance I knew what he had been talking about, it almost felt like the first time all over again.  The difference being that this time I knew I could take it and I knew how good I’d be feeling again soon, that cock was an instrument of ecstasy. 
 
    My hands scrabbled over the smooth surface of the table, searching for something to hold on to as the pressure between my legs increased to the point where I had to grit my teeth.  Eventually finding the edge again, just in time, I let out a sigh of relief that was perilously close to the ‘grunt’ end of the scale when I finally felt the ridge of his cock squeeze past my tight opening. 
 
    With the tip safely embedded, Eric brought both hands to my knees leaning forward and pushing inch after thick inch of perfect hard dick into me.  Eric’s gaze was fixed on my pussy, savouring how my teen slit struggled to take him, and every squeak and moan of effort seemed to make his cock twitch inside me as it plunged ever deeper. 
 
    When I felt his thighs come to rest on my ass, Eric briefly looked like he was having some kind of a spiritual experience, an expression of peaceful euphoria flashing across his face like a fast moving shadow.  It was gone in a split-second though, and the more familiar look of pure sexual hunger returned as he pulled his cock back, almost out, and then slammed it home hard enough to make me yelp. 
 
    If not for that white-knuckled grip on the edge of the table, there was no doubt I would have been steadily shaken across the flat surface when Eric quickly built up to a fast and powerful pace.  His body slapped against my ass every time he bottomed out and I thrashed my head from side to side, reeling with the sensation of fullness every time I had his entire cock inside me. 
 
    My feet wobbled almost comically in the air as Eric fucked the ever-loving bejesus out of me, and I felt a heat growing inside me as his thick cock was hugged tightly.  My step-father, seemingly refreshed by his honeymoon with my mom, absolutely punished my pussy with his intensity, and all I could do was whimper and squeal for more. 
 
    Eric leaned forward, taking his hands off my knees and draping my legs over his shoulders as he grabbed on to my own shoulders, using the grip to fuck me even harder and deeper than before, if that was possible.  His balls slapped on my ass and the volume of my moans started reaching operatic levels, I hoped the boardroom was well sound-proofed, because there was a cube farm out there that would be getting quite the aural show if not. 
 
    My glasses began to fog up as a sheen of sweat beaded my forehead.  The cloudy image of Eric’s face was right above me, between my knees, as that heat threatened to turn into my second orgasm.  My clit was tingling with the promise of black-out levels of pleasure, I was close.  So close. 
 
    Eric’s hands slid up my shoulders and clasped behind my neck, pulling me up into a rare and powerful kiss, practically sucking the very essence of my being out of me.  I was practically folded in half, his massive masculine presence deep inside me, and the kiss was robbing me of what little breath I had left. 
 
    I came like a breathless banshee, moaning into the kiss as my pussy squeezed and released his jack-hammering shaft over and over again.  Our lips parted with the sound of released suction and through half-closed eyelids and the fog on my glasses I could see the man who made me call him ‘Daddy’ looking right at me as he unleashed what felt like (but surely couldn’t be) a couple weeks’ worth of semen into my fertile depths. 
 
    Every splash tingled with heat inside me and enhanced my own pleasure.  Taking his cum was what I was born to do.  The King’s fucktoy was the world’s Queen, and Eric was undoubtedly the King. 
 
    The warmth of his seed seemed to spread all over my body from my pussy, as if he was becoming a part of me.   Every sporadic thrust as his own orgasm ebbed and flowed made me shiver with sensitivity as it transitioned into a wondrous kind of afterglow. 
 
    Eric absent-mindedly squeezed my tits through my top as we both caught our breath, and my nipples were so sensitive it was almost too much.  Letting go of the table, I took off my glasses and cleaned them with my shirt before putting them back on and looking at the man who fucked like something not of this earth. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I walked out of the bathroom in a daze, into my room, and fell backwards on to my bed.  I probably still would have fallen even if the bed wasn’t there. 
 
    This was the whole reason I was here.  The whole reason my mom was still married.  This was why everything had changed so much in the last several months 
 
    Well, everything was about to change again.  I lifted the little stick in front of my face again and stared at it.  Two lines.  Two lines.  Two lines. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I breathed. 
 
    My other hand went to my belly and circled around in cautious exploration.  Inside there the child of Eric Lockwood was growing, if this pregnancy test was to be believed.  I didn’t feel anything, but these things were supposed to be pretty accurate these days. 
 
    I gulped.  What would happen now?  Would Eric still want me after I told him?  What was my life going to be like now? 
 
    ***** 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
    I felt the hot splash of cum inside me and Devan’s hand squeezing my throat as what had started out as a morning-quickie had turned into a hell of a sex session.  Under the best of circumstances, I would have been a wreck after such a hard fuck, but with looking after little Brandt, I was definitely a little short on sleep lately.  We caught our breath in each other’s arms for a moment. 
 
    Sure, we had the money to pay for all kinds of help, but something wouldn’t let me do that.  I insisted on doing as much as I could by myself. 
 
    “You sexy little fuck,” Devan said.  “I’ve got to get out of here or I’ll be late.” 
 
    “Have a good day, baby,” I said. 
 
    Devan rushed off to get ready, leaving me basking in my early-morning afterglow. 
 
    After Eric found out I was pregnant, he spared no expense on showering my Mom and I with everything we could possibly need or want, but he gave me the best present of all.  He gave me the OK to have relationships with other men, and there was one already waiting in the wings, somebody else who wanted to give me everything I needed. 
 
    Devan was an age-appropriate boyfriend, somebody I could be affectionate with in public, the perfect man for me, after everything Eric had taught me.   He fucked like a master and it was easy to fall in love. 
 
    As far as anybody besides Eric, me, my mom and Devan knew, the baby belonged to Devan, and shortly after Brandt was born, Devan proposed to me.  I said yes and, after consulting with Eric, Devan gave me one hell of a unique engagement present.  The one other person in the world who might suspect the truth. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    The voice came from the little house at the foot of the bed.  Some might have said it looked like a dog house, but it really was nicer than that on the inside.  It was custom made.  A good bitch did sleep there though. 
 
    “Yes, now,” I replied. 
 
    Deanna Royce, the worst of my bullies at school, crawled out and on to the bed, getting herself into position to fulfil her role as our official creampie eater.  Apparently after her somewhat forced contract with Eric ran out, she kept on trying to contact him, begging for more. 
 
    There was something about it that she’d become almost addicted to.  Whether it was the semen-of-a-powerful-man itself or the humiliation, she loved it.  You could say it was her calling. 
 
    As she tenderly licked my well-fucked pussy, I sighed in satisfaction.  Life sure was different compared to how my final year in high school started.  Now Eric, Devan and Deanna pleasured me as much as I could handle and I was a mom myself. 
 
    It was like getting a billion for the price of one. 
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    ***** 
 
    Our town lived in the shadow of Bearback Mountain.  It wasn’t a huge snow-capped peak or anything, it was barely even considered a real mountain by most locals.  And we were only in the shadow when the sun was very near the horizon. 
 
    In reality it was a densely wooded area of gentle rolling hills that gradually peaked at the official summit.  The real shadow it cast was its reputation. 
 
    Some towns have their haunted houses, some have their abandoned psychiatric wards, we had Bearback Mountain.  Nobody knew when the legends had officially started but even my parents knew about it from their school days, so they certainly went back a long way. 
 
    Apparently, so the story went, there was a creature that lived in those woods, a beast so big and powerful that even when people claimed to have shot it at point-blank range they didn’t even slow it down.  With long claws and razor sharp teeth set into powerful jaws, it was clear that this was some apex predator, the king of this particular forest.  If it existed. 
 
    How anybody would survive pissing off an animal like that, I had no idea, but there were enough anecdotes that it seemed the creature wasn’t overly interested in killing people.  Indeed, the reports always talked about its eerily intelligent eyes and almost humanlike mannerisms. 
 
    Mr. Bertram, our English teacher, had spent the afternoon exploring the old newspaper articles and discussing the legend with the class.  What he didn’t talk about, what the school probably would have fired him over if he did, was the part of the legend where the beast abducted any virgin girls it found and took them deep into the forest where it deflowered them and deflowered them hard. 
 
    Perhaps the school would have been in the right on that policy.  I was sure I wouldn’t have been the only girl in the class to get a little hot under the collar if Mr. Bertram had started talking about such a risqué topic.  He was kind of young for a teacher, but had always been professionally oblivious to all the puppy-dog eyes and longing sighs we’d lavished on him over the years. 
 
    Personally, I’d never put much stock in the legend.  People have always liked to tell stories, and that’s probably all it was.  However, that didn’t mean I wasn’t apprehensive about the plans being discussed by my friends that day after school.  A camping trip on Bearback Mountain. 
 
    “C’mon, Kristie, you heard Mr. Bertram.  It’s like a rite of passage around here.  After this summer we’ll all be going our separate ways, it’ll be our last chance to do something really awesome,” said Brad, my ‘boyfriend’ of the past few years and star of our school’s football team. 
 
    “Yeah, Kristie, don’t be a little pussy,” said John, linebacker for the same team, putting on his super-macho front. 
 
    “It’s just a dumb idea, it’s not ‘awesome’ in any way.  Can’t we think of something better?” I asked, stalling to try and give myself time to think of that something. 
 
    “I think it sounds like fun.  I mean, what do you have to worry about?” asked Mary with a butter-wouldn’t-melt kind of smile. 
 
    Mary was the odd one out in our crowd, a real good girl.  She never drank, she never did drugs, she was never the last one standing at the parties, she wasn’t a cheerleader like me, and she was even top of the class in some subjects.  She was cool as fuck though, a blast to be around and one of the best people I knew. 
 
    The emphasis she put on ‘you’ didn’t go unnoticed.  She was the virgin of the group, having made it clear that she was waiting for marriage.  Surely if anybody should have any worries about the camping trip it was her. 
 
    Her sentiment, Brad’s, and John’s were echoed by the others and I was put on the spot.  Peer pressure is a crazy thing, and I couldn’t tell them why I was so apprehensive. 
 
    I was a cheerleader who had been dating the boy next door, the school jock, for a few years, we were fucking like rabbits, right?  What did I have to fear from a virgin-hunting local legend? 
 
    Well, the problem was that Brad was as gay as the day is long.  We’d been friends since elementary school and I’d agreed to get into a fake relationship with him to save him from the harsh judgement of our old fashioned and downright backwards town.  He was much more interested in giving John a reach-around than having sex with me. 
 
    Everybody thought we were doing what young people in our situation had always done… but I was a virgin just like Mary.  I glanced unhappily from face to face and finally caved.  The stories couldn’t be true anyway. 
 
    “OK, fine.  I’ll come along.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    I’d almost forgotten about the legend by the time I found myself sitting around the campfire by myself trying to rekindle the embers for a bit of light and warmth.  I’d almost been asleep in my tent with Brad when John came a-knockin’. 
 
    Brad had sheepishly asked if him and his linebacker-special-friend could have a bit of alone time.  He would ‘owe me big time’ and all that. 
 
    I agreed, despite the inconvenience.  I couldn’t help but feel some kind of sympathy for their situation, it couldn’t be easy.  However, as time wore on and I grew bored of reading a book on my phone, that was all little comfort for me. 
 
    The muffled sound of a, shall we say, happy young man came from one of the tents and I shook my head.  They were going to have to be a bit more discreet if they didn’t want to get caught.  It would be awkward for me, but the fallout for them would be so much worse. 
 
    Then I heard something that I thought I must have imagined, the pleasured squeal of some girl in Mary’s tent.  I rationalised it by thinking she must have relocated somewhere else to make way for another couple in a similar way to myself. 
 
    I looked up at the huge full moon and sighed.  How long were those guys going to take, anyway?  That’s when I felt the first stirrings of nature calling. 
 
    “Dammit.” 
 
    That was just what I needed, to be wandering alone in the woods with moonlight filtering through the branches, but what choice did I have?  I wasn’t going to pee in our little clearing, what if somebody came out of one of the tents? 
 
    I stood and walked to the edge of the clearing where one of my friends had impaled a roll of toilet paper on a short and thin branch at about head height.  Reaching up, I lifted it off the natural holder and my eyes were drawn to something a few feet higher on the trunk of the tree. 
 
    Standing out clear against the dark brown of the tree bark were four deep diagonal slashes revealing the lighter wood underneath.  The marks must have been ten feet off the ground, and without any lower branches of body-weight-bearing size it would have been difficult for one of my friends to do it as a joke. 
 
    That had to be what it was, a joke.  I hadn’t seen the marks earlier in the day, hadn’t heard the marks being made in that brief period of quiet between when everybody had gone to their tents and I’d been ousted from mine.  It must have happened when I’d gone to bed early and a few people were still up and making noise. 
 
    “Nice touch,” I murmured to myself. 
 
    Far enough into the forest so that nobody would see me from their tents but close enough so I could still see the clearing, I did what I needed to do and had just done up the button on my jeans when I heard a sound infinitely more chilling than anything else I‘d heard in my life. 
 
    A low roar coming from somewhere on the other side of the clearing.  My heart practically stopped and I froze in place, not daring to make a sound myself.  This was beyond what a sleepy high school jock could pull off as a prank, there was really something there in this forest that officially had nothing more dangerous than a deer living in it.  And to get to the tents and our cars, I had to move directly towards it. 
 
    On the outside I was quieter than silence itself, on the inside I was screaming for my legs to run, run, RUN, and take me to safety.  It seemed like an eternity before any message got through to them. 
 
    I was a cheerleader with a long history of ballet and dance forced down my throat by my parents.  Some would have said I was athletic and graceful, but I felt about as nimble as a shambling zombie as I tried to get myself back to the clearing.  No wonder the girls in those horror movies were always falling over. 
 
    When I was finally at the edge of the clearing again I heard another noise that froze me on the spot once more.  Snapping twigs, rustling branches, a low growl.  There was something in the bushes on the other side of the clearing, I knew it with every fibre of my being. 
 
    Even with such foreknowledge there was nothing that could have prepared me for what suddenly burst out of the forest and raced across the clearing towards me.  My jaw dropped open, the roll of toilet paper fell to the ground, and my legs felt like they were considering giving up their day job of holding me up. 
 
    The simple task of running and falling over wasn’t an option for legs like that, I wouldn’t have made a good clichéd scream-queen.  I was nothing more than a deer in the headlights as certain death bore down on me, running straight through the remains of the fire and scattering embers. 
 
    It was huge, hairy and decidedly bear-like… but not a bear, the proportions were all wrong, the face was wrong.  The front legs seemed more like arms and it ran kind of like a gorilla, sometimes on it’s hind legs, sometimes propelling itself forward with it’s arms. 
 
    I sucked in a big breath, finally feeling that scream rising to the surface, but the wind was knocked out of me as the beast gathered me in it’s arms and slung me over it’s shoulder and my world became a blur of moonlit branches whipping by and the snapping and cracking of underbrush as it carried me away. 
 
    For a brief moment I vaguely heard the screams of my friends back at our campsite, but we were soon too far away for that.  My breath returned and I began beating on it’s back with my fists, yelling to be let go, trying to release it’s grip. 
 
    It was no use.  I might as well have pushed against a cliff face in an effort to stop the world from turning.  I was being carried away by a force of nature, something so powerful that defying it would be as difficult as defying the laws of physics. 
 
    My heart was pounding against my chest at a frantic pace as panic set in, it felt like I couldn’t get enough air in, especially being bent over that powerful shoulder as I was.  My mind whirled at a similar rate, my life flashing before my eyes, but then one idea stuck. 
 
    If this was the creature from the local legend (and what the fuck else could it be?) then I wasn’t just going to be eaten or something… I was going to get my virginity fucked away.  At that moment I felt a clawed hand come up and help shift my position on it’s shoulder as it continued to run. 
 
    That hand lingered for longer than it needed to on my ass, and I screamed as I felt consciousness slipping away from me.  The last thing I heard was exactly what you would imagine a grizzly bear would sound like.  If a grizzly bear could chuckle. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Coherent thoughts came back slowly, like a camera gradually gaining focus.  At first all I could remember was a blur of branches and fur in the moonlight, and it just didn’t fit with the silence I could hear around me now or the soft surface I was lying on. 
 
    A woodsy pine kind of scent was put in context when I opened my eyes and saw that I was on a bed in a log cabin, with a fire behind me at the opposite side of the room casting my flickering shadow towards the wall in front of me.  Through the window I could see that it was still the middle of the night, but I had no idea how long I had been out for. 
 
    My heart started pounding again as I cautiously sat up and looked around the room, trying to make sense of the situation.  I didn’t have to look far before I found I was being watched, and I was greeted by a deep voice I recognised. 
 
    “I’m so glad you waited for me, Kristie,” said Mr. Bertram. 
 
    “Mr. Bertram?  Where am I?  How did I get here?” 
 
    My English teacher approached and I took in the fact that he was wearing an unbuttoned shirt, a pair of boxer briefs, and nothing else, revealing that chiselled physique that had captivated the female half of our class the time the gym teacher called in sick and Mr. Bertram filled in for the day. 
 
    I may have had daydreams about very similar scenes to this, but they had been the idle thoughts driven by teenage hormones.  Sitting on a bed as the most perfect male specimen I had ever seen approached, I suddenly felt self-conscious.  It was a little fantasy, it couldn’t really happen, he was my teacher, what would a man like him see in me? 
 
    “You’re in my cabin, I carried you here,” he answered. 
 
    Everything came rushing back, my midnight bathroom break, the thing that carried me off into the night, everything.  I scooted backwards on the bed as Mr. Bertram sat on the edge, until my back was against the wall. 
 
    The solid feel of it gave me some tiny feeling of safety as my eyes darted around, looking for some sign of that thing, as if something that big could hide anywhere in the single room of the cabin.  My gaze kept returning to the window, the weak spot in this little fortress. 
 
    “Did you kill it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “How did you get me away from it?” 
 
    “I didn’t.  I said I carried you here, Kristie.” 
 
    Mr. Bertram flashed a wicked one-sided smile and a deep rumbling came from his chest.  For a moment his body seemed to swell, his face began changing… and then with a flicker of firelight it was just my mild-mannered English teacher again, only a lot more cocky and hungry-looking than I’d ever seen him before. 
 
    “You… you’re the Bearback Mountain Creature?” 
 
    “Yep.  Been around these parts a few hundred years, I’m even the one that named the area.  I thought it was… fitting… for a werebear that does the kinds of things I do.” 
 
    “Please, Mr. Bertram, please let me go!  I promise I won’t tell anybody!” 
 
    “Oh Kristie.  You know that’s not how the stories go.  And you’ll talk eventually, just enough to keep the legend alive.  Just enough to make sure you tight little virgins keep on camping in my woods.  But first,” he said, crawling slowly across the bed towards me, “I’m going to fuck your brains out.  You’ll struggle at first, they all do, but soon you’ll be getting wet, then your body won’t let you fight it anymore and you’ll be a slave to my cock.  You’ll moan like a whore.  They all do.” 
 
    My body, apparently having decided that freezing on the spot hadn’t worked out so well last time, surged with adrenaline and I sprung from the bed with a turn of speed that surprised even myself.  I was still mid-air and on my way to the door when the werebear’s hand shot out and caught me by the midriff, slamming me to the bed on my back and holding me down. 
 
    Mr. Bertram quickly straddled me as I struggled against him, kicking against the bed to try and move myself away, pushing against him to try to move him away.  My efforts were utterly useless.  As I pushed, one of my hands slipped inside his open shirt and landed directly on his well-defined abs. 
 
    His skin was almost hot to the touch and it was with no small measure of shame that my hand moved against his body more than it really needed to in my resistance.  None of the guys in my classes had a body like this, it was the kind of thing a girl’s dreams were made of. 
 
    “There’s that look in your eye, Kristie.  There’s that slut trying to get out.  Tell me.  Tell me you want me to fuck you till you scream.” 
 
    “No!” I yelled, my determination renewed as I pushed and thrashed against him even harder. 
 
    My English teacher only chuckled and caught both of my flailing arms, gathering both of my wrists in the iron-grip of one of his strong hands.  I could no more pry myself loose from that clutch than I could have ripped a pair of handcuffs off as he raised my arms above my head and pinned them on the mattress, leaning in close and breathing in deeply through his nose. 
 
    “Mmmmm.  You smell so good, Kristie.  It’s been driving me crazy waiting for you to be ready, knowing how wet you get whenever you’re in my class, worrying about some dumbass popping your cherry before I could break you in.” 
 
    “I don’t get wet in your class,” I lied, turning my head to the side so he couldn’t see the truth in my eyes. 
 
    “I’ve got one of the strongest senses of smell in the animal kingdom, Kristie.  I know you’re pretty much in heat whenever you see me.  You’ve probably thought about my big cock pumping in and out of your little pussy more than I have.” 
 
    Mr. Bertram’s lips found my neck and kissed me hard, his prickly stubble tingling all around the centre of suction as I squirmed helplessly.  He pulled back a fraction of an inch and I heard the release of his kiss, knowing that he was leaving a mark, a mark of his territory. 
 
    A jolt of unexpected pleasure between my legs made me gasp in surprise as I tried to fathom the power of this ‘werebear’.  I was strong and athletic, in the prime of my youth, but he was physical perfection. 
 
    The man-beast holding me down planted a trail of kisses slowly upwards until I felt my ear-lobe squeezed between his lips for a moment before he whispered in my ear.  Another tingle of pleasure made me quiver. 
 
    “You’re all mine for as long as I want you, Kristie.  Mine.” 
 
    With his free hand he reached under the long t-shirt I had been using as a nightie and I felt his fingertips sliding up across my taut navel towards my breasts, which no man had ever seen, let alone touched.  Instinctively I began squirming again, the fact that a man was going to be forcefully groping my tits against my will reminding me that I was supposed to be trying to escape.  It was against my will… wasn’t it?  I was getting more confused by the moment. 
 
    Either way I was pinned down and going nowhere.  When his hand cupped my full breast I sucked in a breath and paused mid-squirm with my back arched, pushing my chest against his grasp. 
 
    For the first time since he had straddled me, I looked him in the eye and saw a raw lust smouldering there, lust for me.  I couldn’t help but respond to that desire. 
 
    I’d always known he was an older man, maybe in his late twenties or early thirties, and that it was just a silly schoolgirl crush that brought on my fantasies about him.  Apparently he was much older than that though, and he really did want me. 
 
    He didn’t just want to make sweet, tender, candle-lit, love to me, he wanted to take my virginity, fuck me until I screamed and leave me a quivering wreck. 
 
    A little squeak of pleasure escaped my lips before I clamped down on it as Mr. Bertram kneaded my firm teen flesh with his hand, pinching and rolling my swiftly hardening nipple until it was almost unbearably sensitive. 
 
    I looked up at him, breathing heavily and wordlessly begging for him to let me go.  I was just as wet as I had denied being in his class, the battle for my body had been won.    My mind, however, was still grasping at straws for any chance that I might leave this cabin with my virginity intact.  My mind still had hope that that my plan to give that gift to my first real boyfriend in college was still intact too. 
 
    Mr. Bertram had other plans, and my feeble plea was met with a kiss on the lips that quickly drew deeper and deeper until my mouth was wide open, his tongue dancing all around mine.  He broke the kiss off and I followed his departing lips eagerly for a few inches before my head fell back to the mattress. 
 
    Sitting up straight but never taking his eyes off mine, the werebear shrugged off his shirt and discarded it somewhere in the general direction of the corner of the room, showing off that perfectly sculpted body that had driven my friends and me so wild that day that seemed like a million years ago now.  I looked him up and down, my heart beating so hard that it boomed in my ears. 
 
    I couldn’t believe a man as fucking hot as that was on a bed with me, straddling me, kissing me.  It wasn’t until I felt both of his hands at the collar of my shirt that I realised my arms were still crossed at the wrist above my head even though he had let them go.  My thoughts of rebellion were firmly in the past as I left myself completely exposed to his will. 
 
    With a ‘R-r-r-r-i-i-i-i-p’ he tore my shirt right down the middle, exposing the two mounds he had squeezed and caressed to such eager points only moments before.  Looking down over the twin swells of my chest I saw the evidence of the huge erection tenting the front of my teacher’s boxer briefs. 
 
    He had said I’d imagined his big cock pumping in and out of my pussy before, and he had been right, but even in my wildest fantasies, I’d never thought about something like that.  I’d never thought about something that wouldn’t, couldn’t, fit inside my virgin slit. 
 
    Mr. Bertram squeezed my tits together, creating deep cleavage for a moment, and then relaxed his grip, letting them fall to their natural positions again before running his thumbs over my nipples and squashing them together once more.  My eyes were transfixed on that bulge in his underwear, but my body writhed and pushed my chest against him, urgently seeking his rough but sensual grasp. 
 
    The werebear saw what I was looking at and he chuckled once again before carefully tearing his boxer briefs off, the material not even the slightest match for this strength.  My jaw dropped at the first sight of the thick length of cock towering over me. 
 
    Twitching slightly with every beat of his heart, it was hard and straight and some lusty animal caged in my mind screamed out ‘WANT’ as it reached desperately through the bars.  A cock that size would hurt me, it might ruin me… but that primal part of my brain was right.  I fucking wanted it so bad. 
 
    “Suck my cock, Kristie,” commanded the alpha predator. 
 
    My mouth was already open, but my hands shook as I reached for it.  I whimpered when I wrapped my fingers most of the way around his manhood, it was both harder and warmer than I had anticipated. 
 
    I’d seen the videos of course, I grew up in the age of the internet after all, but nothing could have prepared me for how it felt in my hands.  It was rigid, pulsating with the lifeblood pumping from his heart, and I had to pull it downwards with a fair amount of effort to aim it at my parted lips. 
 
    Mr. Bertram leaned forward, resting some of his weight on his hands as his cock neared my mouth.  I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around the tip before it slid past my lips and came to a rest for a moment. 
 
    I moved my tongue in circular motions on the underside, realising that I didn’t really have any idea about what to do.  If I was doing something wrong, the look on Mr. Bertram’s face didn’t show it.  He was looking down on me as if he was barely holding back from fucking me right away. 
 
    “Ah, fuck yeah, Kristie,” he said.  “You look so fucking hot with my cock in your mouth, sucking it like a good little girl.  You’re gonna let me do everything I want, aren’t you?” 
 
    I nodded innocently, as much as the stiff dick penetrating my face would allow. 
 
    “That’s right.  As if you have a choice.” 
 
    My English teacher began thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth, and I held on with both hands, feeling the hardness of his shaft sliding under my fingers as I continued to guide his length.  It wasn’t long before the werebear was fucking my mouth like a pussy and the inevitable happened, the tip of his cock squelched against the back of my throat. 
 
    I struggled anew, trying to fight down the gag reflex as Mr. Bertram continued thrusting into my mouth, holding me in place with no effort at all and using my body for his own pleasure.  Cheerleader vs Werebear was not going so well.  I concentrated on cheerleader vs gag reflex as I coughed and spluttered around his jack-hammering cock and gradually got it under control. 
 
    That fat rod continued impacting against the back of my throat, but I looked up at the powerful half-bear triumphantly through watering eyes and with flushed cheeks.  I had mastered myself. 
 
    “Good girl, Kristie.  I knew you’d suck cock like a pro, given the chance.” 
 
    I blushed even deeper.  Everything about this situation was so wrong.  He was hundreds of years old, I was eighteen, he was a teacher, I was his student, he was a werebear, I was just a girl. 
 
    In that moment, none of it seemed to matter though.  All I could think about was that he was the most powerful man I had ever met, he took whatever he wanted, and out of anybody he could have had, he chose me.  I was as wet as an ocean for him. 
 
    Mr. Bertram paused and grabbed a fistful of my hair, holding my head utterly still as he looked down on me with his teeth bared, the faintest hint of a deep rumble in his chest.  For a moment I thought he really was going to tear me apart, but his breathing slowed and he pulled himself out of my mouth, backing his way towards the edge of the bed and letting go of my hair. 
 
    Once he was kneeling on the ground next to the bed, he pulled me towards him until my knees were parted on either side of his arms and grasped my jeans with both hands.  He tore them off me piece by piece, as if they were made of paper, and took my panties with them.  I’d never bared my pussy to a man before and my natural reaction was to try and close my legs, but the werebear stopped me before I even got close. 
 
    I’d kind of imagined that my first time would be a drunken fumble with my college boyfriend and probably wouldn’t include a lengthy study of my pussy so close that I could feel his hot breath on my virgin petals.  I couldn’t read his face, and felt self-conscious. 
 
    “Do… do you still like me?” I said, feeling stupid as soon as the question was out. 
 
    “You’re soaked for me, Kristie.  Your pussy is so beautiful, I’ve never seen another girl I wanted to fuck harder than you.” 
 
    “You mean it?” I smiled, tentatively. 
 
    Mr. Bertram didn’t answer, instead he lowered his head and licked the length of my virgin slit before letting out his breath in a contented sigh that blew warm air on my most private of places and made me squirm in anticipation rather than rebellion.  The werebear’s eyes were closed savouring my flavour for a moment before he eagerly lapped at my sex over and over again, pulling my pussy lips apart with his fingers and delving deep to recover my treasured nectar. 
 
    The more he licked me, the wetter I became.  I’d been self-conscious about a man, especially such an experienced man, seeing my sex for the first time, but it was an emotion impossible to maintain under his urgent attentions.  He wanted me, he almost needed me, his eager licking was almost frenzied as he nuzzled my slit and tugged at my labia with his lips. 
 
    Like most girls, I’d taken my sexual frustration into my own hands in the past, and I’d experienced what I thought was the height of pleasure.  What my English teacher was doing to me was on a whole other level. 
 
    My head was thrashing from side to side, I was moaning like a wanton slut, and this huge ball of energy was building up in my belly and it felt like if it exploded I might be burnt to a crisp but it would be worth it.  Then he started concentrating on licking my clit.  Oh.  My.  God. 
 
    With one arm wrapped around my thigh and holding me in place with a hand over my pelvis, one finger gently swirling around in my pussy just deep enough to lightly touch my hymen, and that incredible tongue practically vibrating across my clit, there was no hope for dignity.  He’d made me his little whore and I was going to cum like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    A flush expanded from my belly as if it was heated by that ball of energy, until my whole body felt warm with some humming electricity.  I took in tiny shallow breaths and couldn’t seem to exhale properly, until I felt like I was going to burst and the sound of that buzzing electricity blocked everything else out. 
 
    Then, all at once, there was a moment of exquisite release.  That ball did explode and it sent tingling ecstasy all over my body.  I let out my breath in a scream of primal pleasure that I could hear over even the buzzing in my ears. 
 
    My pussy convulsed with wave after wave of bliss, sending what felt like a mother-load of my slippery juices trickling out only to be lapped up by the wearbear between my legs.  A fog hovered at the periphery of my vision and threatened to rob me of my consciousness without ever quite following through on the threat. 
 
    When my orgasm began to fade, I felt like the simple act of standing up would have been an exercise in futility, sure to end up with me flailing uselessly on the floor.  My legs were shaking with the remnants of my climax and were only barely under my control when Mr. Bertram climbed back on the bed between them. 
 
    Once more that majestic cock dominated my field of view and, with one hand guiding it towards my sopping wet virgin slit, the moment of truth had arrived.  Would I be able to get fucked by something of that size my very first time?  There was another problem too. 
 
    “Wait, we need a condom.  I don’t want to get pregnant,” I said. 
 
    “It’s all natural on Bearback Mountain, Kristie,” said Mr. Bertram as if that was the end of all argument. 
 
    I tried to gain some purchase with my feet and push myself away, but my legs were still lost in their own quivery post-orgasm world and I barely managed to move them as Mr. Bertram put the tip of his cock at my unused teen entrance and held me in place with his spare hand on my shoulder as if without it I would simply be pushed up the bed. 
 
    Little did I know how close that was to the truth as my petals were pushed unceremoniously to each side by the fat head of his cock and his thickness pressed against my precious pink opening.  He wasn’t even close to being inside of me yet and I already felt like I wouldn’t be able to take any more. 
 
    “Uhhhhn!” I grunted with effort. 
 
    My hips moved in tentative motions, as if not sure about whether to try to impale me on this huge dick even more or to attempt escape.  It was no use though, every small movement was tracked by his cock and the pressure kept on increasing until there was no doubt that his hand on my shoulder was serving a real practical purpose. 
 
    A tear trickled out of one eye and I finally cried out with the pain of it.  A fraction of a second later I felt a sense of relief on the stretching front, a relief that was offset by the fire his huge presence ignited in the shallow regions of my virgin tunnel as he pushed it forward towards the last barrier of my innocence. 
 
    The werebear had torn my jeans off like they were made of paper, his cock tore through my hymen like it wasn’t even there.  A brief sting in the middle of a raging fire became the only evidence that it had even existed, and I was the only one to feel it. 
 
    Inch after inch of thick cock kept being fed into me and after looking down between my legs I could hardly believe how much more he had to give.  I shut my eyes, squeezing out more tears, and gripped the sheets with both hands, my teeth clamped together tightly and my lips pulled back as I fought against the urge to scream. 
 
    I don’t know whether I blacked out for a moment or not, but my eyes fluttered open when I felt his balls come to rest on my ass.  The effort of accommodating him took all my concentration, making me only nominally a participant in the sex.  He was so big that I was just his fuck toy. 
 
    “You virgins are always so tight, so fucking perfect.  You feel so good, Kristie.  Hold on, this is going to hurt.” 
 
    Mr. Bertram let go of my shoulder and curled his fingers around my neck, holding me firmly but not to the point of discomfort.  Perhaps only to remind me that my life was in his hands, to remind me that he was in charge, but when he started pumping his length in and out of my newly-deflowered pussy, a hand on my throat was the last thing on my mind. 
 
    The fire he had lit on his first stroke was fuelled and fanned by every thrust into me, burning hotter and hotter every time his balls slapped on my ass.  The werebear paid no attention to my squeals and yelps, only seeming to fuck me harder every time I made a sound. 
 
    I held on to the sheets, I held on to his arm, anything I could grab as if I could hold on to coherent thoughts by doing so.  I didn’t think I could take anymore when that fire in my pussy started to take on a different feel entirely. 
 
    Instead of burning purely with pain, there was a softer burn, a burn of pleasure.  How that was possible I didn’t know, but even I could hear the change in tone in those sex-sounds I was making. 
 
    There was no doubt Mr. Bertram could hear it too, and maybe even feel me beginning to buck my hips against him to meet his pounding cock with my own need.  Removing his hand from my throat, he slipped both arms under my knees and pulled them up over his shoulders before leaning forward and holding on to my own shoulders. 
 
    The new position allowed for even deeper penetration and I felt the tip of his cock brushing up against my cervix every time the impact of our bodies meeting made my feet shake almost comically in the air above my head.  The burning sensation started to transform again, feeling more like the orgasm that had left me a wreck such a short time ago. 
 
    Over and over again, his cock sawed in and out of my pussy and that pleasure grew to a point that kept threatening to push me over the edge into orgasm territory but never quite got there.  I was so close.  So fucking close. 
 
    “F-f-fuck m-m-me h-harder, M-mr.  B-bertram,” I stammered out between hard thrusts. 
 
    It was the only request I’d made that night that my English teacher granted, and I was thankful for it.  From some hidden reserve of power and stamina he pounded me until, from my perspective, it looked like the whole room was shaking and that fire in my pussy finally lit a fuse that exploded the dynamite of my orgasm. 
 
    Once more my pussy pulsated with each wave of pleasure, almost seeming to travel the length of my tunnel in a milking motion, as if my body wanted that creamy load, wanted to risk impregnation.  If that was the case, I felt my body get its wish in the midst of my orgasm when a torrent of hot semen blasted against my cervix, flooding my teen tunnel with every thrust and spurt. 
 
    “Oh yeaaaaaahh,” breathed Mr. Bertram over the incoherent sounds of my own climax. 
 
    The werebear let my legs slip off his shoulders and wrapped one arm around the back of my neck, the other hand trailing fingers all over my body and bringing forth a tingle in its wake wherever it moved.  I panted, trying to recover my breath as the warmth of his seed seemed to spread out through my body and he whispered the filthiest and hottest things I could imagine into my ear. 
 
    I’d never dreamed of being fucked so well, by such a perfect mate.  I could almost imagine his sperm swimming inside of me, doing their best to fulfil their only purpose in life, and I couldn’t help but feel like to not get pregnant was less than I owed him. 
 
    Somehow, everything that had been important to me before this night was secondary to having his babies, to making sure his family line continued.  It was almost like that was my only purpose in life now. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Explaining to my friends, family and police about how my abduction was an elaborate prank I had pulled to pay my friends back for railroading me into the camping trip was not easy.  That’s putting it mildly. 
 
    Everybody around my town knew the legends.  Experienced hunters had seen the trails left in our campsite and declared them to be real. 
 
    The odds were stacked against me, but at the end of the day what was going to be more believable?  That a teenager organised a practical joke that went further than they intended, or that a fantastical beast out of local legend had come to life and abducted me? 
 
    So-called rational thinking won out in the end and the whole thing was soon swept under the carpet.  Now for the really difficult part to explain, namely those two blue lines on the pregnancy test. 
 
    Maybe it’s time for Brad to pay me back the favour he’s owed me for the past few years and say he got me knocked up?  We’ll see. 
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    ***** 
 
    My life was as nomadic as any army brat's ever was, almost certainly more so, and although my parents weren't in the army, I wished they were.  The way I figured it, those army brats had it easy compared to me. 
 
    Whenever they started at a new school, probably near an army base where a lot of other army-families passed through, they got to tell stories about how their parents went overseas to help with peacekeeping operations, or help fight terrorism.  I didn't have that luxury. 
 
    When I was dragged across the country, usually when I'd just managed to start making some new friends, and enrolled in a new school, I had to tell people that my parents were paranormal investigators.  Debunkers, really, because they always set out to make the people who believed in the supernatural look as silly as they could in their books, never to conduct any kind of unbiased investigation. 
 
    I could have lied, I had lied in the past, but when the truth came out (and it always came out) the lies only made it worse.  When we moved into the sleepy little town of Faymeadow so they could ridicule the local legend about the Bearback Mountain creature, I didn't even have that option. 
 
    On my very first day at school, when I strolled into English class, I stopped so suddenly in the doorway that the guy behind me walked straight into me.  There, sitting opposite the most crush-worthy teacher I'd ever seen, were my parents with their notebooks out and most un-genuine polite-smiles on their faces as they took some notes about whatever they were talking about. 
 
    "... but you'll have to excuse me," said the teacher, "my next class is about to start." 
 
    "Oh, of course, can we contact you out of hours or on the weekends if we think of anything else?  I'd really like to take a look at your collection of newspaper clippings," said my dad. 
 
    "Sure, here's my number."  The teacher wrote something down on a scrap of paper and slid it across his desk.  "I might not always answer, there are some parts of town where the reception isn't great, but leave a message and I'll do my best to get back to you ASAP." 
 
    The teacher paused for a moment and raised his head, his brow furrowing slightly, almost as if he'd heard something in the distance or caught the scent of something like a bloodhound.  Then he turned to look at me. 
 
    My parents also turned to see what he was looking at, so they didn't see the expression he fixed me with.  His eyes narrowed and I swore I saw the corner of his mouth raise just the tiniest amount. 
 
    Just having him look at me made my heart flutter.  With me being the outcast that I was, I usually only got those kinds of looks on my first day before word got out that dating me or being my friend might be social-suicide, so I enjoyed the looks while I could, wherever they might come from. 
 
    He was even more handsome than I had first thought, that didn’t hurt.  With those deep brown eyes and the hint of a physique under his clothes that no English teacher had any business possessing, yes, definitely crush-worthy. 
 
    Still, my parents killed the moment with ruthless efficiency by waving and calling me Teddy-Bearica like I was five instead of just plain-old-Erica.  The students filing in behind me snickered quietly as my parents closed their notebooks and offered their thanks to the teacher, 'Mr. Bertram' apparently, as oblivious to the train-wreck they were making of my life as they always were. 
 
    I wouldn't have been surprised if my mother had spat on a tissue and come over to rub some fictional mess off my face, so I muttered my hellos and quickly retreated to the desk right at the back of the class, where I hoped I might develop the super-power of invisibility, while they finished packing up and left.  It didn't work, and Mr. Bertram did the whole welcome-the-new-student thing before explaining why my parents had come to town, and to speak to him specifically. 
 
    It turned out that Mr. Bertram was something of a local expert on the Bearback Mountain Creature and he dedicated the entire lesson to talking about it.  I had to admit he told a good story, and I was glad of it, because it kept everybody from turning around to look at me.  Everybody was interested in what he had to say, but the dreamy looks on all the girls faces told me that I wasn't the only one who had wondered what Mr. Bertram looked like under that shirt. 
 
    He paced back and forth in front of the class and I wondered if my female classmates thought he looked at them the same way I thought he looked at me.  Every time he glanced in my direction, I felt special.  It was a warm, fuzzy feeling that made it all too easy to slip into a daydream and I was sure I looked every bit as doe-eyed as the others. 
 
    Near the end of the lesson, the boy in front of me turned and introduced himself as Nick.  He even told me not to worry about what my parents did, he could tell me stories about any one of my classmates that was a thousand times worse.  I couldn't help but smile.  Maybe this school wouldn't be so bad after all. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Of all the places I'd ever lived, Faymeadow was my favourite.  Instead of being that weirdo that has to sit by herself at lunchtime, my classmates displayed an incredible lack of the condescending judgement that I'd seen at all my other schools and for the first time in all my eighteen years I had a big group of friends.  For the first time in my life I even had a boyfriend in Nick. 
 
    The inhabitants seemed fully self-conscious of the novelty factor the local legend imparted on the town.  Even the condoms in the convenience store had a little sign that advised customers not to go ‘bearback’.  The vaguely hilly forest known as Bearback Mountain was a beautiful backdrop to the good-natured atmosphere. 
 
    Even my parents' continued investigation into the Bearback Mountain Creature couldn't bring me down.  They found no trace of the mythical beast, as they expected, but no matter how many deer they recorded on motion-sensing cameras or how many of my friends' families they bothered with interviews, nobody seemed to take offence.  It was amazing. 
 
    I'd never been happier.  It was scary, but fun, navigating my way through my first real relationship.  After beginning to date Nick near the end of the school year, things were moving along pretty quickly, I thought that any one of our petting sessions could be the one that led to me losing my virginity. 
 
    That was one of two secrets I kept from Nick.  It came up when my friends were talking about a camping trip up on Bearback Mountain, which was a kind of rite of passage in Faymeadow.  Other towns had their haunted houses where high school kids dared each other to spend the night, in Faymeadow you were supposed to brave the Bearback Mountain Creature. 
 
    It was then that the conversation turned to the other part of the legend about the creature, namely how it liked to "fuck the ever-loving bejesus" out of virgin girls.  They all laughed it off, apparently all the others had been fucking like rabbits for a while now.  I laughed it off too, not wanting to be the odd one out, just when I felt like I was fitting in. 
 
    I didn't believe in the Loch Ness Monster, alien abductions, the Bearback Mountain Creature, or that Elvis was still alive, but that didn't mean I wasn't a little nervous about doing the local equivalent of wrapping myself in meat and diving into shark-infested waters.  It would also almost certainly be the best opportunity that Nick and I had yet had to go all the way. 
 
    The second secret I kept from Nick was how I sometimes, when he was touching me, imagined that it was Mr. Bertram.  It was a guilty pleasure.  From what I'd read, imagination was half the fun of sex, so surely it wasn't wrong to let myself indulge in a little fantasy, right?  Besides, those times when I imagined Mr. Bertram were the times that got me the hottest, that made me feel the most adventurous, and Nick was the prime beneficiary, so ultimately I guessed he wouldn't have minded too much. 
 
    I couldn't put my finger on it, exactly.  There was just something about the handsome English teacher that made me hot as fuck.  Whenever he looked at me in class, stood near, or oh my God, leaned over my desk to help me with something, I got all slippery between my legs.  He was good-looking, that much was obvious, but I didn't quite understand that animal magnetism he seemed to have, even though I felt it so strongly myself. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I'd never been camping with friends before, never had enough friends to camp with, but by the time a good portion of the guys had made their way through some beer and somebody pulled out a guitar, I was having the time of my life.  Losing myself in the banter and sing-alongs, I forgot all about my nerves and as the day progressed into evening, all I could think about was the precious gift that I'd give Nick in our tent that night. 
 
    It seemed that Nick was thinking along the same lines, as he spent more and more time cuddled up to me as the camping party went on.  At a little bit after midnight though, things took a turn for the worse.  Nick crossed that invisible line between a good drunken-buzz and into the realm of incoherence. 
 
    In the end, he was one of the last ones awake partying and when he stumbled into the tent and fumbled around on top of me for a few minutes before passing out, I was left high and dry.  Well, high and wet would probably be more accurate, and so very frustrated. 
 
    I left the tent, buttoning my pyjamas back up as I approached the dying embers of the fire, after checking to make sure that nobody else was around to see me.  With a sigh, I sat down on one of the logs next to where the campfire had been and took a deep breath. 
 
    Feelings of disappointment washed over me, feelings that I didn't quite understand. There were a lot of nights where I hadn't lost my virginity, why had this one hit me so hard? 
 
    After pondering the question for a while I supposed it must be because this was the first night where I'd wanted it to happen, it actually had a chance of happening, and I'd built it up in my mind to the point of almost emotionally depending on it happening.  That was pretty deep thinking for a horny teenager, and that idea made me giggle a bit. 
 
    There was also something about this pine-scented 'mountain' air that made me feel like some kind of hippy, like peace and love and lots of sex were the only things worth thinking about.  Maybe it was the reason the people in Faymeadow were so laid-back, I didn't know. 
 
    My tie-dyed musings were cut short when I heard a twig snap near the edge of the clearing behind me, accompanied by a growl so low that I almost felt it more than heard it.  Terror hit me like a lightning bolt, leaving me quivering somewhere between fight, flight and freeze instincts as I tried to whip my head around, bunch my fists and stay as still as a statue all at the same time. 
 
    The end-result of these conflicting instincts was a slow and shaky turning of my head in the direction of the sound.  What I saw almost made me faint.  Standing there, ten feet tall if it was an inch and shaggy-haired like a grizzly bear, was something that was not quite human and not quite animal.  Even from this distance I could see the long black claws on the ends of its fingers, resting on the tree it was partially standing behind. 
 
    The 'flight' response immediately quashed it's adversaries and took control of my body when I saw that, and I sprang to my feet before leaping straight over the remains of the campfire.  If I could just make it to one of the cars, I had a chance of surviving this.  Maybe I could scare it away with the horn and wake my friends up all at once. 
 
    With a heart that felt like any panicked beat might be the one to make it explode, I... slipped on the remains of a hot dog and stumbled to the ground.  I looked over my shoulder as I tried to scramble to my feet, only to see the creature loping across the clearing with long fleet-footed strides, baring it's teeth in what looked uncannily like a smug smile rather than the more-likely option of it simply getting ready to eat me. 
 
    Before I'd regained my footing, it bent down and scooped me up in one arm without even slowing it's pace and slung me over it's shoulder.  It jumped clean over Nick's car and crashed into the woods on the other side.  When it hit the ground, it's shoulder knocked the wind out of me, strangling the first scream I'd even remembered to attempt. 
 
    With my heart still going at about a million beats per minute, terror wracking every fibre of my being and the added desperation for oxygen, I felt consciousness slipping away from me, even as the creature's hand slipped around my upper thigh to hold me in place on it's shoulder.  The last thing I thought before I passed out was that it was really strange just how high that hand was holding me, the side of one finger was literally resting right on my pussy through my pyjamas. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was awake for a few seconds, wondering what that popping and crackling sound was, before the memory of what had happened even hit me.  I opened my eyes and propped myself up on my elbow, finding myself on a bed in some log cabin. 
 
    A small fire, the source of the sound, flamed lazily in the fireplace in the opposite wall.  My brow furrowed in confusion.  This was not what the inside of a monster’s stomach would look like, nor was it the kind of cave that I imagined something like the Bearback Mountain Creature would live on.  What had happened? 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye I caught a movement and turned to see that I wasn’t alone, nor was I with the beast that had abducted me.  It did nothing to calm my confusion. 
 
    “Mr… Bertram?” I asked. 
 
    Had I died?  Was this supposed to be my version of heaven?  My English teacher smiled that self-assured and knowing smile of his and stood up to his full height, having apparently been leaning against the wall while he waited for me to wake up. 
 
    “That was a close call, wasn’t it, Erica?” 
 
    I thought I must almost certainly be dead or dreaming as the object of my secret lust took a couple of steps towards me, the firelight revealing that he was wearing an unbuttoned shirt over jeans and confirming what I had long fantasised about.  Mr. Bertram had the body of a Greek God, and I wanted to run my fingers over those abs, despite the lingering fear of my ordeal. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked, not even able to look him in the eye as the fire lit his muscular torso even better with every step. 
 
    “I was almost too late.  You almost gave yourself to Nick.” 
 
    “But… what about the… the thing?” 
 
    “The Bearback Mountain Creature?” 
 
    I nodded, and Mr. Bertram smirked. 
 
    “You’re about to learn enough to fill ten of your parents’ books about that.  You’ll be able to go into especially lengthy detail about how hard it fucks.” 
 
    For just a second, Mr. Bertram started growing, his features taking on a bearish quality, before he once more looked like nothing more than a mild-mannered, if suspiciously muscular, high school teacher.  I let out a sound somewhere between a gasp and a scream and started scrambling backwards, but Mr. Bertram grabbed one of my ankles and pulled me back down to the bottom edge of the bed before climbing on and brushing my flailing limbs aside as if I was no stronger or more substantial than a gentle breeze. 
 
    In a matter of only a few seconds, he was between my legs with one hand tightly holding a fistful of my long hair to stop me from squirming away.  I pushed against him, but I might as well have been pushing against a skyscraper for all the good it did. 
 
    I felt his rock-hard muscles under my hands, the undeniable power there, and looked down nervously at where my pyjama-clad pussy was almost touching an ominous bulge at the front of his jeans.  I managed to get my feet on his hips and tried to kick myself away from his grasp, but only succeeded in unleashing a searing pain in my scalp where my hair was pulled taut. 
 
    “I love it when you struggle, especially you petite ones.  You’re so feisty, in so much self-denial, as if your pussy hasn’t been wet for me these past few months,’ he whispered in my ear. 
 
    I shied away from his mouth, partly from the fear of him suddenly taking a bite out of me, but mostly in shame at the truth he was speaking.  But how could he know? 
 
    “I… it hasn’t!” I lied. 
 
    Mr. Bertram tsk-tsked.  “You can lie about some things, Erica, but you can’t lie about that.  Werebears have one of the most powerful senses of smell in the animal kingdom.  I’m surprised I don’t have to wipe down your fucking chair before my next class begins.  I should have some kind of merit award for not ripping your panties off and fucking you on your desk in front of everybody.  You virgins smell… so… good.”  
 
    My English teacher hissed those last words into my ear and pressed that bulge against me, rubbing the material of my pyjamas against my slit and surprising me with a jolt of pleasure as if he had the world’s thickest magic wand between his legs.  I shivered and closed my eyes. 
 
    “There it is,” he said. “You can’t help it, Erica.  You’re a slut in a virgin’s body.  It’s OK.  Even now, pretending to fight it, you’re thinking about what it would feel like to have my big cock fuck your virginity away, aren’t you?” 
 
    I hadn’t been, but as soon as he said it I got a vivid image of his thickness pushing my pussy lips to their limits as he slowly slid inside and knew me like no man ever had.  I shook my head, trying to get the thought out of my mind. 
 
    This was all kinds of wrong.  Sure, I’d lusted after Mr. Bertram in an innocent puppy-dog-eyed schoolgirl kind of way, but so had all the other girls.  That was different from actually doing something in reality, and that was before he turned out to be a… a werebear?  Whatever that was. 
 
    Yet, that spark of pleasure had halted my struggles as surely as a brick wall on a race track, and my hand was pressed firmly on his stomach, no longer pushing him away but happily caressing the bare skin I’d daydreamed about so much.  Even as I struggled with these thoughts, he was whispering utterly depraved things in my ears, filling my mind with more and more thoughts that almost didn’t feel like my own.  It was hard to concentrate on what he was saying, I only managed to get snippets here and there. 
 
    “… like a banshee… cum so hard… tight little… my fuck toy…” 
 
    Then, as if that wasn’t distracting enough, he began gently grinding that bulge against me and, to my shame, I felt my pyjamas were all wet and slippery from my pussy having apparently gone into overdrive with hopeful preparation.  It wasn’t fair.  This shouldn’t have felt so damn good, but it did. 
 
    Slowly, with a willing body but a still reluctant mind, I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him harder against me.  Pleasure won against fear and apprehension. 
 
    Mr. Bertram sat up, kneeling on the bed, pulling my ass off the mattress because of the grip I had with my legs, and moved his hand from my hair to my throat, holding me firmly, but not quite to the point of interfering with my breathing.  With just enough pressure to make sure I knew he was in control he, almost delicately, grabbed the top button of my pyjama top between his finger and thumb tugging at it until I felt the cotton holding it on snap. 
 
    The werebear flicked the button to the floor and snapped off the next button, repeating the motion one by one until a strip of bare skin from my neck, between my breasts and down to below my belly button was exposed.  In my chest I could feel my heart thumping as if it was trying to make good it’s escape while I watched my English teacher’s face, trying to read it as he slowly pushed each side of my pyjama top aside to reveal my teen tits to his eyes for the first time. 
 
    “Am I… pretty?” I asked. 
 
    As soon as I spoke, a fierce blush blossomed on my face.  He’d already seen right though my token reluctance, but this was complete capitulation.  I’d tried to fight him off… but what I really wanted was reassurance that the powerful, and infinitely more experienced, man between my legs thought I was attractive. 
 
    “You’re the hottest little fuck I’ve seen in a long time, Erica.  Don’t think I’m going to hold back because you’re a virgin, either.  I’m going to fuck you all the harder because of it, so you know what you were born to do.” 
 
    My English teacher bent down to take one of my nipples in his mouth, and I gasped when he sucked it past his lips and flicked his tongue over my sensitive pink tip.  Leaving one hand absent-mindedly stroking his bare chest and stomach, I moved my other one to the back of his head, running my fingers through his hair as his lips and tongue made me squirm deliciously. 
 
    Each of my nipples were given special attention until Mr. Bertram began to sit up, pulling my breast into a peak, before it slipped from his mouth with a wet sucking sound and went back to its normal perky shape.  His hands moved from my neck and shoulders downwards, pausing to squeeze my tits hard enough to make me suck a breath in and arch my back against his grasp. 
 
    “I’m going to taste you before I ruin you,” said Mr. Bertram, sliding his hands around my hips to grip the waistband of my pyjama bottoms and pull them down over my ass. 
 
    I had to unwrap my legs from around him and point them straight up to let him take the bottom half of my nightwear off, which he did with a similar slow deliberation as he had with my buttons.  Mr. Bertram stood and pulled me towards the bottom of the bed by my ankles after throwing my clothing to the side. 
 
    Kneeling down and pushing on my knees at the same time, he spread my legs before him as if making a grand entrance through a set of double-doors.  A lifetime of guarding the very core of my sexuality made me instinctively try to keep my legs closed, but he was simply too strong and he forced me wide open as easily as if I had been completely limp. 
 
    The werebear breathed in deeply and let out a long sigh of satisfaction.  “Mmmm.  You virgins.” 
 
    He said no more, as if that said it all, and began kissing his way up my right thigh, licking and nibbling at my skin until I was torn between being teased and being aroused.  By the time I felt his hot breath on my slit I was practically hyperventilating. 
 
    Mr. Bertram’s tongue snaked out and gave me one long, hard, lick right from the bottom to the top, finishing with a little flick on my clit that added a squealish quality to my moaning.  Under my panting and eager sounds I heard my English teacher ‘mmm-ing’ in satisfaction before exploring me further, his wet muscle caressing my labia and delving deep to extract the nectar that his presence always made flow. 
 
    Back in English class, just having him near had made me exactly as wet as he’d said.  Having the sexiest man I’d ever seen in real life licking my pussy turned my slit into a tiny river of natural lubricant. 
 
    Some intense feeling sort of akin to an itch being scratched began growing and humming in my stomach, fuelled by every enthusiastic lick on my pussy.  The sensation was sent into overdrive when Mr. Bertram began concentrating his efforts on my clit, only delving down to my sopping wet entrance every few seconds to spread my juices all over my sex and sample my flavour for himself. 
 
    Nick had never done anything like this for me before, and the hotter I got the more I thrashed around, I couldn’t help it.  Mr. Bertram had to hold on tight, but he was strong enough that no matter what I did, where my hips bucked or twisted, his tongue stayed on my pussy, flicking at what felt like super-human speed until that humming ball of potential in my stomach was built up to critical mass. 
 
    When my climax hit me, I felt like I was going to blast off into space, but I was firmly anchored to the bed by the iron grip of the powerful werebear, who never let up his assault on my sex, throwing gasoline on my fire even though my orgasm was already exploding.  There was no escape from the pleasure, even if I had wanted to.  I was a slave to the bliss. 
 
    When the blood rushing in my ears died down to a dull thump, and I looked out at Mr. Bertram from half-closed eyes, I saw him stand up, shrug off his shirt and then tear off his jeans piece by piece as if they were made of paper instead of denim.  When I caught sight of exactly what was responsible for the bulge that had teased me so much, my eyes widened again. 
 
    I struggled to sit up, fighting with quivering post-orgasm muscles that wanted nothing more than to bask in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm of my life.  However, Mr. Bertram was already lowering himself back on to the bed, and I had to try to reason with him.  There was no way a cock that big was going to fit inside my virgin tunnel. 
 
    “M-Mr. Bertram?  I don’t think…” 
 
    “That’s right, Erica.  Don’t think, just fuck.  I’ve heard all the protests before, but I always get it in.  You’re wetter than all of them combined, and I’m going to take what is mine.” 
 
    With that, he flipped me over on to my stomach as if I weighed nothing and then pulled my hips up until my virginity was presented to him just where he wanted it to be.  I pushed up on my hands as I felt the mattress shift under me when Mr. Bertram put his weight on it. 
 
    I didn’t manage to fully extend my arms before I felt his hand on the back of my neck, buried in my hair, forcing my head back down against the mattress.  I felt the hot and hard underside of his cock brushing against my asshole as he leaned over me and spoke in a low and harsh tone. 
 
    “Face down, ass up,” he said. 
 
    Never relenting with his downward pressure on the back of my neck, keeping me just where he wanted me, I felt him pull his hips back and a moment later, the fat head of his cock was circling around my pristine pussy.  In contrast with the grip he had on my neck, this first contact with his manhood was almost gentle, the very tip lightly brushed along the length of my labia, slowly getting more and more of my juices on it until he was rubbing it up and down the full length of my slit, well slickened and feeling every bit as wet as his tongue had on my sensitive teen flesh. 
 
    The bottom of every stroke rubbed my clit pleasurably and made my muscles twitch, pushing my sex back at him as if trying to impale myself on that formidable weapon.  By the time he'd repeated this motion several times I was almost wild with lust and the desperation to feel him inside me was providing plausible competition against the fear of his size. 
 
    When he started pushing forward against my entrance, however, the fear got one hell of a boost.  My pussy lips were pushed to the side and then began the mammoth task of stretching to accommodate his girth, they were soon pushed to what I would have thought were there limits, and the head of that majestic specimen wasn't even inside me yet. 
 
    I let out a sound somewhere between a grunt and a clench-jawed squeal and tried to move forward, away from the huge masculine invader, but Mr. Bertram held me still by the neck, keeping me in that pussy-presenting position as the pressure steadily increased.  The werebear relentlessly forced his way inside my virgin slit until I thought something was going to break, my pussy was an absolute ring of fire. 
 
    All at once I felt a slight relief on the pressure in my entrance, but that fire started spreading deeper inside of me.  I realised that I'd accepted the tip of his cock and now he was sliding his thick rod into my depths. 
 
    Mr. Bertram paused for a moment when he felt my hymen, and then with a purposeful snap of the hips he pushed through the evidence of my purity almost disdainfully, claiming my pussy, my entire body, as his own.  A single tear escaped one eye and I whimpered with the effort of taking such a big cock on my first time.  I'd never dreamed of feeling so full, and I had no way of knowing how much more he had to give me. 
 
    Inch after inch of hard dick slid inside my depths until I felt the tip of his cock brush against what must have been my cervix at the same moment that his pelvis came to rest against my ass.  I panted with the exertion and relief, but only for a moment, before I felt my English teacher's open palm come down on my ass cheek with a resounding slap. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    "Ow!" 
 
    With nowhere to escape to, I only felt his cock pushed against my cervix harder when I flinched from the spanking before he started pulling out again.  Just when I felt that bumpy ridge of his cock stretching my opening again, Mr. Bertram leaned forward and slammed his full length home, producing a slapping sound when our bodies met that was almost as loud as the spank. 
 
    "Uh!" I grunted.  “Oh fuck..." 
 
    "See, Erica?  My little fucktoy waiting to happen.  Perfect fit." 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Mr. Bertram's second spank came down on what must have been the exact handprint of the first one, stinging all the more because of it.  When he began sawing that huge cock in and out of my virgin pussy though, the spanks were only a mild distraction from the cacophony of sensations his manhood was pounding into me. 
 
    I'd never imagined that something could hurt so much and yet feel so good at the same time.  My world had been black and white, pain was bad and pleasure was good... but what was this? 
 
    As the werebear built up to a fast and powerful pace, the lines between pleasure and pain were blurred more and more.  My pussy was burning up with the friction of his fucking, no matter how wet I was, but it felt amazingly satisfying too, like scratching an itch with a blowtorch. 
 
    Every time he bottomed out inside me, the force of our bodies meeting shook the whole bed and forced a puff of air out of my mouth that came in the form of a short sharp moan.  Keeping a hold of my neck, making sure I stayed exactly where he wanted me, his free hand came down time and again on my increasingly sensitive ass cheek, until that pain was all part of the confusing cocktail of sensation as well. 
 
    I was in complete sensory overload.  Mr. Bertram's thick cock was the centre of my entire universe, stroking the full length of my tightness with every deep thrust inside me, touching me where even I had never explored.  Every spank seemed to bring me up a level, to push me inevitably towards that wonderful cliff as his tongue had several minutes ago. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    "Mmmmm!" 
 
    "Fuck yeah.  You like being my little slut?" 
 
    I'd never been spoken to the way he spoke to me, never been put in a situation of such iron-clad subservience.  Truth be told, I'd never imagined wanting to feel this way so much.  To be fucked by him, to do exactly what he wanted.  That was my perfect place in the world.  That was doing what I was born to do, just like he said. 
 
    "Y-yes... sir," I panted out between body-shaking thrusts. 
 
    "Time to cum again, Erica.  Cum on my cock." 
 
    Smack! 
 
    With that last open-palmed strike on my ass, I felt my body give over to the sweet release of another orgasm, almost as if it had been waiting for Mr. Bertram's permission to do so.  I turned my head forwards and let him force it face-down into the mattress as my pussy clenched on his cock, shutting my eyes against the bursts of multi-coloured light that exploded in front of me. 
 
    Floating in the middle of that fireworks display, lost in an ecstasy-filled blackness between those explosions of colour, I almost felt like I'd transcended the physical world.  I was nothing but a spirit of pleasure, pulsating with bliss every time the powerful werebear slammed his cock home in what had been my material body. 
 
    When I started to feel a little bit more attached to myself again, I felt my head loll backwards as Mr. Bertram rolled me over, picked me up and stood with me still impaled on his hard length before pushing me against the wall and continuing to fuck me hard.  My entire body weight met each of his thrusts, as he pushed himself as deep as ever inside of me, with the wall feeling rough on my back every time I bounced up and down. 
 
    Moving one hand to grip my jaw and slipping a finger inside my mouth, he held my gaze firmly, making me stare right into his eyes as his other hand moved to support my weight slightly under my ass.  As if he had been waiting to make sure I had his full attention, I saw his lip pull back in a silent snarl at the same moment I felt the first splash of his hot cum inside me. 
 
    My legs kicked weakly in an instinctive response, trying to act upon a lifetime of having the merits of safe sex preached to me, but my feet only waved ineffectually in the air a little bit, having nothing to push against.  Every thrust make his cock twitch and spurt more of his seed in my fertile depths and still he held my eyes, like he wanted me to know that he hadn't just been caught up in the moment, he was cumming inside me because that's exactly what he wanted to do.  I wasn't just his virgin fucktoy, I was... what?  Breeding stock? 
 
    Somehow, that seemed like far from the worst thing in the world.  For having such a majestic cock, for fucking me so hard, it felt like I owed him my body, it was his to do with as he pleased.  He was the master of this situation, of all situations. 
 
    "Yes..." I whispered. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was back at our campsite before anybody had recovered from their drunken stupor.  Nick was somewhat dumfounded when he woke up to learn that alcohol had made him completely forget 'our' first time having sex.  He was also apologetic about it, especially when I told him that he had refused to wear a condom. 
 
    Still, once he had recovered, I made sure he remembered our 'second' time. Although graduation and the summer were a, shall we say, interesting time, I was so happy to have Nick stand by me when I had to have an awkward conversation with my parents. 
 
    "Hey, Mom.  Dad.  Faymeadow seems like it might be a really nice place to raise a family... you know?" 
 
    ### 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
 
    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



The Non-Withdrawal Method 1 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    “I might not be able to talk him into being gentle for my first time.” 
 
    
When inexperienced brat Amanda's boyfriend cheats on her the night she was going to let him be her first she leaves the party in tears. Arriving home to find Harley, the man of the house there, she confides in him about what happened. He's only too happy to give Amanda her special night, but if it happens, it's going to happen the way he wants it. 

Harley is almost too big and takes Amanda hard, but when she notices he isn't using protection she has one last request... 

"Will you pull out?" 

But Harley has other plans...          
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    It was supposed to happen tonight.  I’d planned it all, right down to the lingerie I was going to wear when Conor took my virginity.  I had the condoms ready, the lubricant, I’d even moved the mirror in my room so he could watch himself fucking me for the first time. 
 
    I’d pulled out all the stops for him, I’d even been to the beautician and had a full Brazilian.  I wanted it to be as perfect for him as it was for me.  After all, I’d made him wait for a long time even though he was the hottest guy in school, it was only fair, right? 
 
    We were going to meet at Becky’s end-of-school party, socialise for a bit, and then go back to my place because my parents, my mom and step-dad, were out for a week.  I should have known something was up when he didn’t answer his phone or texts when I was on my way. 
 
    I arrived and the party was already in full swing, loud music, drunk teens everywhere.  Nobody seemed to know where Conor was, some of them looked pretty uncomfortable when I asked.  That was another clue that something was up. 
 
    Clues or not, nothing could have prepared me for when I opened the door to that bedroom and saw him literally balls-deep in Becky.  My world kind of fell apart at that moment and we had the most surreal argument imaginable, while the hostess with the mostest watched and he stood there with a rock hard dick wearing nothing but socks trying to calm me down. 
 
    When he finally got it through his head that there really was no calming me down under the circumstances, the real Conor finally came out.  He’d been fucking other girls behind my back for a long time now, ever since the night he first said I was his ‘one and only’ apparently. 
 
    I ran from the room, the house, the whole party, with tears streaming down my face.  I was halfway home before I realised just how far away I lived and it seemed to take forever to get back to the sanctuary of that house. 
 
    I walked around the corner and my heart sank again, the lights were on so my parents had come home early.  Great.  Explaining my ruined make-up and puffy eyes was just what I wanted to do at that particular moment. 
 
    Carefully sliding the key into the lock, and opening the door as quietly as a ninja, I slipped inside and heard some sports-talk show blaring from the TV.  That was odd, my parents rarely watched TV when they were home, they seemed to get enough entertainment from each other in the bedroom. 
 
    I’d learned to stay away when the door to their room was closed a couple years ago.  I tell you what, you learn that lesson quick when you barge in to ask for their signature on a permission slip and see your mother wearing your school uniform and riding your step-father like a cowgirl.  I should have had therapy. 
 
    I peeked into the living room from the shadows in the hallway and saw Harley, my step-father, sitting by himself watching some show about baseball.  My mom was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Hi, what are you guys doing back?” I asked, still hiding in the darkness. 
 
    Harley startled and looked to the door.  “Oh, hey, Amanda.  Didn’t hear you come in.  It’s just me here, I got a call that I’ve got to sort some emergencies in the office on Monday, but your mom decided to stay and I’ll go back after I’ve put out these fires.  If there’s enough time left,” he said with a hint of annoyance.  “You’re home a bit early yourself aren’t you?  I thought it was that big party tonight, you’ve been looking forward to it for weeks.” 
 
    A lump rose in my throat.  “The party sucked, I’m… I’m just going to have a shower and an early night.  See you tomorrow maybe.  Night.” 
 
    “Fair enough.  Night.” 
 
    I trudged upstairs and went straight to the bathroom, disrobed unceremoniously, and went in the shower, letting the hot water wash away as much of my make-up and shame as it could.  I was a stupid girl for thinking I could have my special night. 
 
    Fresh tears were completely hidden by the blast of hot water, and I let them come until I felt scoured out as much on the inside as the outside.  After carefully removing the last of the make-up and blow-drying my hair, I wrapped my towel around myself, picked up my clothes and walked across the hallway to my room. 
 
    The light was on and I spotted Harley sitting on the edge of my bed, apparently waiting for me.  That was odd. 
 
    He’d been kind of distant with me for the past couple of years and left all the parenting to my mom, which had confused me at the time because he’d always been such a wonderful substitute for my absentee-real-father before that.  I’d always thought I’d done something to offend him, but I’d never found out what.  There was just this vague unspoken awkwardness that I’d learned to live with. 
 
    As far as I knew, he’d not set foot in my room in all that time, certainly not while I was around anyway.  I tucked the corner of the towel more firmly in around my chest and was painfully aware of how short a dress it made for. 
 
    That awkwardness was unlikely to be broken by this crossing of the invisible boundaries that had been drawn on the map of our lives, because in his hand was the babydoll lingerie I’d been planning on getting deflowered in.  On the bedside table were a couple of condoms and some lubricant, prominently displayed.  Next to the bed was a full-length mirror, conspicuously out of place. 
 
    Words could not do justice to this new level of awkward.  My mouth worked open and closed as if I was a fish like the one swimming around obliviously in the goldfish bowl on my desk, and I felt an embarrassed blush rising on my face. 
 
    “Is everything OK, pumpkin?” he asked.  He hadn’t called me ‘pumpkin’ in years. 
 
    “Uh… yeah.  What are you doing in my room?”  
 
    “You didn’t seem too happy before your shower.  Something happen tonight that I should know about?” 
 
    “No,” I lied, looking down. 
 
    “Something to do with this?” he asked, and I could see the flash of pale blue in the periphery of my vision to indicate he’d held up the lingerie. 
 
    “No… I…” 
 
    I couldn’t think of any excuses, any plausible stories.  I didn’t have the energy, I found myself just blurting out everything all at once. 
 
    “This was supposed to be my special night!  Conor cheated on me!  He’s always been cheating on me!  What’s wrong with me, Harley?  It’s like when I let people get close , they all end up hating me.  My dad, you, and now Conor!” 
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to look up at him as he stood and approached me, it took all of my willpower to not start crying again.  In only a few seconds he was standing right in front of me, strangely close. 
 
    The distance between the front of my towel, pushed out by the swell of my breasts, and my step-father was only a couple of inches, maybe only a single inch when I took a deep breath.  His scent, that faintly sweet musky cologne he’d always worn, seemed to gently waft around me like a hug. 
 
    I’d always associated that smell with strength and security, the smell of the man who had raised me.  It was the smell of a man you obeyed out of well-earned respect, rather than fear or duty, the real head of the household.  I’d hardly let myself think about how much it had hurt to have him draw away. 
 
    “Is that what you think of me, Amanda?” 
 
    Harley put a finger on the bottom of my chin and raised my head so I had to look him in the eye.  I nodded wordlessly. 
 
    “Your dad is a drunk.  Conor is a fuckin’ dumb kid who is going to wake up one day, fat and middle-aged, and he’s going to kick himself for passing up what you had planned tonight.  Me…” 
 
    My step-father’s finger trailed from my chin, down my neck, and came to rest on my bare shoulder, leaving a tingly sensation in its wake that made me shiver deliciously despite the circumstances.  He looked down into my face with a calculating expression, as if making a final decision about something before continuing. 
 
    “I had to keep my distance.  It seemed like overnight you turned into a woman.  A beautiful, smart, funny… sexy, young woman, but you weren’t ready yet.  You had to go and find out what boys your age are like.  Now that you’re eighteen though…” 
 
    My ears burned as intently as if somebody had set a match to them when he said the word ‘sexy’.  The last thing I would have ever expected from a man as handsome and mature as Harley was for him to be able to find an inexperienced girl like me sexy.  Never mind the fact that he was married to my mother. 
 
    “…all bets are off,” he continued. 
 
    Harley stepped forward and I stepped back, only to quickly press against the door frame.  Harley slowly, intentionally, closed that gap between us.  My breasts, naked aside from the towel, squashed up against him, lifting them and drawing attention to my partially concealed cleavage. 
 
    “Why do you think your mom was wearing your school uniform that time instead of some generic costume?” he whispered.  “She knows how hard I want to fuck you.” 
 
    I turned my head away, half of me shocked at hearing such language from the man who had grounded me for saying the exact same word and the other half thrown into turmoil because he was using the word about me.  Harley pressed the rest of his body against mine and I was sure I could feel a distinct hardness poking me in the stomach. 
 
    Confusion swamped me, this was so wrong, but at the same time it was Harley, the one man in my life who carried with him this impenetrable aura of authority.  He was the man of the house. 
 
    “She wants me to do it.  So I’m gonna give you a choice, Amanda.  One, you go back into that bathroom, put this on.” He dangled the babydoll lingerie in front of me, “and then come back in here to have your special night.  Or.  Two, you go to the bathroom but you’re not back within five minutes.  I’ll leave, we’ll never talk about this again and you’ll always wonder what it would have felt like to have your virginity taken by a real man, to have my big cock inside you.  Here, take this and go.” 
 
    The lingerie was hooked over my hand and I was ushered out to the hallway before I could respond in any way.  I heard the sound of my bedsprings creaking slightly as I looked at the bathroom door for a moment and then rushed through, shutting it behind me. 
 
    In the short time I’d been out of the room the bathroom mirror had fogged up again.  I quickly wiped my hand across it to see if I’d grown a second head or anything else that might give away the fact that I was dreaming. 
 
    I looked like a slightly shocked, but otherwise normal, eighteen year old girl.  So Harley really was in my bedroom talking about fucking me hard with his big cock. 
 
    It was OK though, he said all I had to do was wait in here for five minutes and then we could just go on like nothing had ever happened.  It was a strange end to a hell of a day, but it was an end… wasn’t it? 
 
    I looked down at the lingerie in my hand as if it had materialised out of thin air.  I’d been looking forward to this night for so long, looking forward to having the perfect night of sex for my first time, looking forward to being sexy for the first time and it was all ruined. 
 
    Harley said you were sexy, a voice in my head pointed out.  That was true, but he was my step-dad.  How could my mom want him to do it?  I looked at the lingerie with a pained expression of longing. 
 
    “It is my special night, dammit,” I said to my reflection and unwrapped the towel. 
 
    It didn’t take long to get dressed again, it was a pretty simple piece of clothing that I just slipped on over my head.  I felt the same thrill I had when I’d tried it on in the shop, I looked good in this. 
 
    The lacy material ended in a somewhat frilly hem that was no lower than the towel had been a few moments ago.  When I had worn it in the changing room my panties had shown through the sheer fabric clearly, but my newly hairless mound was much harder to see. 
 
    Trying on this lingerie had probably been one thing that had made me sure tonight was going to be the night.  I’d left the store feeling on top of the world, and seeing it on me again brought back memories of that strange spirit of triumph, like I was back on the path to my destiny or something. 
 
    I was going to need every scrap of confidence I could find, because the fact that a much older man had just pinned me against my doorframe and the bulge of his cock had pressed into my belly soon interrupted my little reverie in front of the mirror.  With a deep breath, I exited the bathroom and once more stood outside my own bedroom door. 
 
    For a moment I wasn’t sure if I’d gathered anywhere near enough self-assurance because I felt about as timid as a lamb being led to an altar when I reached out and pushed the door open again.  I caught a glimpse of Harley sitting on my bed, a hunger in his eye that I’d never seen before, and I immediately looked towards the floor and tried to make myself as small as possible as if he might not see me. 
 
    He wasn’t just hungry, he was ravenous, and it wasn’t food he was after.  If I knew any better I would have said he was wild with lust, he was in a state of mind where he would follow through on that statement about fucking me hard.  I might not be able to talk him into being gentle for my first time. 
 
    For the second time that night, Harley closed the distance between us and stood over me by the door as I stared down at our feet.  His fingertips slowly, gently, tucked my hair behind my ears and pushed my blonde locks back off my shoulders before gathering it all into one hand. 
 
    With a tug that was far from gentle and yet still far from violent, just firm, he turned my head so he could whisper in my ear as he let his free hand caress my thigh, pushing up the bottom of my lingerie a few inches each time.  My heart was booming so loudly, I thought he must surely be able to hear it, but even so, his voice was clear. 
 
    “You are a little fucking sex-goddess, born to be fucked hard all day, every day.  Aren’t you?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    “You will know after tonight.” 
 
    His warm breath blew on my neck and made me shiver with the fear and anticipation of what he was promising and then he nuzzled against me, the rough stubble sending even more tingles down my spine.  That free hand was beyond the realm of thigh and was now stroking the side of my ass as the shiver terminated in a surprising little jolt of pleasure in my pussy as if it knew just how close it was to being touched by a man for the first time. 
 
    “Say ‘fuck me like a slut, Daddy’,” he said. 
 
    “B-but I’m not allowed to say that.” 
 
    “You are tonight.  Do it, right now.” 
 
    “F-fuck me like a... slut,” I half-whispered. 
 
    “Say it all.” He gave my head a little shake by the makeshift ponytail. 
 
    With a blush that threatened to set my face on fire, I closed my eyes and did what he commanded.  “Fuck me like a slut, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.  I will.  Down on your hands and knees, Amanda.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But nothing.  Get down.” 
 
    My mouth shut with a snap at Harley’s slightly raised voice.  He didn’t shout, he never did, but he managed to fit every ounce of authority possible into his tone and my knees bent almost without conscious thought from myself. 
 
    When my hands touched the ground I looked up at him questioningly, feeling that hem ride halfway up my ass and expose my pussy.  Harley was no cum-in-his-pants schoolboy though, he wasn’t falling over himself to get behind me and claim his prize, he was going to take his time. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it.  That’s where you belong, little girl.  Now follow me, slowly.  Let’s take advantage of that mirror.” 
 
    Harley still had a hold of my hair and gently led me by it, like a leash, until we were next to my bed and right in front of that mirror and he let me kneel.  I stole a glance out of the corner of my eye and saw myself in my lingerie, on my knees, right in front of him and I felt a hot flush of excitement.  It was so wrong and so right all at once. 
 
    “I’ve been wanting to see those pretty red lips of yours wrapped around my cock, Amanda.  You ever given a blowjob before?” 
 
    “K-kind of,” I admitted. 
 
    After a heavy-petting session in Conor’s car one night, and at his lengthy insistence I had planted a few kisses on his dick, but I wasn’t sure if you could really call it a blowjob.  It was nothing like the videos I’d seen on the internet. 
 
    Harley chuckled and stroked my face with one finger, starting on the cheek and then slipping it just inside my mouth before pushing my bottom lip down and letting it go back into place with a quiet slapping sound.  I was almost frozen in place, mesmerized by his gaze as he looked down at me, so clearly envisioning exactly what he was talking about, his own step-daughter sucking his cock. 
 
    “Take it out,” he said. 
 
    With shaking hands I reached up to his jeans, undid the button, and tugged the zip downwards.  My fingers curled under the waistband of his boxers and slowly slid both them and the jeans down his thighs. 
 
    I started to border on hyperventilating as the base of his cock was revealed, then inch after inch of semi-hard shaft as the clothing was pulled away.  Shallow breaths were rapidly being inhaled and exhaled through my open mouth, culminating in a noticeable gasp when the tip of his manhood was freed from the material and the whole thing seemed to spring out at me. 
 
    Even at half-mast, it was already bigger than Conor’s.  It was captivating, I’d never felt this way about anything else I’d seen in my life.  It was crazy, the conflicting emotions it raised in me, I’d never seen anything that was scary and yet made some primal part of my brain call out in longing all at the same time. 
 
    “Suck my balls, Amanda.” 
 
    Without waiting to see if I would comply, he began stroking his cock with one hand and pushed my mouth to his nutsack with the hand still holding my hair.  I tilted my head to the side and looked up at him for reassurance as I tentatively touched my tongue to his heavy balls and gave an experimental lick. 
 
    “Mmmmm, yeah,” he breathed, giving me a small injection of confidence. 
 
    Gently, knowing full well how much guys always complained about how sensitive their testicles were, I sucked one of my step-father’s balls into my mouth and ran my tongue over it.  Harley’s cock quickly hardened over my face as he stroked it and watched what I was doing, giving no indication that he was in any discomfort at all. 
 
    I sucked that nut harder, giving it a thorough tongue bath, before letting it pop out of my mouth and seeking out the other one to give it the same treatment.  I reached up with one hand… 
 
    “Only your mouth, slut,” said Harley, in a tone that couldn’t be disobeyed, and my hand fell back to my lap. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror and felt a sudden spark of pleasure from my clit.  I looked like a porn star with my lingerie, my mouth full of balls and a huge cock being stroked over my face.  I looked sexy. 
 
    Harley pulled back and his nut came out of my mouth with a similar sound to the first one.  With my mouth still open, he aimed his rock hard dick and slid it right over my lips until the head came to a rest on my tongue. 
 
    “Suck that cock, Amanda, suck it for Daddy,” 
 
    With timid and experimental movements, I ran my tongue around that swollen head of his cock.  A small trickle of pre-cum was evident at the tip and I spread that slippery and vaguely salty liquid around until the flavour of him filled my mouth and I let out a blissful moan directly on his manhood. 
 
    “You like that, pumpkin?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded slowly and flicked my tongue along the underside of his cock, which made his hips twitch and advance inside my mouth a little bit before pulling back and then slowly thrusting in again.  I began bobbing my head, meeting his thrusts with my mouth and continuing to lick the tip, tasting more of that pre-cum. 
 
    A tickly sensation on my thighs interrupted my rhythm and I reached between my legs to feel a droplet of my own sweet pussy nectar had made an escape from my virgin slit.  I was wetter than water down there. 
 
    Harley’s hand forced my head back into rhythm as he continued thrusting his thick cock into my mouth and with one finger, I scooped that trail of pussy juice back upwards and slid it along my sex, my stroke ending on my clit.  Again I moaned on Harley’s cock and he grunted in response, a wordless vocalisation of lust that signalled the onset of a rougher pace of face-fucking, as I began to rub my slick finger back and forth on my most sensitive spot. 
 
    I’d never given a proper blowjob before, and I wasn’t exactly sure what I was doing, but Harley made it easy in a way.  All I had to do was keep my lips sealed on that pistoning shaft, flick my tongue on it and suck as well as I could, and the look on his face told me everything I needed to know about how it felt for him.  I was being a good girl. 
 
    Rivulets of a saliva and pre-cum cocktail dribbled out of the corners of my mouth, down my chin, and dripped on to the swells of my breasts before continuing their downward journey and joining in my cleavage.  If this was any indication, then the sex was going to be messy and intense.  Another jolt of pleasure exploded from my clit at the thought.  Hot and heavy, that’s just how I wanted it. 
 
    Harley’s hard rod seemed to get even harder in my mouth, if that was possible, and he forced my head back and forth at a furious pace that almost made me dizzy.  Between my legs the intense buzzing sensation of a growing orgasm was quickly robbing me of the ability to concentrate or think of anything else. 
 
    I was just about to cum like the slut he had called me when Harley pulled me to my feet by the hair and pushed me to the bed before I’d even gained my balance, landing on my back with my legs spread in front of him.  Harley pulled his shirt off, revealing the muscular torso I’d known he had but never thought of in that way before, and stepped out of his jeans and boxers, which had been around his ankles. 
 
    “You’re about to cum, aren’t you?” he said, climbing on the bed between my legs. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yes, who?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “Hands off, then.  From now on, it’s my cock that gets you off, nothing else.  Understand?” 
 
    I nodded, even though I didn’t entirely comprehend what he meant.  Still, that was good enough for my step-father and he aimed his cock between my legs, rubbing the tip against my clit and along the length of my slit. 
 
    Harley let go of his cock, pulled one of my legs up, and moved it across his front, turning me on to my left hand side facing the mirror before lying down behind me.  He forced his knee between my thighs and pushed up, spreading my legs and then slid his cock along the length of my sex again until it poked out the front. 
 
    The hardness of it made it press against my clit deliciously, all warm and throbbing like a living vibrator.  Then he began rocking his hips back and forth, sliding his length between my virgin petals and making his already slick cock even more slippery with my own natural lubricants. 
 
    The bumpy ridge of the head tickled my clit first one way and then the other as several inches of his shaft sawed back and forth across my little go-button.  Harley’s left arm slipped under my neck and he slipped his hand inside the cup of my babydoll to squeeze my tit, rubbing my nipple to almost instant hardness. 
 
    My orgasm, so close before, came stampeding back in my general direction and when I saw the image of myself in the mirror I wouldn’t have been surprised if there was a countdown to lift-off sign above me.  With every thrust of his cock across my clit I let out a moan that got louder and louder until a humming sound in my ears threatened to cut off all other sounds, even Harley, who was saying something I couldn’t make out. 
 
    I struggled to hear him, not wanting to do anything to upset the building pleasure of my climax, hardly in control of myself at all.  What was he saying? 
 
    “Look at me.  Look at me,” he was repeating. 
 
    I turned my head away from the mirror, Harley was propped up on his elbow now as his cock continued to drive me over the edge of bliss and his head was right over mine.  The electric pleasure that was tingling over my body kept making my eyes close, it was like trying to keep them open while sneezing, almost impossible.  But Harley commanded it and I had to do what he said. 
 
    My climax hit me like a tidal wave and I screamed some, possibly expletive ridden, affirmatives as I stared into my step-father’s eyes.  At that very moment he reached down with one hand and guided his cock into my orgasmic virgin pussy. 
 
    I was far too lost in a kaleidoscope of pleasure to make much sense of the situation.  A confusing fiery pain was added to the bombardment of sensation, mixing the two previously incompatible things. 
 
    My pussy was convulsing with pleasure, squeezing and releasing, and more slippery than it had ever been in all my eighteen years.  There was no stopping the advancement of that huge cock despite my virginal tightness. 
 
    All the while my eyes were locked with Harley, as he kept on repeating the command for me to look at him.  It was almost hypnotic, the rest of the world faded away, leaving me in a small universe where the only things were pleasure, pain, Harley, his will and little old me being pulled in all directions between them. 
 
    By the time my climax faded and my thoughts were nearly my own again, Harley was jack-hammering his cock into my pussy as if this was my hundredth time instead of my first.  The pain was still there, but it had dulled during the haze of my orgasm, blending with the competing fire of pleasure. 
 
    I looked back to the mirror and saw my tight little slit stretched beyond anything I’d ever dreamed of as it miraculously managed to engulf that huge cock over and over again, Harley’s well-licked balls slapping against me at the end of every stroke.  It was hot as hell… but I realised with horror that I was being fucked bareback, completely unprotected from the sperm in those balls I’d sucked and everything that might come with them. 
 
    “Wait!  Wait!” I panted, hardly recognising my breathless post-orgasm voice. 
 
    “What is it?” asked Harley, slowing but not stopping. 
 
    “We need to get a condom, you might cum in me!” 
 
    “That’s the idea, princess.  You take what I give you.” 
 
    “But… wait!  I’ve got one right here!” 
 
    I reached out and picked up one of the condoms from my bedside table, passing it to Harley.  He looked at it with no interest and then flicked it across the room, where it bounced off the wall before landing in my goldfish bowl.  My goldfish was first startled and then intrigued by the shiny floating companion. 
 
    “Will… will you pull out?” 
 
    “Listen to me, Amanda, I’m going to fuck you bareback until I empty my balls in you.  Whatever happens after that, we’ll just let nature take it’s course.  You’ll be begging for my cum by the time we’re done.” 
 
    “What?  I…” 
 
    My protests fell on deaf, or uncaring, ears as Harley wrapped his arm back around me and kept my right leg spread with his other hand.  Resuming the pace I had interrupted with my request, he shook my whole body with the power of his thrusts. 
 
    I struggled, but there was no escape.  I was impaled on his cock at one end, all wrapped up at the other, a tight little blonde virgin being used for his pleasure. 
 
    There was something strangely thrilling about the recklessness of it all.  I pushed my hand against his hip, half-heartedly trying to stop his thrusts, but all my struggles only seemed to have excited him even more, as if it made fucking me even more taboo than it already was. 
 
    My efforts were becoming more token all the time because of one simple fact.  That big fat cock felt so good pounding my little pussy in all its natural glory.  Who would want a piece of rubber getting in the way of that? 
 
    Sensing my lack of resistance, my step-father let go of my leg and moved his hand to my clit, giving it a gentle stroke that made me squeal in ecstasy.  He stopped after a moment and whispered in my ear again. 
 
    “I’m getting ready to fill you up, Amanda.  You want it, don’t you?  Tell me you want it and I’ll let you cum again.  Tell me you want my hot load inside you.” 
 
    “I…” I felt the last of my rational protests quieten down in my mind as if they too were anxious to see what I would say.  “I want it, Daddy, give it to me!” 
 
    I’m sure if I could have concentrated on the mirror his hand would have been a blur as he rubbed my clit at such speed it became almost a constant hum of pleasure.  After another dozen or so body-shaking thrusts, I felt the first hot jet of cum splashing inside my unprotected pussy. 
 
    “Oooohhh fuck yeah,” he groaned.  “You’re getting’ knocked up tonight, you little slut… aahhhh.” 
 
    The warmth of it, combined with his finger on my clit and that huge cock still thrusting into me, was the little push that tipped me over the edge again and I was lost in another haze of pleasure as my step-father’s sperm filled me up just like he promised, and he whispered filthy, degrading, perfectly sexy, things in my ear. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how much semen he pumped into my fertile depths, he might have been going for some kind of record.  Part of me thought there was no way I couldn’t get pregnant from that much cum, it was a statistical guarantee. 
 
    That was a scary thought, but only a little.  I knew Harley was a good dad, I’d be looked after if it happened. 
 
    As I lay there in a post-hard-fucking-glow, I watched myself and Harley in the mirror, my right leg still draped over the top of his, almost proudly displaying the physical connection we had shared, and were still sharing.  Harley stroked my hair and ran his hand over my body like he was exploring it for the first time. 
 
    A tiny trickle of our combined juices dribbled out of my pussy, we were both sweaty, panting wrecks.  The sex was intense and messy, just like I thought it would be with him.  So much better than what I had envisioned for Conor and myself. 
 
    I had my special night after all.  My reflection smiled back at me. 
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    For all of my friends, the biggest thing we were looking forward to ever since we heard about it was prom night.  It wasn’t just a dance, a formal occasion, it was something more.  Something magical. 
 
    It was a chance to dress up like movie stars or royalty, to ride in a limo and be treated like we were something really special.  A night all about us for once.  Just once. 
 
    A few years later, my closest friends and I made a pact, that we wouldn’t give away our virginity until after prom, we’d save it for that magical night.  We wouldn’t give it up behind the bike sheds for just anybody, like so many of our peers. 
 
    No.  For the guys who helped give us that special night, helped make our dreams come true, we’d give something back.  The most precious gift we could give in our young lives. 
 
    My plans started getting derailed a couple of years before the big night, I got sick enough that I basically missed a year of school and when I went back, I was a year behind my friends.  On the night they were all going to prom, I wasn’t allowed.  We made a concession to the pact, that since I was supposed to be going to prom, I was allowed to lose my virginity anyway. 
 
    Well, my boyfriend dumped me just before the big night and I couldn’t bring myself to go alone, so it just didn’t happen.  I was heartbroken for a month or two, but things picked up when the hottest guy in the school, Trent Andrews, asked me out. 
 
    We had a hot and heavy summer together, but I never let him go all the way with me.  By this time, the idea of giving away my virginity on prom night had become such a big thing to me, that I wasn’t willing to bend the rules any more. 
 
    After summer, he went away to college, but he promised to be faithful and he’d come back for holidays.  And, of course, he’d come back for my prom. 
 
    It started out as a tough year for me, all my friends from my own year were gone, graduated and moving on with their lives at college or wherever they wanted.  Trent too. 
 
    Thankfully, once I started making a bit of effort, I made some new friends.  They all seemed to look up to me, like some kind of mother-hen figure, even though, at eighteen, I was only a year older than them.  One year makes a lot of difference in some circumstances, I supposed. 
 
    This extra year of experience was especially apparent when prom season rolled around again.  Having been through much of the preparation once before, they all came to me for guidance. 
 
    I knew where to go for the best hair and make-up, I knew where to find the best dresses, I knew what hotels turned a blind eye to a couple teenagers booking a room for a night.  I was the queen of the prom before it even took place. 
 
    One girl named Karen, bless her heart, had this crazy idea that she wouldn’t have sex with her boyfriend afterwards.  I eventually made her see reason and she eventually agreed that she’d let her boyfriend do anything he wanted to her. 
 
    I mean, that’s just the price of a perfect magical night, if you want to call it that.  It was debatable about whether ‘price’ was an apt label for something that was supposed to be as beautiful and intimate as giving your virginity away. 
 
    ‘Price’ wasn’t what I would call it.  When I thought of all that sweet slow lovemaking, as my boyfriend tenderly accepted my gift, it made me feel all funny inside.  In a good way. 
 
    There was one thing I didn’t tell my new friends about, something I was keeping a secret.  Only my beautician and I knew about it.  After hearing all the stories Trent told me about the sexual adventures his friends were having, I decided to get a full Brazilian as an extra extra special treat to reward him for his patience, his devotion, his love. 
 
    He was organising the limo, the hotel, all the typical guy-stuff that he should be doing.  He had to rush back from college and I wasn’t even going to see him until he turned up on my doorstep like Prince Charming in a tux.  I couldn’t wait. 
 
    It wasn’t until the big night itself that the text came through.  I was literally sitting on my bed in my prom dress absolutely humming with excitement and waiting for the limo when I heard my phone beep. 
 
    Supposedly ‘for the sake of honesty’ he wanted to tell me that he’d cheated on me with twenty or so college girls in the past few months and the long-distance thing wasn’t really working out for him.  He said he hoped I had a good night anyway. 
 
    I didn’t cry.  This was beyond tears.  I felt like my hopes and dreams, silly as some people might have called them, had been crushed. 
 
    Maybe they were silly… but they were mine.  The little spark inside me where all my emotions, good and bad, came from, felt like it had been extinguished and I was just this empty shell. 
 
    Eventually I stood and went to my mirror, almost hating what I saw reflected there.  How could I have been so stupid?  I wasn’t pretty, I wasn’t special, I didn’t deserve my one night of magic.  I wasn’t queen of the prom.  That was for fairy tales. 
 
    I don’t know how much later it was when a quiet knock on the door was followed by my step-dad, Leon, poking his head in.  I was back on my bed by that time, staring at the opposite wall. 
 
    “What’s going on, Bree?  Wasn’t Trent supposed to pick you up by now?” 
 
    “I’m not going.” 
 
    Leon looked incredulous.  “Not going?  You’ve been talking about this for almost a decade.  What happened?” 
 
    The concern in his voice was touching enough that I felt the little spark of emotion threatening to ignite again.  I stomped it down.  At a time like this, it wasn’t going to make me feel anything good. 
 
    “Trent dumped me.  He’s been… cheating on me.  I wasn’t worth waiting for.” 
 
    “That stupid motherfucker,” said Leon. 
 
    I looked up, shocked.  He so seldom swore that it took me by surprise.  Leon had been married to my mom for as long as I could remember and for all intents and purposes he had always been my dad, although I did know my real father from the name on the cheques that were posted to us on an irregular basis. 
 
    Things had changed between us over the past year, ever since I went to use the family computer one day and found a home movie he had made with my mom where he was calling her Bree while he fucked her at a furious pace, and she was calling him ‘Daddy’ the way I used to.  The next time I used the computer the video file was gone, but not deleted from my memory. 
 
    Most of my brain had cried out in surprise and indignation.  Most of it.  There was a tiny, admittedly crazy, part of it that was flattered at the thought of such a handsome older man using me as part of his fantasy.  That little part was what made me bring myself to orgasm right there in front of the computer.  It certainly wasn’t me, not the Bree I knew, at all. 
 
    In my eyes, he was perfect, the kind of guy I wanted to end up with when I was done with school and travelling, once I was ready to settle down.  I guess that meant I had daddy issues, but whatever. 
 
    That’s why I never made a big deal about it, never let them know that I had seen it.  It just made it difficult for me to act normally around him, having seen his huge cock at full mast as he used it with devastating efficiency while calling out my name.  So things had become a bit distant. 
 
    When Leon came and sat on the bed next to me and put his arm around my shoulder, it was the closest we’d been in months.  When I let my head rest on his shoulder in return, it was easily the most contact we’d had in over a year. 
 
    I stayed like that for a few minutes, cautiously letting him console me, until he touched his finger to my chin and tilted my head upwards to look at him.  He was so close I thought he was going to kiss me, and flinched slightly before that smaller part of my brain let the scent of his cologne hold me still, let me want him to kiss me, so I could feel desired and sexy again. 
 
    He looked into my eyes for a second, but just when I thought he was going to lean in, he spoke instead. 
 
    “You’re going to prom.” 
 
    “I can’t, I don’t have a date, everybody will laugh at me.” 
 
    “No they won’t,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t answer. 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes…” I said, hesitantly. 
 
    “Then keep an eye out of that window.” He tilted his head to the side, where I could see an empty street out of my window. 
 
    Leon left me there without explaining what exactly he planned on doing.  It wasn’t like he was going to be able to find me a date in time to get me to prom.  I hoped I was going to see Trent being dragged behind a car, but that was unlikely too. 
 
    It was fifteen minutes later when I heard a honk outside.  I’d only managed a couple minutes of wistful staring before lying flat on my back and looking up at my ceiling, so I had to sit up and peek out of the window again. 
 
    To my surprise I saw a limo by the kerb with a driver standing patiently next to the back door.  At the same instant, Leon was in my doorway again. 
 
    “Time to go, Bree.  Time to have your special night, a better night than you would have had with that shit for brains little punk anyway.” 
 
    I smiled, despite myself.  “Do I look… pretty?” 
 
    “You look like…” Leon paused as if reining in an inappropriate comment.  “You look like the Prom Queen,” he finished. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Go.” 
 
    “OK.  If you say so, Daddy,” I said, slipping back to what I used to call him as I occasionally did during the most emotional times. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    To my surprise, prom was actually a lot of fun.  It started off really well with the limo, which was much more expensive than anybody else I knew had ever been able to afford.  The driver even rolled out a little red carpet for me when I arrived, I felt like a real celebrity! 
 
    Far from laughing at me, everybody was really supportive.  Some even came up with elaborate plans at revenge that I said I would consider implementing. 
 
    To top it all off, I was voted Prom Queen!  Karen’s boyfriend, Mark, was voted Prom King and while we were having our dance he couldn’t stop thanking me about the little pep talk I gave Karen.  The bulge I felt pressing against me and the look in his eye told me just how thankful he really was. 
 
    When everything was said and done, and I was back in the limo, I was glad Leon had insisted I go.  It had been fun.  Not all I dreamed of, but fun. 
 
    The limo didn’t take me straight home, instead the driver took me on a little tour along the waterfront and then right through the middle of the city.  I opened the sunroof and stood up on the seat, letting the night air whip my hair around as I stared up at the skyscrapers slowly drifting by on either side and far above me. 
 
    It felt so good that I closed my eyes and held my arms out, getting the sudden feeling of flying.  I smiled, forgetting about my troubles for the first time since that damn text message came through. 
 
    When I felt the limo slow and turn, I opened my eyes again to see that we were heading towards the front entrance of the Viktorov Hotel, the most prestigious in the whole city.  I was a bit confused. 
 
    The driver wasn’t able to provide any enlightenment, he just handed over a room key and said that the checking-in process had already been taken care of.  All he’d been told was that I was supposed to go to my room and enjoy myself. 
 
    The room turned out to be one of the lavish suites near the very top of the hotel, and it took me a good solid minute of standing in the doorway before I could gather my jaw off the floor.  It was like an entire house sitting suspended twenty stories above the city streets below. 
 
    Not just any house, either, everything looked expensive and painstakingly chosen to be part of a high-class and modern décor.  I stepped inside and clutched my handbag against me as I looked around, hardly believing what I was seeing. 
 
    Leon must have done this for me.  I was about to go look at the size of the bath when the popping of a champagne cork startled me and I whirled to the side to see none other than my step-father himself tipping the bottle into a couple of glasses. 
 
    “How did you manage to arrange all this on such short notice?” I asked as he approached me with the glasses and handed me one. 
 
    “I know a couple of people that owe me some favours.  It was time to call them in.  Cheers,” he said. 
 
    Our glasses clinked with a musical ting and a static-like fizz of bubbles.  I felt those bubbles going down my throat and settling in my stomach where they were almost tickly.  A shiver went down my spine and I took another sip. 
 
    “Cheers,” I said. 
 
    “So, how was it?” 
 
    Leon was looking at me in a similar way to how Karen’s boyfriend had earlier in the night.  Similar, but different in a very important way.  They both had this wild and hungry look in their eye, as if I was the only thing in the world that could satisfy their animalistic appetite, but where Karen’s boyfriend was a cub, Leon was a full-fledged alpha lion. 
 
    Leon knew how to hunt, how to get what he wanted, and he was looking at me with absolute self-assurance.  I squirmed under the unspoken scrutiny. 
 
    Surely, surely, I must have been mistaken.  It was one thing for him and my mom to have a little role-play fun, it was just off the scale crazy to think that… what?  He might grind against me until he came in his pants like Karen’s boyfriend had been on the verge of doing? 
 
    No, that crazy part of my brain responded.  This is no schoolboy, he doesn’t cum until he’s good and ready.  And balls-deep. 
 
    I clamped down on that little devil on my shoulder, blushing at the thought just as much as the little jolt of excitement it had elicited from between my legs.  I used a big gulp of champagne to hide my turmoil before answering. 
 
    “It was good, really good.  Thanks for talking me into going.” 
 
    Leon finished his glass and set it down on the table, before taking my own out of my hand and putting it beside his.  I froze on the spot when he stroked my cheek with one hand and then curled his fingers around the back of my neck as if he was going to pull me into a kiss. 
 
    “And now… it’s time for you to pay the price for your magic night.” 
 
    “D-daddy… what are you doing?” I stammered. 
 
    “I’m taking what’s mine, Bree.  You are mine, aren’t you?  You know you want to let me do anything I want.” 
 
    “This isn’t… we can’t do any… Daddy… what?” 
 
    I was a mess of confusion.  These things he was saying were almost my own exact words, the things my friends and I had been plotting and scheming for years. 
 
    Leon’s free hand came up and squeezed my breast, and I was lost for a moment in just how good it felt, how tightly he was gripping it, how much the silky material of my strapless dress rubbed on my nipple, before I came to my senses and pushed his hand away.  I started slowly back-peddling, but Leon stayed right with me, as if I was leading him by his hand on my neck. 
 
    Every time I pushed his hand away, he moved it somewhere else.  My thigh, my ass, back to my tit, until I felt my back bump up against the wall and Leon pressed his whole body against me. 
 
    For the second time that evening, I felt the bulge of a hard cock pressing against my belly, but Leon’s felt so much bigger.  I knew it was from the video I’d seen, but to actually feel it was a whole other ballpark of sensation. 
 
    His hand was back on my breast, kneading it roughly, more forcefully than any of my boyfriends had ever dared to do.  They’d treated me like a delicate princess, nothing like this. 
 
    “I know it’s exactly what you want, Bree,” he said. 
 
    “How do you know?”  I pushed his hand away again. 
 
    “You accidentally copied me into an email to all of your friends.  I know the rules of the pact.  I saw you that day, fingering yourself while you watched the video of me, you sexy little bitch.  I bet you’re so tight you could barely get your pinky in.” 
 
    “Daddy!  You can’t talk like this… this is… this is wrong.” 
 
    “I don’t care.”  Leon leaned in close and spoke directly into my ear.  “I am doing to fuck you so hard, Bree, fuck you harder than you’ve ever dreamed.  Tell me you want it.” 
 
    The way he said ‘fuck’ so hard, so sharp, made me gasp as a second, stronger, spark of excitement jolted into my body from my clit.  I’d never felt like any boy was as dead-set on fucking me as Leon was right now. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Tell me, now.” 
 
    I bit my bottom lip and closed my eyes.  It was prom night.  The guy who had given me my special night was right here, his hard cock already pressing against me, demanding his fair dues for what he’d done.  I’d made a pact… but this was Leon, he was married to my mom! 
 
    My step-father pulled back a bit and then brought my hand to the bulge in his pants and my eyes flew open, as did my mouth.  I could now feel even more clearly how big he was, how hard and ready for me he was, and my entire body just screamed out in my mind WAAAAAANNT THAT! 
 
    “OK… but please… can you be gentle?  I’ve never done this before.” 
 
    “No.  We do this my way.  You give me what I want, and I want to fuck you until you scream.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    My protests were cut off as Leon leaned down and kissed me hard, pushing his tongue into my mouth.  The back of my head was touching the wall, and Leon kissed me forcefully, there was nothing for me to do but work my jaw open wider and wider until he was giving me the deepest kiss I’d ever had in my whole life. 
 
    By the time he pulled back, I was gasping for air, partly because of how truly epic the kiss was, and partly from sheer heart-palpitating excitement.  My hand was still on the bulge of his hard dick, and I realised I’d begun stroking up and down without even thinking about it, running my fingers from the very bottom all the way up to the tip.  It was like an automatic reaction. 
 
    “On your knees,” said Leon. 
 
    My knees seemed to go weak as if they were responding to his commands just as much as my own, and I slowly sank down until that hard bulge was right in front of my face.  I could see it straining at his pants, like a virgin-seeking missile or something. 
 
    “Take it out and open wide, Bree, I’m gonna fuck that pretty face of yours,’ he said. 
 
    I blushed at the contrast between this ‘request’ for a blowjob and the begging and pleading my previous boyfriends had done before I relented.  I didn’t feel like I had any wiggle room with Leon, he wanted his cock sucked now. 
 
    Reluctantly taking my hand off his mesmerising bulge, I undid his zip and reached inside, navigating my fingertips in the warmth until I found the gap in his boxers and felt the shaft of his manhood for the first time.  I looked up at him and licked my lips as I managed to tug it out, amazed at how small my hand looked holding on to it. 
 
    I pulled down until the fat head of his cock was pointing right at my face, and only barely parted my lips in time as my step-father thrust forwards, feeling like he was filling my whole world with cock instead of just my mouth.  It was hard, fleshy and smooth, and as I ran my tongue on the underside, it tasted like the absolute essence of sex.  Sweet manmeat. 
 
    My previous boyfriends had blown their loads all over their own stomachs almost the instant I had kissed the tips of their cocks, but I had hardly begun bobbing my head when Leon started thrusting his hips back and forth, literally fucking my face rather than receiving a blowjob.  His hard rod slipped over my full lips easily, each stroke slowly becoming more powerful and edging ever deeper into my mouth. 
 
    The deeper he pushed, the more I moved my head away until the back of my head was against the wall again.  Leon’s hands were on the sides of my face, keeping me facing in the right direction as he took his pleasure. 
 
    Eventually the inevitable happened and the tip of his cock squelched against the back of my throat.  I coughed and gagged, turning my head to the side as I gasped for air.  My eyes watered, no doubt leaving tell-tale streaks of my mascara down my cheeks. 
 
    Leon stroked my hair away from my face, so gentle after the vigorous defilement of my mouth, and I had a moment of respite.  It was only a moment though, because it turned out he wasn’t being tender. 
 
    He had gathered my hair into two fistfuls, and pulled me back up until I was at cock-height again and he was controlling my head like he had a grip on the handlebars of a bike.  I looked up at him, my vision blurry with the tears. 
 
    “That’s right, Bree.  You look so fucking sexy right now.  I’m going to make such a mess of you.  Now get my cock back in your mouth, you’re going to take it all the way.” 
 
    I gasped in a few more breaths of air as I tried to blink myself to clarity.  His huge cock bobbed and twitched right in front of me intimidatingly, and I could see the smear of my lipstick on his shaft, reaching maybe one fifth of the way down from the tip.  I gulped and did what he wanted, because he was right.  He gave me my special night and now I was his to do with as he saw fit. 
 
    With careful angling of hips, Leon’s hard length slid over my lips and tongue again.  He wasted no time, immediately pinning my head against the wall by pushing the tip against the back of my throat. 
 
    My eyes were absolute fountains and I felt my face going red from the effort of staying still as he tried his damndest to get his dick into my throat.  Finally, while shoving with what felt like enough force to push-start a car, he gave some sage advice. 
 
    “Stick your tongue out.” 
 
    I looked up at him through the blur of tears with no small amount of confusion, but did as he asked.  The instant I did, I felt that odd sliding sensation of hard dick going down my throat and my eyes flew wide open in surprise. 
 
    Once the tip was in, the rest of it was almost no trouble at all and I felt a surge of triumph as all that magnificent cock disappeared into me.  The base of his erection approached and before I knew it, my nose bumped against his pelvis. 
 
    I was deepthroating!  Me!  I never thought I’d be able to do something like this, but Leon seemed to want to get every last fraction of an inch of his cock into me and pulled on my makeshift pigtails with all his might, holding me there and looking down with satisfaction until I was desperate for air. 
 
    Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he pulled out until the head of his cock popped into my mouth again and I managed to gasp in some oxygen around it before he plunged it all the way down once more.  Leon’s balls bounced off my chin with every full-length stroke, splashing in the rivulets of pre-cum and saliva that dribbled out of the corners of my mouth before dripping on to the curves of my breasts and flowing down my cleavage, disappearing behind my prom dress. 
 
    As Leon furiously pistonned his cock in and out of my mouth, I was able to blink the tears away occasionally, and felt that surge of triumph again when I saw the look of satisfaction on my step-father’s face.  To think that me, just a little blonde virgin, was able to make him feel so good made me positively wet between the legs. 
 
    I gathered up my dress and slipped a finger along the length of my slit through my panties, confirming that they were absolutely sopping.  When that fingertip touched the little bump of my clit I moaned right on Leon’s cock and I swore I felt it swell in response. 
 
    My finger slipped under the material of my panties, right into a sticky mess, and I urgently flicked from side to side across my clit.  I felt like I was going to burst into flames at any moment, I was so turned on. 
 
    With my clit being stimulated at one end and a big dick stoking the fire at the other, I felt an orgasm quickly grow from a faint buzz to a quaking time-bomb as my eyes darted back and forth between that magically disappearing-reappearing cock, and Leon’s face as he looked down at me.  Just when the timer was counting down the last few seconds to the big climax, Leon pulled out of my mouth and I fell forwards, sprawling out with my hands to stop myself from falling on my face. 
 
    The frustration of an orgasm so close made me cry out and I looked up at him, trying to put every ounce of begging into my eyes as I could without words.  Please let me cum, Daddy! 
 
    “This way, Bree.  Stay on your hands and knees like a good little girl.” 
 
    Leon transferred both pigtails to one hand and slowly led me from the living room area of the suite, through to the bedroom.  I crawled the whole way, looking up at him the whole time with the same expression.  I’ll do anything, just please let me cum. 
 
    My step-father yanked me to my feet and roughly unzipped my dress, pushing it to the ground and unstrapping my bra before firmly guiding me on to the bed with a hand on my back.  I crawled on and then, slowly, turned around, giving him his first unfettered look at my breasts. 
 
    “There’s nothing in the world perkier than teen tits,” he said, beginning to undress. 
 
    “Do you… like them?” I asked. 
 
    “I fucking love them.  I’ll love them more when they’re bouncing every time I bury my cock in your sweet little pussy.” 
 
    I blushed and watched as he removed his clothes, first revealing that chiselled torso I always knew he had, then taking off his pants as well.  I could have admired his abs and pecs all day and been happy, but with a majestic cock sticking up hard and proud like that, well, it was worthy of even more attention. 
 
    I glanced upwards to offer my thanks to whatever gods were in charge of prom night fucking and saw that there was a huge full-length mirror on the ceiling directly over the bed.  Mascara-laden tear-streaks were all over my cheeks, as I expected.  Leon was making a mess of me, just like he said he would. 
 
    Leon didn’t give me much time to contemplate that, climbing on the bed between my legs, that big cock of his rubbing along the length of my slit through my panties just like my finger had several minutes ago.  He grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of my head and kissed me hard again, grinding his manhood against me until I was driven almost insane with need for it. 
 
    After everything that wasn’t Leon’s cock was banished from my mind, he finally sat up and paused, seeming to savour the look of me, before pulling my panties off.  I had to point my legs upwards for him to slip them off and fling them across the room, where they hit the wall and then crumpled to the floor. 
 
    My legs slowly dropped to either side of him, my tight pussy being bared to him for the first time as his deflowering weapon of choice twitched over it.  The reality of the situation struck me.  My step-father was going to try to get that huge thing inside of me… but I had my doubts about it fitting. 
 
    “I’m too tight for you, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “No such thing.” 
 
    Leon gripped his massive member halfway down the shaft and aimed it at my virgin teen tunnel, the fat head was pushing my pristine little petals to each side when I noticed something that made me break out in a cold sweat.  He wasn’t wearing a condom!  And I wasn’t on any kind of birth control! 
 
    “Wait!” I almost screamed. 
 
    “What the fuck is it?” he asked, looking like he was bordering on just ignoring me completely. 
 
    “A condom!  We need a condom or I might get pregnant!  Just wait here, I’ve got one in my handbag.” 
 
    I hadn’t even fully sat up before Leon pushed me flat on my back again, learning right over me and wrapping his arm around behind my neck to grip on to my shoulder and hold me in place.  His other hand was on my hip, keeping himself firmly wedged between my legs until I became still again. 
 
    “Daddy… What are you…” 
 
    Leon looked me right in the eyes, his face only an inch from mine, as I felt his hand move to his own cock a moment before I felt the tip circling ominously around my entrance like a shark around a seal.  Surely he wasn’t going to… 
 
    “I’m not having a piece of rubber come between me and your virgin pussy, Bree.  We do this my way and you deal with whatever consequences there might be.” 
 
    “But… you’ll pull out, right?” 
 
    Without any further warning, the tip of his cock found my pussy and he slammed it home, tearing through my hymen like it wasn’t even there, and instantly igniting a fire between my legs.  His balls slapped on my ass and in the mirror above I saw his ass and legs flexing as he drove himself as deep as he could inside me. 
 
    I yelped in surprise, and at the sudden pain, and renewed my struggles as Leon began jack-hammering into my tender little slit as if I’d done this a million times before and my pussy wasn’t stretched well beyond what I thought its limits were.  Everywhere I touched, Leon was all hard muscle and relentless pounding, and nothing I did seemed to make the slightest bit of difference to his pace and power. 
 
    In the mirror I saw my knees splayed out either side of his ass as fucked me hard and fast, my legs shaking with every thrust.  Despite the pain, I was mesmerised.  It was nothing like the tender love-making I’d envisioned… it was better! 
 
    I’d never seen myself look so sexy before.  All those mascara-tracks on my face, all those fresh tears, that huge cock being relentlessly driven into me as my man used my body for whatever he wanted, it was perfect. 
 
    I stopped pushing him away and wrapped my arms around him, trying to hold on for dear life and deal with the raging inferno he had set alight in my pussy.  To my surprise, the fire soon took on a different sensation.  It was still hot, it still burned… but it started feeling good.  Like, really good. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I whimpered. 
 
    “That’s right, Bree.  You’re gonna take all Daddy’s cum right inside that pussy, aren’t you?” 
 
    I thought it was a rhetorical question by that stage and didn’t answer until Leon raised himself over me so he could put one hand on my throat as he continued to pound into my depths. 
 
    “Aren’t you?” he repeated. 
 
    “Yes!” I said. 
 
    “It’s my pussy, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy!” 
 
    “Fuckin’ right.” 
 
    Leon leaned down again and held on to me tight, keeping my pussy in place for the most powerful thrusts he’d unleashed on me yet.  My tits weren’t so much bouncing as vibrating with the speed of his strokes.  If I could have seen it, I bet his cock would have been a blur. 
 
    The fire inside me was stoked every time his pelvis bumped against my clit and as I watched myself in the mirror above I saw my expression changed from one of concentration to dawning-realisation as my eyes widened and I knew just how hard I was going to cum.  The last thing I thought before it hit me was that I might black out from the sheer pleasure of it. 
 
    “Gnnnnnuuuuuhhhh…” I grunted as the fire seemed to explode inside me. 
 
    Sparks of ecstasy tingled from my clit throughout my body, right to the very tips of my fingers, which were digging into Leon’s back, and to my toes, which were curling.  My pussy muscles squeezed hard and I heard my step-father utter a torrent of filth into my ear as his huge cock twitched inside of me, spurting jet after jet of hot fluid into my unprotected depths. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how much semen Leon pumped into me, and how warm it was.  Maybe I was super-sensitive because of how he had treated my virgin pussy and that’s why I seemed to feel every last drop.   
 
    I didn’t know, but I was glad to feel it.  Every twitch and spurt of his cock seemed to prolong my own orgasm and I just agreed with every dirty thing he said to me while he came, loving every second of it. 
 
    When Leon rolled to the side and I suddenly found myself empty, I pouted.  I just didn’t feel right without a cock inside me. 
 
    I watched our reflections catching their breath in the mirror and thought that if I died now I’d be happy, but they’d have to bury me in a Y-shaped coffin for sure.  Leon’s cum slowly leaked out of me, pooling on the bed under my ass, and I frowned. 
 
    Reaching upwards I grabbed one of the pillows and shoved it under me, elevating my hips so my pussy angled downwards.  It just seemed such a shame to waste the white gold. 
 
    “I’m ready to go again,” said Leon. 
 
    It was going to be the kind of night that dreams were made of. 
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 Description 
 
    "Who are you to tell me what I can and can't do in my own house, Candice? I make the rules here." 
 
    
Inexperienced brat, Candice, has been saving herself until she could make everything perfect for her first time but because the mood never felt 'right' it meant her boyfriend had to wait a long time. Just when she feels ready she finds out he cheated on her and, as if that wasn't bad enough, a few moments later the man of the house, John, arrives home unexpectedly. 

After hurriedly trying to disguise the mood-setting changes she'd made to her room and her tears, she finds out that John has some unorthodox ideas for consoling her in her moment of need. One by one her barriers are broken down and even though John is almost too big to fit, he ends up doing everything he wants, taking her hard right there on her bed. When she realises that he isn't using protection she has one last request: 

“Will you, you know… pull out? 

But John has other plans... 
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    I was devastated.  That had to be, easily, the worst phone call of my life.  It was ironic that it happened on this day, of all days, too. 
 
    I'd been with my boyfriend, Ian, for a couple of years and I thought he was going to be the one I lost my virginity to.  Ever since we got together he'd been pushing the boundaries, trying to get into my panties, but I'd never let him. 
 
    It wasn't because I wasn't attracted to him, my God I was, but I just wasn't ready.  I wanted everything to be perfect.  I wanted to lose my virginity in candlelight with rose petals scattered everywhere, and romantic music playing in the background.  I wanted it to be special. 
 
    So I waited and waited and things just never quite felt right.  That all changed when I turned eighteen and we were all going to graduate soon. 
 
    Something changed inside of me at that point.  When I was alone, I couldn't keep my hands out from between my legs, when I was with Ian I couldn't keep my hands off him.  Hell, even when I sat at the breakfast table with my step-father, John, I couldn't help but squeeze my thighs together and release over and over, building up just enough stimulation on my clit so that I came right where I sat, while I thought about him doing terrible, depraved, forbidden things to me. 
 
    I thought I disguised it pretty well, he certainly never gave any indication that he noticed how the girl he raised had just had a powerful orgasm on the other side of the table right in front of him.  I had to have sex, with Ian, before I did something really crazy, but I still wanted it to be perfect.  Perfect for both of us. 
 
    That's when the idea hit me.  Our group of friends were all over at Tina's place, watching a movie.  There were somewhere around a dozen of us there that night, all couples except for the hostess herself, who had just broken up with her boyfriend, a real douche who had gone away to college and just stopped returning her calls. 
 
    It was a pretty racy movie, to say the least, the first one where Hollywood's favourite tease, Destiny Fox, finally went topless.  For that scene, and that scene alone, all the guys in the room were dead quiet.  You could have heard a pin drop. 
 
    In the movie, Destiny went to a school with a uniform that was probably the sexiest mixture of slutty and innocent that could be imagined.  The scene in question showed her getting it on with her boyfriend, while wearing said uniform, getting deflowered with her panties around her ankles as she bent over and braced herself against a wall. 
 
    Even all us girls in the room had to admit she was hot.  I was flattered when a couple of them said I looked like her, but then all the other couples started teasing Ian because I certainly didn't behave like her. 
 
    They had all been fucking for months or years by that stage and I could see by his expression that it was kind of getting to him, no matter how much he brushed it off.  I looked from the screen to Ian and back again and felt a hint of a smile touch my lips when the teasing died down and we were all just watching the movie again. 
 
    What better way to make popping my cherry just as special for him as it was for me than providing him with a little fantasy?  I could do my hair and make-up just like the character from the movie, put together an outfit just like hers, get a full Brazilian just like she apparently did.  It would be perfect, I was ready and willing. 
 
    A couple of weeks later, my mom and John went for a romantic weekend away and I saw my opportunity.  I wanted it to be a surprise for Ian, so I put my plans in motion without telling him, but I was buzzing with excitement. 
 
    The hardest part of it all was getting the right combination of white button-up shirt, short plaid skirt and knee socks.  Pigtails weren't exactly difficult to do, and I was a whiz with make-up.  By the time I was finished and looked at myself in the mirror, I had to admit that I looked exactly like her.  I could have walked on to the movie set and nobody would have been the wiser, I thought. 
 
    Everything was ready.  I'd told Ian that I was staying in this weekend to study, he said he was going to do the same so I knew he wasn't going to make other plans.  Then, when  I called him, I found out that, in fact, he did make other plans.  With Tina. 
 
    Ian broke up with me over the phone because, in his words, Tina could suck the paint off the Golden Gate Bridge, had a pussy like slippery heaven and fucked like a porn star.  And he had 'outgrown' me. 
 
    I hung up before he'd finished talking about how I could call him when I was ready for an adult relationship.  It would be best for him if he didn't hold his breath. 
 
    All at once he had changed me from hopeful girl on the cusp of becoming a woman, to a blubbering wreck.  I sat on the edge of my bed and stared down through my tears at where my feet touched the ground, the rose petals looked such a bright red against the varnished wood. 
 
    As if all that wasn't enough, the glare of headlights flashed across the wall opposite my window as a car pulled into our driveway.  I hurriedly looked outside and saw John's car sitting there for a moment before the headlights turned off. 
 
    "Oh shit..." I said, turning around and looking at the state of my room. 
 
    I'd turned it from a regular teenager's bedroom into the perfect place for me to lose my virginity.  Aside from the rose petals, there were scented candles, posters of Destiny Fox in various seductive poses on the walls, a tube of lube and two condoms on my bedside table.  I heard the car door open and close outside and cursed again. 
 
    Racing around the room, I blew out all the candles and plunged myself into darkness, grr-ing in frustration and near-defeat before flicking on the light switch and sweeping as many of the rose petals under my bed as I could.  Downstairs, the front door opened and closed and I heard footsteps coming towards my room. 
 
    I turned the light off again and dived into my bed, pulling the covers up just as I heard a knock on my door and I saw John's head silhouetted by the light in the hallway.  I pretended to be asleep. 
 
    "Everything OK, Candice?" he asked. 
 
    "Hmmm?  Yeah... fine.  What are you guys doing back?" I said with faux-sleepiness. 
 
    "Just me, one of my clients has done something stupid and I need to fix it all before he goes to jail.  Your mom didn't want to miss out on her chance to be massaged by a real live swedish masseuse, so she stayed behind and we'll try it all again next weekend.  It smells kind of smokey in here... are those candles?" 
 
    "Oh... yeah, I-I found some nice scented candles so I was trying them out." 
 
    "All of them?  At once?  What's that on the floor?" 
 
    John turned the light on again and I made sure my blankets were all the way up to my chin as I saw, with horror, that he was looking under my bed.  Next his eyes were drawn to the racy posters on my walls, then to my face, which was still in full Destiny Fox mode despite the slightly puffy eyes. 
 
    "What happened, Candice?" he asked, stepping towards me and then stopping when he spotted the lube and condoms on my bedside table. 
 
    I burst into fresh tears at the embarrassment, no longer able to keep up any kind of charade.  Before I knew it, the horrible truth was pouring out of me in sobbing fits. 
 
    "T-t-to-tonight was g-going to b-be m-m-my spesh-special n-night, Daddy!  I w-was g-gonna let Ian... I'm s-so s-stupid!" 
 
    John closed the remaining distance between us and sat on the edge of my bed, where I had been sitting only minutes before, and leaned over me, brushing my tears away with his thumbs and holding my head so I had no choice but to look straight at him.  The touch of his hands on my bare skin was like electricity, holding my attention as I felt almost literal sparks fly. 
 
    "Listen to me, Candice.  There's nothing wrong with you.  I think anybody who didn't want to fuck you has got shit for brains." 
 
    My jaw dropped as his thumbs continued to stroke my cheeks.  I'd rarely heard John use swear-words before, let alone in a sentence that involved me getting fucked.  He'd raised me for almost as long as I could remember, taught me right from wrong. 
 
    When I tried to imagine my life in ten or fifteen years, I always imagined myself with somebody like John.  He was the kind of person to aspire to be with, smart, successful, muscular and handsome, he had it all.  Truth be told, I'd been a little jealous of my mom ever since I first started noticing boys. 
 
    None of the guys at school were like John, though.  Not even Ian.  I thought I'd have to wait until I was in my late twenties or early thirties to meet somebody as mature and sexy as him.  At least, someone like him that would notice me.  How could such an experienced man ever think of a little blonde virgin like me that way?  That's why John's words came as such a shock. 
 
    "I just wanted it to be perfect," I said. 
 
    "So you think you're ready to take a cock like a woman?" he asked. 
 
    I blushed under the force of his bluntness but nodded because, crudely phrased or not, that's what tonight had been all about wasn't it?  Me becoming a woman. 
 
    "Then you should aim higher than Ian," he said, pulling at my blankets. 
 
    After a split-second of disbelief, I gripped the covers more tightly and held them up by my chin again.  I couldn't let him see what I was wearing, he couldn't see what a little slut I looked like. 
 
    "No!  I'm not... not decent." I said. 
 
    "Good.  I want to see you 'not decent'.  Don't you want that too?  You've put all this effort in, don't you want somebody to see you at least?  What's the harm in that?" 
 
    When he put it like that, it seemed reasonable.  The way he was talking at the moment sounded pretty much unfiltered by etiquette or politeness.  At least if I showed him then I could get a truthful opinion about whether I'd done the right things to try to make Ian's night special, or whether I was just a stupid little girl with dumb ideas. 
 
    With a hesitant nod, I let go of my blankets, feeling them instantly begin to slide downwards like a curtain on a stage.  I watched John's face like a hawk as he took in the swells of my breasts pushing against the tight white shirt, the bare midriff, and then saw a look of absolute hunger as he saw the skin of my upper thighs between the bottom of my skirt and the top of my knee-socks. 
 
    "Would Ian have liked this?" I asked. 
 
    "Forget about what Ian would have liked," said John. "You look like you were built for sex.  Any sane man would like this." 
 
    I felt a surge of triumph and validation and took a deep breath with a hint of a shudder as my grief over Ian relented in the face of John's compliments.  My step-father was looking up and down my body, lingering longest at the hem of my skirt.  I relaxed and my thighs parted for a moment before I forced myself to remember just who he was and I held them together again. 
 
    John was just doing his best to console me, he was being a good daddy.  Despite the way he was looking at me, I had to remember that he was more than just some hot guy in my bedroom, he was my step-father!  He was just using an unorthodox strategy to make me feel better because of the unorthodox circumstances.  That was all. Surely. 
 
    That idea was put into doubt when he reached out and put his hand on my leg, the very tips of his fingers just slipping under the hem of my skirt and beginning to slide upwards.  I reached out and held his wrist. 
 
    "What are... Daddy!  You can't do that!" 
 
    John leaned over me, the advancement of his hand halted for the time being, but not retreating either.  I pushed my head back into my pillow as he came closer, until his lips were right by my ear. 
 
    "Who are you to tell me what I can and can't do in my own house, Candice?  I make the rules here." 
 
    "But it's wrong!" 
 
    "I make the rules," he repeated, pushing harder until I couldn't hold him back anymore. 
 
    A few seconds later I felt his fingertips on my shaven mound through my panties and I saw that he could sense my smoothness too.  I was still holding his wrist, but the sensation on my newly-hairless skin was intoxicating, something like a tickle mixed with a faint electric buzz.  I pushed against his wrist with a little less force. 
 
    John must have felt the weakening of my resistance, because I saw a calculating smile grow on his face.  Between my legs, his fingertips moved downwards from my mound to the top of my slit, gently rubbing my panties against my most sensitive spot. 
 
    If I thought having him stroke my mound was intoxicating, feeling his touch on my clit was absolutely mind-altering.  I let out a little moan of pleasure and then clamped my hand over my mouth in embarrassment. 
 
    John smiled and spoke quietly but firmly.  "It's OK, Candice.  You're allowed to feel good.  It's your special night." 
 
    I slowly pulled my hand away from my face as John gently stroked between my legs over and over.  Inside I was in absolute turmoil.  He was my step-father... but it felt so good... but he was married to my mother... but he said I could have my special night... my perfect night.  It was his house and I was allowed to feel good.  He said so.  I let my legs relax, giving him better access between my thighs, and moaned again as he took advantage of that fact. 
 
    As John continued to rub his finger along my slit through the flimsy material of my panties, I felt my hips begin to buck and sway in time with his movements.  It was OK to feel good.  I was allowed.  Oh my God did it ever feel fantastic!  It couldn't have been more than a few minutes of this before I felt my panties begin to get wet from the slippery juices slowly seeping from my pussy. 
 
    My step-father turned and climbed fully onto the bed, moving between my legs as he continued to rub me.  Some voice of reason inside my brain was yelling out that I was supposed to stop him, that this wasn't right, but it was somewhere way at the back and getting more distant all the time.  More clearly I could still hear John saying that I was allowed to feel good.  It was my special night. 
 
    "You ever had your pussy eaten, Candice?" John asked. 
 
    He spoke at the same moment he hooked his fingers over the waistband of my panties, pulling them off my hips, down my smooth mound and upper thighs while I was still processing what he had said.  By the time I thought to try and grab at the swiftly departing underwear, they were out of my reach. 
 
    Was he really offering to go down on me?  Finding a guy that would do that was like gold dust, apparently.  None of my friends had ever had a guy do it for them, but the rumours of how good it was supposed to feel were whispered in hushed and reverent tones in the school halls.  But it was one thing for him to rub me through my panties, it was taking it to a whole other level if he was going to eat my pussy. 
 
    “Daddy… what if Mom finds…” 
 
    “Shhh.  I already told your mom I was going to do this.” 
 
    “You… did?  What did she…” 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    John lowered his head to kiss and lick at my inner thighs, making my legs quiver as I rested my head back on the pillow again.  The faint prickliness of his stubble framed every kiss and the tingly feeling seemed to bounce back and forth from my pussy to everywhere his lips touched. 
 
    “I don’t know if we sh… oh!” 
 
    My step-father’s tongue slowly slipped inside my pussy, touching me where nobody else had before and the feel of him blew all my protests out of the water.  Hard-yet-soft, his tongue seemed to curl at the very tip as he pulled it out, gathering up my juices as it went. 
 
    “Mmmm… virgin pussy,” said John, his hot breath blowing right on my most private place for an instant before his tongue made contact again. 
 
    I felt my pink petals tugged between his lips one after the other, his tongue caressing along the length in that warm and wet sanctuary of his mouth.  Never in all my eighteen years had my clit felt so hyper-sensitive.  Every move he made down there sent jolt after shiver after spark of excitement zinging around my body. 
 
    My slippery nectar was flowing freely by this point and John lapped up every drop that tried to make good its escape, making noises of appreciation enthusiastic enough to stroke my ego like nothing I’d ever experienced before.  It was a strange thing to feel any pride in, but all those confirmations that he was enjoying himself sapped away any strength my self-consciousness might have otherwise had and I found myself letting go of inhibitions, bucking my hips and grinding my pussy against his face.  It was getting messy. 
 
    If I thought what he was doing already felt good, I was driven nearly insane when I felt his lips gently pinch my clit and his tongue flick back and forth across it.  I didn’t know what to do with myself, my hands wandered up to my breasts, squeezing them before I brought one arm up to my mouth, biting it to hold back a scream of pleasure that would have broken a wine glass. 
 
    It wasn’t enough.  I reached out for my other pillow and held it over my face as if I was trying to suffocate myself and screamed like a banshee into the goose down.  John’s hands curled around the back of my thighs to hold on to my hips.  It was the only way he could keep contact with my pussy, given how much his attention was making me writhe in ecstasy. 
 
    Something was building up inside of me with every flick of his tongue, every tingle of his stubble.  I’d had orgasms before, of course, but if this feeling of an impending explosion was anything to go by then the rumours about this holy grail of sex acts were all true. 
 
    John slipped a finger inside my tight entrance, gripping me all the harder with his other arm, and suddenly his tongue seemed to go into overdrive on my clit until each stroke was so fast that it almost felt like one constant lick.  There was no stopping my climax now. 
 
    From behind the safety of my pillow, I had a moment of clarity.  Oh my God, Daddy is making me cum.  Then all bets were off and I lost the ability to think with English words, reduced to some primal mixture of images and grunts as bliss unlike anything I’d dreamed of existing shook my whole body. 
 
    When I pulled the pillow off my face to gasp in some cool air, I could barely see straight.  I wasn’t sure if it was the orgasm, the near auto-asphyxiation or a combination of the two, but coloured flashes were bursting all over my field of vision. 
 
    Through the haze of the slowly fading climax, I saw John climbing back on the bed.  I hadn’t even realised he had climbed off in the first place, there was just too much else to think about.  I felt like if I tried to stand up my legs would give me a big ‘nope’ and I’d crash to the ground. 
 
    Something was different about John, though.  He was naked, and sporting the biggest, hardest, straightest, most perfect cock I’d seen, in or out of porn.  He was back between my legs before I could even remember how to speak, held captivated by the sight of it. 
 
    A voice in my head was saying something.  Words.  I furrowed my brow, wishing it would shut up.  All I wanted to do was bask in the glory of that incredible thing that was sticking out from John.  It spoke to that low-level part of my brain that didn’t give a fuck about words, the part that had really woken up in me over the past few months. 
 
    All I knew was that this… this thing was something to worship, something that didn’t want prayers, didn’t want tithes, didn’t want monuments built in its honour.  No.  All it wanted was for me to be a good little girl and spread my pussy. 
 
    My fingertips were at either side of my slit, pulling myself as wide as I could, with John gripping his shaft halfway down and pointing it at the core of my womanhood when I regained my ability to understand the reasoning of that higher part of my brain. 
 
    Stop him!  It will never fit!  Look at it! 
 
    “W-wait, Daddy!  I don’t think I can take it…” 
 
    “That’s not gonna stop us from trying, you sexy little fuck toy.” 
 
    “But, D…” 
 
    John leaned over and cut off my protests with a deep kiss, his tongue probing and twirling deep.  It took me a moment to realise that he was making me taste myself, my own pussy. 
 
    After the briefest moment of shock I had to admit I didn’t taste half-bad, but even the flavour of my virgin pussy couldn’t distract me from the huge cock currently being rubbed along the length of my slit, getting good and slippery as it smeared my natural lubricants around like a paint brush.  When John placed the very tip of his manhood at my entrance and began easing forwards, the rational part of my brain spoke up even louder and I tried to push him away, but he was too strong. 
 
    I couldn’t speak because of the kiss, I didn’t have the strength to push him away in this crazy post-life-changing-orgasm world, and that magnificent cock of his still demanded its worship from my animal brain, demanded my pussy juices keep flowing, demanded I be good and wet for it.  My body seemed to think it was a better idea to listen to that voice rather than the one that would have made perfect sense in a calmer situation. 
 
    When I felt my pussy lips stretched to their limits and I still didn’t even had the head of his cock inside me, the voice in my head took a smug tone for a moment before being drowned out by my grunts of effort as John pushed forward relentlessly.  I was just about to scream for him to stop, kiss or not, when I felt my lips slip over the bumpy ridge. 
 
    John reached up with one hand into the hair on the back of my head and grabbed a firm fistful as he leaned on to that side so he could knead my breast through my shirt with his other hand.  He had such a tight grip of my hair that I couldn’t move my head at all. 
 
    All I could do was stare into his eyes as I tried to accommodate him, as I tried to comprehend the impossibility of feeling my step-father’s hard dick knocking on the door of my virginity.  John paused for a moment and there was a single second of complete silence before, with a look of utter satisfaction, he thrust himself forward through my hymen and our bodies met with a resounding slap. 
 
    I squealed, drowning out the echo of our bodies coming together, and my first instinct was to try to escape the burning sensation between my legs.  John had full control of me though, with his grip on my hair and my shoulder he held me in place, forcing me to bear his masculine presence inside of me until the fire died down a little. 
 
    The searing sensation of fullness was unlike anything I’d felt before.  Inserting one finger as far as my hymen was a drop in the bucket compared to the ocean of girth John had just inflicted on my inexperienced and unprotected depths.  Unprotected?  Oh… shit. 
 
    “Daddy!  You don’t have a condom on!” 
 
    “Damn right.  The last thing I want is a piece of fucking rubber between my cock and your little pussy.” 
 
    “But… I’m not on the pill!  You can’t…” 
 
    “There you go again, Candice.  You think you can tell me what’s going to happen here?” he asked. 
 
    “Um… but…” 
 
    “But nothing.  I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll forget all about condoms.” 
 
    “But… will you, you know… pull out?  So I don’t get pregnant?” 
 
    “No.  If you do, you do.  That’s the risk you take.  I’ve waited long enough to cum inside you, so that’s what’s gonna happen.” 
 
    John kissed me again, just as I was about to reach out and grab the condom to show him it was right here.  Surely he would put one on if it was right here. 
 
    Then he began sawing his cock in and out of me and he was right, it did drive all thought of condoms out of my mind.  That fire blazed brighter than ever as my room was filled with my yelps, John’s grunts of satisfaction, and all against the backdrop of a constant clapping sound every time our bodies met at the end of each stroke. 
 
    “Ow!  Oh!  Ow!  Daddy, it hurts!” I hissed through nearly-clenched teeth. 
 
    John only gripped me harder and I heard the cadence of the clapping sound increase as he pounded into me at breakneck speed.  Under my shirt I could feel my tits shaking with every thrust, my nipples rubbing against the material as my step-father whispered the most depraved things imaginable into my ear.  What was a ‘cumbucket’ anyway? 
 
    The pain between my legs grew into a sun-like inferno as John used me and then… changed.  I went silent for a moment, with what I was sure was a ‘eureka’ expression growing on my face, and then started squealing again for entirely different reasons than before. 
 
    It was still fire down there, but a fire that burned with a pleasurable heat and the occasional crackle of ecstasy sparks.  I began bucking my hips up to meet him, grinding against him when I could and feeling the reward of that much more pleasure. 
 
    John was saying something in my ear, but I couldn’t hear him over my own moaning.  He raised his head over me so he was looking right in my eyes again and gave my head a little shake via the grip he still had on my hair. 
 
    “Say ‘I’m your little fucktoy, Daddy’,” he said. 
 
    “I’m… I’m… y-your… uhn… little… f-fuck t-toy, Daddy!” I stammered out between body-shaking thrusts and the blissful sensations traversing from my clit to my very extremities. 
 
    My pussy began squeezing down on his shaft as I felt my second orgasm being unavoidably built up to bursting point and John grunted in response, his own facial expressions seeming to indicate that he was getting close too.  He looked at me one more time. 
 
    “Say, ‘cum inside me’.” 
 
    “C-cum inside m-me.” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Cum inside me.” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Cum inside me!” 
 
    “Don’t stop.” 
 
    “Cuminsidemecuminsidemecuminsideme!” 
 
    I yelled the words over and over as John buried his face in the pillow next to my head and put a burst of energy into his fucking so intense that I was no longer sure I was even saying the right words.  My whole world was nothing but a huge cock pounding my inexperienced teen depths and I was loving it. 
 
    When John groaned by my ear and I felt that hot splash of cum inside me, there was no holding back my second climax, and my own vocalisations easily drowned out his.  I had nothing to compare it to, but even in the midst of my orgasm I couldn’t believe how much semen he was filling me up with.  Spurt after spurt jetted against the walls of my punished vagina, my cervix, and the heat seemed to spread throughout my body. 
 
    I wrapped my legs around him in my buzzing bliss, pulling him as deeply into me as I could, and felt the very tip of his cock, almost gently, kiss my cum-coated cervix.  It was the perfect romantic end to sex so much harder than I’d ever imagined. 
 
    John stayed inside me as we caught our breath, his hands slowly roaming over my body as if caressing a work of art.  Everywhere his fingertips touched seemed to make me tingle, and I shivered deliciously. 
 
    “Thank you for my special night, Daddy,” I said. 
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    “You’ll be gentle, right?” 
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    A little bit of trust is a dangerous thing.  That’s what I was fast coming to realise as I contemplated how I was going to survive not only the physical hardships of a weekend hand-cuffed to my bed, but also the utter humiliation when my mom and step-dad came home to find me like this. 
 
    It all started when I turned eighteen, I was about to finish high school and I was sadder than ever about the prospect of having gone all the way through school without a boyfriend.  I was always painfully shy, and a bit of a social outcast as a result. 
 
    I wasn’t like the popular girls, I only had a few close friends and the boys were more likely to ask if they could copy my homework than if they could take me up to lovers’ lane and fuck me until I screamed.  I so wished they would do that, but it just never happened. 
 
    When I blew out the candles on my birthday cake, I made a wish.  A promise, really.  I promised myself that before school finished, I would squash my fears for just a few seconds and ask a guy out on a date.  My small town would probably laugh about it for years, a girl asking out a guy just wasn’t the done thing, but I had an itch that needed to be scratched. 
 
    The realisation that I had that particular itch didn’t slowly grow, like I guessed was the case with other girls, it hit me with full strength all at once when I came home from school one day to see both Mom and Matt’s cars in the driveway.  That was odd, because they normally didn’t get home until after six. 
 
    Still, no matter how odd it was that they were home, it was nothing compared to what I heard and saw when I stepped inside the house.  At first I thought my mom was getting murdered and my phone was halfway out of my pocket, ready to dial the police, when I realised it wasn’t screaming I was hearing, it was… squealing I guess you’d call it.  She sounded like she was having the time of her life. 
 
    Tentatively, I approached their bedroom and what I saw made my jaw drop like I was a cartoon.  There, wearing one of my favourite outfits, was my mother, face down and ass up with the skirt flipped over her back, and Matt behind her, riding her hard, slapping the exposed ass cheeks and saying more depraved things than I had ever imagined him capable of. 
 
    “You like that cock, you little slut?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, oh fuck yeah, Daddy!” said my mom. 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    He gave her a firm spank on both cheeks and resumed his frantic pace, shaking the entire bed and maybe causing the headboard to do serious damage to the wall if the noise was anything to go by.  Then he said something that closed my mouth with a loud snap, and sent a shiver of confusingly pleasurable electricity up and down my spine. 
 
    “You’re going to be a good little girl for Daddy, aren’t you Danielle?  Take all my cum in that tight little pussy of yours?” 
 
    I barely heard my mom pant out her affirmative over the pounding of my heart in my ears.  My mom’s name was Mary.  My name was Danielle. 
 
    A feeling unlike anything I’d ever experienced before almost exploded between my legs.  I ran to my room, but I ran quietly.  Something was telling me I needed privacy, a moment alone for what I was about to do. 
 
    I didn’t even know what it was at first, that wordless urge just translated to ‘rub here’ and that’s exactly what I did.  Oh holy mother of God, why didn’t I rub there before? 
 
    After about thirty seconds of listening to what was happening down the hallway, I was almost rendered comatose by the pleasure that washed over me.  Ever since then, I used every opportunity I could to spend some ‘alone time’ in my room, but nothing was ever as intense as the first time and something told me that having a man bring me this pleasure would be so much better. 
 
    It was that day that sparked the itch.  It was the first day where I ever let myself think of myself as a sexual being, a desirable young woman, the kind of girl that deserved the attentions of a sexy man.  It was the last push I needed after my birthday wish. 
 
    All kinds of clocks were ticking.  I wanted to have a boyfriend before I finished school, and I definitely wanted to find a boy my own age before I did something crazy and gave in to this utterly crazy idea to try and seduce Matt. 
 
    The idea of doing that was what always brought me my best orgasms, but it was so insane as to be off the table.  This was the man who had raised me, and he was married to my mom, it was just too forbidden. 
 
    So when I went to school and heard that Bryce, like only the hottest guy in my year, had just broken up with his head-cheerleader girlfriend, I swooped in and forced myself to ask him out on a date at lunchtime.  To my surprise, and to the surprise of his watching friends, he agreed. 
 
    I don’t think I saw anything in my classes for the rest of the day that wasn’t a happy hallucination.  I must have looked like an idiot, sitting there with my head resting on my hand and staring into the distance. 
 
    The timing couldn’t have been better.  My parents were out for the weekend, so I did everything I could to make sure that when Bryce picked me up, we wouldn’t actually go anywhere.  I was going to be the best girlfriend he’d ever had. 
 
    After school on Friday, I hit the mall, withdrew several months worth of wages and went on a shopping spree unlike any I’d ever treated myself to before.  First up was the hairdresser, where I asked her to straighten my hair and give me a few highlights, then to the beautician, where I had her apply some subtle make-up that I lacked the experience to do myself, then when I was just about to leave I saw something on her list of services that I knew all the guys at my school were talking about. 
 
    So, with a full-Brazilian turning every step I took into an erotic adventure, I headed to the lingerie store and walked through the doors as quickly as I could after a furtive glance either way, lest somebody I knew saw me go in.  It was like stepping into a whole new world. 
 
    Everything was so… skimpy, so sexy.  It was hard for me to imagine myself wearing any of it.  I was so embarrassed that I was about to walk out again when a nice sales lady put her arm around me and convinced me to try at least a few things on. 
 
    I couldn’t even look in the mirror when I tried on the “French Maid Servant” outfit, I was almost cringing when I finally had it on and forced my eyes up to see what I looked like.  The crazy thing was that I liked what I saw. 
 
    It was perfect.  It showed enough skin to leave Bryce wanting to unwrap the rest of his present, and especially accentuated my slender teen physique.  Best of all, it would let him know that I would do whatever he wanted, I really would be the best girlfriend he ever had.  Maybe we would even end up going to the same college! 
 
    The sales lady even managed to talk me into buying a couple handcuffs with fluffy pink padding, she said I was all the rage since that Fifty Shades book hit all the bestsellers lists.  If I hadn’t been on such a high after seeing myself in the lingerie, I probably wouldn’t have bought them, but I was.  So I did. 
 
    Bryce was supposed to pick me up at seven and give me a call when he was outside, so I made sure I was all ready by quarter-to.  It wasn’t easy putting on the second handcuff after I’d done the first, but I managed it.  I was on my stomach so Bryce could claim his prize face down and ass up, just the way Matt had taken my mom, with my phone in one hand so I could tell him to come on in, and direct him upstairs, where he would find little old me. 
 
    Well, seven o’clock came and went, so did seven thirty.  It was with no small measure of apprehension when I sheepishly dialled his number and asked if he was running late or something.  He laughed, put me on speaker phone, and told me to ask again. 
 
    Even quieter than a mouse, I did, only to hear the laughter of countless people before Bryce explained, as if to an idiot, that he’d got back together with Tracy and did I really think that somebody like him would ever go for somebody like me.  Before the eruption of laughter had died down on the other end, I hung up and threw my phone across the room in a mixture of rage and humiliation. 
 
    It was a good fifteen minutes of kicking and screaming against my mattress, with the handcuffs rattling like a tin can full of rocks on my headboard, before I realised that without Bryce, without my phone, I had no way of getting to the keys, which were on my bedside table next to a pile of condoms.  I was a petite girl, and my bed was heavy, I could barely move it under the best of circumstances, let alone restrained as I was. 
 
    When I realised my situation, my blood froze for a moment.  My only methods of escape were so near and yet so impossibly far away. 
 
    I fought down the rising panic and forced myself to stay calm.  There must be some kind of way out of this. 
 
    When I saw headlights flash across my bedroom wall as a car pulled into the driveway, for a moment I thought it might have been Bryce, maybe he had only been playing a stupid trick on me and he really was just running late.  After the miniature horror he’d just put me through, I wasn’t sure I wanted to let him have my most special gift… but if I didn’t let him in, then how would I escape my self-imposed captivity? 
 
    More importantly, with my phone most of the way across my room, how would I even let him know he needed to come in?  Instead of it ringing, I heard a car door open and close outside and breathed a sigh of relief.  If he got as close as knocking on the front door, he would probably be able to hear me yelling. 
 
    There was no knocking, though.  I heard the jingle of keys before whoever it was tested the door to find it already unlocked. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I whispered. 
 
    “Danielle?  You home?” I heard Matt call. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut and mustered up all the courage I could, under the circumstances.  There was no easy way to explain my situation, but at least I wouldn’t die of dehydration. 
 
    “Yeah!” I called back.  “Um… is Mom there?  Can she come up?” 
 
    I heard footsteps coming up the stairs and stared like a deer in the headlights through the thin crack of my barely-open door.  Desperately, I tried to squirm under the covers, to save some scrap of dignity. 
 
    “No, your mom stayed back at the ranch, I got called back for work.  Everything OK?” 
 
    He was right outside my door, and still I was trying to get under the covers without the use of my hands.  It was nigh on impossible, they were so tightly tucked in. 
 
    “Um… uh… wait!” I called, giving up. 
 
    “Dad… I… before you come in here, I need to warn you… I’m kind of…  uh… I’m not decent, but I need your help with something.” 
 
    “What in the world are you t…” 
 
    Matt pushed the door open and the words were cut off as quickly as if somebody had pressed his mute button.  I buried my face in my pillow in shame, I couldn’t face him.  Even worse, I could feel that my little French maid skirt had ridden up over my ass in my failure to get under the covers.  I gave a little wiggle, trying to make it fall back down again, but it stayed right where it was. 
 
    “I… I’ve made a mistake… I’m stuck here.  There’s keys on the table… can we just not talk about this?” I asked from my wafer-thin sanctuary. 
 
    I heard Matt’s footsteps slowly, painfully slowly, cross the short distance from the door to the side of my bed and then pause before I felt the mattress shift under me as he sat on the edge.  When he didn’t lean over and pick up the keys for several uncomfortable seconds, I had no choice but to look over my shoulder to see what he was doing. 
 
    Matt’s eyes were fixed between my legs, on the silky black panties that came with the outfit.  I knew from my time in front of the mirror in the changing room at the store that the material hugged my body like a second skin. 
 
    Every fold, crevice and curve of my virgin sex was all but on display to my step-father’s hungry-looking eyes.  Sometimes when he looked at me I thought he might be checking me out, but I’d always been able to dismiss it as wishful thinking, even after finding out about the little fantasy he and my mom had played out. 
 
    Now though, especially when I saw him lick his lips, it was hard to deny that sex was on his mind.  Not just any sex either, but a seriously hard fuck just like when I caught the two of them at it that day. 
 
    I tried to close my legs as hard as possible, tried to stop the hint of my teen slit from peeking out at the top of my thighs, but there was no way to tell if I was successful.  Matt smiled at my obvious attempt. 
 
    “What happened here, Danielle?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.  Can you just uncuff me?” 
 
    “Say please.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    “No, no.  Say ‘please, Daddy’.” 
 
    “But, Dad… I… what are you doing?” 
 
    Matt leaned in close.  “The only way to get what you want is to ask me just the way I want, Danielle.” 
 
    “Please, Daddy.” I blushed at being made to use the word that I’d stopped using years ago.  The word my mom had screamed out in such ecstasy.  This was so wrong, so very, very wrong. 
 
    “Like you mean it, Dani.” 
 
    “Pleeaaase, Daddy!” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Please , Daddy!” 
 
    Matt shifted his weight, I thought he would reach for the keys on the bedside table, but instead he straddled me, his legs tight against the outside of mine as he leaned over.  I gasped and tried to wriggle out from under him, but the only thing I could do was raise my butt, and when I did I felt the hard bulge in his pants press right along the crack of my ass. 
 
    I thrust my hips forward, away from that utterly taboo sensation, quicker than lightning. 
 
    “Dad!” 
 
    Matt leaned forward and pressed that bulge against me again as he brought his lips close to my ear.  When I’d caught him fucking my mom, the angles had been all wrong for me to see his cock, but there was no denying that he had a monster in his pants. 
 
    “What exactly are you asking for?” he whispered, his hot breath on my neck. 
 
    I shivered and blushed even harder when I felt my ass push up against that tantalising hardness without my even thinking about it.  There was nowhere for my hips to escape to now, though, and every movement, every struggle, just rubbed my body against his manhood, and seemed to fuel that hungry look on his face. 
 
    Hovering over me like that, he felt so big, so powerful.  I was in a compromising situation even before he arrived, but it was now absolutely clear that he was enjoying my predicament. 
 
    “I’m… I’m asking you to let me go,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, really?” he asked, giving a short and sharp thrust that made me gasp. 
 
    “We… you… can’t do this, it’s wrong!  What if Mom found out?” 
 
    “I don’t care if it’s wrong.  What I care about is how good it would feel to have my big cock in that tight little pussy of yours.  Your mom already said that once you turned eighteen, if you wanted it, then she doesn’t mind if I fuck you to within an inch of your life.” 
 
    “M-mom said that?” 
 
    Matt went on without answering my question.  “You won’t get in trouble, Danielle, nobody will.  Just think about it.” 
 
    As if to emphasise exactly what I was supposed to be thinking about, he rocked his hips against me and rubbed his cock along the crack of my ass again, pushing my panties up a bit and lightly teasing my outer labia as the material went taut against my sex.  I closed my eyes and inhaled sharply as a jolt of pleasure shocked me. 
 
    I’d never had a hard dick pressed against me before and I was utterly unprepared for the way it was making me feel, just how cloudy it was making all my thoughts.  The rational part of my brain kept on trying to list arguments, but never got more than halfway through before being steamrolled by a graphic image of myself getting fucked, accompanied by loud declarations of how good it would feel. 
 
    It was like having two completely different personalities debating in my head.  I couldn’t do this with the man who brought me up… but feel how big his cock is!  He was married to Mom… but I promise you the best orgasm of your life if you’ll just let him do what he wants.  He was more than twice my age… but you were born to be fucked hard, so who cares about that? 
 
    The voice of reason became quieter and quieter as if somebody was pressing the volume-down button, leaving me alone in the darkness behind my eyelids with nothing but those images and those promises of pleasure.  When I opened my eyes again I realised I was rocking my hips with him, making sure every stroke rubbed against my ass as hard and as long as it could. 
 
    Even when I realised I was as good as gone, I couldn’t believe what I was about to tell my step-father.  I’d never dreamed that he would be the one to take my virginity. 
 
    “OK,” I said. 
 
    “OK what?” he insisted, growing bolder with my apparent consent and grinding against me harder. 
 
    “You… you can be my… you know… first.” 
 
    The last word came out in an almost whispered squeak, and stopped Matt in his tracks.  After a pause, his eyes blazed with that hunger, like a flame temporarily buffeted but ultimately fanned by a warm breeze. 
 
    His left hand slid up and over my shoulder, curling around my neck until he was squeezing firmly, just enough to stress his control over the situation.  Over me. 
 
    “You’ve never been fucked?” he asked. 
 
    I shook my head as well as I was able with his hand on my throat.  “You’ll be gentle, right?” 
 
    Matt smirked and leaned to his left, putting his weight on that elbow as he slid his right hand up my thigh until he slipped his fingers between my body and the mattress and I felt his hand enter my panties and across my newly-smooth mound.  The tingle that had tantalised me while I was walking around the mall was instantly back and I whimpered at the unexpected sensation. 
 
    “Damn, girl, you really did pull out all the stops for me, didn’t you?” 
 
    I tried to banish the thoughts of Bryce that the question raised, but nodded.  “It was supposed to be my special night, Daddy, but Bryce stood me up.  He didn’t think I was worth it.” 
 
    Matt’s fingertips delved lower, pushing between my legs until they found the wet mess my pussy had made of the area while my step-father had been on top of me and slid so much easier until one finger was poised right at my tight entrance.  
 
    “I don’t know who Bryce is, but he’s a dumb motherfucker, Danielle.  You deserve to get fucked by somebody who appreciates you, somebody who knows how to fuck right.  I’m going to take you until you scream, as hard as I like, because you’re mine, Danielle.  All mine for tonight.  Your wet little pussy is going to take everything I give it, just the way I want to give it.  Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Matt’s finger, completely slickened by my own juices, pulled back to my clit and rubbed it with enviable skill.  I moaned, breathing heavier as he brought me to near orgasm quicker than I had ever been able to do it myself. 
 
    “Unless… you want me to stop?” he asked, pausing his. 
 
    “No!” I was surprised at the desperation in my voice, despite the apprehension about whether losing my virginity might hurt or not.  I bucked my hips, trying to get that finger rubbing against me again, but he just moved with me, teasing me to near insanity. 
 
    “Then tell me, Danielle.  Tell me you’re Daddy’s little slut.  Say it.” 
 
    “Mmmmm.  I’m… I’m Daddy’s little… slut.” 
 
    The way I said it, with the tone of the last word raised, it was almost a question.  Was this really happening?  Was I doing it right? 
 
    “Good girl, Danielle.” 
 
    Matt lowered his lips to my neck, still holding me firmly with his hand, and I felt his teeth on my skin for a moment, as if he was going to bite me like a vampire, before he kissed me hard enough to leave a mark as telling as any creature of the night ever had.  That would take some explaining at school on Monday. 
 
    I moaned happily as he licked and sucked at my neck and then began stroking his finger on my clit again, that ominous bulge of his grinding against my ass as he watched the effect he was having on me through half-closed eyes.  I was putty in his hands. 
 
    I tried to control myself, but it was like he had a hold of the remote control for my facial expressions and my voice.  I moaned like a whore, I bit my bottom lip, my eyes rolled back and my nose even twitched, all while my Matt had me pinned against the bed in lingerie that no step-father should ever see their step-daughters in. 
 
    As far as I knew, there was nowhere on earth wetter than between my legs at that very moment.  With me face-down as I was, every trickle and droplet of pussy juice flowed over my clit, lubricating it against the expert rubbing of Matt’s finger as he pressed my go-button faster than I had ever been able to. 
 
    I tried to open my legs as wide as I could, feeling my outer thighs pushing against his knees as I tried to give him as much room to work with as he could, tried to give myself over completely to the climax that was building up inside of me.  Matt leaned over and kissed me full on the lips, as passionately as I’d ever seen him kiss my mother, and stayed right over me as I was flung over the edge of the pleasurable abyss. 
 
    “Are you cumming for me, Danielle?  Are you cumming for Daddy?” 
 
    “Uhn… yeah… oh fuck…” 
 
    “Say it, let me hear it.” 
 
    “I’m c-cumming for y-you… Daddy!” 
 
    The last word out of my mouth was drawn out and yelled almost as loud as I was capable of but, even with such volume, the sound was drowned out by the humming in my ears as mind-numbing ecstasy took me to another dimension like I was some kind of hippy.  My only connections to my body were Matt’s lips, tongue and teeth on my neck again, his hand on my throat, his finger on my clit and that constant reminder of that huge weapon in his pants pressing against me. 
 
    When I came back down to this plane of reality, I was a quivering wreck.  I couldn’t seem to control my limbs properly and vaguely thought that I’d had enough sensory overload to do some kind of damage to my nerves, but I didn’t even know if that was possible. 
 
    Matt was saying something, but I couldn’t concentrate on his exact words.  I felt a tickle at the corner of my mouth and, without thinking, tried to wipe the drool away with the back of my hand, only to hear the tell-tale rattle of the handcuffs again. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    My step-father’s hand came down on the bare cheek of my ass, the skirt still being flipped up over my back and my panties bunched up almost into a G-string.  I yelped, and the world came into slightly better focus. 
 
    “I said, are you ready to be fucked like a woman?” Matt asked. 
 
    “I… I think so.” 
 
    “Then get that ass up,” he said, climbing off me and stepping on to the floor. 
 
    It took some effort, but I eventually managed to get my legs to work again and brought my knees up while watching Matt take his clothes off.  Seeing his muscular torso was exciting enough, but when he took off his pants and I saw that thick and hard cock of his for the first time, I was mesmerised. 
 
    The moment I caught sight of it, my jaw dropped open.  I had no idea how my mother had been able to take it inside her, let alone how I would accomplish the feat. 
 
    “Um… Daddy?” 
 
    “Shhh, Danielle, it’s not time for talking anymore, it’s time for fuckin’.” 
 
    Matt was utterly unconcerned about how much his girth might wreck me.  There was only one thing that mattered to him now, and that was taking his own pleasure from my unused teen body. 
 
    The man who had married my mother, helped me with my homework, driven me to soccer practice and then, later, taught me how to drive myself, climbed back on the bed behind me to get the best view of the prize my raised ass was presenting to him.  All that stood between that monster cock of his and my virgin pussy was a flimsy and sopping-wet scrap of material. 
 
    I twitched and gasped when I felt his fingers on me again, seeking the elastic waistband of those panties.  Slowly, as if teasing himself with a long-awaited treat, he pulled them down and let out a breath of wonder when he saw my sex for the first time. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God, that is the most perfect pussy I have ever seen.  Do you know that, Danielle?  You’ve got the fucking holy grail between your legs.” 
 
    I bet that even the girls who hadn’t spent a lifetime invisible to all the boys had never had a compliment so intimate, if blunt, and I squirmed proudly under his gaze.  Once more, I felt his fingers on my most private area, lightly tracing my labia, gathering up my juices until he was as slick as he ever was before pushing at my entrance. 
 
    Even when masturbating, I’d never slipped my fingers inside myself, and I didn’t have any toys, so the sensation took me by surprise.  My pussy muscles automatically clenched, and I pulled away, but Matt stayed right with me, steadying my lower half with a hand on the small of my back as he pushed forward again and I grit my teeth. 
 
    “Holy shit, I can barely get my finger in.  You’re so tight, just the way teen pussy should be.  Good girl.” 
 
    Matt’s finger brushed against my hymen for a moment before his thumb found my clit and he massaged it with that one finger still inside me.  His words scared me, but his touch drove rational thought out of my mind as surely as that big cock I could just see peeking over the curve of my ass when I looked over my shoulder. 
 
    My unexpected lover teased me like that until I was thrusting back and forth with shaky hips and I thought he was going to make me cum again while he watched my virgin slit grip his finger, but just when I was getting ready to scream the house down, he pulled out.  I looked over my shoulder with the most perfect pout I could muster, to see him aiming his cock at my pussy with an expression on his face akin to somebody having a spiritual experience, and I felt the shock of fear when I realised he didn’t have a condom on. 
 
    “Wait!  On the bedside table!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A condom.  I’m not on the pill.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “Um… we don’t want to get me pregnant, do we?  So, you know, a condom?” 
 
    “A girl’s first time should be all-natural.  So, we do this my way, then once you cum again, I’ll pull out and put the condom on to finish off.  No harm, no foul, right?” 
 
    “Well… you promise to pull out?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Well… I guess…” 
 
    Matt didn’t wait for me to finish, instead, I felt the tip of that formidable shaft touching against my pink petals, stroking incredibly gently for something so big, as it spread my juices along my folds and coated itself in the evidence of my orgasm at the same time.  I couldn’t believe it, after all this time waiting, I had the hard dick of a real man poised at my pristine entrance. 
 
    I tried to memorise every sight, sound and sensation of my special moment, the moment I finally became a woman.  Something about the presence of that hard cock drove me absolutely wild and I surprised myself when I began pushing backwards, trying to increase the pressure on my entrance. 
 
    It was a bold move that I couldn’t sustain when Matt began pushing forwards as well.  My opening was stretched to what I thought was it’s absolute limit, and then was stretched even further as the full extent of my step-father’s girth tried to invade my depths. 
 
    “Ow!  Daddy!  Owowowowow!  It hurts!” I winced. 
 
    “This is only the beginning, Danielle, you have no idea how hard I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Matt’s hand came down on my ass cheek again, right where he had spanked me the first time, and I yelped once more at the sudden sting before he pushed forward with even more strength.  My eyes were squeezed shut and I thought I might split in half before, all at once, I gasped and my eyelids flew open when I felt the entire head inside me. 
 
    I felt my hymen give way in the face of this masculine assault, my virginity becoming nothing but a memory as Matt savoured the sensation of claiming me for a moment before pushing forward until he had his entire cock buried in the most forbidden object of lust he could possibly have found. 
 
    Every breath I took was exhaled in a breathy squeal of effort as I tried to get used to the feeling of having him inside of me, but Matt didn’t give me much time to adjust, pulling his cock back and slamming it balls-deep after I’d only managed a few pants.  I squealed again, a sound that he seemed to enjoy, because he was soon fucking me as if I’d done this a thousand times instead of none, and every little noise I made seemed to drive him nearly crazy with lust, resulting in an even more furious pace being unleashed on my inexperienced pussy. 
 
    Matt grunted.  “You sexy little fuck.  You like Daddy’s cock?” 
 
    The cock he was talking about was absolutely setting my world on fire, shaking my whole body, making my handcuffs rattle against the headboard.  It burned… but damned if there wasn’t some incredible undercurrent of pleasure too, some promise of pleasure that fingers and toys couldn’t follow through on, a pleasure that came from letting my pussy be taken unprotected by the biggest dick I could find.  It was like walking the path to my destiny. 
 
    “Yes,” I panted out between body-shaking thrusts and the desperate scramble to catch my breath. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Say it again!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Make me believe it, you sexy little fucktoy!” 
 
    “I love this fucking cock, Daddy!  I love it!” 
 
    Matt jack-hammered into me with what felt like super-human power and the fire turned into an inferno, lifting me up into the sky on hot air until I felt weightless.  There was no stopping it, my body was a slave to his powerful rod and I felt my second orgasm claim me even more than the first one had. 
 
    It felt like being brainwashed, or addicted to a drug, I knew in that haze of bliss that I’d do anything to feel like this again, I’d lie, cheat, beg, steal, anything to get him to fuck me again, anything for this to be more than a one-time deal.  I was his. 
 
    My pussy squeezed and released on his hard-fucking length, quivering with my first cock-powered orgasm and trying to milk him for his seed, that gift that my body wanted but must never have.  When my mind cleared and I found myself once more in that afterglow, I licked my lips and worked my jaw until I thought I’d be able to form a coherent sentence. 
 
    “OK.  OK, you can pull out now.” 
 
    Matt didn’t even break his rhythm, if anything he fucked me harder still. 
 
    “Daddy?  Time to pull out!  Pull out!” 
 
    “Uh uh, princess.  I’m going to cum inside you.  Wait till your Mom hears about how I got you pregnant at the same time as her.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    In my shock, I straightened my legs, making me lie flat on the bed on my stomach and almost extracting Matt’s cock from my depths, but he followed me down, wrapping an arm around my neck to grip onto my shoulder and hold me still as he fucked me with reckless abandon. 
 
    “That’s right, I’ve got a big fucking load for you, and I never fail.  The two of you are going to look so sexy with your big, round, pregnant bellies.  You.  Are both.  Mine.” 
 
    Matt grunted and I felt the first hot splash of semen I’d ever taken inside me, blasting my fertile and unprotected depths over and over again.  There was nowhere to go, nowhere to squirm to, I was his plaything to do with as he pleased, and he wanted me pregnant. 
 
    My future plans flashed before my eyes and then, with a record-scratch sound, the images were replaced with me, all pregnant with his child, furthering his bloodline.   Part of me felt proud at the idea, the rest of me had been well-pacified by the most intense orgasms of my short life. 
 
    Maybe in time I’d feel like I’d been taken advantage of, but in that moment I felt like everything was right in the world.  Matt stayed inside me for a long time afterwards, still hard, caressing my body with his hands, learning my teenage curves, until he spoke the words that I was dying to hear. 
 
    “I’m ready to fuck you again, Danielle.  All night.” 
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    There was no being gentle with something that size... 
 
    
When inexperienced brat Franceska's boyfriend cheats on her the night she was going to let him be her first she leaves the ballet recital in tears. Arriving home to find Clark, the man of the house there, she confides in him about what happened. He's been waiting to give Franceska her special night, but if it happens, it's going to happen the way he wants it. 

Like any ballerina, Franceska is flexible, but she's never had to stretch like this before! Clark is almost too big, takes her hard, and refuses to use protection. In the heat of the moment she has one last request... 

"Will you pull out?" 

But Clark has other plans... 
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    I’d sacrificed everything for ballet, everything I’d done had lead up to this one night.  I had this one chance with a very special person in the crowd who could give me the kind of boost in my career that few other people could. 
 
    If I could pull off the performance of my life then I had a shot of being taken to Europe to train with the best of the best, all expenses paid.  It was the kind of opportunity that any aspiring ballerina would kill to have. 
 
    That’s why I’d dedicated myself to making this show perfect, much to the disappointment of my boyfriend, Todd.  Like any guy, I supposed, he was always pushing to take our relationship to the next level, though he never put it quite so eloquently, but I was throwing everything I could into preparing for the performance of my life and I wouldn’t let myself be distracted by sex. 
 
    It’s not like it was easy for me, I was a normal eighteen year old girl aside from my commitment to my art.  I hated having to stop him when his hand slipped up under my shirt, I felt bad when he muttered about how there wasn’t much point in dating the hottest girl in school if she wouldn’t put out. 
 
    I felt that stirring between my legs, that little flutter that made me want to give him what he wanted.  I did.  Those naughty scenes played out in my mind as often as in any other girl’s mind, I had to get myself off regularly just to let out the pressure, otherwise I might have exploded. 
 
    Ballet came first, but the day after the big show was mine and Todd’s first anniversary so I decided that once I’d given everything I could to this performance, I’d make sure the evening afterwards was as special as it could possibly be.  Todd and I would wake up in each other’s arms on the morning of our anniversary after having given each other the most precious gifts we could.  I thought I was being so romantic. 
 
    Things started to come unravelled about an hour before the show was supposed to start.  I got a call from my mom saying my brother had some big emergency at college and she had to drive up there straight away to help him out. 
 
    I told her it was fine, but really I was fighting down this heavy weight in my stomach that she couldn’t be there to support me.  Not only that but, since I had taken the other car so I could come in and prepare for the show, my step-dad Clark was going to be left with no way to get here either.  I was going to have to face the talent scout, not to mention the rest of the crowd, all on my own. 
 
    In a way, not having Clark there was just as much of a blow.  My brother barely remembered our real dad, and I had no recollection of him at all. Clark had always been the man of the house as far as I was concerned. 
 
    I absolutely idolised him, and even I knew I took it beyond what most people would consider healthy.  One time, when he, my mom, and I were all in the living room watching a movie and I had my legs draped over him under a blanket, I got that urge to relieve some of my pent up teenage pressure. 
 
    Thankfully, he seemed engrossed in the movie and didn’t notice what his little princess did, but the sheer taboo of it soon became the basis for my very favourite fantasies.  He became a part of them too.  Sometimes at night I heard things that made me really jealous of my mom, and I knew deep down that I was a bad girl when I imagined I heard him talking dirty to her but using my name. 
 
    I thought that those utterly forbidden feelings would probably fade away when Todd and I started having sex but, until after the show, they were a simple guilty pleasure.  In the meantime, I had to go out on that stage and deliver nothing short of perfection. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The plans that had begun to come unravelled before the show fell completely to pieces almost immediately afterwards.  I was heading back to my changing room, running over every single motion of my body in my mind, trying to remember any errors, anything I could have done better. 
 
    I felt like I’d given it everything I had, I’d held nothing back.  The applause was louder than ever, but there was no way of telling if it was good enough for the real professional in the audience. 
 
    With a deep breath, I tried to force myself to not think about it anymore until I’d at least heard from her.  When I opened the door, I was greeted by a sight that ruthlessly drove all thoughts of talent scouts out of my mind. 
 
    There, on the near floor and facing the door amidst a scattering of clothes, was the splayed pussy of my closest rival, Suzie, as she got pounded in the reverse-cowgirl position.  It would have been bad enough for her to fuck some guy in my changing room, but this wasn’t just any guy.  It was Todd. 
 
    Todd started cumming just as I opened the door.  The look on his face would have been funny under any other circumstances, he was terrified… but he didn’t want his orgasm to stop either. 
 
    The look on Suzie’s face was more predictable.  Even at eighteen, I knew this industry was full of ‘divas’ and Suzie was an absolute queen bitch.  She’d been bitter ever since I’d been given the lead in this performance, and it had become almost impossible to work with her after we all found out that I was being scouted. 
 
    She was smiling in triumph, she couldn’t have timed it any better if she had tried.  I’d walked in at the very moment she took something special away from me as, no doubt, she thought I had taken from her. 
 
    The moment he finished inside her, Todd started stammering apologies and trying to get up.  His words only shook me free of my dumbfounded statue-state and I bent down to pick up my handbag from the chair I'd dropped it on, just inside the door, and I ran for the car, still wearing my leotard and ballet shoes. 
 
    Todd, apparently deciding that running through a theatre and carpark, crowded by happy families, with a fully-erect cock wasn't a good idea, was nowhere in sight when I started the engine and pulled away.  Instead of driving to the hotel I'd booked for us both to have our special night, I drove straight home, and the thought made my bottom lip quiver more than once when I lost control and let myself think about it too much. 
 
    By the time I parked the car in the driveway, no amount of reminders about how important it was to concentrate on your driving could keep those images away, and I scampered inside with a lump the size of Texas in my throat.  When the front door closed behind me, I saw Clark lean backwards to peer around the doorframe that led into the kitchen. 
 
    "Franceska?  What are you..." 
 
    The tears were welling up as I ran for the stairs.  I held one hand up to him, to halt the questions, and one over my mouth as if I could clamp down on the sobs and keep them in.  I didn't want to explain what Todd had done, I didn't want to explain why I was still in my leotard, I didn't want to explain why tonight was supposed to be so special. 
 
    I closed my bedroom door behind me and sat down on my stool in front of my desk, concentrating hard.  Ballet was all about control, control of every aspect of your body, so that the position of every limb, every finger, meant something and told a story.  I fought for that control, fought to not let the shock and grief take over. 
 
    I hadn't been at it for more than a couple of minutes before a soft knock and a click indicated that Clark had ignored my vague gestures, coming to console me as I knew he probably would.  Reaching up to my cheeks to feel for any tears that might have escaped my eyes, I forced a half-smile onto my lips as I turned my head to look at him. 
 
    "What's wrong, Fran?" he asked. 
 
    "N-nothing, Daddy.  I just... I don't think I did well enough to get a place at the Academy."  I hoped he bought the lie. 
 
    Clark scrutinised me and frowned.  "That's not the truth, is it?  You've never danced any other way than perfect, and with all the practice you've done, you'd know you gave it everything even if you didn't make it.  I haven't seen anything bring you to tears since you were ten, so what's really going on?" 
 
    I tried to maintain the charade, but his genuinely concerned expression broke me down almost immediately.  I knew he cared, I knew he loved me.  It was one of the reasons I idolised him so much.  I never was any good at lying to him, so I dropped my eyes. 
 
    "Todd... Todd cheated on me." 
 
    "Oh... oh, princess.  Look, it's better you found out now rather than later..." 
 
    "I loved him, Daddy!  I was going to let him..." 
 
    I shut my mouth with an audible click, hardly believing the truth I'd been about to blurt out.  Clark came closer and knelt by my stool, putting one hand on the bare skin of my thigh and using the other to cup my cheek, his thumb stroking my skin as if wiping away the tear that hadn't quite fallen.  I leaned into his hand, it was a tangible symbol all the love and support he had always shown me, the kind of love and support I had wanted in a boyfriend. 
 
    "You were going to let him what, Franceska?" 
 
    "I was going to let him be... my first." 
 
    Clark was apparently stronger than wild horses when it came to dragging words out of me.  He paused for a moment and I saw his eyes briefly glance down the length of my body, scantily clad in my form-fitting leotard, before returning to my face and pulling me closer. 
 
    I rested my head on his shoulder and his hand moved from my leg to my back, sliding around rather than lifting off and repositioning.  His other hand moved to the back of my neck and I felt him shuffle closer to my stool.  Strangely, he didn't go to my side, but instead used his hip to push my knee outwards and move between my legs. 
 
    His smell was all around me, that cologne he used that was a mixture of sandalwood and some unknown spice.  I inhaled deeply, feeling comforted by his presence, even if his position was causing a few butterflies to flutter away in my stomach. 
 
    Clark moved forward another couple of inches and I felt the small bumps of my breasts just brushing against his chest.  I tried to move back a little, knowing that if my upper body was touching his, then he must be perilously close to making contact between my legs with nothing but the skin-tight material between him and my virgin pussy. 
 
    When I tried to move, I felt the pressure of his lower hand increase, holding me in place so incredibly close to his smell, his intoxicating embrace.  I could practically feel the heat of him on my sex and my muscles all tensed as I struggled with the confusion. 
 
    One part of me was feeling the excitement of being alone and nearly-undressed with the man who had dominated my fantasies for months now.  His hands were on me, he was between my legs for goodness sake!  The rest of me tried to shout that part down, calling it insane, he was just being the good daddy he had always been, comforting me during a stressful time. 
 
    Then he turned his head slightly, the faint sensation of stubble tickling my jawline for a moment before his lips were at my ear, and Clark whispered some words I could hardly believe. 
 
    “So.  You think you’re ready to be treated like a real woman, Franceska?” 
 
    The tickly shiver from his stubble had barely subsided before a gasp was forced out of me.  In shock, I tried to push him away again but he was too strong.  Either that or that part of me that had got wet at the very sight of him lately held me back. 
 
    Whatever the reason, I went nowhere and Clark started to speak again with a surprisingly harsh whisper as if he too was holding back some devil on his shoulder that was telling him to forget the pleasantries and do exactly what he wanted.  If his words were anything to go by, my virginity had been lucky to make it this far. 
 
    “I knew this day was coming, fuck I’ve been waiting for it, waiting for the second woman in my house to be ready for my cock.  I should have fucked you right there on the couch when you rubbed yourself off right in front of me.” 
 
    He couldn’t see it from his position whispering in my ear, but I blushed as if I was a stoplight.  It was a humiliating thought… I’d masturbated with my legs draped over my step-dad, with my mom in the room, and he knew it.  How could I think I’d gotten away with it? 
 
    “I bet you think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been looking at me, the way you get all squirmy and excuse yourself to your room.  You’ve been thinking about my cock, haven’t you, you sexy little bitch?” 
 
    When I didn’t answer straight away, he closed the last remaining distance between us and I felt the bulge of an undeniably hard cock pressing against my slit through our clothes.  I gasped again and my leg muscles twitched, instinctively trying to move me away from this taboo contact, but his hand on my lower back kept us together. 
 
    “D-daddy ,what are you do… oh!” 
 
    Clark rocked his hips and that bulge moved ever so slightly against me, sending a jolt of electric pleasure shooting into me that cut off my question as surely as an off-switch.  Todd had made sure to grind his own clothed bulge against me whenever he could, but I’d never let him touch between my legs, not like this.  I was wholly unprepared for the way it made me feel. 
 
    My step-father was right, I had been thinking about his cock, but to actually have it pressed against me was mind-blowing.  At the same time it was so wrong, so very wrong, he was married to my mom! 
 
    “Daddy… we can’t…  you can’t…” 
 
    Clark ground against me slightly harder and pulled back until I had to raise my head and look at him.  He moved close until our noses were touching, his eyes staring deep into mine as our breaths puffed out on to each other. 
 
    “My house, my rules, Franceska.  You’re old enough to do what you were born to do now, so if you want to live here, you do what I say.  If I want to fuck, you fuck.” 
 
    I’d never heard him use such harsh language before, this was the man who had raised me as a proper little lady, drilling good manners into me from a young age.  It was like everything changed the moment I had said I’d been about to have sex. 
 
    Despite the war waging inside me, my body and the rebellious part of my mind teaming up against common sense, I managed to force out the beginning of a protest. 
 
    “I can’t…” 
 
    Clark kissed me.  His lips touched against mine almost gently at first and then he pulled me deeper into the kiss with that hand he still had curled around the back of my neck. 
 
    I didn’t know kisses could be like that.  Todd’s had been passionate, sure, but urgent as if he was afraid I might tell him to stop at any moment so he wanted to get as much in as he could before that happened.  Clark was just as passionate, but so much more powerful and as the kiss went deeper and deeper and his tongue danced with mine, I thought he might actually leave me breathless. 
 
    When our lips parted with the wet sound of broken suction, I was indeed left panting for air and my weak defence was pretty much melted to nothing.  The kiss left me feeling like I’d been swept away, leaving behind nothing but bad-Franceska to make decisions. 
 
    “You’re going to give me exactly what I want, aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    “Um… OK, Daddy,” I breathed. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Clark pulled me into another kiss, waiting until I was eagerly kissing him back before moving both of his hands to my thighs and sliding upwards until he sneaked his fingers under the elastic of my leotard and cupped my ass firmly.  With his grip secured, he pulled my sex against that mind-clouding bulge even harder. 
 
    “It’s my first time, be gentle, OK?” I asked when our lips parted for a second time. 
 
    “If you’re going to be one of my women, you’re going to get fucked like one of my women, Franceska.  You take what I give you until you’re a squealing mess.  First you’re going to suck my cock with those pretty red lips of yours, though.  Your face was made for fucking, and I want you to see what a good little cocksucker you are in the mirror.” 
 
    I glanced in the direction of my wardrobe.  When I’d begun to show real promise in ballet, my mom and Clark had spared no expense installing (almost) floor-to-ceiling mirrors on my wardrobe doors, so I could analyse my movements if I suddenly got the urge. 
 
    “On your knees.  I’m going to fucking enjoy this.” 
 
    Clark stood and pulled me off the stool, standing side-on to the wardrobe.  Almost in a daze, I dropped to my knees and stole another glance at the mirror. 
 
    What I saw there was captivating.  All the effort that went into my make-up and the tight bun my hair was tied up in for every recital had always secretly made me feel like some kind of little princess, but the little princess in that mirror was kneeling in front of a man who meant to use her for all the pleasure he could take.  I thought it was sexy as fuck. 
 
    “Take it out,” he commanded. 
 
    With shaking hands, I reached up to his jeans and undid the button before slowly pulling the zip downwards.  My heart was thundering in my chest as if it was going to break though when I tugged his jeans to his knees and curled my fingers inside the waistband of his boxers. 
 
    I pulled the elastic up and over the tip of the huge erection that was tenting the material and the muscles in my arms went nearly limp when I caught sight of what I’d asked him to be ‘gentle’ with.  Hard and straight, it towered over me ominously.  There was no being gentle with a cock like that. 
 
    I looked to the mirror, just to check if I was hallucinating, as if the size of his cock would magically be different there.  It wasn’t. 
 
    “Suck it,” he said. 
 
    “I’ve never… done that before, Daddy.” 
 
    “With lips like that, you’ll be a natural.  Now do it.” 
 
    I licked said lips and nervously reached out to touch his dick for the first time, marvelling at just how small my hands looked when I tried to curl my fingers around his girth.  It was surprisingly difficult to pull it down far enough to aim at my mouth, but I wasn’t tall enough to get to the tip and still remain on my knees, and I had a feeling he expected me to stay like that, subservient in front of him. 
 
    My mouth opened just as much from awe and disbelief as from intentionally making space for Clark’s cock.  Just before I felt it make contact I saw a sparkly bead of pre-cum right at the tip, which smeared on my lower lip for a moment as the head of his erection slid on to my tongue. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuuuuck,” sighed Clark.  “You look so God damned hot with my cock in your mouth.  I knew you would.  Lick all around and get sucking, Fran.” 
 
    I did as he instructed, swirling my tongue all around the engorged tip of his shaft before tentatively starting to bob my head like I’d seen a porn star do in a video.  The bumpy ridge pushed my lips out for a moment before I moved my head forward again and once more felt the head on my tongue. 
 
    With that sweet mixture of my saliva and his pre-cum making everything slide nicely, I gradually began to move my head up and down faster, my eyes trained upwards to watch Clark’s reaction to everything I was doing, in case I was doing it all wrong.  His expression told me everything I needed to know, and his completely depraved commentary added a blush-inducing spice to it all. 
 
    Gaining confidence, I gripped his shaft with both hands, my left hand just far enough down so as to stop his cock from going too far in and making me gag.  With that safety net I was able to pick up the pace even more and I swelled with pride when Clark started making all these sighs and grunts of satisfaction, as if I was sucking them out of him like a pro. 
 
    I took my eyes away from him to see the scene in the mirror and the surreal quality of it made me slow down again.  There I was, me, on my knees in front of Daddy with his huge cock in my mouth, sucking it just like he told me to.  It was absolutely insane. 
 
    All the make-up, the ballerina outfit, the hair, made me feel all the naughtier for having a big dick in my mouth.  Clark brought his hands to the side of my head, mostly cutting off my view of the mirror and making me concentrate on what I was doing again as he began to meet the bobs of my head with thrusts of his own. 
 
    The shaft of his cock was getting more and more slippery as that lubricating mixture leaked from my mouth and, with him pushing forwards the way he was, I soon felt my hands begin to slide and the inevitable happened, the tip of his cock brushed against the back of my throat.  Fighting a mild gag reflex I tried to pull back, but Clark held my head firm, continuing to thrust as if nothing had happened. 
 
    I pushed on his hips, my safety net now completely abandoned, and Clark kept on fucking my face relentlessly, each thrust seeming to hit the back of my throat even harder.  I coughed and struggled, looking up at him imploringly with my eyes beginning to water. 
 
    “Hands down, Franceska.  Right now!  This is something you have to learn.” 
 
    My hands dropped to my sides as quickly as I had dropped the cookie he once caught me sneaking from the cookie jar in the middle of the night.  His voice had always commanded respect in this house, a well-earned respect, but I’d never heard him use it so forcefully before. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut as they watered to overflowing, no doubt leaving dark mascara tracks down my cheeks, while Clark only built up speed and power.  The squelching sounds were incredibly loud every time he hit the back of my throat, and I went red with the effort of fighting my gag reflex until my body seemed to have some kind of epiphany about how it wasn’t so bad to have a hard dick that deep in your mouth. 
 
    The feeling of choking died away and I opened my eyes slowly, looking up at Clark again with a tentative kind of triumph.  My step-dad had a knowing smile on his face, quivering with the pleasure he was taking from my body though it was. 
 
    “I knew you’d be a natural.  You got over it even quicker than your mother when I taught her how to be a real woman.” 
 
    The compliment made me so happy, I smiled as best I could around his ever-pounding cock.  Clark slowed down for a second. 
 
    “Such a good girl… stick your tongue out.” 
 
    I frowned, but did as he said.  My tongue curled lovingly around the bottom of his shaft as I stuck it out and felt him sliding inexorably deeper.  The tip of his cock hit the back of my throat… and kept on going. 
 
    My eyes bulged in surprise, darting up and down between his face and the steadily disappearing inches of manmeat right in front of me.  Just before my nose touched his pelvis his invasion down my throat seemed to come up against some insurmountable limit.  Whether it was his length, his girth or some combination, he couldn’t get it all the way in no matter how hard he tried. 
 
    I was beginning to feel for the lack of oxygen when he finally extracted his length and pushed me backwards.  I sat on my feet, not sure if he was angry with me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “It’s OK, princess.  What you petite girls lack in depth you make up for in tightness.  I’m going to have some fun fucking your face another day, but now I’ve got to get my cock in that pussy of yours.” 
 
    “O… OK,” I stammered, eyeing his massive member and wondering if I could really take it. 
 
    Clark stepped out of his jeans and boxers as I crawled over to my handbag, reaching in to find one of the condoms I had put in my purse, ready for my night with Todd.  I pulled out two of the little foil packs, attached together, and noticed with a surge of rage that one of them had been torn open. 
 
    Suzie had used one of my own condoms to fuck my boyfriend with.  That bitch. 
 
    When I turned back to Clark, he was peeling off his shirt, revealing the muscular torso that had been in my mind a lot lately, although this was the first time I had ever seen it as a backdrop to his towering erection.  He was a work of art, a sculpture of sex, and the spasm of pleasure from my clit as my body reacted to the sight of him made me forget all about Todd and Suzie for a second with a semi-stifled gasp. 
 
    “You won’t be needing that,” he said. 
 
    I looked down at the condom and then back up at him incredulously.  “But, Daddy… I’m not on the pill or anything.” 
 
    “Like I give a fuck.  I’m not having a piece of rubber between my cock and a virgin pussy.  You should know what a real cock feels like for your first time.” 
 
    I frowned and stood to my feet, approaching him slowly as I tried to wrap my head around what he was saying.  I thought I must be misunderstanding him, he couldn’t really mean he was willing to risk getting me pregnant, could he?  I couldn’t let him do that, what about my spot in the Academy?  If I got in, that was. 
 
    “But… but they’re, uh, feather-light for improved sensation,” I read from the packaging.  “I can’t get pregnant, Daddy, I’m…” 
 
    Clark grabbed my wrist with one hand and held it still while he snatched the condom away, flinging it over his shoulder like it was nothing but trash before pulling me close.  One hand went to my ass, the other cupped my jaw, making me look directly at him as his hardness prodded my stomach. 
 
    “If it happens, it happens, but you are going to take what I give you, understand?” 
 
    I bit my lower lip and tried to think about ballet, about all the sacrifices, but his cock was so hard and it prodded its way into my mind as surely as it was prodding me in the stomach.  I wanted it so bad, at that moment I wanted it more than what I’d been working towards for the last several years, nothing else mattered as much. 
 
    But to risk changing my entire life for it was still scary.  My brain whirled around the distracting flashes of that wonderful masculine rod being forced into my tightness, searching for a way around my predicament.  I grasped at a straw. 
 
    “OK, Daddy, you can have me like you want… but can you pull out at the end?” 
 
    “We’ll see, princess.” 
 
    Clark bent down and slung his arm around my butt, lifting me off my feet.  I wrapped my legs around him, feeling the underside of his hard shaft nestling along the length of my slit through the soaking wet material of my leotard. 
 
    The last person in the world I had expected to carry me to bed with the intention of fucking me did just that, laying me down with my head on my pillow before kissing me to the point of breathlessness again as he ground his shaft against my sex.  Every movement of his hard length against me sent blissful shivers tingling around my body, and I wrapped my legs around him even tighter to increase the sensations. 
 
    Clark broke off the kiss and whispered in my ear again, never relenting with the rocking of his hips, keeping my pussy well-reminded of the beast knocking at the door. 
 
    “I can already feel how wet you are, Franceska.  You’re so fucking wet for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah…” I breathed.  It was pointless denying the obvious. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard, every time you squeal and scream I’m going to fuck you even harder.  You. Are.  Mine.” 
 
    My step-father sat up and roughly pulled at the straps of my leotard, exposing my perky little breasts to him for the first time.  The part of my brain in charge of modesty must not have gotten the memo because as soon as my arms were untangled from the straps I crossed them over my chest. 
 
    Clark took my arms and pulled them away, holding them against the mattress at my sides as he bent down again and took a nipple into his mouth.  Electric jolts, similar to the ones that had been sparking from my clit at every contact, shot into my body with every flick of his tongue, even as I briefly struggled with the urge to cover myself up again. 
 
    When he pulled back, my firm teen tit was stretched out by the nipple for a moment before it popped out of his mouth and he moved to the other one, making sure it was just as hard and excited as the first.  Clark finally let go of one of my arms, and I found it move to the back of his head so I could hold him against me and run my fingers through his hair rather than try to push him away or preserve the illusion of modesty. 
 
    With his hand now free, I felt it move down my side and momentarily stroke my thigh before a single finger slipped under the elastic of the leg hole of my leotard just to the side of my shaved mound and then out the other leg hole, pulling it to the side and removing the last flimsy obstacle between my slit and the biggest cock I’d ever dreamed of. 
 
    Using the same hand I felt him carefully guiding the tip of his cock along the length of my folds, gathering up my freely flowing juices and combining them with his own pre-cum to lubricate himself.  Even before he started pushing, I felt the butterflies of apprehension in my stomach at the size of him, the sheer sense of weight of his manhood. 
 
    When he did start pushing, my eyes widened and my hands scrambled for something to hold on to as I felt that girth stretch my pussy lips until they were taut around the head, a tight ring of teen flesh hugging his masculinity.  I whimpered as he increased the pressure, the muscles in my legs beginning to quiver with fear and effort. 
 
    Clark was obviously feeling none of the discomfort I was, he looked every bit as satisfied as when he’d had me sucking his cock for the first time and was now determined to get it just as deep in my pussy.  I let out a moan of relief when I felt the ridge slip inside me and my pussy lips form a tight seal on the shaft just under it. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” breathed Clark. 
 
    My step-father moved his hand up my side, over the bunched up leotard around my midriff and over one hard-nippled breast until he had a firm grip of my neck.  I held on to his wrist with one of my own hands, scared about what he might do with that control over me. 
 
    “Look at me, Franceska, right here.” 
 
    I looked into his eyes. 
 
    “Remember this.  Remember who did this to you, who made you feel this way.  Remember forever how I fucked your virginity away.” 
 
    With that comment and the head of his cock securely embedded in me, he powered the entire length of his cock through my hymen and on into my depths until I heard the slap of his balls on my ass in the brief moment before I squealed like a stuck pig.  Clark was huge and I was a petite ballerina with a pussy that had no hope of ever being fully prepared for the weapon he was packing. 
 
    True to his word, my whimpers, my squeals seemed to act like fuel on his fire and he immediately pulled back only to drive it as far into me as he could again.  The impact shook my whole body as I instinctively squirmed, trying to get into some kind of position so he couldn’t thrust so hard or so deep. 
 
    He was simply too strong for me.  Everything I did only seemed to make him fuck me harder, and my pussy was embroiled in some kind of slippery wet fire.  Clark bent over and slipped one arm around the back of my neck to hold on to my shoulder and pounded into me like he was trying to set a world record for inches-of-dick-fed-into-a-virgin-per-minute. 
 
    I was moaning and squealing from the pain and effort, but even in the midst of it all I couldn’t help but think about how incredible his cock was, how the very shape and feel of it called out to my basic womanly needs in some animalistic language.  I bet if I could see myself in the mirror right then, I’d have looked sexy as hell. 
 
    Every sound I made was punctuated by the shaking of my body when he bottomed out inside me, like when kids beat their fists on each other’s backs to make motorboat sounds.  Clark’s chiselled body flexed against me with every thrust and I found my hands roaming his muscles, learning what a real man felt like under his clothes for the first time. 
 
    In ballet I was used to having complete control of my body, but that was all out the window for this fuck.  I was being shaken like a ragdoll so hard that even my small breasts were wobbling with the impacts. 
 
    Ordinarily I would have thought I was a match for Clark for any feat of fitness or endurance, but I was panting with a sheen of sweat on my brow while he was still looking fresh as a daisy, if daisies deflowered teenagers.  He just felt so powerful holding me in place like that, absolutely dominating me as he hovered above and claimed my body as if it had always belonged to him but I simply hadn’t realised it. 
 
    Maybe it was because I’d already been through a show a couple of hours ago, maybe I’d underestimated him, or maybe fucking my pussy for the first time was all the motivation he needed.  Either way, that fire his cock ignited in my teen tunnel was accompanied by a warm ache in my muscles as I tried to keep up with him. 
 
    Then something magical began to happen.  The burning sensation started to feel more like those sparks and spasms of pleasure I’d experienced before being penetrated for the first time, the thoughts of what his cock looked like pumping into me forced out all others and my whimpers became more eager. 
 
    I wrapped my legs around his waist again, having lost my grip with the power of his fucking and began to buck my hips against him, meeting his thrusts.  The slight change in angle allowed for just that little bit more stimulation of my clit and I quickly felt that magical feeling spread until my whole body felt as full of something as my pussy was. 
 
    “Mmmmm, that’s it, Franceska, now you’re getting it.  You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “MMMmmm…uh… mmmm… uh… yesssss,” I stammered out between thrusts. 
 
    “Say it, tell me,” 
 
    “I’m cumming f-for you, Daddyyyy!” 
 
    I didn’t know whether I was saying real words or just screaming gibberish, but whatever it was was soon drowned out by the pounding sound of my heart as a pleasure bomb seemed to explode between my legs, spreading a humming ecstasy that washed away everything else.  The pleasure was so intense I almost felt like crying with the joy of it all, with the love and debt of gratitude I felt for the man who had made me feel this way. 
 
    I began to come back down from cloud nine when I felt Clark’s hand move from my shoulder to the tight bun my hair was tied into, gripping it hard, almost painfully.  He rose up and looked into my eyes as he continued to jack-hammer his cock in my quivering sex. 
 
    He held his breath for a moment and then let it out in a groan of his own ecstasy as a hot splash of semen was unleashed into my fertile depths.  His thrusts lost their dependable rhythm for the first time since he had started fucking me in earnest, as each time he bottomed out was accompanied by another spurt of his creamy load. 
 
    I should have been concerned about my future, I should have been worried about getting pregnant, but in the moment all I could think of was how good it felt to take all that cum inside me.  It was dangerous, it was so fucking forbidden, but damned if I didn’t want it so bad. 
 
    Clark slowed further as those jets of cum receded to a gentle trickle, being milked out by my tight pussy with every pump, and kissed me gently as a peaceful glow descended on us.  I was exhausted, I was sore, my unprotected womb was full of sperm, but I was happy. 
 
    Some say that the best revenge is to live a good life.  That may be true, but sometimes perhaps the best revenge is to get fucked unbelievably hard by a much bigger cock than your cheating boyfriend had anyway.  Who’s to say that’s wrong? 
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    I think that deep down, somewhere, I knew I was living a charmed life, but since it was all I could remember, it was hard to keep that fact in mind sometimes.  The truth was always there, just under the surface, though.  I was only a single generation removed from the wrong side of the tracks. 
 
    My mom had been with Jack so long that I couldn’t even remember my real dad, who was such a deadbeat that he’d never even sent any child support.  She met Jack back when he was still in that biker gang, not too long before he got out. 
 
    She never told me all the details, maybe she didn’t know them herself, but she did say that the gang paid him off when he wanted to move on with his life.  That’s how much respect they had for him.  That’s how much respect he commanded. 
 
    That whole life never touched me, though.  By the time I started forming my earliest memories, we had already moved across the country so Jack could start afresh.  With his seed money he started a profitable motorcycle and classic car workshop, successful enough that he was able to start franchising the name out. 
 
    Franchisees were never late with their payments more than once, so I heard, and with iron-clad control over his business combined with wise or lucky investments he was soon very well off, to put it mildly.  Once I pulled a piece of paper off his desk and asked what all those numbers meant, and was told that it meant my daddy was a millionaire. 
 
    I didn’t know what that meant at the time, but as the years went by it meant I had an ‘au pair’, who was really from France, who lived with us and took care of my every need.  I was sent to the most expensive of schools, and outside of my schoolwork my au pair taught me the finer points of etiquette so I could fit in with the richer members of society who were our neighbours and made sure I was always immaculately groomed. 
 
    I could balance a book on my head and say ‘the rain in Spain falls mainly on the plains’ with the best of them, and I was always just like the other rich kids.  Sometimes I had to stop my mother from wearing leopard-print leggings in public, but even though Jack had infinity percent more tattoos than anybody else we knew, nobody ever dared say anything. 
 
    That was probably partly due to the fact that he wore suits most people couldn’t afford, and he was over six feet of muscle that hadn’t gone the slightest bit soft after leaving his old life behind.  One time when I had a friend over, we heard some strange noises in the garage and went to see what was going on and there was Jack, bench-pressing the front half of an old pick-up truck with the engine removed, just because he could. 
 
    I watched those flexing muscles for longer than I should have.  I didn’t know at the time what that funny feeling was, but when I got older and started having that feeling about boys my own age, I thought back to that day and blushed.  It was so wrong. 
 
    Growing up, Jack was never anything but a loving, if uncompromising, man of the house.  Aside from the imposing size, the tattoos and the rumours, he was everything anybody could have asked for in a father-figure. 
 
    With the life he provided, I developed certain… ideas about my place in the world and what my future was going to be like.  For example, I never dated until late in my last year of high school.  I didn’t want to risk falling for a boy that was beneath me, I wanted to date Greg Sampson, the son of none other than Senator Sampson. 
 
    I held out and held out and dropped hints and flirted in the most subtle ways I could think of, little tricks my au pair had taught me about how a lady gets noticed by the right men.  Finally he asked me out and I said no. 
 
    Then he asked me out again and I begrudgingly agreed.  I already knew that Greg was going to be the one I lost my virginity to, but I had to make him work for it.  He had to prove his love in a million little ways before he could hope to put his thing in this little princess. 
 
    It wasn’t easy, my God he was such a… a pretty boy, but I held out for months, until I heard through the grapevine that he had really pulled out all the stops.  Word had it that he’d booked a suite in a five-star hotel, hired a team to scatter the entire thing with rose petals, and had written a love song for me, which he was going to play on the grand piano situated in the suite.  I wondered if he had also bought me a present…  I bet he had! 
 
    There was one little hitch.  Staying overnight in a hotel would be a breach of my curfew.  If I wanted to have my special night I was going to have to blatantly disregard the rules, sneak out and hope I didn’t get caught. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I excused myself as quickly as I could after dinner because I had a lot of preparation to do.  I’d been to the lingerie store and the beautician after school because it simply wouldn’t do for Greg to unwrap me like a gift and find anything but perfection.  He was going to talk about the experience, no doubt, and I wanted him to talk about it in quiet, reverent, tones like he had been lucky to be in the same room as me. 
 
    My hair was trimmed, my eyebrows plucked, and I was hairless and smooth as silk from the neck on down.  Every step I took was a tingly erotic adventure already, I couldn’t wait to meet Greg in that hotel room, I was so excited when I called the taxi company and arranged for them to pick me up around the corner from my house. 
 
    Finally, with my new lingerie on under my clothes, my hair brushed to a glistening blonde river, my subtle make-up carefully applied, I put my plan into action.  My mom had left for a girls’ night out while I was still getting ready, but the house still contained Jack’s butler and cook, not to mention Jack himself.  I had to go out the window and then climb down the thing the gardener had installed for some kind of flowers to grow up the side of the house. 
 
    With my shoes and handbag in one hand I thought that, although I was no ninja, I was doing pretty well in the stealth department.  The flower-climbing-frame-thing was thankfully a new addition, so wasn’t covered in vines or anything yet, I was halfway down and it was easy. 
 
    That’s when I smelled smoke.  Where there’s smoke there’s fire, but this wasn’t the choking kind of smoke you get from house burning down, it was kind of sweet.  I recognised it immediately and turned my head slowly, already knowing what I was going to see there. 
 
    Standing on the lawn, arms folded and a cigar clenched between his teeth, was none other than Jack.  I felt my arms and legs begin to tremble.   I’d never disobeyed him before, he wasn’t the kind of person you crossed. 
 
    “And what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m… uh… I’m…” 
 
    “Get the fuck down.” 
 
    I climbed down the remaining steps and turned to face him, or rather, face his shoes.  I couldn’t look up at him.  My mind was racing, trying to think of something, anything, that could get me out of this. 
 
    “Well?  I asked you a question, Haley.  Answer it.” 
 
    “I was… uh… well, at school they… it’s… they say it’s fire safety week, so… uh… it’s important to know all the ways out of your house… um… in the event of a fire… and…” 
 
    Jack reached out and forcefully lifted my face with a finger on my chin.  “You must think I’m pretty fuckin’ stupid, huh?” 
 
    I gulped as I looked up at him, his features difficult to make out in the moonlight.  Even without being able to see him clearly behind the dull glow of that cigar, he radiated power, an unrelenting kind of authority. 
 
    “No, Daddy, I…” 
 
    “Fire safety week say you need to get out of the house and book a taxi to a hotel, hours in advance, just to be sure you’re far enough away?” 
 
    It was almost like he already knew everything I was going to say, the truth, and the differences between the two and was just seeing how much of a hole I was going to dig for myself.  I blushed and hoped that the dim light and orange glow from the cigar would conceal the fact. 
 
    “How did you…” I began. 
 
    For a big guy, he moved quick.  Before I knew it he had a fistful of my hair and was holding it tight, leaning down over me and growling around that cigar, the end of which was close enough to my face for me to feel the heat. 
 
    “You think you’re above my rules?  That you can lie to my face and get away with it?” 
 
    My hands were against his chest, pushing lightly and trying to keep some distance between us, trying to keep away from that cigar.  Under his shirt, I could feel that muscular frame I’d been helplessly captivated by several times over the years and then I felt my shaved mound brush against his thigh for a moment, sending a sudden spark of unexpected ecstasy shooting from my pussy to my belly, where it glowed happily.  I gasped. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    At the same time, Jack leaned back and lightly struck me across my face, hard enough to turn my head to the side and sting a little.  I was so surprised, the pleasure that had just jolted from between my legs wasn’t extinguished by the slap as I would have expected.  If anything, it grew. 
 
    “No, Daddy, I didn’t mean to…” 
 
    I was reeling with the confusion of it all.  Nobody had ever slapped me before, I knew Greg would never dream of it in his most outlandish fever-induced nightmares.  I knew it wasn’t supposed to feel good.  What on Earth was going on here? 
 
    “You think you can use the credit card I gave you at a place like Anna’s Intimates and not have some red flags pop up?” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Jack slapped me again right on the same spot, which consequently stung a lot more than the first one.  To my surprise, the second strike spurred another jolt of pleasure from between my legs, without my newly clean-shaven pussy having even been directly touched. 
 
    I gasped again and looked up at him in utter turmoil.  It was the night I’d looked forward to for months, the special night when I was supposed to be serenaded and made love to, I’d been on sexual edge all day.  Maybe that was the reason I was reacting like I was, my anticipation had set a chain of chemical reactions going in my body that couldn’t be stopped.  Hormones?  Yeah, that must have been it. 
 
    Jack threw his cigar to the ground and crushed it under his heel, a knowing smirk just barely discernible on his face, before he pushed me up against the side of the house, his body pressing against mine and pinning me there.  I turned my head away, my hands still ineffectually pushing against his rock-solid muscles, more to feel their power than being under any illusion of being able to fight him off. 
 
    My step-father chuckled quietly.  “You’re just like your mother, you know?” 
 
    The faintly sweet smell of his last drag on the cigar wafted around me, mixing with the musky scent of his cologne.  It was downright intoxicating. 
 
    “W-what do you mean?” I stammered, barely able to concentrate around the slaps, my reaction to the slaps, and the all-encompassing… presence of him. 
 
    “I saw that look.  Just like your mother.  I bet you like the world to think you’re a little princess, but behind closed doors what you want is a real man.” 
 
    “Daddy… you can’t say things like that…” I could barely get the words out above a whisper. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “You surely as fuck don’t tell me what I can and can’t say, little girl.” 
 
    Before I could even think about it, I realised I’d pushed my hips forward, pressing my sensitive mound against his thigh again, accentuating the perplexing ecstasy sparked from the fire on my cheek.  I looked up at him, begging him with my eyes, begging him to stop and not make me feel this way.  Not for him, the man who had raised me, and not make me feel pleasure from this degrading treatment.  I was supposed to be put on a pedestal! 
 
    With a single finger, Jack stroked the cheek he had just slapped.  It was a stark contrast on my sensitive skin. 
 
    “Maybe now that you’re eighteen, you think you’re not just a princess anymore, you’re ready to be a queen?” 
 
    His finger trailed down my neck, making me shiver, and across my upper chest to the top button of my shirt.  I was frozen in place aside from the heavy panting that made my small but perky breasts heave just below his hand.  I tried to follow his line of sight, to see what he was going to do, but he still had a firm grip of my hair and kept my face upturned toward him. 
 
    “Daddy, please, this… this isn’t right.  It’s me!  It’s Haley…” 
 
    The words hung in the air for a moment, the last-ditch effort of the rational part of my brain. 
 
    “I know who you are.  And maybe it’s time you earned your keep for staying in my house.” 
 
    Jack’s hand moved those last few inches and grabbed my breast, hard, squeezing it almost to the point of pain.  I’d never imagined being so forcefully groped, and I certainly didn’t think my nipples would be so hard that I would have to worry about him being able to feel them poking into his palm through two layers of clothing. 
 
    I gasped again, my head shaking in disbelief as much as it could against the pull of his grip on my hair.  Jack relaxed his clutch of my breast for a moment, only to squeeze again and press his hand against my chest. 
 
    Why did it have to feel so good?  My body was a traitor!  All my life I’d daydreamed about making a man work for every favour from me, about sweet lovemaking in the midst of candles, and here I was with a guy who was just taking whatever he felt like, as if he didn’t give a damn what I thought.  He was putting me in my place, for lack of a better phrase.  The raw animalistic power of him was overwhelming. 
 
    “Mmmmm” 
 
    If I could have clamped my hand over my mouth then I would have, but I didn’t have the space to do so.  My other cheek soon felt as warm as the slapped one as another blush blossomed on my face. 
 
    “That’s right, like mother like daughter.  I wonder if you’re wearing the lingerie that I, effectively, bought you, Haley.  Did you think of it like that?  Did you think you were buying something I’d want to fuck you in?” 
 
    The way he said ‘fuck’, in that harsh whisper, was so hard, so rough, it drove all other thoughts out of my mind.  When I’d bought the lingerie, I was pretty sure my mind was on my boyfriend.  Now, though, I could barely remember his name.  What was it?  Greg… Something-son, was my best guess. 
 
    “Let’s see…” 
 
    Before I knew what was going on, Jack had slid his fingers between the buttons of my shirt and with a single sharp yank had sent said buttons flying as he revealed the lacy material underneath that was so thin it was barely there.  One more grip and jerk took care of the remaining two buttons and he pushed back the sides of my ruined shirt before squeezing my perky teen tits again and pressing an intimidating bulge against my stomach. 
 
    “You sexy little fuck…” he breathed and then bent down to kiss me, pressing me even harder against the house as he did so.  Jack’s lips and jaws worked against mine, forcing my mouth wide open until his tongue was twirling around my own and I was having the kind of kiss that was so much less tender than anything I’d seen on TV.  It left me breathless when he finally broke it off. 
 
    His hand slid back up my chest and gripped me by the neck, holding me upright against the house as he disentangled his other hand from my hair.  Pulling his hips back, he created some space between us as he did something low down that I couldn’t see but the jingle of belt buckle and zip of pants provided a sufficient clue. 
 
    His iron-strong hold of my neck was unbreakable, completely dominant, but didn’t quite affect my breathing.  It was like a reminder that he could crush me if he wanted to, but he was being real nice and I just better not forget it. 
 
    My own hands had moved to his wrist instinctively, some kind of self-preservation reflex I supposed, but when he pulled one of them downwards I let it go willingly.  My eyes bulged at the size of the weapon my hand was placed on, it felt no less thick than his wrist. 
 
    I was no prude, I’d thought about what Greg’s dick would be like before.  As a virgin, I obviously didn’t have any experience to draw on, I couldn’t know specifics, but I’d always been sure it would be ‘nice’ or something like that.  I was unprepared for the near-worship I experienced for what was in my hand. 
 
    It was hard, it was warm, it was straight, it was throbbing.  Everything about it made some voice in my head absolutely scream I WANT THAT! GIVE IT TO ME NOW!  MINE!  GET IT INSIDE!  If there was anything on earth that was God’s gift to women, this was it. 
 
    “Stroke that fucking cock, princess,” said Jack. 
 
    He had a way with words.  He could say ‘fuck’ and brainwash me.  He could say ‘princess’ yet clearly mean ‘slut’ and somehow make me like it.  He had a way with words, alright. 
 
    Tentatively, I began moving my hand up and down the thick shaft of his manhood.  It was hard to the point where my stroking barely changed the angle it jutted out from his body at all, and the head had this bumpy ridge that was soon slippery with what I knew from my friends was called pre-cum. 
 
    Suddenly, down the inside of my thigh, I felt a trickle of my own natural lubricants slowly making its way downwards in a tickly trail.  The lingerie was apparently no match for my own arousal. 
 
    Jack pushed one knee between mine and forced both my legs outwards until I was standing bow-legged against the wall with his hand still on my neck.  His other hand reached up my skirt and cupped my virgin sex through the flimsy material, feeling my heat for himself, exploring me as if he owned me. 
 
    “Sopping wet.  You want me to fuck you so bad, don’t you?” 
 
    I whispered so quietly that even I couldn’t hear what I said, such was the shame of the truth. 
 
    “Speak up, Haley.  Admit it.” 
 
    Just within the bounds of human hearing, I repeated myself.  “Yes, Daddy.  I-I want it.” 
 
    My step-father’s fingers traced upwards along the leg-hole of my panties before hooking underneath and sliding down over my mound, towards my untouched pussy.  When he felt how smooth I was down there, the smirk returned to his face, but he said nothing.  He didn’t have to, the fact was that he’d paid for me to have this Brazilian too, all the gifts I thought I had prepared for Greg was really by Jack and for Jack. 
 
    I inhaled quickly when his finger briefly traced over my clit before delving between my folds, getting coated in my juices and circling around my tight entrance.  Jack pushed the tip of his finger against my opening and I clenched up in reaction to the first ever masculine incursion inside of my most jealously guarded treasure. 
 
    “Yeah, fight it all you want, princess,” he said when the tip of his finger was barely inside me.  “I like that.  I’m going to ruin your tight little pussy.” 
 
    My pussy muscles contracted even more, perhaps in fear, perhaps in some crazy pride at the vulgar compliment.  Either way, I felt Jack’s cock twitch in my hand in response to the squeeze on his finger. 
 
    Even with just the tip of his finger inside me it felt just the way Jack described it, a tight fit.  It was impossible to not compare the difference in size between that digit and the huge member I was stroking. 
 
    It was a matter of logistics, surely he had wandered into the realm of false bravado now.  Somebody with a cock his size just couldn’t fuck me, no matter how wet I was or how much pre-cum I stroked all over his length.  Surely. 
 
    I didn’t have much time to contemplate that though, because Jack touched his lips to mine again with that intense kiss that seemed strong enough to suck the willpower right out of my body.  At the same time he began rubbing his slickened fingers along the length of my slit, teasing my labia and bringing forth sensations from my clit that I thought could only exist in the land of make-believe. 
 
    “You’re gonna cum for me, princess.  You never thought you’d give it up for your daddy but now you’re mine, aren’t you?  You’re Daddy’s little slut.” 
 
    “Mmmmm.” 
 
    It was so dirty, so wrong, that no matter how good it felt I still wanted to deny it.  However, regardless of what I might have wanted, the fact remained that it was mind-alteringly hot and the moan that came out of my lips sounded a hell of a lot more like an affirmative. 
 
    “Good girl, Haley.  You feel my fingers on you?  In your pussy?” 
 
    “Mmmmm… oh fff… yes, Daddy… oh!” 
 
    I couldn’t believe how wet I was, his finger was soon slipping in and out of my pussy as far as my hymen.  The previously untouched walls of my vagina were sensitive to his rough intrusion, but it somehow felt great all at the same time.  Then when he concentrated his attentions on my clit, my legs almost buckled with the pleasure. 
 
    Whenever my knees quavered, I was held up by that iron-grip on my throat and then it did affect my breathing.  It was a delicious torture.  I had to breathe, but to feel his power around my neck, like my life depended on him was incredible. 
 
    Every movement of his finger against my most private flesh built up this sensation inside me unlike anything I’d ever felt in all my eighteen years.  I’d quietly brought myself off before, but Jack was going to make me explode if these warning shots of ecstasy across my bow were anything to go by. 
 
    It wasn’t long before a tingly-buzzing ball of something wonderful inside of me hit some kind of critical mass and detonated in a blinding-white kaleidoscope of pleasure every bit as explosive as I had thought it would be.  My hips bucked back and forth, rubbing my own pussy on my step-father’s fingers, and my legs trembled with the effort of supporting at least some of my weight and keeping me from passing out from asphyxiation. 
 
    “Look at me, Haley, look at me,” Jack commanded. 
 
    Through eyelids that desperately wanted to squeeze shut I looked out at the man of my house, whose face filled my vision, inextricably associating itself with everything I was feeling at that moment.  I could almost feel the connections being made in my brain, doing what Daddy says equals this kind of pleasure. 
 
    The buzzing feeling in and around my pussy seemed to hum in my ears as my orgasm peaked and then finally faded.  I was so weak in the knees that Jack was doing most of the work holding me up.  Until he let go, of course. 
 
    I sprawled to the ground as Jack stepped aside, feeling the soft earth under me and the grass from the well-tended lawn just barely tickling my forehead as I panted for air, for control over my own muscles.  As I crouched there, I could feel Jack kneeling behind me and I rose up on shaky arms, thinking to remind him of the sheer impossibility of fucking me, but before I could even straighten those arms and look around, I felt his hand grab the hair at the back of my head and force my face into the lawn again. 
 
    “Face down and ass up, Haley.  That’s how I’m going to fuck your virginity away.” 
 
    With his spare hand, Jack flipped my skirt up over my back, yanked my panties down to my knees, and I felt the cool air on my sopping wet pussy for a few moments before his heavy cock was slapping against it.  Still hyper-sensitive from my recent climax, I yelped and tried to wriggle away, but was held firm in this most subservient of positions, presenting my sex for his use. 
 
    As soon as I felt his thickness pushing my tender pink petals aside I was given an inescapable reminder about the sheer size of him.  My pussy was pushed to what I assumed must be its limit, a taut wet ring around the head of his cock and still that bumpy ridge I’d noted before wasn’t inside me. 
 
    “Uhhhhhnnn!” I groaned, wordlessly. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” said Jack.  “You sound just like your au pair.” 
 
    The pressure was relentless, whenever I thought I couldn’t take anymore, another slippery fraction of an inch was forced inside me until I thought for sure I was going to break something, I was really going to be ruined if he tried to get any more dick into my unused teen tunnel. 
 
    I grunted with animalistic triumph, confusion, pleasure and pain when I felt my tight opening slip over the head of my step-father’s cock.  It felt like a true achievement, I thought the biggest challenge was behind me, but Jack soon showed me how wrong I was. 
 
    There was no pause, no letting my virgin slit get used to his massive presence, Jack just kept on pushing forward, filling me with dick, so much dick.  It wasn’t long before the tip of his cock met with the most token of resistances in the form of my hymen. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Jack’s hand came down on my ass hard, bringing forth a yelp of surprise and pain from me, which instantly transformed into a short scream as he leaned forward and bore his weight down on my raised ass, driving the full length of his cock into my depths. 
 
    Gentle was clearly not in Jack’s vocabulary as he immediately began fucking me as if I was used to big dicks, instead of the virgin I really was.  My eyes watered with the extremity of it all, my squeals and yelps punctuated by the rapid-fire slap slap slap of his pelvis against my ass. 
 
    He’d done the impossible, he’d fit that monster into my pussy, and he was claiming me as his own, fucking me exactly the way he wanted.  I held on to the lawn for dear life, feeling my tits shaking with every impact and my knees digging into the ground with the downward pressure he was applying. 
 
    Jack moved both hands to my neck, wrapping his fingers completely around my throat and using that grip to pull my body against him, to maximise the depth he was getting from every powerful thrust,  as if he wanted to be sure that he staked his claim all the way to my cervix by right of first contact. 
 
    There was no denying the torturous fire his thickness lit between my legs, but damned if it didn’t feel incredible too, like I was completing some rite of passage.  I bet none of my friends at school could have taken a cock like this on their first time, and certainly not the way Jack was giving it to me. 
 
    To my surprise I eventually found myself pushing back against him of my own accord as that fire began to feel suspiciously like that buzzing tingle that had signalled my first orgasm of the night.  Jack felt the change in my behaviour and found some way to fuck me even harder, jack-hammering his cock into me until my vision blurred every time our bodies met.  It was insane. 
 
    Questions of sanity aside, there was no doubt about the affect it had on me.  I was in seventh heaven, if they had hard-fucking step-fathers with massive shafts in that heaven, and I was going to have my first cock-induced orgasm right there on the ground with my shirt ripped open, my face well-slapped, my ass spanked and my pussy utterly punished… and my God it was going to be good. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut against the multi-coloured fireworks that burst in front of them and let myself coast, shakily, on my second climax in quick succession.  My pussy squeezed and released Jack’s cock over and over again and in the midst of my ecstasy I heard the former-biker grunt as he drove his cock into me particularly hard and blasted my depths with his creamy seed. 
 
    For a brief second, thoughts about the lack of birth control flashed through my mind, but his cum was so hot, it felt so good, I couldn’t bring myself to care.  It was his pussy, really, he could cum in it if he wanted, right?  Yeah, that was a good enough reason. 
 
    Spurt after spurt joined the first until I felt some of it leaking out of my abused slit and dribbling down my thigh, as my own juices had not so long ago.  His contribution felt like so much more though.  So much. 
 
    “God damn, you are a good little fuck, Haley,” said Jack. 
 
    “Th-thank you, Daddy,” I panted absent-mindedly. 
 
    Jack’s hands left my neck, roaming all over my body and leaving little shivery trails of tingles everywhere he touched as we caught our breath.  Finally he pulled his hard rod out of my pussy and a torrent of his white gold joined the earlier rivulet in running down my thigh. 
 
    I felt so empty without him, as if I’d been given a glimpse of what my purpose in life was, only for it to be taken away.  I tried to push backwards, to get him inside me again, but he was already standing up.  I rolled to the side and looked up at him as he pulled up his pants and carefully tucked his manhood away. 
 
    “Go inside.  Get yourself cleaned up, we’ll talk tomorrow about your new… chores around the house.” 
 
    With that, he walked around the corner and left me there, a cum-soaked mess in a little torn-up patch of lawn.  I lost track of time, I had no idea how long it took me before I decided to test the theory that my legs could support my own weight, but eventually I made my way inside and up to my bathroom.  I needed a shower and then I felt like I might sleep for a million years. 
 
    Before I stepped under that glorious hot water I caught a look at myself in the mirror.  I had bits of grass in my hair, one side of my face was red from the slapping, the other tinged green from being pressed against the ground.  My formerly subtle make-up was streaked from my eyes in dark tracks and my inner thighs were similarly streaked with cum and the evidence of my lost virginity.  My knees were muddy and grass-stained. 
 
    I smiled.  This was what you should look like after sex.  Wrecked, completely used up, spent.  I dismissed my earlier thoughts of candles and love songs as childish.  This was what I wanted.  Every day, if possible. 
 
    I was going to have to dump Greg and get myself a bad boy… or really throw myself into my new chores around the house. 
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Imogen is such a little princess. The man of her house, Jarrod Steed, has the whole city in his pocket and that has been both a blessing and a curse. You see, what Imogen wants more than anything is to be taken hard no matter how much she protests. The way she sees it, if a real man really wants her, then surely there wouldn't be anything that could stand in his way, especially not Imogen herself! 
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    Growing up rich was both a blessing and a curse for me.  On one hand it let me surround myself with the only kind of lifestyle I could imagine enjoying.  I liked to buy pretty things, have the most expensive clothes, and what teenager wouldn’t want their own style consultant, right? 
 
    I had all the right friends, my place in the best college was pre-paid, and I had no shortage of young men from the right families asking me on dates if I decided I’d rather spend my life shopping and working on my tan rather than using that college degree.  The problem was they were all so… polite. 
 
    Since my step-father, Jarrod Steed, was Governor of the whole state, we were practically royalty in the small city we called home.  Once he landed the new job he spent a lot of time away from the house doing whatever Governors were expected to do, but his stamp on the city remained with all the wildly successful companies he founded before embarking on his political career, all the contacts he had, and so on. 
 
    Sometimes it felt like half the city was in his pocket and the way things were going, there were rumours that he might even aim for president in the long run.  Suffice to say, he was a powerful man around town. 
 
    Whenever he came home, I let myself indulge in a guilty pleasure I would never have admitted to anybody.  After he took my mom to their bedroom at the end of the night, you wouldn’t have believed the sounds that came out of there. 
 
    Thumps and crashes, squeals, yelps, grunts, moans, groans and even screams, you name it.  The following morning my mom always had fresh bruises, a big smile and looked like she was walking on air. 
 
    I would slip out into the hallway and sit outside the door pretending it was me Jarrod was using like that.  Nothing else I heard, saw, or could imagine ever brought me off quicker and harder than imagining a man overpowering me like that and taking what he wanted from my body. 
 
    That was the core of my problem.  None of the boys from my school, or anywhere else, who I went on dates with were anything less than gentlemen.  They were all too afraid of my step-father.  Some of them even showed up in suits and ties asking my parents’ permission to ask me out on a date. 
 
    It was almost embarrassing.  To me, there was something not quite right about an eighteen year old high school student showing up on somebody’s doorstep dressed like he was going to a wedding and asking permission for something like a date. 
 
    Where were the men like Jarrod?  Where were the guys that went out and took what they wanted?  The ones who didn’t take ‘no’ for an answer?  The idea of it made me so fucking hot, but the only one I’d ever met who was like that was Jarrod himself and he was off limits for obvious reasons. 
 
    Still, I went on dates and hoped for the best.  When they asked if they could kiss me I said no, that I didn’t do that on first dates, in the hopes that they would do it anyway.  I mean, if they really wanted me, they would take me, right? 
 
    That’s the way I thought of it.  If they really wanted to be with me then there wouldn’t be anything that could stop them, not even me.  Especially not me. 
 
    Well, none of them ever pressed the issue after I said no.  Some of them at least didn’t ask for a kiss and they got my hopes up.  After making out for a while though, they always checked to see if I was OK with things and I would tell them that I didn’t want to do anything before marriage. 
 
    Instead of slapping my face and ripping my clothes off they always started listing off why they thought that, one day, they’d make great husbands and couldn’t I just maybe, pretty please, take my shirt off or something.  It was frustrating beyond all belief. 
 
    Everybody was treating me like a little princess and it was driving me crazy.  I was short and slim, I should have been easy to throw around, to hold down, to overpower, but people seemed to think that those facts simply made me delicate. 
 
    When puberty seemed to take a second-swing at my body and gave my breasts an impressive second growth spurt, enough to really push the front of my shirts out, I even accepted dates from the so-called bad boys.  Even then, I never found one willing to push my boundaries, let alone smash right through them. 
 
    By the time I was eighteen and nearing the end of my final year of high school, I felt like I was losing my mind.  My grades started slipping because these fantasies of my history (or math, or English) teacher bringing back corporal punishment and then fucking me on his desk dominated my thoughts when I should have been thinking about the lesson. 
 
    Sometimes I was so turned on that I could give myself a semi-satisfying orgasm just by wiggling in my seat a little bit and squeezing my thighs together in just the right way.  I was daydreaming about being abducted and having my virginity taken by a masked man when I was pulled over by the police for having apparently breezed straight through a stop sign. 
 
    I undid a couple of buttons and hoped he would teach me a good lesson in his squad car, but when he saw my license, he told me to drive safely and then left.  I could have screamed. 
 
    As far as I could tell, I was almost constantly wet.  My body was screaming out at me to find a man who would treat me the way I wanted to be treated, to dismiss my refusals like they were meaningless and fuck my virginity away hard. 
 
    I could barely think straight, it was quickly crossing the line from a want to a need every bit as essential as air and water.  One night as I lied there trying to sleep, I decided I had to do something about this situation or I’d be living in a padded room soon. 
 
    I decided to pull out all the stops, to try and put such irresistible bait in front of Jarrod that he wouldn’t be able to help himself.  From my privileged position just outside my parents’ bedroom door, I knew what kind of man he was behind the public image and I hoped I could bring that out of him, make him want to fuck me so bad that it would overrule the fact that he’d been my step-father for over sixteen years. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was only a couple of weeks later that my opportunity presented itself.  I knew Jarrod was going to be back on Saturday morning, and I knew my mom was away visiting family until Saturday evening, so I’d have him all to myself for a few precious hours. 
 
    The Friday beforehand, I went to the beautician and it seemed like just about every square inch of my body from the neck down was devoid of hair, I had my eyebrows threaded and I bought this amazing sparkly pink lip gloss that tasted faintly of strawberries, I loved it. 
 
    Overnight, I barely slept.  Every time I did fall asleep I was bombarded with vivid dreams about what might happen.  It was annoying because they were all so realistic, starting off from me waking up in bed and getting ready for Jarrod to come home and then doing my best to get him to take me.   Then, just as he was about to, I would wake up and find I’d been dozing for about thirty minutes. 
 
    Eventually I woke up for real and pinched myself to make sure.  Today was the big day.  Butterflies were swarming in a crazy multi-coloured blizzard in my tummy, and as I sat up I could feel that all those dreams had made a slippery mess of my pyjama bottoms. 
 
    I showered and somehow managed to resist the urge to turn the showerhead on to ‘massage’ and point it between my legs.  Whoever managed to incorporate that little marital aid into an innocent-looking showerhead deserved a Nobel Peace Prize as far as I was concerned, but today I was saving myself for something I hoped would be everything I’d ever dreamed of and more.  Especially my most recent dreams. 
 
    With the way my body had been behaving lately, particularly between my legs, I made sure to take on plenty of fluids at breakfast.  If all went according to plan, I’d be thankful for every bit of hydration. 
 
    The outfit had been picked out for days already.  I’d found a little pleated skirt that had been on the short side four years previous and was now positively scandalous.  An experiment as to whether I still fit it had resulted in a nice little stroke to my ego. 
 
    A tight white shirt accentuated my slim shape and perky braless breasts.  I turned from side to side in the mirror, trying to gauge as to whether my nipples could be seen through the material and decided they couldn’t.  Considering the skirt, I thought a sheer top would be too much, this was definitely an area of my wardrobe where less was more. 
 
    Still, it was a tight shirt, and my large tits pulled the front up a bit, baring a tantalising strip of midriff above my skirt.  Black knee-socks complemented the skirt and the whole ensemble was topped off by the most pristine virginal white panties any schoolgirl ever protected her modesty with.  Normally panties wouldn’t be on display, but with this skirt I wanted every flash to be as eye-catching as possible. 
 
    While I was brushing my hair I heard the sound that made my heart leap.  A car in the driveway.  Sure enough, it halted in front of the house and I heard my step-father get out before it drove away. 
 
    Shortly afterwards the front door opened and I heard Jarrod go straight to my parents’ room for a moment, dropping off his bags.  He didn’t call out to me, he wouldn’t have expected me to be awake at the crack of dawn on a Saturday.  Instead I heard him head straight out the back door, no doubt heading towards the stables. 
 
    I let out a huge breath of air that I hadn’t even realised I was holding.  Listening to him had frozen me in place with the brush halfway through a stroke, but now it was time.  No guts no glory.  Or sex. 
 
    I stood and headed for my door before rushing back to apply my lip gloss.  It was so pretty! 
 
    When I put my shoes on and exited the back door, I could already see the stables were indeed open.  In my dreams I had been practically skipping to meet Jarrod, but now that I was finally putting my plan into action in reality, I realised I was quivering with anxiety. 
 
    With every slow breath I took, I could hear my heartbeat making it waver.  It couldn’t have been beating any harder if I was in the middle of the forest by myself at night with scary noises all around rather than in the bright morning sunshine. 
 
    Halfway to the stables I looked down and saw that my nipples were diamond-hard and poking against the front of my shirt as if saying ‘Hey, Imogen, walk that way’.   I began to have serious doubts about the whole thing. 
 
    He’d never go for me, I thought.  Not only was I his step-daughter, but he probably still thought of me as just a little girl, a naïve and inexperienced version of my mother, whom he was already fucking, so why bother with me? 
 
    At the same time, I was so… excited.  The fear of what might happen was making me hornier than ever.  Every brush of clothes against my silky smooth body was like the caress of countless hands not asking for permission to have their way with me.  Every step I took, wavering or not, reminded me of how wet my pussy was, I thought I could already sense the cool air against the wet crotch of my panties. 
 
    I’d wished for this day for longer than I cared to admit and I’d positively ached for it since I hatched my plan.  I had to go through with it, I had to try or I’d always wonder what might have happened.  With a gulp, I forced myself into the stable and saw him standing outside President Booya’s stall, his prized racehorse. 
 
    “M-morning Daddy,” I did my best to conceal the nerves and excitement in my voice, but couldn’t quite manage to avoid a small stammer. 
 
    Jarrod looked over at me, I saw his eyes dart down, and then down further before coming back up to my face.  I fought an internal battle between wanting to cross my arms over myself for modesty and wanting to innocently clasp my hands behind my back and push my chest out. 
 
    It was a war of nerves versus my desperate need for sexual relief, and one that waged long enough to end in a stalemate.  My hands twitched at my sides a little and hadn’t really gone anywhere by the time Jarrod was looking at my face again. 
 
    “Hey Imogen.  New skirt?” he asked 
 
    “This old thing?” I said, looking down.  “Nah.  Had it for years.” 
 
    “Well, I can believe that.  What are you doing up so early, anyway?”  Jarrod turned back to President Booya, rubbing the horse’s nose. 
 
    “I’ve got lots of study to do.  Exams coming up… you know.” 
 
    I tentatively walked closer until my chest was tantalisingly close to touching his arm.  My nipples were so hard they were practically tingling against my shirt, there was no way he couldn’t notice them.  If he moved just an inch, just brushed against those hyper-sensitive pink tips, I thought I might cum right on the spot. 
 
    “Plus,” I continued, “I missed you.  I have some time before I need to start for the day so I thought I’d come out and see if there was anything I could do for you.  You know.  Anything?” 
 
    “Like with the horse?” 
 
    I shrugged and bit my lower lip as coyly as possible.  Jarrod’s eyebrow raised and he pointed to the far end of the stable. 
 
    “Break up that bale of straw and bring it over here in the wheelbarrow, we’ll put a bit more in PB’s stall.” 
 
    I leaned to the side to look where he was pointing and saw what he was talking about.  My heart sank a little.  I hadn’t come out here for manual labour, but Jarrod seemed to be taking even less of a hint about what I wanted than any of the boys I’d been on dates with. 
 
    My nerves weren’t helping, I knew I wasn’t exactly bringing my ‘A’ game yet, but I had a few hours to work whatever magic I had, so I smiled my prettiest smile and gave him a hug, feeling his muscular arm push at the taut material between my breasts and make them give a little hug of their own around his bicep, before walking over to the straw bale. 
 
    When I reached the straw bale, I realised this was another opportunity to lay out some more bait.  As I bent over at the waist to struggle with the baling twine that bound the straw, I felt the back of my skirt rise up and knew my bright white flag of sexual surrender was being waved. 
 
    Jarrod still didn’t say anything, and I was briefly distracted by the difficulty of getting the twine off.  It took a little while, but when I grabbed my first armful of straw to put in the wheelbarrow and stood up, I was startled by how close behind me Jarrod was.  When I was bent over, the front of his pants must have been bare inches from my ass. 
 
    I gasped and felt my heart beating so hard that I thought it might be shaking my braless breasts.  That wonderful scent of his, no doubt freshened up by a stop in the executive airport lounge before coming home, wafted around me, combining with the smell of the straw in my arms and my next breath turned into a deep inhale through my nose. 
 
    With a swallow I let the straw drop into the wheelbarrow, all strength seeming to flow out of my arms with the thought of Jarrod maybe doing to me the kinds of things I’d heard him do to my mother.  He was so close.  So close. 
 
    Slowly and delicately, Jarrod reached towards me and I stood transfixed, looking up at him with my pale green eyes no doubt reflecting the churning thunderstorm of tension inside me.  He was so hot it was ridiculous and he was reaching… reaching… 
 
    My chest puffed out with another deep breath, feeling certain he was about to grab my breast.  Instead, he picked a piece of straw out of my long blonde hair, and then some more. 
 
    “You know, Imogen, when a girl walks into my office, or waits outside my hotel, dressed like this, she usually has one thing on her mind.” 
 
    “W-what’s that, Daddy?” I asked. 
 
    Jarrod leaned in.  “Usually, she begs to be my little fucktoy.” 
 
    “W-why are you s-saying that to me?” 
 
    My nerves were running rampant, I’d developed a nearly full-on stutter by this point and my nipples were rubbing against my shirt with every heaving breath I took.  And he was right there, it was almost like I was playing with my tits while I pictured him in my mind, only so much better. 
 
    Jarrod ignored my question, instead posing another of his own.  “You know what I tell them?” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “I tell them to go home, stay in school, find somebody their own age.  You know why?” 
 
    “B-because you’re a g-good man?” 
 
    Jarrod smirked.  “No.  It’s because they’re not good enough to trouble myself with.  What’s the point of fucking some girl who is probably dripping with cum from every guy she met on the way to meeting me?” 
 
    “D-daddy… why are you t-talking like this?” 
 
    Again, Jarrod ignored my question with another of his own.  “What’s the point if she isn’t the best of the best, built to be fucked hard?”  His fingers curled around the back of my neck, pulling me towards him a little and holding me in place.  “Like you,” he finished. 
 
    A surge of pride filled me up and ever so briefly lifted the corners of my mouth in a tentative smile at the comparison between me and the girls that were always knocking on his door.  The idea that he thought I was built for hard sex was one of many things I’d been wanting to hear from boys.  To finally have those words in my ears rather than my mind was probably what most girls would feel like if Prince Charming declared his undying love to them. 
 
    Things had just taken a turn for the exciting, but I’d never felt more anxious in all my life.  Jarrod was still my step-father, and I knew that was wrong.   The problem was, everything I wanted was wrong, but that’s just who I was.  I’d tried to get the wrong things from the right places, and it didn’t work, so now I had to try to get the wrong things from the wrong places. 
 
    I forced the tiny smile off my face, hoping he hadn’t noticed, and grabbed at his forearm.  “Daddy, you’re scaring me.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve just got home from a long trip and I’m ready to fuck.  You’re mother isn’t here, so I guess it’s time you learned how to earn your keep around my house.  What do you think about that?” 
 
    “What?  No!” 
 
    I struggled a little, trying to remove his hand from the back of my neck, secretly proud of my act.  He was even stronger than I thought, fighting against him was like fighting against a solid granite statue and I couldn’t escape his grip at all, especially when it tightened to the point of hurting. 
 
    I felt a spark of pleasure between my legs that made me twitch at the thought that I might have just received my first bruise, but I didn’t have much time to wallow in the glow before he was bending down to kiss me.  I pushed against his chest, as well-sculpted as the granite statue I had just thought of, but felt my arms go weak again when our lips crashed together and he worked his jaws, forcing my mouth open to accept his tongue. 
 
    The few boys who had not asked me for my consent to kiss had still done it so tenderly, as if they were trying to be Casanova or something.  Not so with Jarrod, my step-father kissed hard, deeper than I thought anybody could kiss.  I thought he might leave me so breathless that I’d pass out. 
 
    Our lips parted with a wet sound at the same time as he brought his spare hand to my breast and grabbed it, squeezing and lifting, kneading it through my shirt.  I was able to push that hand away, but the memory of his touch remained.  My step-father’s hand was on my tit, oh my God! 
 
    “Daddy!  You can’t do this!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The hand that I had pushed away flew through the air and struck me on the cheek with an open-palmed strike that made my head shoot to the side.  Another spark of pleasure between my legs made me gasp as much as the shock of being really slapped for the first time. 
 
    “You don’t tell me what to do, Imogen.  I own this fucking city and everything in it, including you.  If I say ‘fuck’ then you say ‘anything you want, Daddy’, understand?” 
 
    It was everything I’d ever dreamed of.  At last!  A real man was here to knock over the pedestal and put me in my place for a while.  Jarrod had a look in his eye that implied he never took ‘no’ for an answer. 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Jarrod slapped me in exactly the same place on my cheek, rocking my head to the side again.  I closed my eyes and let out a moan that might have been mistaken for despair, but really was a result of the flash of ecstasy between my legs that grew and grew, almost to the point of an orgasm without anybody having laid a finger on my pussy yet. 
 
    I clamped my mouth shut and breathed quickly, unsure what would happen if I just climaxed right there.  That would be the end of the pretence at the very least.  I knew how hot the idea of being taken by force always made me, but even I wasn’t ready for how good I already felt. 
 
    “You’re gonna fuck your daddy.” Jarrod hissed at me.  It wasn’t a question. 
 
    He suddenly let go of my neck and his hands moved to my ass, lifting me off the ground and against him before I even knew what was going on.  My legs flew apart, trying to keep my balance and all at once I had the man who had raised me between my knees. 
 
    I yelled for help that I knew was nowhere on our vast property and kicked at nothing, pushing against him with all my strength, confident that I was easily outmatched.  Jarrod barely acknowledged my struggles, slipping one hand under my skirt and holding my weight via a firm hold on my upper thigh, his fingers perilously close to the soaked crotch of my panties. 
 
    Could he feel how hot I was for him?  How wet?  For a moment there was no way of knowing, but then I felt how slippery his fingertips were on my skin and I knew that my arousal was betraying me. 
 
    Jarrod carried me to an empty stall and suddenly I was flying through the air.  I landed on a pile of hay that wasn’t quite soft enough to stop the wind getting knocked out of me, and banged the back of my head on the wooden wall, which was mercifully springy. 
 
    From my position on the floor I watched Jarrod step in after me and close the door to the stall as I gasped for air.  I sat up straight and pushed myself to the corner with my heels, never standing up but trying to make it look like I was attempting to get as far from him as possible. 
 
    “I can’t wait to get my cock in you, Imogen.  You’ve got no idea the kind of sounds you’re going to make, but I’m not going to stop until I’m good and finished,” he said. 
 
    My legs quivered as he pulled something off a hook or nail on the wall.  My brow furrowed when I saw it was a thin leather strap of some kind, perhaps something that was part of the riding gear. 
 
    “Turn over and put your hands behind your back,” Jarrod said. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    My step-father swooped down and grabbed my ankles, pulling me away from the wall and making me fall backwards to lay flat.  He was on top of me in a flash and soon had his hand on my throat. 
 
    That, combined with his weight on top of me, made it seriously difficult to breathe and I wheezed with my hands on his wrist, trying to get some relief as he asserted his control over the situation.  In that moment he made it clear that not only was my pleasure and pain in his power, but my very life too. 
 
    His supreme authority was the sexiest thing I’d ever experienced, and I could feel my legs shaking with lust and excitement behind him.  Between those quivering thighs, my pussy was aching to be satisfied and I was doing my best to hold my orgasm back until it was filled with the cock of a man who truly took no prisoners in getting there. 
 
    “You’ve got a lot of fuckin’ learning to do, little girl,” said Jarrod. 
 
    After one especially hard squeeze and a little shake, he let go and grabbed my upper arms, rising up on his knees to take his weight off me as he roughly forced me to turn over and then sat back down.  My skirt was riding up and I could feel a hard bulge pressing against my panties right between my ass cheeks and I had to clench my teeth and think about the nine-times-table to stop myself from cumming under him as he crossed my wrists behind my back. 
 
    I felt that leather strap coiled around and round, holding my hands at the small of my back.  Once he was satisfied, he stood and yanked me backwards on to my knees by that restraint before circling around in front of me. 
 
    “That’s more like it,” said Jarrod. “Look at you now.  Imogen, the precious little princess, on her knees about to suck some cock.” 
 
    “Please don’t do this, Daddy,” I said, pretending to be unable to look him in the eye, but really just wanting to see for myself that bulge at the front of his pants. 
 
    “There’s no way out, princess,” he said. 
 
    “I-if I s... you know, do a good job, will you let me go?  Without… you know?” 
 
    “If you’re the best cocksucker I’ve ever had, then yes,” said Jarrod, unzipping his pants. 
 
    I put on a show of relief that was no act.  I wanted that hard cock in my mouth, I wanted to slobber all over it and have him fuck my face like a slut.  I’d never done it before, but I knew from the internet that oral sex could be as fast and furious as anything else if you wanted it to be, and now I had an excuse to worship his cock the way I had in my dreams. 
 
    My eyes darted between Jarrod’s face and the front of his pants as he worked the button and zip before pushing them down, followed immediately afterwards by his boxers.  That was my first moment of real fear. 
 
    My step-father’s cock was enormous, bigger than the ones I’d seen online by a country mile.  I tore my eyes away from it and looked up at his face again, leaving myself with no doubt that he had noted my fear and it turned him on. 
 
    Jarrod took his cock in one hand and a fistful of hair in the other, holding it so tight that it made me yelp in pain for a second, and brought the tip of his manhood to my lips.  It was at that moment I realised the real difference between fantasy and reality. 
 
    The women on the videos had made it all look so easy but, no matter how much I had thought about it before, I really had no idea what to do with a hard dick, let alone one as truly massive as this one.  Like a deer in the headlights I stared blankly as he ribbed the tip all over my glossy pink lips and pressed against my teeth, contorting my features as it slid to the side and pulled my mouth in the same direction. 
 
    “Ah, that’s cute.  You’ve got no clue what to do with it, do you?  Luckily it knows what to do with you,” said Jarrod. 
 
    He began slapping my face with his cock, my lips, my cheeks, my nose, my forehead.  Every impact made me flinch and was accompanied by a meaty smacking sound.  For the first few hits I felt the tiny bit of my saliva from his shallow foray into my mouth, but then it became a little wetter and I saw that a string of clear fluid was often attached between my face and his cock when he pulled it away. 
 
    Jarrod was splattering my face with pre-cum like the world’s most inappropriate bingo marker.  Having never touched a cock before, it was a deliciously demeaning introduction to the feel of it and I opened my mouth to pant my excitement. 
 
    As soon as I did that, his glorious manhood was pushing inside, over the pink pillows of my lips and on to the hot wet bed of my tongue.  My eyes went wide with shock at what that masculine invasion felt like, all that hard shaft inside my mouth, the flavour of it, the manliness of it. 
 
    Jarrod was in complete control with his hand in my hair and his cock in my mouth, it was all I could do to simply form a tight seal around it with my lips and let him do whatever he wanted as he began pushing back and forth with his hips.  Looking up at him with him, he really seemed to like the sensation when that bumpy ridge was right at the brink of coming out of my mouth, before plunging back in, feeling that tightness around him. 
 
    “Lick it…” he commanded, not pausing in his thrusts at all. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how to lick something that was already inside my mouth, but I tried flicking my tongue from side to side on the head as much as I could, and the groan of satisfaction he let out made me so proud of myself.  For a second I forgot about the leather strap around my wrists, wanting to reach up and feel his thickness with my hands, but I was reminded as soon as I tried to do so.  It was another sweet torture the man of my house was inflicting on me. 
 
    However, it wasn’t like I really needed a second opinion, I already knew it was huge.  I already knew there was no way something like that could fit in my pussy, I was simply too petite and if I didn’t get him to cum in my mouth, there was every possibility that he was going to ruin me forever. 
 
    I began bobbing my head to meet his thrusts, enthusiastically flicking my tongue on the underside of that throbbing head, and started to almost feel like I imagined myself before this morning.  Finally I had a cock to both adore and fear, I had all the motivation I could need to give the kind of blowjob that was worth writing about. 
 
    “That’s it, princess… holy fuck,” Jarrod breathed, as he kicked off his shoes one by one, followed by the clothes formerly on the lower half of his body. 
 
    Basking in his power and praise, I redoubled my efforts, but soon found that Jarrod was thrusting ever harder and deeper.  I couldn’t back away, not with that hold he had on my hair, and it wasn’t long before the inevitable happened and that fat cock hit the back of my throat. 
 
    I gagged like the virgin I was and my vision instantly went blurry due to my eyes watering uncontrollably.  I tried to retreat, but Jarrod moved with me as I fell backwards to the straw pile with his hard rod still firmly embedded in my mouth. 
 
    There was absolutely nowhere left to go now, and Jarrod was right over me, forcing that dick against the back of my throat as I tried to push him out with nothing but my tongue.  Suffice to say, my tongue was hopelessly outmatched and I felt the tip of his cock somehow pop into my throat. 
 
    I couldn’t see anything beyond a blurry vision of his pelvis, my subtle eye make-up was no surely a mess of dark streaks all over my face with all the tears that had flowed.  It was already impossible that something like his dick could be in my throat, but he still had so many more inches to give and he seemed determined to get all the way in. 
 
    My step-father bore down on me with so much pressure, but the angles were all wrong.  He couldn’t seem to get any further down my throat no matter how much he tried.  With a growl, he pulled his cock back into my mouth and then forced it into my throat again, face fucking me to his heart’s content. 
 
    I consoled myself with the thought of swallowing his load, or taking it on my face where it would mix with my make-up and slapped cheek to leave me looking like an adult-rated poster-child for sexual domination.  The image was so hot that I was soon right back into the swing of things and I would have given almost anything to be able to reach between my legs to touch myself and cum with him. 
 
    All of a sudden, Jarrod pulled his cock out of my mouth and shuffled backwards.  I was left panting for a moment, my jaws sore from being open so wide for so long, feeling the cool air on the dribbles of saliva, pre-cum and tears that had left their wet tracks all over my face. 
 
    “Not bad for a first time, Imogen, but I think I’m going to take what’s mine.  You’ve got a present for me down there, haven’t you?  Something you’ve been saving for Daddy?” 
 
    I worked my mouth open and closed a few times, trying to coax my voice out of my abused throat, only managing to get a few croaks out before recovering the ability to use words.  He had already forced himself between my legs, leaving one hand on my stomach to hold me down, by the time that happened though. 
 
    “Daddy!  Please, don’t!  I’m…”  I squeezed my eyes shut.  “I’m serious.  I can’t take it, you’re too big.  Let me suck it, I’ll do better, I promise!” 
 
    “Oh, I know you’ll do better,” said Jarrod. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief as he took his hand off my stomach, but that relief was short-lived as he reached up my skirt to grip my panties, ripping the flimsy material from one leg hole to the waistband and yanking the torn scrap of white down to my other knee.  With my hands still tied behind my back and Jarrod between my legs, my struggles were completely ineffectual in the brief period before he was on top of me again. 
 
    I could feel the tip of his rock hard dick touching me all around my most private area as we both moved around, smearing that mixture of my saliva and his own pre-cum all around, even right on my labia when chance sometimes brought it dangerously close to my entrance,  further coating his cock with my virginal nectar.  Jarrod reached behind my head and regathered his earlier hold of my hair, keeping my head still until we made eye contact and I saw his intentions weren’t going to be swayed by anything I said, whether I was acting or not. 
 
    “Don’t hurt me, Daddy,” I begged. 
 
    “You’re gonna love it no matter how much it hurts, princess,” he said. 
 
    Jarrod never took his eyes off mine as he reached down with his free hand and took hold of his cock, rubbing the tip along the length of my folds, truly covering it in the slippery and undeniable reality of my forbidden lust.  At the top of each stroke, I felt that warm masterpiece of manhood touch my clit and I breathed in sharply each time, I was so scared, but it felt so good at the same time. 
 
    Finally Jarrod went still with his hard length poised at my entrance, my pussy lips delivering their first kiss and innocently unaware of what was about to happen. 
 
    “Remember this, Imogen, remember when your daddy fucked you hard for the first time.” 
 
    With that announcement, my step-father pushed forward with all his strength.  There was no pausing for ceremony at my hymen, no moment’s silence for a fallen comrade, Jarrod simply pushed as much cock into me as he could as quickly as he could. 
 
    I myself was barely able to spare a fleeting thought for my virginity as a nuclear fire was sparked between my legs, blinding me with white-hot pain, and I screamed.  Somewhere in the glare I heard, rather than felt, Jarrod’s heavy balls slap on my ass, followed soon after by a second slap that quickly turned into a steady rhythm. 
 
    I thought I might be blacking out, I might not be able to follow Jarrod’s instructions about remembering this momentous occasion with a momentous cock, but the blinding brightness faded away and the world swam back into focus with Jarrod’s handsome face contorted in pleasure as he sawed his solid girth in and out of my tight pussy. 
 
    Never in a million years, let alone eighteen, would I have thought something that big could get in a girl my size, yet there we were and Jarrod was giving it to me as hard as I had ever heard him giving it to my mother.  At the end of every stroke, we met with an impact that shook my whole body and brought forth another little yelp from me. 
 
    Every sound I made seemed to drive Jarrod wild with lust and it wasn’t long before I thought he must have some jack-hammer somewhere in his ancestry.  That fiery pain between my legs settled down into a dull ache and I regained some ability to think again. 
 
    Here I was, getting fucked by a man who had swept aside my resistance like it was nothing, who had slapped me, bruised me, and thrown me around like a toy, a real man who was prepared to do anything to take what he wanted, and what he wanted was me.  It was everything I’d ever fantasised about, even if I’d never thought fucking could be this hard, this intense. 
 
    I pulled up my knees, flexing my abs and changing the angles slightly so my clit got just that little bit more rough contact, and I was gone.  Like… gone.  A wave of pleasure washed over me, drowning all hints of pain but bringing with it the fear that I might explode from sheer ecstasy.  The sounds of balls slapping on ass were lost under the pounding of my own heart in my ears. 
 
    I took in a deep breath, held it for a few seconds and then let it out in an unintelligible mix of scream of intensity, groan of bliss and sigh of satisfaction.  At that point in time, the English language had nowhere near the capacity to narrate what I was feeling. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Jarrod had reached back and slapped my leg right at the top of my thigh near my ass, which slowly brought me back to reality, back to the stable where I, a little blonde, was still getting power-fucked by my muscular step-father.  I wrapped my legs around him and hooked my ankles together as he pulled my shirt up and then leaned on my shoulders with both hands, creating some space between us. 
 
    With every powerful thrust, my bare tits bounced wildly almost to the point of pain.  If my hands weren’t tied, I would have held them in place, but they were so I couldn’t.  Jarrod’s eyes focused on them as he sucked air in through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I knew your big tits would bounce like that.  You sexy little bitch.” 
 
    Jarrod put every last ounce of strength he had into fucking me, making me wish I was wearing a sports bra, until I felt a change in him and he said something just as the train of thought in my head came to a scary destination. 
 
    “Say ‘cum inside me, Daddy’,” he breathed, 
 
    “But I’m not on the pill!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “But I’ll get pregnant!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    My cheek stung more than I could believe as Jarrod reminded me exactly who was in charge.  I bit my lower lip as I looked up at him, the man of my dreams, the man who had earned the right to do whatever he wanted with my body. 
 
    “Cum inside me, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    Several hard, pounding, thrusts later, he did exactly that.  I was surprised by how warm it felt and just how much of it there was as spurt after spurt filled my fertile depths.  My step-father was cumming buckets in my well-abused body. 
 
    Finally, when he’d filled me to overflowing and I thought I might very well be stuck to the floor with semen, he collapsed on top of me, kissing my neck and stroking my hair as he caught his breath.  I had no idea how much after that it was when he pulled out of me, a fresh flow of his creamy load spilling after him, and stood, gathering his clothes. 
 
    “Come see me when you’re cleaned up, I’ve got some plans for you,” he said, leaving me there on the ground. 
 
    I was exhausted and thought I might fall asleep right there on the lower slopes of the straw pile, but did eventually get up.  Every muscle I knew, and some I didn’t, were aching as if I’d run several marathons and it was a struggle to get to my feet. 
 
    I shuffled out of the stall and my torn panties slid down my calf to the floor.  President Booya peered out of his own stall as he chewed some oats, or whatever the fuck horses eat, and gave me a knowing look. 
 
    When I entered my bathroom and caught a look at myself in the mirror, I was mesmerised.  It looked like an entire bale of straw was stuck in my dishevelled hair, and one cheek was bright red, streaked with dark lines from my eyes.  My white shirt was dirty from the dust on the ground and a cocktail of sperm and the evidence of my virginity was flowing down both legs. 
 
    I looked like a wreck, and smiled.  This was everything I’d ever wanted out of sex, absolutely everything.  I turned the shower taps on and waited for the water to warm up, hoping that Jarrod’s plans for me involved more of the same. 
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    I thought I would probably never forgive my Mum, this wasn’t the way my life was supposed to be.  At the age of ten she had uprooted me from everything back home, as I still thought of it, in England to come and live with the new man she’d found in the United States, Dan Emerson. 
 
    It didn’t matter that he was a billionaire, it didn’t matter that his house and grounds were a step up from where we came from, it didn’t matter how many oilfields he owned.  The whole situation just lacked… class.  My first ten years I was surrounded by the elite of society, I had taken etiquette lessons since I was five, I was supposed to grow up to date royalty and high profile athletes. 
 
    Instead, now, I was living in a house with a rich man who cursed like a beggar being paid in alcohol to fit the most swear-words per minute into his sentences.  Thankfully I had thrown enough tantrums to be enrolled in a similar etiquette course to back in the UK so I at least wouldn’t forget that I was a proper little lady but, outside of that weekly escape, I was surrounded by people whose idea of a good time was watching American football and surrounded by boys whose idea of seduction was yelling ‘yeeeeehaw!’ at me from the passenger seat of their cars as they drove by. 
 
    As if all that wasn’t bad enough, I was subjected to the nightly embarrassment of hearing Dan do unspeakable, unthinkable, things to my mom in their room.  I’d moved my bedroom three times, but the mansion just wasn’t big enough to escape the squeals, smacks, moans and, worst of all, the deep bellowing grunts that signalled either the end, or sometimes only a brief intermission before round two. 
 
    A couple of years back I’d decided that the very second I could leave without them having the police drag me back I’d be gone.  By the time I was eighteen I’d secreted away enough for a ticket back to the UK and a few months of rent. 
 
    After that I’d probably meet an eligible young Duke or something who would court me in the way I deserved, but that’s about as far as my plan went.  I imagined it would be pretty easy, I mean, what young English gentleman wouldn’t want a real lady who had saved herself for him long after all the harlots had given their virginity away for nothing? 
 
    Shortly before I was going to secretly buy my plane ticket, my mom said she was going away for the weekend and she wanted me to have some quality time with Dan.  She said she’d noticed that the two of us hadn’t really bonded so it was time to put some effort in. 
 
    Really?  It took her eight years to notice?  And just before I was about to fly away, leaving nothing behind but a note and a promise to get in touch when I was good and ready?  I protested, but was told that if I didn’t stay home and do exactly what Dan said, then I’d be grounded for three months!  Three months! 
 
    I couldn’t organise everything I needed in order for my runaway to go smoothly if I was grounded and being watched like a hawk every second of the day so I agreed.  I even kept my mouth shut when she told me what the plan was. 
 
    Apparently, the two of us were going to bond while we fixed up an old motorbike in Dan’s filthy workshop behind the house.  He had a showroom with a lot of bikes that even I could appreciate the sleek beauty of, but the stuff in that workshop was all junk as far as the eye could see.  And did I mention filthy? 
 
    My mother left on the Friday and on Saturday morning, resolved to my fate, I went out back to the workshop for what I thought was going to be a mind-bogglingly boring day.  With a deep breath, I smoothed my skirt, opened the door, and stepped inside. 
 
    The first thing I saw was Dan kneeling beside some piece of scrap metal with a dusty seat on top, some kind of tool in his hand that made a clickety-clackety sound as he twisted and tightened something.  I rolled my eyes.  This was the kind of thing you were supposed to pay the help to do, wasn’t it? 
 
    The second thing I noticed was that Dan was shirtless, wearing only jeans, boots and a liberal amount of engine grease over his lean torso.   My sarcastic greeting caught in my throat as I watched his muscles flex with the use of the tool. 
 
    I knew, of course, that he was no couch potato, but I’d never seen him in this light before.  My tongue snaked out and licked my lips before I could even think about it, and I shook my head to clear it.  That came out of nowhere. 
 
    Dan looked up and gave me a quick head-to-toe scan.  “What the fuck are you wearing?” 
 
    There it was.  That… base attitude.  How could someone so rich act so much like a commoner.  One day, I’d find my Prince Charming and I’d never have to deal with a rough-cut man like this again. 
 
    “What?  This is what I wear.” 
 
    My white, button-up shirt was form-fitting and classy, and I always liked the way my favourite white knee socks contrasted with my black skirt and shoes.  A light scarf provided a splash of colour and I, for one, thought I looked nice, it was a smart-casual ensemble suitable for many social occasions, like… 
 
    “You look like you’re going to fuckin’ high tea or some shit,” said Dan. 
 
    “One can hope,” I retorted. 
 
    “Well, we’ve got other plans for today,” he said with a mysterious edge to his voice that managed to tug my eyebrow upwards as I crossed my arms. 
 
    “Whatever.  So what kind of bike is this?” I asked, trying to at least fill the time with something. 
 
    “Do you know anything about motorcycles?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then it’s a fuckin’ motorcycle.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    I watched him for what felt like five lifetimes, occasionally handing him a tool that he pointed at and asked for.  My main dilemma was finding something to lean against or sit on that wouldn’t make me irreversibly dirty.  Eventually I decided on a sheet from a pile on the ground, which I draped over a stack of tyres. 
 
    Piece by piece, the three dimensional puzzle strewn around my step-father started to look more and more like a real machine and I had to admit, there was something unexpectedly intriguing about how well he worked with his hands.  I bit my bottom lip when he grabbed some stubborn part of the bike with both hands and every muscle in his body seemed stand out like he was carved from stone until, with the sound of wrenching metal, it came loose and he unscrewed it. 
 
    I wondered what it would be like to allow a man like Dan to lay his hands on me.  The thought of him, all rough and dirty, so different to all my other fantasies, made my heart go pitter-patter a bit.  Just when I was daydreaming about his touch on my ass I realised I was leaning forward intently, probably with a stupid look on my face, and he was looking back at me. 
 
    Dan gave me an almost imperceptible, yet knowing, smile and stood, retrieving some gas from the bench and pouring some into the fuel tank as I sat up straight, trying to force the blood not to flow to my cheeks by an act of sheer willpower.  I failed. 
 
    “Hop on,” said Dan, tilting his head in the direction of the bike. 
 
    “What?  Why?” 
 
    “Get your fuckin’ ass on this seat.  Now.” 
 
    I startled at the harshness of his voice.  For a man who swore so much, I was caught off guard by how much venom he was able to put into it when he really wanted to.  It was the kind of voice you didn’t question twice. 
 
    With a wary eye on my billionaire step-father, I stood and made my way to the bike, which still had no wheels and was being held up by some kind of heavy metal stand.  To swing a leg over, I had to gather up my skirt, and it didn’t escape my notice just how much attention Dan paid to the flash of bare skin on my thighs. 
 
    I blushed again.  That look had no hint of innocence to it.  Carefully, I held my skirt down at the front and threw one leg over the seat, settling myself as best I could. 
 
    The padding was soft, but a bit rough and with a noticeable ridge that ran right down the middle from front to back.  Squirm as I might, that ridge just seemed to be in the right place push my panties against my pussy. 
 
    To my surprise, Dan hopped on behind me and I cringed at the thought of all that engine grease so close to my spotless white shirt.  I could almost feel a tingling all over my back at the proximity of him, could practically feel the heat of him. 
 
    “C-careful of my shirt, you’re dirty.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s time you got a little dirty, Kate,” said Dan, leaning against me. 
 
    “Ugh!” 
 
    I scrambled to get off, but Dan’s powerful hands grabbed me at the hips and forced me back down again until I stopped struggling.  His legs were on either side of mine, hugging me from my ass almost to my knees and I could feel that lean body pressed against my back as he spoke quietly in my ear. 
 
    “I love you little English roses.  Everything that comes out of your mouth in that sexy fuckin’ accent sounds like you think you’re royalty, but underneath it all you’re the filthiest bitches in the world.” 
 
    Dan’s hand’s, still in my hips and upper thighs rubbed inwards maybe a fraction of an inch, but it was enough to make me gasp and flinch at the sensation of those fingertips heading for my most precious treasure.  Something was very wrong with what was happening here, but he didn’t rub any further. 
 
    Instead, he reached forward, turned a key and then stood up, kicking something downwards on the right hand side as he sat back down on the seat behind me.  Immediately, the engine roared to life, sounding healthy and strong despite the bike still looking a long way from finished. 
 
    However, regardless of how it sounded, the more important thing was how it felt.  The motor vibrated powerfully and that strange ridge inside the padding of the seat seemed to concentrate those sensations right on my inexperienced and completely unsuspecting pussy. 
 
    I’d never dreamed of using a vibrator like the more vulgar girls at school had talked about, so I was unprepared for that sudden barrage of sensation.  As Dan sat down it was almost like I was on the other end of a see-saw and I shot up, almost scared of how good that brief moment had felt. 
 
    Once more, Dan’s hands found my hips and pulled me back down, pulled me hard against him.  Instantly I was assaulted by the powerful thrumming of the motorbike again and looked around almost in a panic. 
 
    My step-father, my mother’s own husband, shouldn’t have his hands on my hips like that.  He shouldn’t be pulling me against him between his legs like that.  I certainly shouldn’t be having these kinds of feelings while this close to the man of my house either. 
 
    He surely couldn’t realise the kind of effect the gas-powered miracle between my legs was having.  I tried to tell myself that, but the way he was pressing against me told me otherwise. 
 
    “How are you feeling, Kate?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    Dan leaned against me even harder, making me lean forward too, and my clit pressed against that vibrating ridge.  My jaw dropped and my eyes bulged for a moment before I started breathing faster and I closed my eyelids. 
 
    “Here’s how it’s gonna be, princess,” Dan said, “things are gonna change around here.  You hear me?” 
 
    The motorcycle worked away between my legs like the world’s loudest brainwashing device.  It was almost impossible to think with that sheer pleasure being hummed into me. 
 
    I could feel his breath against my ear, his stubble against my neck, that hard muscular body against my back and those hands on my hips, holding me against him, against this wonderful thing underneath me.  It was so damn wrong, but my brain had apparently disconnected my legs and no matter how much indignation I tried to muster up, I couldn’t even try to escape again. 
 
    Dan continued as if my steadily-increasing breath-rate was an affirmative.  “It’s about time you started paying a bit more fuckin’ respect.  You understand?” 
 
    Oil tycoon squeezed me with his hands and I nodded, probably willing to agree to anything if he’d just let me stay right where I was.  The way he was pressing against me, putting his hands where no step-father should, ignoring all the rules, and holding me against this pleasure-machine, was driving me crazy. 
 
    The vibrations on my clit were making something happen, something on a scale that even now threatened to be like a nuclear bomb in comparison to the bottle rockets of my previous orgasms.  Dan’s lips brushed my earlobe and I moaned, a sound completely lost under the cacophony of the motorbike. 
 
    “That’s a good girl.  Good girl,” he repeated. 
 
    A pulse of ecstasy flashed from my clit to my tummy and echoed around my body.  Dan had always been so distant, so authoritarian, before that hearing his praise made me feel like I was glowing, as inappropriate as the whole situation was.  Some part of my brain was flooding me with the warm-fuzzy hormones, doing its damndest to encourage me to seek out that acceptance and attention. 
 
    “We’re gonna have some fun today, really bond.  You do exactly what the fuck I say and you’ll enjoy yourself.  You don’t and… well, let’s not get into that.  Got it?” 
 
    I nodded again, overwhelmed by his self-assurance, desperate for his approval and most of all not wanting the incomparable pleasure I was feeling to stop before I arrived at the spectacular final destination my body was promising me.  It wasn’t going to take too long at this rate. 
 
    “Put your hands up there on the handlebars and don’t let go unless I tell you,” he said. 
 
    Complying as quickly as I could, I reached up and grabbed the rubber grips.  The position put even more pressure on my clit.  Dan scooted even closer against me and another spark of shameful pleasure jolted from between my legs when I felt a huge hard bulge pressing against my ass. 
 
    Oh my God, the first cock I’ve felt and it belongs to my step-father, I thought.  I wanted to feel disgusted with myself, ashamed, but it was so hard and so big, I was almost proud to be able to have that effect on such a powerful and experienced man. 
 
    “Don’t you move those hands,” he warned. 
 
    Not taking his own advice, Dan’s hands slid upwards from my hips to my belly, pulling my top up a little bit as he no doubt left black streaks of engine grease on my shirt.  My knuckles went white, gripping the handles with all my strength to stop myself from pushing his hands away as they approached my breasts. 
 
    “That’s it, good girl, don’t fight it…” 
 
    I looked down at the same time as I felt those strong hands move on to my breasts, seeing the black-grey smudges he left everywhere he touched.  No gentleman would subject a lady to that… so was he no gentleman or was I no lady? 
 
    “Mmmm,” he breathed, giving my tits a hard squeeze that made me gasp and jump at another spark of pleasure, “you feel fuckin’ good, Kate.  You’re gonna be my little slut today, aren’t you?’ 
 
    Little slut was going a bit far, wasn’t it?  I mean, the bike had me behaving out of character, but did that mean I was a slut?  Dan squeezed harder, almost to the point of pain, and I yelped, barely managing to keep my hands on the handlebars. 
 
    “Answer me, you little fucktoy.  Say ‘I belong to you, Daddy’” 
 
    My fantasies had always involved being gently caressed all over my body, being worshipped like a goddess and made gentle love to, I couldn’t fathom why this was making me so hot.  Dan was holding me tighter, more possessively that I would have thought possible, squeezing my tits and crushing me against him at the same time he slowly ground that bulge at the front of his pants against me. 
 
    He was treating me just like the fucktoy he had called me, rather than the lady I had always imagined myself to be.  I was powerless to help the way it made me feel, all I knew was that I didn’t want it to stop. 
 
    “I belong to you, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “I belong to you, Daddy!” I yelled over the growling engine. 
 
    It felt like a huge weight was lifted off my shoulders, like I was relieving myself of responsibility for my actions.  I’d always been uptight, careful not to step outside the bounds of what somebody of my station should do, to give up control was like coming out of prison. 
 
    Dan’s right hand moved over to my left breast, his arm consequently wrapping around me even further, as his left hand travelled over my upper chest and my neck.  When he paused over my throat I thought he was going to choke me, I could feel all that power in his grip, but instead he continued upwards until that hand was on my jawline, applying firm pressure until I turned my head towards him. 
 
    He looked down at me like a dangerous animal pondering whether this timid rabbit would be good to eat or not and my heart thundered in my chest as I returned his gaze through half-closed eyelids.  Was this going to be my first kiss? 
 
    Every breath I took brought his manly scent inside me, the engine grease, the musk, the faint undertones of money.  They could bottle it up and label it ‘power’ if they wanted to make a fortune. 
 
    I licked my lips just in time for when the alpha predator who had me in his clutches made his move and kissed me.  This was not the kind of kiss that would gently wake Sleeping Beauty from her supernatural slumber, this was the kind of kiss that would steal her breath away. 
 
    Dan held me just where he wanted me, kissing me hard and deep as he groped my breasts unceremoniously.  Under my shirt and bra my nipples were standing to attention, more erect than I could ever remember them being and so hard they almost hurt when Dan wasn’t kneading and rubbing at them. 
 
    I moaned into the kiss as a buzzing ball of pleasure grew in my belly like I was pregnant with ecstasy, every hum and throb of the motorcycle fed it until I thought I might explode.  Dan pulled back, and I strained after him eagerly for a few inches but couldn’t keep up. 
 
    “Twist the right handle,” he said. 
 
    I did so and the engine revved hard enough to make my eyes go wide.  As I slowly twisted the throttle, and the pitch of the motor under me went higher and higher, I knew I was about to cum right in front of my step-father, hell, I was going to cum whilst in his very clutches, he was going to feel every quiver and spasm of my forbidden pleasure. 
 
    It was almost impossible to hear over the noise, but Dan was saying something to me.  Aside from the racket, it was almost impossible to concentrate too.  Words had no place in this situation, only primal moans and pleasure had any meaning, but I tried desperately to hear him, to please him. 
 
    “Look at me,” he said, over and over again. 
 
    It was easier said than done.  As my orgasm approached I had to fight an urge to squeeze my eyes shut that was almost as powerful as when I sneezed, but somehow I thought I managed it. 
 
    I couldn’t be one hundred percent certain because the moment that ball of sexual energy burst in my belly, making me feel like I was being electrocuted by pleasure, my vision kind of glazed over for a second.  I held my breath as if I might be able to contain the explosion, but the pressure built and built until I let it out in a mindless moan of bliss, my muscles flexing and trembling with the strain. 
 
    All I could feel was ultimate pleasure and all I could see was my billionaire step-daddy.  The two became hopelessly entwined in my mind as the most powerful climax of my life seemed to rewire my brain. 
 
    Finally I went weak in his arms and my hands slipped off the handlebars.  The motor wound back down to idling speed and teased out every last modicum of my orgasm as I panted up at him wordlessly. 
 
    “Now it’s my turn, princess,” said Dan. 
 
    My step-father turned the key off and the engine spluttered to a stop between my legs.  Dan dismounted behind me and picked me up as if I was a bride being carried over the threshold.  I glanced down at the seat to see a huge wet patch where I had been sitting and couldn’t believe I had made such a mess. 
 
    Even more unbelievable was that Dan was taking me to the pile of sheets to take my virginity.  The same person who had married my mother and been the only man in my life was going to me my first. 
 
    The Kate that had woken up that morning would have turned her nose up at the idea, but she hadn’t yet had the orgasm I just did.  She didn’t know how good it felt to have control taken away. 
 
    Dan dropped me on the surprisingly soft makeshift bed and stood over me, drinking me in with his eyes as he undid his belt buckle, followed by his button and zip.  I rose to my knees, all too aware of my post-orgasm dishevelled hair, the black handprints all over my tits and the taste of him on my lips.  I gave him my most defiant look. 
 
    “Make me do it, Daddy,” I said in my most carefully enunciated Queen’s English. 
 
    Dan smirked.  “Just like your mother.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I didn’t have any time to ponder what his words might mean before his hand came out of nowhere and slapped me square across the face.  I fell to my side on the sheets felt the sting for a moment before warmth blossomed on my cheek and Dan was on top of me, forcing me face-down. 
 
    His arm wrapped around my neck, not to squeeze, just so he could grab on to my shoulder and hold me still, although I could feel those hard muscles of his against my throat and knew my life was in his hands.  I could also feel his bare cock pushing against my skirt, aligned right down the crack of my ass, and despite the slap, despite the orgasm, despite everything, that huge specimen of manhood dominated my thoughts. 
 
    “I am going to fuck the bejesus out of you, little girl,” said Dan. 
 
    I bit my bottom lip in anticipation and Dan grabbed my wrist with his spare hand, bringing it behind my back and placing my fingers on his impossibly huge cock.  Everything went still for a moment as I tried to come to grips with the kind of size he was packing.  It felt like it might be the equivalent of trying to stuff the Washington monument into a coin slot. 
 
    “That’s right, Kate, all if that… for you.” 
 
    With his weight pressing down on my upper body, he used his free hand to reach up my skirt and yank my panties down until they were around my knees.   After pushing my skirt up over my lower back, I felt that giant presence rubbing up and down between my soaking wet folds. 
 
    “You’re so fucking wet for your daddy,” he breathed as he started pushing forward. 
 
    I cried out in pain as my virgin pussy stretched and stretched, yet he still wasn’t inside me.  If anything, I could have sworn that the sounds of my struggles seemed to make his cock throb and swell even more as he continued his assault. 
 
    “I can’t take it!  I can’t take it!” I yelled. 
 
    Dan paid no attention whatsoever to my pleas and just when I thought I was going to pass out from the strain, I felt a small amount of relief as the head slipped inside.  I let out a huge puff of air, but Dan was far from finished. 
 
    Safely entrenched in my virgin slit, Dan squeezed my ass and drove his remaining length into my unsuspecting depths.  I screamed like a banshee and struggled ineffectually under him, only seeming to impale myself further on his massive cock. 
 
    It felt like his cock was red-hot and it was touching me in places even I had never explored, claiming my pussy by right of first contact.  My step-father’s pelvis pushed against my ass as he strained to make sure every last fraction of an inch of his manhood was inside me. 
 
    “Whose cock is in your pussy, Kate?  Say it for me.” 
 
    “Uhn… Daddy’s” I managed to gasp out. 
 
    “Damn right.” 
 
    Dan pulled back and slammed himself home again, our bodies slapping together loudly as I yelped once more.  Then, with a torrent of curse words and filthy talk, Dan began sawing his girth in and out of my precious pink pussy, which hugged him so tight on all sides. 
 
    I couldn’t begin to fathom the incredible sensation of fullness when he was balls-deep in my slit, nor how hard and fast he was fucking me.  My ideas about gentle lovemaking may not have been in his repertoire, but the way he was pounding into me was bordering on ferocious. 
 
    “Fuck I love the sounds you virgins make,” he hissed in my ear. 
 
    A sheen of sweat was soon standing out on my forehead as I struggled to accommodate my hard-fucking step-father.  I knew he was in incredible shape, but it was nothing short of astounding how long he was able to keep up the same pace. 
 
    My pussy went from virgin to well-abused at almost the speed of light and, the whole time, that fire he lit was with me until it changed and took on a strangely pleasurable undertone.  It was then that I realised I was arching my back and pushing my ass up against him, as if trying to get more cock inside me. 
 
    “That’s it, princess.  You’re gonna cum for Daddy, aren’t you?  Go ahead… do it!” 
 
    I didn’t think I’d have been able to stop it if he had told me to wait.  There was no helping it, my step-father’s huge dick had forced another orgasm out of me. 
 
    I screamed my affirmatives to nobody in particular, even uttering my very first swear word when I yelled out ‘fuck me’ in the middle of my tirade.  My pussy clenched around his ever-thrusting cock and I felt a jet of hot cum at the apex of a particularly hard thrust. 
 
    There was no energy left within me to deal with thoughts of the consequences of bareback sex, there was nothing to do but take Daddy’s sticky load in my fertile depths.  Over and over again he spurted inside me as I orgasmed all around his jack-hammering length until I was so exhausted I thought I might be able to sleep for a year. 
 
    Dan collapsed on top of me, still buried to the hilt, and we caught our breath together as I basked in the afterglow of my first sexual encounter.  After a few minutes or hours, it was impossible for me to grasp time in that haze, Dan pulled himself out of me and I felt so empty all of a sudden.   Have I always felt empty but not known it? I wondered. 
 
    “Get yourself cleaned up and come meet me in the living room, we’ll have a talk about exactly how you’re gonna behave from here on out.” 
 
    With that, my step-father left me alone in his workshop.  After a while, I stood on wobbly legs and surveyed myself.  I was covered in engine grease and Dan’s seed was mixed with the evidence of my lost virginity and flowing down the inside of both legs, reaching even my panties, which had fallen as far as my ankles now. 
 
    My pussy ached from the punishment that had just been dealt out, but the sense of emptiness was far more prominent.  I suspected the pain would pass, but there was one thing I knew.  I wanted to be filled again.  And again.  Perhaps I wouldn’t get that ticket to the UK after all. 
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    There were a lot of perks that came along when my mom remarried Captain John Silver of the United Space Agency, not the least of which was all the sexy colleagues of his, who were suddenly family friends.  When you saw them on TV it was hard to tell under those huge suits but the best astronauts all came from military backgrounds, mostly the Air Force. 
 
    I swooned more than once growing up in that household, wrote their initials and mine in little love hearts in my diary and then wrote different ones the next month.  None of them ever dared lay a hand on the step-daughter of their friend and colleague though.  Not even when I, shall we say, tried to make myself ‘available’ to a couple of them, in my own fumbling, inexperienced, teenager kind of way at the various barbeques and get-togethers. 
 
    John was no troll himself in the looks department.  I was so proud of my mom landing such a handsome man, if a little jealous.  On the bright side, everybody always said how much like her I was, so I sometimes let myself daydream about ending up with a guy like him.  If it was his face inserted into those daydreams every now and then… what of it?  It was the harmless fantasy of a girl who really loved her daddy, it wasn’t like I was ever going to do anything. 
 
    He never looked down on me for not being a ‘straight-A’ kind of student, though he did his best to help boost my grades by helping me with my studies.  I hated school and had no intentions of going to college, my dream was to become a model. 
 
    I’d even done some shoots for a department store catalogue.  I mean, it wasn’t a catwalk in Milan, yet, but it was a start!  However, my final year of school was shaping up pretty badly, even I was embarrassed by how low some of my test scores were. 
 
    That’s when John gave me the incentive and opportunity of a lifetime.  If I could pass all of my exams at the end of the year and graduate then in the summer holidays as a special treat for my eighteenth birthday, he had arranged for me to be allocated a civilian seat on the Myrrha-6 mission to observe an unusual comet that had been detected and was due to pass between the Earth and the Moon. 
 
    The United Space Agency had literally thousands of people waiting in the wings who wanted the seat, of course, I mean, who wouldn’t want to go to space?  They were paid a fund by the government to give a certain number of seats to the public to increase the interest of space exploration in the masses, and all missions with civilians were streamed live via countless on-board cameras. 
 
    Some previous ‘Civastronauts’ were lucky enough to essentially become reality-TV stars, it was the kind of exposure a hopeful model could only dream of… and it was a reward that any one of those thousands of people would be happy to take away from me.  With John’s help, I worked harder than I ever had, and by the end of the year I turned my potential ‘F’ into a ‘D+’, making John and my mom about as proud as the parents of the valedictorian. 
 
    When summer rolled around, it was with an army of butterflies in my stomach and a vice-like grip on the armrest that I was strapped into a tin can attached to several tons of explosives as the Myrrha-6 prepared to investigate the comet that was causing so much excitement in scientific circles.  I had no idea what everybody was talking about, but John and the other four were definitely buzzing about it. 
 
    The five of them, John, Sam, Chris, Lawrence and Michael, summed it up for me.  Apparently mass spectroscopy had indicated that the comet largely consisted of an element that couldn’t possibly exist there, an unstable heavy element called mendelevium.  It was thought to be only producible by synthesis and had a very short half-life, so it would be impossible for so much of the comet to be made of it.  Of course there was the possibility that Earth-based instruments were subject to some kind of interference, so that was one thing we had to be prepared for. 
 
    You tell me what the hell that was supposed to mean.  I just nodded and gave them all my prettiest smile, wondering where on the ship I could escape to when I needed some alone time, my God these guys were hot! 
 
    I started to fantasise about how I could possibly lose my virginity in space and keep it secret from my step-father as well as all the people back on Earth.  It was a sexy, if a little unconventional, daydream that was driven from my mind by the countdown and the rumbling roar of the rockets. 
 
    What happened on that mission, shown live on millions of screens, dropped jaws all over the world.  Probably no jaw was dropped lower than the one John and I left back in our own house. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was so strange to see the whole planet floating there surrounded by infinite black, and stranger still to field some of the random questions that were coming to me via the viewing public.  I’d never been in the public eye like this before. 
 
    My small-time modelling agency was being inundated with job offers for me, so by the time I touched down again, I’d be able to pick and choose from a lot of interesting work.  Other than that, there wasn’t much news from back home.  Aside from us, the big headlines were about an underwater earthquake that had let a bunch of gas into the air. 
 
    When John and the others weren’t working it was a lot of fun, especially the compulsory ‘land-lubber getting used to zero gravity scene’ that the people back home loved to see.  I spent a good twenty minutes flying around the cargo bay with everybody on hand to catch me if it looked like I was going to crash too hard. 
 
    I made a point of bumping into my step-dad’s workmates, doing my best to keep a smirk off my face when they had no choice but put a hand on my ass or accidentally brush against my breasts to stop me from hitting the walls.  The trip was every bit as sexually frustrating as I thought it would be though. 
 
    We had to sleep in shifts in these little bunk pod things, with nothing but a curtain between us and everybody else if we wanted to get changed in private.  The others seemed to have no qualms with going shirtless and teasing me with lean and muscular bodies before climbing into their beds. 
 
    I did my best to hold out, but a couple of times I brought myself off from behind the cover of my own curtain, biting down on the pillow or the back of my wrist to stifle the tiny squeals of delight that did their best to burst out when I came.  I had to wonder, how many orgasms had been had in space?  It couldn’t have been many! 
 
    After the comet passed and all the data started coming in, there wasn’t much for me to do except keep out of the way and do my best to field live viewer questions.  It was amazing how fast the comet dwindled to a tiny speck again.  A few hours later, John called me to the front of the ship for one last look because we wouldn’t be able to see it on our next orbit. 
 
    The six of us crowded around the little window, looking at that bright white spot with the beautiful tail, poised between the sun and the curve of the Earth.  The sunny side of our home planet was outlined by a thin orange band as the light passed through it, with a slight green tinge noticeable in one spot. 
 
    Suddenly a burst of light temporarily blinded us, as if the universe had just taken a snapshot of Myrrha-6.  I flinched and blinked, as did the others, and pulled back from the window with a gasp.  My mind felt foggy, like I couldn’t quite think straight, and I shook it, trying to figure out what exactly had just happened. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” asked John as the radio started jabbering with somebody at mission control.  He floated over, pressed a button and answered.  “Captain John Silver here, did you guys see that?” 
 
    My step-father listened for a moment to the static-y gibberish that I had never been able to decipher and nodded to himself as a lengthy speech was reeled out by whoever was in charge of communications at that moment. 
 
    I tried to listen to what was being said, but it was impossible to understand at the best of times, and now it was like there was this tiny little voice in my head getting louder and louder every second.  Sam, the so-called rock star of astro-physics, was next to me and all I could think about was reaching out and stroking his cock through his pants. 
 
    That’s not to say I hadn’t thought about it before but, oh my God, the urge was so strong that I had to use every scrap of willpower not to just pounce on him.  I tried to edge away but then realised Chris, the youngest of the crew aside from me and the most recent Air Force convert, was immediately on my other side, and I started thinking about his abs and chest from the last time he’d gone shirtless in front of me.  I desperately wanted to return the favour for him. 
 
    I bunched my fists and held them at my sides, trying to look at nothing but my feet until John could come back and explain what was going on.  John, the man of my house, the one I want to fuck more than anybody in the whole world… 
 
    Wait a minute.  I did a double-take at my own internal monologue.  Had I really just thought that?  It was something I’d delicately avoided ever admitting, even to myself, but now it had just popped out into my stream of consciousness. 
 
    After an agonising eternity, John said something to the effect of ‘over-and-out’ and came back to where he’d left the rest of us.  I managed to speak in a voice that quavered only a little bit. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “They say it was a solar flare, the burst we saw must have been some fluke of light passing through the comet’s tail, and she said something about the methane from the earthquake.  It’s hard to know for sure, it was that Martha woman on the other end.  She’s got some huge tits but doesn’t really know shit about anything.” 
 
    John’s mouth snapped shut and a look of horror crossed his face as he glanced at the nearest camera.  He began stammering out an apology but wasn’t more than three words in when Lawrence piped up. 
 
    “You should see them bounce when she’s getting fucked, man, that chick loves a cock in her ass more than… holy shit… I’m… I’m sorry John, Gail…” 
 
    My mouth was clamped shut, but there was something I had to say, something I didn’t want to say, but it felt like a losing battle to stop it from coming out.  Even before I opened my mouth I knew my face was burning with the most intense blush I’d ever sported. 
 
    “You all make me so wet, all I can think about is your cocks.” 
 
    I slapped my hand over my mouth and kicked off the wall, aiming for my bunk in the sleeping quarters even as Michael said he’d love to fuck me harder than I’d ever been fucked before.  I heard myself yelling back over my shoulder that I was a virgin and couldn’t believe what I was saying. 
 
    I caught the handle just to the side of my bed and swung around, hitting the back wall with my heels before pulling the curtain across and scrambling to hold on to something before I floated back through it and out into the open again.  Even as I struggled with the shame and shock of what I’d just said, what they had just said, I found myself trying to justify it and trying to smooth things over. 
 
    It’s all out in the open now, nothing to be ashamed of anymore.  You might as well just go on out there and tell them what you want.  Who knows?  Maybe everybody can have a little bit of fun and you can look back on this day and laugh. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I moaned into my hands as I covered my fierce-red face. 
 
    It was crazy talk.  My step-dad was out there, there were tons of people watching live and the audience was probably getting bigger with every passing second after word spread about that last little exchange. 
 
    But why can’t you just ask for what you want?  What’s the harm in it?  Sex is nothing to be ashamed of, right? 
 
    “No, it’s not…” 
 
    “It’s not what?” asked John, from just the other side of the curtain. 
 
    “It shouldn’t be wrong to admit I want you to take my virginity, I’ve been thinking about getting fucked a lot lately… fucking hell, what’s going on, Daddy?  I’m not supposed to say these… these things.” 
 
    John pulled the curtain back and swung himself in to sit next to me.  “I don’t know, Gail.  It’s like, every day I wake up and think about how good it would be to get my cock into you, and then I remember the million reasons why that would be a bad idea.  Now all I can think is that you’re beautiful and I’ve wanted to fuck you since you grew up into this sexy young woman, so why not see how hard I can fuck you?  I know there must be reasons why not, but they don’t’ seem to matter.” 
 
    I reached out towards his leg, watching in disbelief when I actually laid my hand on it.  John did the same to me, an equally incredulous look on his face when he grabbed my inner thigh.  I slowly rubbed higher, unable to stop a gasp from escaping my lips when I felt his semi-hard cock through his pants. 
 
    “Is this really happening, Daddy?  Can I really touch it?” 
 
    “I’ve wanted it for so long, princess, yes you can touch it.” 
 
    “What about Mom?” I asked as a total afterthought. 
 
    “Uh… I think she’ll understand.  You’re a sexy little fucktoy and a man has needs, right?” 
 
    “I… I guess that sounds right,” I said, with a smile.  “Call me that again… I like it.” 
 
    “You… are a sexy little fucktoy, the sexiest I’ve ever seen.  Tell me what I’ve wanted to hear, Gail, ask me to fuck you hard.” 
 
    “F-fuck me hard, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “How hard?” 
 
    “As hard as you can.” 
 
    John leaned in and curled the fingers of his other hand around the back of my neck, pulling me towards him.  With a heart beating loud enough that I thought they could probably hear it back on Earth, I realised he was really going to kiss me.  The man who had raised me, helped me with my homework, and given me a curfew, had his hand on my thigh and he was going to… 
 
    Our lips touched and a swarm of butterflies fluttered around my stomach, perhaps disturbed by the booming thumps of my heart.  John started off gently, shaking slightly.  In those little quivers I could feel the not-quite-restrained lust as he fought with his own inner turmoil.  Oh, the things he must be thinking about doing to his little girl. 
 
    Soon though, that forbidden contact fuelled the passion he’d been holding back and turned into the deepest kiss I’d ever had.  My thundering heart demanded more air, but John was unrelenting.  When we finally parted, I let out a wavering little moan that sounded almost like a whimper before biting my bottom lip and trying to catch my breath. 
 
    When I felt his hand moving up my thigh to cup my sex through my pants, the voice of reason inside my head told me to shut my legs and stop him.  Instead, I moved my knees apart, giving my step-father all the room he could need to do whatever he wanted with me. 
 
    The palm of his hand pressed against me, hard, and our eyes locked as he explored my body in a way we’d never dared dream would happen.  I tentatively moved my hand upwards and felt the huge bulge that had formed in his pants, the evidence of the rock hard cock underneath. 
 
    It was the first stiff dick I’d felt with my hands.  Former boyfriends had rubbed against me when dancing or when making out, but I’d never actually laid my hands on one before. 
 
    At that moment in time, I couldn’t think of why.  It felt so good, like something I wanted to hold and explore, feel inside me, kiss, lick, everything.  It felt like something that should have been the very centre of my universe for quite a while now. 
 
    John carefully manoeuvred himself into mid-air, taking advantage of the zero gravity to push his pants down and off before swinging back down to the bed and reaching out to the back of my head, grabbing a firm fistful of my hair and pulling me close so that he could whisper harshly in my ear. 
 
    “Suck.  My.  Cock.” 
 
    “OK, Daddy.” 
 
    He didn’t need to ask twice, the instant his pants were taken off I was fixated on that glorious piece of pleasure equipment between his legs.  Straight, hard and perfect, I was left in no doubt as to why I sometimes overheard people calling him Long John Silver.  It wasn’t because he sailed the high seas. 
 
    After a lick of my lips, I bent over and planted a kiss on the head of his cock and smiled when it twitched in response.  I did it again and got the same result, and a bead of some clear fluid appeared at the very tip.  Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and tasted it. 
 
    “Mmmm, Daddy,” I said.  There was nothing else I could think of to say, but I think he got the point.  I swirled my tongue all around the head of his hard shaft, savouring the taste of him, of what I remembered was called pre-cum. 
 
    Startling slightly, I grabbed his rigid cock in the middle of the shaft when a pleasurable little spasm threatened to send me spiralling out of control to the other side of the sleeping quarters.  John held firm with his hand in my hair, which hurt a little.  Not a lot, but enough to remind me of the control he had over me… enough to turn me on even more. 
 
    I parted my lips and, with his pressure on the back of my head, took his cock into my mouth while my lower body floated in mid-air between my bunk and the bed on the other side of the small enclosed area.  John braced himself with one hand on the bottom of the bunk above and his feet planted firmly on the ground as he slowly fucked my face. 
 
    For a moment I thought about the camera that pointed right between the beds, but the objection was dismissed easily.  What’s the worst that could happen?  There were no concrete consequences that I could think of, just a wonderful cock for me to enjoy so why not enjoy it? 
 
    That’s when I felt another pair of hands on my legs as somebody’s hips brushed against my inner thighs.  I was about to turn around to see what was going on when I heard Michael’s voice. 
 
    “Look at her ass, just look at it.  I swear to God, John, I don’t mean any disrespect or anything, but I’ve wanted to fuck your daughter since that barbeque at your place.  I could have sworn she was gagging for it, but I didn’t think you’d be raising any slut.” 
 
    “I didn’t think I was either, but you’d have had to wait your turn if I had thought I could get away with it.” 
 
    Michael held on with one hand curled around my hip, the other squeezing my ass hard, groping me as if he was beginning to let out months of frustration.  I moaned directly on my step-daddy’s cock when Michael pulled himself forward until I felt his hardness pushing through our respective clothing. 
 
    “Oh fuuuck, Gail,” John breathed. 
 
    I looked up at him as I continued to suck, and then moaned again, louder this time, seeing his eyes roll back in bliss for a split-second before he shut them.  I blushed with pride and silently congratulated myself on doing such a good job on my first try.  John was an older man and, with a cock like this, no doubt vastly more experienced than I was, so it did my heart good to be able to give him so much pleasure. 
 
    Michael pushed himself against me so hard I had to pop John’s dick out of my mouth for a second to gasp.  Something told me that it was incredibly wrong to let myself be used by older men for their pleasure, but I didn’t know why and I was feeling pretty good too anyway. 
 
    “Your friend is rubbing his cock on my pussy, Daddy, is it OK?” 
 
    “As long as you keep on sucking me off like that, princess, I couldn’t care less.  And it looks like you’ll be getting all the attention you could want in a second.” 
 
    I was going to ask him what he meant, but he pushed me back down on his cock, the throbbing head mashing against my lips for a moment before I parted them again, sucking him back into exactly where he wanted to be.   It was a short-lived mystery anyway, as I soon felt somebody’s bare cock in one hand, while somebody else tugged my other hand away from John’s manhood, to bring it to their own. 
 
    I didn’t know which dick belonged to which astronaut, but they both felt amazing.  They were so hard for me… me! 
 
    Michael began tugging my pants down, taking my panties with them and exposing my pussy to a man for the first time since I was old enough to want a cock in it.  The astronaut muttered some combinations of curse words and affirmatives that I couldn’t entirely make out before flinging my clothes to the side.  I could just see them coasting straight out the door towards the cargo hold from the corner of my eye. 
 
    “I knew it,” said Michael, “her pussy, man, it’s just this perfect little pink slit.  I bet she’s tighter than a Scot.  I’m going to fuck the ever-loving bejesus out of you, Gail.” 
 
    With both hands full of dick, my step-father fucking my face with ever-increasing power, and my feet floating five feet in the air, I couldn’t get my mouth off John’s cock for even a second to ask if it would hurt.  More clothes began floating around the periphery of my vision as Michael disrobed and whatever the others had been wearing joined the field of space-junk. 
 
    John kept thrusting deeper into my mouth and it wasn’t long before I felt the head of his cock touch the back of my throat.  I squeezed the two hard shafts in my hands in panic and my face went red with the effort of fighting my gag reflex as Michael began slapping my pussy with what felt like massive example of masculinity. 
 
    My step-father didn’t give me any relief from the assault on the back of my throat, indeed he seemed to want to capitalise on the distraction from the dick-slapping I was receiving between my legs to get as much of his cock into me as he could and as soon as he could.  Everything sounded so wet, the dicks in my hands, the squelching at the back of my throat and especially every time that cock hit my pussy. 
 
    Every impact was like a little spark of pleasure as if Michael was trying to start some kind of fire.  John gave a sustained push and I squeezed my eyes shut as they began to water.  He just couldn’t seem to get it in, no matter how much we both wanted it. 
 
    Then Michael began pressing his thick shaft at the precious entrance I’d guarded like a treasure awaiting a hero worthy of it my whole life and I let out a little squeal of anxiety, surprised at just how much of a stretch it felt like.  The strained opening was pushed tighter and tighter by Michael’s girth until I let out another, much louder, squeal around the cock in my mouth when I felt my pussy lips slip over the head, which seemed to clear the way for John’s own long shaft to begin making progress again. 
 
    My eyes flew open in shock at the sensation of all those inches of hard dick being fed into me.  John’s manhood slid down my throat slow and smooth, but Michael only paused for a moment at my hymen before spanking my ass and grabbing on tight to power himself home. 
 
    I would have screamed at the mixture of pleasure and pain under normal circumstances, confusion and overwhelming physical sensation wouldn’t have let me keep it in.  The solid length of majestic cock plugging my throat did the job though, my nose was soon nuzzled up against John’s pelvis and his balls were against my chin. 
 
    Whoever my crewmates were who were using my hands to jack themselves off were also busily exploring my body, even as I struggled with the sheer volume of dick inside me I squirmed happily at their collective caress, which made my skin tingle in delight.  Four, maybe five, older men were all using me for their own pleasure, they wall wanted me.  I knew I was supposed to keep my pride and my ego in check… but the idea just felt so damn good! 
 
    However, as Michael began stroking his cock in and out of my virgin pussy, I realised I was going to be made to work for every bit of pleasure I was going to receive.  He’d succeeded in setting me ablaze, my entrance was like a ring of fire with a cool undercurrent of pleasure, a promise of things to come. 
 
    As Michael’s thrusts into me began to be punctuated by the steady slap-slap-slap of our bodies meeting, John finally pulled back, letting me breathe again, and I gasped at that precious air as he held his rod and rubbed it all over my lips and face, spreading that heady cocktail of my saliva and his pre-cum all over me. 
 
    He was turning me into a hot panting mess and the way he looked at me told me everything I needed to know.  He thought I looked sexy as hell with that mixture smeared on my face, and I wanted him to look at me like that from now until the end of time. 
 
    Michael fucked me harder as John’s cock circled my lips with intent, my body shaking with each impact as the initial fire turned into a hot glow between my legs.  Any locks of hair not stuck to my face or held by John floated around my head unfettered by gravity, waving slightly every time that huge dick bottomed out in me. 
 
    “Am I doing OK?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re perfect, baby,” said John, and slid that wondrous shaft back past my lips. 
 
    Once again the head of his cock hit the back of my throat, but with the growing pleasure being pumped into my body by Michael, the knowledge of just how good it felt to let my daddy do what he wanted with me, and the assurance that I’d managed it before, I managed to relax enough for him to basically slide all the way in again. 
 
    All these men pushed and pulled, groped and fucked, and I was tugged every which way.  I was the centre of attention, but it was all I could do to try and coordinate my breathing for when the head of John’s cock popped into my mouth, for all other intents and purposes I was a virgin fucktoy for them all, and I loved every second of it. 
 
    That incredible sensation between my legs was beginning to fulfil its promise, it was growing into something amazing, a climax that would make all the orgasms I’d given myself over the years look like almost nothing in comparison. 
 
    Just when I thought I was going to cum right there in front of (or impaled by) all of them, Michael pulled out, and I thought I was going to cry at how close I had been.  I soon had other worries to concern myself with though, as I felt him shift his aim to my asshole. 
 
    With a mouthful of thrusting dick, I couldn’t voice my concern.  I’d never put so much as a little finger up there before, how could I possibly fit a giant cock?  On the other hand, if Michael wanted to fuck my ass then I wanted to let him.  I thought he must have his reasons for wanting to do it. 
 
    To my amazement, with the furious pace John was now fucking my face with, I had barely any attention to spare for just how hard Michael had to push to inch his way inside my rear entrance, not if I wanted to keep breathing regularly anyway.  As if that wasn’t enough, I was soon reminded of the fifth cock currently in orbit with me. 
 
    It had been explained to me that there was no up or down in space but, regardless, the first thing I thought when I felt that tangle of legs and the second cock to ever touch my pussy lips was that crew member number five must be floating upside down to get his dick to my pussy given the position everybody was in. 
 
    If I thought I had been full of cock before, it was nothing compared to the sensation of Michael easing his way into my ass and this new addition immediately fucking me with wildman intensity.  Somehow I managed to fit in grunts of effort and moans of pleasure alongside the gasps for air when John’s face-fucking cock allowed for it. 
 
    It was an utterly unreal feeling, to be completely weightless and the epicentre of so much sexual energy.  When Michael’s cock was fully embedded in my ass, I was as amazed as he was, if his depraved comments were anything to go by. 
 
    The three of them each pounded on me to the beat of their own drum, sometimes they were all inside me at the same time, sometimes I was almost empty, but usually it was cock-based-chaos for me.  The two in my hands seemed to be getting more excited too, as if they were each approaching their own climaxes. 
 
    Hands, hands everywhere!  My shirt was pulled up to my armpits and my bra unsnapped, giving access to my bare breasts for the first time, and it felt like dozens of hands took advantage of that, squeezing my teen mounds and tweaking my nipples to rapt attention until everything was a blur of pleasure and dull fire. 
 
    John was fucking my mouth with reckless abandon, forcing my head down with every thrust, when I finally felt his cock twitch and he held my face against his body, my lips around the base of his manhood as a torrent of semen was unleashed directly down my throat. 
 
    After the first spurt, John began thrusting again, more sporadically.  Every stroke of his cock was capped off by another twitch and jet of cum until the creamy flavour of it filled my mouth and I swirled the sticky white gold all around the head of his cock as some primal instinct told me what the man of my house would like. 
 
    The look of peace and satisfaction on John’s face was beyond description, he let go of the bunk with his spare hand and stroked my face as he continued to slowly pump his cock in and out of my throat, eking every last bit of glowing pleasure he could from me.  Without him holding on, the tangle of astronauts fucking a virgin girl slowly floated about the sleeping quarters, with each person pushing off the walls or bunks when we got too close. 
 
    Somehow we squeezed through the doorway into the cargo hold, our bodies an absolute cacophony of slapping, squelching, groaning and panting, as I was driven right back to the brink of that cataclysmic orgasm I’d been so close to before.  Somebody flicked a finger back and forth across my clit in the midst of all this and I knew I was done for. 
 
    I briefly remembered that the cargo hold was loaded with cameras, it was where I’d had my zero-g flying lessons.  If anybody was watching the live streams they’d be able to see me getting fucked everywhere I could be fucked, from any angle they wanted, at the click of a button. 
 
    I had a vague sense that there might be some reasons I wouldn’t want my teachers, my classmates, my modelling agency and my mom seeing me get gangbanged in space while I worshipped my step-father’s cock with kisses and licks, but what could they possibly be?  I figured everybody was probably busy doing something else and not watching anyway and then my climax abruptly ended my ability to think with words. 
 
    All my muscles clenched and released with wave after wave of pleasure, none more prominent than the ones in my inexperienced pussy, quivering and gripping at the second cock it had ever known like it never wanted to let go.  Somebody let loose with an especially breathless grunt and I felt my fertile depths flooded with copious amounts of semen as countless spurts were unloaded inside me. 
 
    Michael’s hand came down in a gunshot-like open-palmed slap on my ass cheek and then he pulled on my hips, driving his cock so far up my ass I was amazed I couldn’t feel it at the back of my throat before filling my back passage with his own special present. 
 
    For the first time in what seemed like forever, John pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to turn my head to see who was the first man to ever get his sperm into my pussy.  I smiled when I saw it was Chris.  I bet I would have smiled no matter which of these guys it was though. 
 
    Chris, Michael and John all pulled themselves out, leaving me without a dick inside me anywhere.  I was torn between a pout at that thought and a smile at the prospects of pleasuring two more sexy older men. 
 
    The smile won in the end, as I moved to a kneeling position with my knees not quite touching the ground or the wall, or whatever it was that was ‘below’ me.  I beamed up at them as I used every last scrap of my strength in dedicating myself to jerking them off.  I wanted their seed all over my face, like I’d seen on the internet. 
 
    “You’re cute as fuck,” said Sam. 
 
    “Thank you!  I want both your loads on my f…” 
 
    Sam’s cock twitched in my hand and I knew what was about to happen a split-second before his creamy load spurted straight out and hit me in the forehead.  An instant later, Lawrence’s sperm joined the party and his first jet hit me on the bridge of my nose. 
 
    A wobbly sphere of semen floated in front of my face and, without thinking, I opened my mouth and ate it right out of the air, making a show of swallowing it down for these men who had just given me the most incredible gifts I could imagine. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The Myrrha 6 mission lasted for three more days, and it wasn’t until shortly before we were due for re-entry that we started to feel normal again.  I had my legs wrapped around John, he’d just cum inside me and we were enjoying some gentle kissing in our afterglow when I heard a little internal protest that I’d almost forgotten about. 
 
    He’s your step-dad! 
 
    I pulled my head back and frowned, seeing some kind of dawning realisation on John’s face too, even though his still-hard cock was still inside me.  I crossed my arms over my breasts and gulped. 
 
    “Uh oh…” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Believe it or not, many questions were asked when we returned to Earth.  People who should have been responsible for cutting the live feeds, but forgot to do so for the first eight hours of our sexual escapades in space, lost their jobs. 
 
    Psychologists, physicists, scientists of all stripes were called in on the project, but nobody could ever explain what happened to us, how our inhibitions were just stripped away like that. 
 
    Probably the most… uh… interesting test result that came back though, was the one that stated in black and white that I was a little bit pregnant.  For somebody who went on that mission a virgin, it was impossible to tell whose baby it was. 
 
    I knew whose I wanted it to be, and in my heart of hearts I was sure it was John’s.  Things were awkward between us for a while, to say nothing of my mom, but since we were so obviously out of control of our own actions, things did smooth over eventually. 
 
    What none of us could seem to adequately explain was how amazing it had been to be up there with no shame, to be completely at peace with your inner-most desires.  I wanted to go up there again, but then I thought… my very favourite man lives right in my own house.  There must be something I could do to get his cock inside me again, I mean… nobody would mind, right? 
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    ***** 
 
    I didn’t like interruptions.  There were only a handful of people I tolerated them from, but Uliana Popov was one. 
 
    I’d known her for over a decade, since before I was married.  Everybody who was really anybody knew her, but she was the kind of person nobody talked about.  The last thing we wanted was for Madam Popov to go out of business, not while she continued to source the kind of girls that she had a knack for finding. 
 
    A-list actresses, models, virgin-girl-next-doors, royalty, girls with pussies so tight that even I was amazed that they managed to take my cock without  passing out, Uliana found them all and offered them to the most powerful men on the planet for top dollar.  And we paid. 
 
    We paid because there was something to be said for that special feeling when you turned on the television and saw a girl you fucked bareback in the ass getting crowned as the queen of a small country, or receiving a best actress award.  I knew more than one President had been a customer, I knew that at least one President’s daughter had been an employee.  I really knew. 
 
    All of Uliana’s girls were one-time deals.  They worked for one night only, so you didn’t want to waste your time sleeping, that was for sure.  Not at six-figures per girl.  Sure, I might make that much in a day sometimes, but it was still a lot of money. 
 
    Since getting married I had partaken of Uliana’s services a few times.  I loved my wife, Helen, and step-daughter, Janice, I didn’t want to break up the family, but every now and then this urge built up in me and I had to take it out on a girl who had basically no choice but to scream into her pillow and take it while I fucked her as hard as I could.  And boy, could I fuck hard. 
 
    Uliana called maybe twice a year, but this was the first time it was in the middle of a board meeting and the first time she’d insisted she be put through straight away.  I cleared the room and accepted the call. 
 
    “Uliana, what’s so important?  It’s not really a very good time right now,” I said. 
 
    “Mr. Preston,” she replied with that Russian accent that never seemed to soften over time, “I have a girl that…” 
 
    “Of course you do, but you’ve never had a problem finding a customer before, why harass my PA instead of moving on to the next name in your list?” 
 
    “Well, like I say, I have this girl.  I think you really need to see her.” 
 
    Something in her tone gave me pause.  It had been a while, over a year, since I’d fucked one of Uliana’s girls, there was a certain amount of pent up lust that I wouldn’t have minded unleashing on some poor young woman, and Uliana knew exactly what I liked. 
 
    “Brunette?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Is she petite?’ 
 
    “Short, slim, big breasts… sure.” 
 
    “Is she a… virgin?” 
 
    “Certified… but…” 
 
    “Is it… Julie Darrow?” I saw the actress in her last movie and knew she’d turned eighteen the previous year.  She was just the type of girl Uliana could source. 
 
    “Mr. Preston!  You know I can’t give names over the phone.  You… you just really should see her.” 
 
    I thought about fucking away the virginity of that sexy little teen and I was tipped over the edge.  Oh dear God I was going to make her squeal so loud. 
 
    “OK.  Fine.  I’ll be there at six.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    “I told you you needed to see her,” said Uliana 
 
    The madam was looking doubtfully back and forth through the one-way mirror at the girl and to me.  For my part I was almost stupefied, standing with my jaw open and my heart beating in my chest like I had finally earned my first heart-attack. 
 
    In the viewing room, going through a series of poses designed to make a man’s willpower turn to mush while his cock turned to diamond, was a girl that was everything Uliana had said she would be. Wearing an expensive evening dress and subtle make-up, I knew she’d already been through the training course and been primped and primed by Uliana’s team. 
 
    Oh yes, this girl was ready to be paid to be a powerful man’s plaything, to forget everything her parents ever taught her about how a young lady should be have, to forget all about equality and let herself be used as a sex toy. 
 
    I expected all that from one of Uliana’s girls.  What I didn’t expect was that instead of the girl I had envisioned provoking the Russian’s persistence earlier that day, instead of the rising starlet, I was looking at Janice, my own step-daughter. 
 
    When she had come to me a few weeks ago and batted those eyelashes before asking me for a Mercedes, I had a hint that she was beginning to understand the kind of power her sexuality might have.  Of course the charm had turned off when I told her she had to work for what she wanted in this world, billionaire step-father or not, and she stormed out. 
 
    She was growing up into such a spoiled little brat, but as she came right up to the glass, looked down as her breasts were pushed together by her arms, and then looked up while biting her bottom lip, there was no denying that she made my cock twitch.  She was the most off of all off-limits women. 
 
    “Th-thanks for telling me about this, Uliana.  I’ve got to take her home, figure out how to tell her mother about this…” 
 
    “Mmmm, yes, of course,” said Uliana, moving behind me.  “Or…” 
 
    The Russian Mistress’ hands slid around my hips and I felt her pressed up against my back as she gently pushed me in the direction of the glass until I was mere inches away from the unknowing teenager, who was coyly putting her finger in her mouth right in front of me.  I knew it was wrong to admit, even to myself, but I had truly never noticed what a little sex-kitten she’d grown up to be. 
 
    “Or…” Uliana continued, her hands massaging my rapidly-hardening cock through the front of my pants as Janice filled my mind as well as my field of vision.  “You could fuck her.  She’s just your type.  Just imagine fucking her until she’s crying and cumming and doesn’t know which way is up.  Poor little virgin, and she is a virgin you know, I have it in writing from the doctor.” 
 
    “But... she… she’ll never...” 
 
    “I can make it happen.  I’ll blindfold her.  You wouldn’t be the first high-profile client to request it.  She doesn’t need to see you for you to shove your cock so far down her throat that she can’t breathe, you know.  How often does an opportunity like this come up?” Uliana’s voice lowered to a whisper.  “One million dollars…” 
 
    “A fucking million…” 
 
    “A million dollars to fuck your daughter.” 
 
    “Step-daughter.” 
 
    “Yes of course, my English you know.  But imagine how good she’ll feel, you get to be the first man to cum inside her.  No condoms here, as you are well aware.  Fuck her hard enough so those firm breasts bounce, make her scream for you, and nobody can ever take it away.  You’ll always be her first and you get to remind yourself every day in your own house.” 
 
    “Oh my God… what am I thinking…” 
 
    “You’re thinking it’s a pretty reasonable price.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    The door to the room clicked shut behind me and I saw her straight away.  Even with her eyes hidden behind a silky black blindfold I could see by the way she held herself that she was even more nervous than I was, by a longshot. 
 
    Sitting bolt upright on the edge of the bed, gripping the covers into little bunches on either side of her, I saw her head snap towards me at the sound of the click, scanning from side to side a little as she zeroed in on the source.  She gulped. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Janice,” I did my best to disguise my voice, talking low and slow. 
 
    “Oh.  Hello, sir.” 
 
    Sir.  I could get used to that.  In recent years she seemed to think my name was ‘Can-I-have’.  Well, today it was my turn to have something, namely her virginity. 
 
    I walked in her direction and saw her tense up even more.  The expensive gown, professionally applied make-up and expert styling of her hair couldn’t hide the pure innocence of her youth, and that was a quality that couldn’t be faked either. 
 
    She was ripe for the plucking and my cock, flying at full mast ever since Uliana dismissed my token resistance, was aching for the release of orgasm in her tight little slit.  I adjusted it to a more comfortable position inside my pants. 
 
    “How does a pretty little thing like you end up here?” I asked. 
 
    “I just need the money, sir… um… I mean I’m going to love whatever you do… and you can do whatever you want… but…” 
 
    I chuckled at her stumbling explanation, fuck it was hot to see little miss attitude so unsure of herself.  “Nervous?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.  Can… can I tell you something?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve… uh… I’ve never done anything like this.  I don’t mean, been paid or even, like, the blindfold… but anything like this.  You know.  Sex.” 
 
    “You’re a virgin,” I said. 
 
    It wasn’t a question, but she nodded anyway, seeming glad to have got that out on the table for some reason.  I bent down and held her head with both hands, my fingers buried in her luxurious hair and my thumbs on her cheeks.  Janice licked her lips as if expecting a kiss, but I whispered in her ear instead. 
 
    “I know.  That’s why your pussy is worth so much.” 
 
    Janice gasped, and I let her go as I stood up.  She brought her hands to her lap and looked down at them unseeingly through the blindfold. 
 
    “Will you… could you… be gentle for me?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    There was no point in shattering her illusions until I was balls-deep inside her, holding her down, holding her in place as I took everything I wanted out of her unprotected pussy.  My step-daughter’s unprotected pussy.  The idea still warranted disbelief. 
 
    I took her hand and pulled her to her feet, admiring the view down her cleavage as I reached around to her back and pulled the zip of her dress down.  I was painfully aware of how close my hard bulge was to poking her in the stomach, and wanted nothing more than to grind it against her, fill her whole world with the sensation of my cock, but I knew we’d both be happier in the long run if I teased it out a bit. 
 
    After taking a half-step back so I could admire the view, I slowly pushed her dress off her shoulders and watched as it slid off her smooth skin to reveal her immaculate body.  Janice was left wearing nothing but the blindfold, a strapless bra, panties and stockings that ended around her upper thighs, and appeared to be caught between the instinctive desire to cover herself up and the instructions she’d been given to let the customer do anything he wanted to her. 
 
    I’d seen her wearing a little less before, her bikini covered about as much skin as the bra and panties, but the blindfold and stockings definitely added something to the situation rather than detracted.  I scanned her from top to bottom, taking my time in savouring the sight of her. 
 
    I already knew those full lips could deliver the perfect pout, but what would they look like wrapped around my cock?  Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, I was going to fuck her so hard she’d have to hold on to them.  She had the kind of petite frame that meant she would have to work pretty fucking hard to take my big dick, even if she had been fucked a million times.  And she was a virgin. 
 
    Oh yes, Uliana knew my type alright, and Janice was it.  I couldn’t believe the kind of mental gymnastics I must have been doing to avoid thinking about her like this, she was exactly the kind of girl worth paying a million dollars to have my way with.  And now she was paid for. 
 
    I slipped one hand around her waist and the other around the back of her neck, pulling her towards me again.  My hard bulge made contact with her stomach as her breasts squashed against my suit, she gasped again, her lips parting just in time for me to kiss her and cut off her shocked intake of breath. 
 
    My step-daughter, clueless about the owner of the throbbing cock or the lips pressed against her, kissed me back, tentatively at first but letting her instincts take over, letting herself feel good.  Janice put her hand on the back of my head as I kissed her deeper and slipped my tongue into her mouth to play with hers. 
 
    I watched her through barely open eyes as we kissed and Janice made little sounds that betrayed both her nervousness and excitement.  Those whimper-moans were so innocent and sexy, I moved my hand from the small of her back to her panty-clad ass and gave it a good squeeze, making her moan louder for just a moment. 
 
    Sweet fucking God damn, she felt good.  I grabbed her hair with a firm grip, not enough to hurt, just enough to give me more control as I continued to kiss her, and I explored her ass cheek with the fingertips of my other hand, finding the elastic line between material and bare skin before slipping underneath. 
 
    My hand on her ass, I pulled her against me again, my hard cock pressing against her stomach even more urgently than ever.  With one finger lying along that sexy little crease that divides upper thigh from ass, I gave my forbidden fruit another squeeze and my thoughts filled with just how close my fingers were to her untouched pussy. 
 
    I could practically feel the heat of it, calling me like a siren, and if the sounds Janice was making were anything to go by, she was already getting good and wet.  I broke off the kiss and the teen rose on her tiptoes with her lips parted slightly, breathlessly seeking me again. 
 
    Janice slowly lowered back down under her feet were flat again.  I was mesmerised by the way her breasts were lifted up and together as they pressed against my chest, and the feel of her sliding down along my cock, just on the other side of my clothes. 
 
    “That was nice,” Janice said quietly. 
 
    What would she say if I whipped that blindfold off right this second?  I wondered.  Something completely different no doubt. 
 
    “Get down on your knees and take my cock out.  Right now.”  I put as much authority into the whisper as I could. 
 
    Janice nodded.  “Yes sir.”  That nervous excitement was palpable in her voice. 
 
    She was scared, but intrigued.  I’d seen it before, a virgin girl with a platinum-quality pussy terrified about all the unknowns of sex, but aroused by the prospect of losing her innocence to the kind of man that could afford Uliana’s girls. 
 
    Of all the millions or billions of girls I could have had, the very last one possible was knelt before me, wearing almost nothing and taking instructions just like a good little girl should.  Janice reached out blindly with both hands and found my thighs before slowly sliding up towards my zip. 
 
    Just to see her little hands reaching for my manhood was satisfying, and I was going to take so much more satisfaction from her.  I saw her eyebrows rise from behind the top of the blindfold when her hands were over my cock, one near the bottom and one near the top as if shocked at how far apart they were. 
 
    “Will it really fit?” she asked. 
 
    “We’ll take it slow and easy, baby, I wanna see you suck it first though.” 
 
    Janice fumbled at my zip and reached inside my pants, her jaw dropping when she managed to find her way through the gap in the front of my boxers to wrap her fingers around my cock for the first time.  Watching her as a flush rose from her breasts and up her neck before blossoming on her cheeks as she struggled to pull my cock out made me so hard I could have bent a steel rod around my shaft.  There was just no way it was coming out the zip, Janice had to let go and undo the button as well before pulling my pants and boxers down together. 
 
    The petite virgin reached back up along my legs as I kicked my pants and boxers off.  Everywhere her fingertips traced was like fire on my skin, burning with sexual promise, until she reached slowly for my hard cock and missed, touching my balls instead, and pulled back as if she’d been stung. 
 
    She looked absolutely adorable, kneeling there with her hands pulled up near her mouth so her forearms were over her perky teen tits as if she thought she had committed some heinous crime.  She was absolutely lost. 
 
    “I-I’m sorry,” she stammered.  “I heard they were sensitive… um.” 
 
    “It’s OK, they’re not that sensitive.  You can touch them.” 
 
    That much was true.  They’d be slapping on her ass a hell of a lot harder than that.  Janice hesitantly reached out again and gently cupped my balls with one hand and grabbed the base of my cock with the other, her fingers barely reaching all the way around. 
 
    After appearing to estimate the weight of my nuts, she grabbed my shaft with both hands and pulled it towards her face.  The tip hit her in the nose as she tried to find the end before the head of my erection made sweet miraculous contact with those lips that looked more and more like they were purpose-built for cock sucking the longer I stared at them. 
 
    I felt Janice’s tongue slide along the underside of my cock, providing a slippery surface for me to push forward across.  As soon as the ridge disappeared inside her mouth, I was in heaven. 
 
    I saw her cheeks suck in, felt them against the sides of my swollen tip, and let the suction pull me deeper into that hot and wet paradise.  While I let my step-daughter unknowingly acquaint herself with my cock, I shrugged off my jacket and unbuttoned my shirt. 
 
    Janice swirled her tongue around the head, and then pulled my manhood out of her mouth to plant kisses along the entire length of my shaft, exploring every last bit of it before giving my balls a kiss that was so cute I just about drowned her in semen right there and then. 
 
    She had no idea she was giving oral sex to her step-father.  No idea she was pleasuring the man she had, years ago, tentatively asked if she could call ‘daddy’.  Now wearing nothing, I guided my cock back into her mouth, before laying my hands flat on either side of her head to hold her still while I thrust in and out past her lips. 
 
    Janice had learned well what Uliana had taught her, forming a tight seal around my cock as I fucked her face.  At first, she tried to wipe away the saliva and pre-cum that inevitably escaped her mouth, but soon it simply wasn’t possible to keep up, and our combined juices were dripping off her chin and on to the tantalising upper curves of her breasts, flowing down her cleavage where the twin rivulets met, and over her navel until it disappeared at the waistband of her panties. 
 
    It was the sexiest, wettest, sloppiest blowjob I’d had in a while and it was driving me fucking insane with pleasure.  I moved my hand to get a grip on her hair again and guided her backwards to the bed as she continued to suck and lick me with increasing confidence. 
 
    With her head resting on the bed, I leaned forward, simultaneously taking my weight on one hand and holding her head down by the hair as I began to thrust harder and deeper.  Janice’s hands moved from stroking my cock and cupping my balls to push against my thighs, trying to stop me from going too deep. 
 
    That wasn’t going to happen though, there was no stopping me, not for her, not in this situation.  I felt my cock hit the back of my spoiled little step-daughter’s throat and I smiled as I watched her gag and struggle. 
 
    Clearly, it was one thing to have a veteran like Uliana tell you how to deepthroat, it was another to have a fat cock knocking on the door of your throat.  I saw tears streaming out from under the blindfold, but Janice was literally pinned to the bed, she had nowhere to go and I pounded against the back of her throat until the squelches echoed all around the room and she stopped squirming. 
 
    Once she was used to the sensation, I stood and pulled her straight up on her knees again, making the angles better for what I wanted to do.  I was immediately rewarded with the sight, sounds and sensations of my thick cock disappearing past her lips an inch at a time until my balls were resting on my step-daughter’s chin. 
 
    I laced my fingers behind her head and pulled her against my cock until her nose was squashed against my pelvis and her face was bright red with effort and a lack of oxygen before pulling out and letting her splutter and gasp for air.  The instant I thought she’d caught her breath enough and was about to make some comment about how I said I’d be gentle, I shoved my cock in her throat again, beginning to fuck  her face with long deep strokes that at least let her breathe between each thrust. 
 
    I couldn’t remember a time over the past few years when my cock had been harder, more ready to blast a huge load of cum inside a teen girl, than right at that moment.  Janice was my crowning sexual conquest, something that would be difficult to top. 
 
    With one hand I undid the clasp of her bra, letting her beautiful breasts free, and I spent a few minutes exploring those smooth mounds, squeezing and stroking them as my cock continued to rhythmically disappear inside my step-daughter’s mouth.  By the time I was done, her pale pink tips were standing to attention, and she was moaning like a slut every time I rubbed and pinched them. 
 
    I felt like I could empty my balls down her throat at any second, so I pulled out and lifted her by her hair until she scrambled to her feet.  Before she knew what was going on, I’d lifted her off the ground by her armpits and thrown her on the bed, where she landed with a couple bounces before regaining her balance. 
 
    She was such a sexy mixture of fucktoy and innocence, sitting there with her legs akimbo and a sheen of saliva and pre-cum on her chin and upper body, yet so youthful and with that submissive expression on her blindfolded face.  I climbed on the bed between her legs and pulled her panties off, flinging them to the side before feasting my eyes on her unused slit. 
 
    From inside her perfect pink folds I could see she was so wet that her natural lubricants had been smeared all over her sex by her newly-discarded underwear.  She may have been completely inexperienced, but those primal parts of her brain knew what was about to happen and were doing their level best to prepare her for the forceful fuck she was going to endure. 
 
    The thought that she still had no idea it was me that was going to roughly fuck her virginity away made my cock twitch with eagerness again.  There was one more humiliation I wanted her to always look back on first though. 
 
    I was going to eat that pussy and make her cum so hard that one day she would be left with no choice but to admit to herself in those private night-time thoughts that nobody had ever made her cum the way her daddy did.  It would be with her forever. 
 
    Laying down on my stomach, my head right at her pussy, I wrapped my hands around her upper thighs right near her hips and snaked my tongue inside her womanhood.  She tasted like the fountain of youth, like pure physical bliss, and I lapped at her like a madman. 
 
    Within seconds, the brat of the house was squirming and squealing as she tried to deal with pleasure unlike anything she’d felt before.  I held her in place as best I could, maintaining a constant assault on her sex.  There was no escape from my flickering tongue.  I hunted her clit, her flowing juices, like an alpha predator that never loses its prey. 
 
    Janice suddenly went silent, every one of her muscles contracted, and after a few seconds her legs started quivering, a tremor that quickly flowed into the rest of her body until my step-daughter was a screaming banshee of writhing ecstasy sporting a full-body flush. 
 
    By the time she calmed down she looked like she was on the verge of losing consciousness, as I moved over her I could see fresh tear tracks flowing from under her blindfold as she tried to catch her breath.  She was a wreck and I was about to truly claim her. 
 
    “That was… that was… oh my G-“ she panted. 
 
    That’s when she felt the tip of my cock at her tight entrance.  I’d never seen a girl wetter than her, but as I tried to get the head in, I knew I was going to have to push with all my strength just to get inside her.  The sensation of her slit trying and failing to stretch over my girth worked better than smelling salts on the petite virgin. 
 
    “Slow… slow!  Remember!  You said you’d be-“ 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The poor girl couldn’t have seen the slap coming, blindfolded as she was, and her head rocked to the side, cutting off her sentence more efficiently than those knives on the late night shopping channels cut through shoes.  My step-daughter went silent as she was reminded of her role in all this. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you however I want, because you’re nothing but my little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    Janice didn’t answer for a moment, still squirming a little as I slowly increased the pressure on her pristine pussy.  All at once, something gave and I felt the wave of pleasure as her ring of tightness slid over the head of my cock.  Janice gasped in pain and surprise. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” said Janice in a voice that could have come from a mouse. 
 
    “So say it like you mean it.  Tell me I can fuck you however I want.” 
 
    “You can fuck me however you want, sir.” 
 
    “Good girl.  Say ‘fuck me hard, daddy’” 
 
    “What?” An eyebrow appeared above the blindfold. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    A red hand-print stood out on Janice’s cheek and she touched it, put in her place once more.  Pausing for a second to collect her thoughts, she licked her lips. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy, I’ll be a good girl.  Please, please, fuck me hard!” 
 
    “How hard, princess?” 
 
    “As… um… as hard as you can?” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around the unseeing virgin, holding her exactly where I wanted her, before forcing my entire length inside her in one smooth stroke.  Janice’s scream was like music to my ears and I gripped her struggling form as tightly as I could, immediately beginning to pummel her unused pussy with reckless abandon. 
 
    My step-daughter’s squeals and yelps warbled with every shake of her body as I pounded her.  She pushed and kicked, instinctively trying to get me off, get me out.  But that was never gonna happen, her pussy, her sexuality, the girl herself, they were all mine until I was good and finished. 
 
    “Say it again, say ‘fuck me hard, Daddy’” I whispered harshly in her ear, not letting go or relenting in the slightest. 
 
    Janice was getting bombarded by so much cock in her pussy that she could barely get more than the first syllable of each word out before she had to stop to squeal , yelp or gasp. 
 
    “Fuh… ugh!  M… uh!  Hhh… ow!  Dah… ow!” 
 
    I fucked that girl as hard as I could, hard enough that I thought I might leave bruises where our bodies slapped together.  Those big teen tits of hers were bouncing just as much as I had imagined, until Janice did indeed have to hold them. 
 
    As soon as she started flicking her own nipples, continuing the work I had started, her sounds took on a different timbre, just like I knew they would, just like all the girls I’d fucked this hard in the past.  They were a slave to the pleasures a big cock could give them, it wasn’t their fault. 
 
    She began moving her hips just the right way, making her abused pussy meet my jack-hammering thrusts so I could get as deep inside as possible.  From her breathing I could tell she was on the verge of her first ever cock-induced orgasm, and the sight of her was enough to push me to the same edge. 
 
    I held out as long as I could, but when her pussy clamped down on me like a slippery vice, there was not a man on earth that could have stopped himself from exploding inside her, with her.  Underneath me, Janice was screaming blissful affirmatives, and I could feel all my pent up pressure about to be unleashed. 
 
    My muscles were contracting, my cock was swelling, this was going to be a load unlike anything I’d ever unleashed in my life.  There was one more thing that needed to be done first though. 
 
    As she continued to cum, I reached up and pulled the blindfold off her head.  She squinted in the light for a moment and I waited for that look, that moment of horrified recognition when she saw who was fucking her… waited… waited… there!  There it was. 
 
    Janice brought her hands to her face as if she could hide as the first jet of cum drenched the deepest recesses of her pussy.  I leaned forward again, burying my own face in the pillow next to her and held on tight, making sure she couldn’t get away until I was finished. 
 
    She didn’t even try, she laid there like a ragdoll, abused and defeated until she had taken every last drop of semen I had to give her, ashamed at her continuing climax that I could still feel making her pussy convulse and milk my cock. 
 
    Finally, I rolled off her to the side and on to my back, catching my own breath, and looked at my step-daughter.  She hadn’t moved, face still buried behind her hands. 
 
    “Clean me,” I said. 
 
    “Go fuck yourself,” she replied. 
 
    “Why would I do that when I have a slut like you around?  You better do what you’re told or this is all for nothing, Janice.  You wanna get paid, don’t you?  You want that Mercedes?” 
 
    Janice sat up and turned to me with a look that could have melted paint off of said Mercedes, before crouching over my cock and licking the evidence of our sex off of me as I put my hands behind my head and enjoyed it.  There was plenty to enjoy. 
 
    For one thing, I had Janice for the rest of the night as my unquestioning sex toy.  For another thing, once she got over the shock, I thought she’d remember how hard she came, and she’d want more. 
 
    A million bucks was, indeed, a reasonable price. 
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    I had no idea what I was supposed to write in the journal, my mind felt all clogged up with frustration, jealousy and something I didn’t even know the name of.  Maybe that was relevant, but I was supposed to go into details and I couldn’t write everything down, not knowing that Aiden, my step-father, or Doctor Mayer as his colleagues reverently referred to him, was going to be the one reading it. 
 
    Aiden was a big shot in the pharmaceutical industry, he had made his company countless billions of dollars.  The article in Time had said that he was a wizard in chemistry and that, in his field, if he didn’t know about it, then it wasn’t worth knowing. 
 
    My mom had met him about ten years ago after my own father, a pastor, ran off to Vegas with one of his congregation.  My mom was lost for a while, but meeting Aiden changed both of our lives. 
 
    Overnight we went from not making ends meet, to living in a house with more spare rooms than you could think of uses for.  I couldn’t begin to describe the feeling of having no man in my life to having somebody like him pay attention to me. 
 
    He was so much better than my real dad.  I still remembered the fire and brimstone tirades around the dinner table on one hand, and compared it against things like Aiden helping me with my homework and, once, sending me to school with a note about why my assignment had, in fact, been done correctly and my chemistry teacher was wrong. 
 
    Despite the disappointment of what happened with my biological father, my mom always raised me to be a good respectable girl.  I never had any intentions of losing my virginity to anybody except the man I was going to marry, for example. 
 
    I had thought that person was going to be Martin, my boyfriend of over four years.  He had the same intentions I did, and it always seemed like a match made in heaven.  Even my mom approved. 
 
    That all changed this summer though.  We’d both just graduated high school and would be on our way to college together and Aiden had given me the greatest job ever in a drug trial for his company. 
 
    All I had to do was take a pill every morning, give blood twice a day and keep a journal.  For just that, I was getting paid more than fast food would in an entire year.  Thanks to this job I was going to be able to buy my very own car without needing to beg my parents for a hand out, and I thought with all the free time that Martin and I would become closer than ever. 
 
    Then things started taking a turn for the unusual.  One morning I woke up and my mind was like boysboysboysboysboysboysboys.  I couldn’t stop thinking all about them, from memories of how my male teachers and classmates used to smile at me to just the basic shape of them, all hard and muscular. 
 
    Suddenly, they were fascinating in a way they never had been before, even my boyfriend.  I went to his house and, since his parents trusted us, I managed to get us into his room unsupervised. 
 
    Once there, I kissed him more passionately than I ever had before, things were getting all hot and heavy… and then he told me to stop.  That’s the first time I felt the frustration. 
 
    I had a hot flush all over my body and my panties were definitely wet.  Something told me that sex would solve my problem, give me a release unlike anything I’d ever dared dream of before, but Martin just would not do it.  Furthermore, he said he must have been mistaken about the kind of girl I was, and he broke up with me! 
 
    Well, I stormed out with this idea in my head that I would show him a thing or two about a thing or two.  I bet myself that I could get any man in this town, so I went looking for it.  That would be payback. 
 
    The first man I stumbled across was my former principal.  You’d be surprised how quickly he went from wishing me all the best in my future studies to shoving his tongue down my throat and tearing my panties off in the back of his car. 
 
    I had never felt more excited in my life, never felt more sure that something wonderful was about to happen.  It was euphoria, it was almost a spiritual experience. 
 
    Then Mr. Packmore pulled out a condom.  I had never seen a condom out of its packet before, not up close outside of sex-ed anyway, but something about it absolutely repulsed me.  I wasn’t allergic or anything, didn’t dislike the feel of rubber in normal day-to-day life, but I just hated the idea of that thing getting between him and me.  Hated it. 
 
    He wouldn’t fuck me without it though.  There was nothing I could say or do to convince him otherwise.  I promised he could pull out and put his stuff on my face like I’d heard boys like to do, that you couldn’t get pregnant the first time anyway (a long shot) and I lied about always wanting him to be my first. 
 
    My God, the sounds I made, the favours I promised, the poses I struck.  I finally left the car utterly unsatisfied, and so wet that my natural lubricants were flowing freely down my legs. 
 
    I ran home and masturbated for the first time, thankful I didn’t run into the  postman on the way, and that relieved some of the pressure, but by the next morning it had built up to a fever pitch again.  That began almost a solid week of throwing myself at just about every man I could find, and not a single frickin’ one of them would agree to cum inside me. 
 
    I always made sure to get out of the house as quickly as I could each morning during this ordeal.  Every time Aiden took my blood, or I saw him around the house, or anything, I started having thoughts that downright scared me. 
 
    He was sexy as fuck, I’d always had a harmless little crush on him, but in my current state, I didn’t trust myself to not ruin my mother’s marriage and the best thing that had ever happened to us.  I couldn’t try to seduce Aiden, I just couldn’t. 
 
    Things went from bad to worse when, after my week from hell, I learned that my mom was pregnant.   I was envy personified and I stormed up to my room in a fit of jealousy. 
 
    I was ashamed of how I reacted, I should have been happy for her.  I knew she’d always dreamed of having another baby after me, but with my dad leaving and then some kind of medical problem, it had simply never happened.  One time she’d told me that she had basically given up on her dream. 
 
    So why, when she broke the news, could I only think that it should have been me getting pregnant?  I couldn’t believe how bad I wanted to feel that new life growing in me.  I tried to turn on the TV to distract myself, but every guy I saw I wanted to fuck and every pregnant woman I saw made me want to cry and scream in jealousy.  
 
    I turned it off and realised I was shaking and the now-familiar hot flush was back.  Pulsing waves of heat flashed all over my body, as I looked around fervently, perhaps hoping for the man of my dreams to materialise out of nowhere and bareback me hard until he filled me with his creamy load.  At the very least I hoped to spot something to use as a dildo.  I was so wet and I desperately needed to feel something sliding inside me, making good use of my juices.  Mmmmm, sliding inside, oh God that would feel good… 
 
    That’s when Aiden knocked on my door and came in before I could figure out what to say to send him away.  He took one look at me and got this look on his face that I’d never seen before.  It said without words, ‘checkmate’ but I had no idea what he was really thinking. 
 
    “Uh… I-it’s not a good time right now, Daddy.  Really not a good time.” 
 
    “I know, princess, trust me, but I think I can get to the bottom of this.  I know that little outburst with your mother earlier wasn’t really you talking.  I also know you haven’t been entirely honest in your journal.” 
 
    “W-what does that have to do with…” I started. 
 
    Aiden pulled up a chair next to me as I sat on the edge of my bed.  He was so close.  I stared down at my bare knee and saw it was almost touching his and I had to concentrate hard not to spread my legs in front of him.  It felt like my knees were magnets with the same charge, repelling each other, and it was in my legs that my shakes were the most pronounced as I waged this internal battle. 
 
    “See, I haven’t been entirely honest with you, Lisa.  This trial drug you’ve been taking isn’t an anti-inflammatory.” 
 
    “It… what… I really can’t talk right now, Daddy.  Can’t it wait?  Can’t it please wait?” 
 
    My mind was becoming absolutely dominated by images of Aiden’s muscular body as he used me for what I was increasingly positive it was put on this Earth for, to take his seed, to make his babies, and it both scared and aroused me to incredible levels.  There was no way I should be having these thoughts. 
 
    If I could just get him to leave for long enough for me to masturbate, to get myself off and clear my head, I would be OK for another few hours, maybe until the morning.  But having him right there, so close to the perfect spot for fucking, I was so close to blurting out something about how I wanted him to be my first, or promising that my pussy was the tightest in town. 
 
    They wouldn’t even necessarily be lies.  In that moment I did want him to be my first and, for him, I would squeeze that cock with my virgin tunnel, give him all the pleasure he could handle, if he would just let me milk him for his sperm, fill me up and… I gulped. 
 
    “No, it can’t,” said Aiden.  “The pill, Procrealac, is actually a fertility drug.  It’s the most revolutionary product I’ve ever made, in my humble opinion.” 
 
    “Fertility…” I said quietly, looking away from his ruggedly handsome face. 
 
    “That’s right.” He put his hand on my knee and I jumped so high I was surprised I didn’t bump my head on the ceiling.  “Look at me, Lisa.” 
 
    I couldn’t look straight at him.  I had to look at that hand on my bare skin first to see if I could figure out why it felt so good where he touched me.  It was as if he was made of magic sex vibrations and if he touched me too long, I would cum right in front of him. 
 
    I finally managed to look up at his face and I was almost lost in lust for my own step-father.  How could I have ever thought it was a harmless little crush?  He was perfect, everything a man should be, and I wanted him.  Some lustful creature in my brain was rattling the cage and screaming wantwantwantwant.  I could hardly make out his words over that internal chant when he continued. 
 
    “Right now, Lisa, I’m confident that you are the most fertile woman in the world.  How do you feel about that?” 
 
    How could I even begin to explain?  The idea made me want to explode with the sin of pride, to punch the air in triumph, to write a sonnet about myself.  Imagine that!  Me!  Nobody else was more fertile, in the whole world?  If I could have, I would have purred. 
 
    “I… I don’t… I just…” 
 
    “Shhhh, pumpkin, don’t worry.” 
 
    Aiden’s hand slid the tiniest bit higher on my leg, and the very tips of his fingers disappeared under my skirt before he stopped.  It was high enough that it was beyond the land of odd and it had crossed in to the realm of the inappropriate. 
 
    I should have been pushing his hand away, telling Mom, moving out of the house, yelling in indignation.  I did nothing but dip my eyes down to look at it, still shaking with the desperate need for release and still equally desperate not to ruin everything for my mom and I. 
 
    If I thought it felt good when he simply touched me, well, it was nothing compared to when he rubbed me.  The second or so that his hand was in motion was like heaven on Earth.  I wanted him to keep doing it, I wanted him to leave, I wanted him to fuck his little girl as hard as any man ever fucked a slut, I wanted to run… my mind was in turmoil. 
 
    “It has a few convenient side-effects, some of which you’re feeling right now and I suspect have been for a week or so,” he said. 
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “Namely,” Aiden leaned in so close that I licked my lips in preparation for the most forbidden kiss I could imagine, but he simply whispered in my ear.  “You.  Need.  Cock.” 
 
    He’d never used such language around me before, certainly never at me.  It was so difficult to think, but was he saying that he’d intended for me to feel like this? 
 
    “Daddy!  W-why?” 
 
    Aiden’s hand moved even higher, until the hem of my skirt was at his wrist and the tips of his fingers were perilously close to the crotch of my soaking wet panties.  It wasn’t fair, I was so hot for him that I would have forgiven anything at that point, if only he would just keep touching me more and more. 
 
    “Because I deserve the best in life, and so does your mother.  She wanted a baby, so did I, so I figured out how to give her one.  Then I thought, hell, I want to fuck you to within an inch of your life and get you pregnant too.  And I want you to beg for it, so I figured that out too.  As for you?  You get to bring up a new baby at the same time as your mother.” 
 
    Suddenly the idea of college didn’t sound so important.  All I could imagine was how awesome it would be to share that experience with my mother, right down to getting pregnant by the same man!  We could go to our ultrasounds together, do pregnancy yoga, everything!  I could always go to college afterwards. 
 
    My step-father’s hand moved even higher and I felt his fingertips brush against my panties.  Even with the covering, I shuddered in pleasure at his touch.  My clit was on a hair trigger and Aiden was playing with fire. 
 
    “I see you want it, Lisa.  I see you want to be Daddy’s little slut, don’t you?” 
 
    I hesitated for a moment, because I knew this was wrong, but it was impossible to argue with how I felt.  I wasn’t supposed to let my own mother’s husband touch me there, but I was already seeing flashes of pastel colours because of how good it felt.  I nodded. 
 
    “Tell me, Lisa, I want to hear it.” 
 
    “I… I… please, Daddy, don’t make me say it.” 
 
    Aiden didn’t respond, but I felt his hand start to pull back a bit.  I grabbed his wrist in desperation and pulled his fingers against my panty-clad sex again, shocked at the level of panic I felt at the merest hint that he might not fuck me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Daddy, I’ll be good!  I… um… I want to be your little slut.  OK?  Please tell me I’m a good girl!” 
 
    In all my eighteen years I’d never been so frantic for a man’s approval as I was for Aiden’s.  I’d always had that little crush or self-deceiving lust for him, but never felt like doing exactly what he wanted was essential for my happiness.  I was sorry for asking permission to not follow his instructions, if only he’d give me another chance. 
 
    “I know how you can be a good girl,” he said. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Suck Daddy’s cock.” His fingers moved between my legs again, sliding my impossibly wet panties against my pussy. 
 
    “Mmmph!” I groaned and panted.  “I… I’m sorry, I don’t know how.” 
 
    Somehow, despite what he’d been saying, despite where his hand was, I managed to find the humility to blush at that admission.  My boyfriend certainly hadn’t ever asked for it and my principal had been too busy trying to get a condom on so he could fuck me, I was completely inexperienced. 
 
    “You’ll learn quick, I bet you’re a natural born cocksucker.” 
 
    Aiden was still so close, talking barely above a whisper right in my ear.  He nuzzled against me as he spoke and those magic vibrations made me shiver deliciously, especially with what he said next. 
 
    “Suck my cock, Lisa, and I’ll fuck you harder than you’ve ever dreamed, and I’ll cum inside you.  I promise, I’ll cum inside you and you’ll get pregnant.” 
 
    The idea was scary but, as Aiden stood up straight again, I was smiling from ear to ear.  I’d never been told anything so wonderful, so… romantic in my entire life.  The perfect man had just promised to take my virginity and get me pregnant in one fell swoop and I couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    “Take it out,” he commanded. 
 
    I reached to his zip and tugged it downwards, sitting on the edge of my bed with excitement, peering inside and feeling those butterflies in my stomach anticipating my first sight of his cock.  All I could see was the dark material of his boxers, so I slid my hand inside that warm gap and there it was, I could feel it through his underwear. 
 
    Even though it was still only semi-hard, I could tell it was already thicker than my principal’s and I felt my jaw dropping in fascination as I undid the button and worked my fingers inside his boxers to really feel it.  I slowly pulled the meaning of life out of my step-father’s pants and in that moment I knew what I was born to do. 
 
    “No hands now, Lisa, put them behind your back.” 
 
    I looked up at him in confusion, but did as he said, grasping my own wrist just over my ass before leaning forward  and angling my mouth upwards to take his hardening dick inside.  As soon as it touched my tongue I was in love with the flavour of it, the feel of it.  Truly, it was the essence of masculinity and power and I wanted to worship it. 
 
    My cheeks sucked in as I drew Aiden’s glorious cock deeper inside my mouth.  I felt it sliding against the inside of my cheeks and I rubbed my tongue along the underside, trying to map out and memorise every detail. 
 
    The rate of hardening quickly accelerated inside my mouth and I had to stop myself from reaching up and grasping the shaft when it was pushing so hard upwards.  The last thing I wanted to do was disobey my step-father. 
 
    Instead, I pursed my lips a bit more and swirled my tongue all around the head, making sure it was as wet and slippery as possible on all sides and slid easily with every movement either of us made.  It wasn’t long before Aiden’s cock was hard as granite inside my mouth and I looked up at him for instruction. 
 
    Aiden gathered my hair up into a rough ponytail at the back of my head.  “Just keep using your tongue like that, you sexy little fuck, I knew you’d be a natural.” 
 
    That massive piece of manhood began thrusting back and forth in my mouth, the bumpy ridge making a quick appearance in the open air at the beginning of each stroke before plunging back in.  I did exactly as he said, swirling my tongue on the bottom of his cock, feeling that same euphoric sensation wherever it touched me that I had felt with his hands between my legs. 
 
    The look on his face of a hunger being satisfied was almost reward enough for me.  I swelled with pride and began bobbing my head in time with his cock, trying to make him even happier. 
 
    If I got any wetter between my legs I might have slid off my bed.  I desperately wanted to put my hands up my skirt, pull my panties aside and rub at my clit for sweet release, but my need to do as the man of my house told me was even stronger. 
 
    I made do with gyrating my hips in time with the bobbing of my head, squirming against my bed as I sucked cock for the first time.  With such a close up view of his thick shaft, it was easy to imagine it was him rubbing up against my most private place, and the bombardment of sensations was almost as delicious as his hard dick. 
 
    Every rub against my bed sent shivers of delight up to my tummy, where it pooled and grew until I thought I was bare seconds away from climaxing during my inaugural blowjob.  Then, with his fist gripping my hair tightly, Aiden’s manhood hit the back of my throat for the first time and brought me back to reality. 
 
    There was no denying my gag reflex and my hands flew up to his thighs to try and push him away, which I only barely managed to do.  The next thing I knew, Aiden had a grip of his own cock, and was repeatedly slapping me in my upturned face with it, splattering me with saliva and pre-cum.  I tried to twist, turn and pull away further but the grip he had on my hair was too tight. 
 
    “Do you want to take my whole cock down your throat or do you just want me to cum on your face and make you wait another day to be fucked?” 
 
    His words jolted me as intensely as any horror movie jump-scare ever did.  “Don’t waste it, Daddy!” 
 
    I could feel the cool air on the mess on my face, contrasting with the heat of the blood that had rushed there when I had coughed and struggled for air.  When I had composed myself I could see that Aiden was waiting for something, and I already knew what it was. 
 
    “I’ll try to take it all,” I said. 
 
    “Open wide and stick your tongue out, princess,” said Aiden. 
 
    I did as he asked and immediately his hard cock, cooled from waving in the air to slap me, was sliding across my tongue again, and hit the back of my throat.  I bunched my fists up by my sides and forced myself to keep them there as Aiden pushed… and then pushed some more. 
 
    My face went bright red with the effort of restraining my gag reflex and my own hands as my step-father pushed forward with his hips and applied pressure on the back of my head.  Just when I thought he might do some real damage, I felt a kind of popping sensation and then the glorious awareness of hard dick sliding into me again. 
 
    The pressure almost immediately alleviated once the head was into my throat and I looked up at my brilliant step-father triumphantly, smiling as best as I was able around the thick rod gliding into me.  Aiden made a sound like he was slipping into a hot-tub after a long day at work, and after another couple seconds of steady advancement, my nose pressed against his pelvis. 
 
    Aiden pressed hard on the back of my head as if trying to get more than one hundred percent of his manhood in my mouth.  He may have only succeeded in another fraction of an inch, but I felt so proud of myself being able to take it. 
 
    My step-father’s head lolled back and he groaned in satisfaction in the general direction of heaven, without relenting the pressure he put on me.  In my head, I just kept repeating the fact to myself over and over again that I had an entire cock down my throat and I was going to take all of Aiden’s sperm to make the most perfect baby ever! 
 
    I could almost picture his creamy load jetting into me and my eyes practically rolled back in my head in ecstasy.  Wild horses couldn’t have kept my hands from between my legs as I at last caved into my needs, reached up my skirt and slid one finger along the length of my sopping wet folds, finishing at my hyper-sensitive clit. 
 
    Aiden pulled back until the head of his cock popped into my mouth and I took in a quick gasp of air just in time before he plunged his full length down my throat again.  My step-father and I quickly built up into our own complementary rhythms, him fucking my face and me furiously rubbing my clit from side to side as the pool of pleasure in my tummy grew towards bursting point. 
 
    Leaning down, Aiden reached down the front of my shirt and slipped his hand inside the cup of my bra while still maintaining his rhythmic thrusts into my throat.  Even my principal hadn’t managed to get to my tits, so my step-father would be the first man to touch there too. 
 
    As the squelching sounds of cock in mouth echoed around my room, Aiden squeezed my tit hard and my nipple was soon standing to attention.  He kneaded and massaged it, occasionally circling a finger around my sensitive pink tip and there was no holding me back. 
 
    My first moan was punctuated by Aiden’s ever-thrusting cock but, when he realised I was cumming right then and there, he pulled out and let me moan right on the head as if it was the world’s most intimate microphone.  I squeezed my eyes shut against the flashes of light as the most potent orgasm ever to assail a virgin rocked my body. 
 
    Continuing to flick my thumb over my clit, I slipped a finger inside my entrance as far as my hymen and felt my pleasure intensify beyond belief when my pussy had something to clench down on.  Slippery as I was, I could barely move my finger when my climax forced my muscles to flex involuntarily. 
 
    I felt like I was floating in the blackness of space, where up and down have no meaning.  My ears were full of the fuzzy sound of my own heartbeat and for all intents and purposes there was nothing in the universe except pleasure and me. 
 
    After a vague sensation of being moved, I opened my eyes and realised I was lying down on my bed and Aiden had removed all of his clothes.  I must have passed out for a minute, and I was still quivering from the tail end of my orgasm when my step-father climbed between my legs. 
 
    That cock of his, so thick and hard, partially obscured my view of his abs and I wondered in my post-orgasmic haze if he had a pill for both of those too.  Either way, knew I was about to receive the full benefit of his intentions when he reached up my skirt and pulled my panties down my thighs. 
 
    “Will you be gentle?” I asked, lifting my legs straight in the air and pointing my toes so he could remove my underwear completely. 
 
    “There’s only one way to fuck a tight little slut like you, and that’s as hard as possible,” he said, grasping his cock and rubbing the tip slowly along the length of my sex, as I dropped my legs on either side of him. 
 
    Even with that minimal contact, I could feel the size of it, the weight of it, and I knew I was going to struggle no matter how good it felt.  I swallowed hard. 
 
    “OK, Daddy… but…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Will you… please, will you tell me I’m a good girl?” 
 
    One side of Aiden’s mouth pulled up in a lop-sided smile and he leaned over me, taking his weight on one arm while carefully guiding the swollen head of his cock to my entrance with his other hand.  Once more I felt his breath on my ear, tickling me a little in contrast with his rough stubble on my neck. 
 
    “You are a good girl, Lisa.  You’re my favourite, the most fertile girl in the world.” 
 
    His words forced my legs apart even more assuredly than his body did, and I felt him begin to push forward and put serious pressure on the tightness of my opening.  I threw my arms around his neck and held on for dear life as he turned my sex into a burning ring of fire. 
 
    “Ow!  Owowowowowwwww!  Daddy, it hurts!” 
 
    “It’s OK princess, it’ll be all better soon, shhh.” 
 
    Despite the impossibility of his size, I was wet enough that he never needed to pause.  There was a constant sensation of sliding dick, and of getting fuller and fuller. 
 
    The tip of his cock touched my hymen and he pulled his head up to look me in the eye, making sure we were locked on to each other, before a short, sharp, thrust of his hips made my virginity disappear like he was a magician.  I yelped and held him close as I felt his cock resume its slower pace inwards and my pussy was filled more than I could have dreamed was possible. 
 
    When our bodies met and I felt his balls, so heavy with sperm, come to rest on my ass, I’d never felt closer to another human being in my whole life.  Maybe when I was pregnant there would be a challenge to the title, but for now, my step-father and I were practically one person. 
 
    Aiden pulled his cock back, almost completely out, and then pushed it in again, leaning down and kissing me to cut off my squeal of pain and pleasure.  As he built up to a steady rhythm, he maintained that kiss, stealing my breath away, making me moan wordlessly as he took his pleasure from my supple young body. 
 
    My pussy was a burning tunnel of sensations.  It had hugged my finger tightly, and there was no comparison between that and Aiden’s cock.  He fucked me harder and harder until his balls were slapping loudly on my ass, against the shallow rivers of our combined juices that were leaking out of my newly deflowered slit. 
 
    Just when I thought a man couldn’t fuck any harder or faster, Aiden kept on finding another gear to go up to.  He kissed me relentlessly until I was literally breathless and I felt another flush rising from my belly, over my chest and to my face as the heat from my pussy seemed to warm my whole body. 
 
    Aiden curled one arm around the back of my neck, holding on to my shoulder for a better grip, putting his weight on that side as he squeezed my breast with his other hand and continued ramping up his pace and power.  My whole body was shaking and I realised what the flush and that spreading warmth meant.  I was going to cum again, his cock was going to make me cum. 
 
    I held myself on the verge for as long as I could, daring myself to prolong my sweet torture, but it felt too good, the promise was too big.  When Aiden changed his technique, driving into me with hard, grinding thrusts that seemed to hit some magic spot inside me, I was done. 
 
    I tore my mouth away from Aiden’s kisses to let loose a wordless orgasmic scream of lust and ultimate satisfaction that could not be held in.  I didn’t care that my mom was probably somewhere in the house, I didn’t care that the entire block could probably hear how well I was getting fucked, if I bottled the truth up inside me, I would burst. 
 
    Once again, waves of euphoric muscle contractions rolled through my body, and I squeezed down on Aiden’s cock.  He groaned and cursed in my ear, calling me every wonderfully dirty name in the book as I felt the first hot splash of his treasured semen deposited in my fertile depths. 
 
    Somehow, despite my vice-like grip, Aiden managed to jack-hammer his cock in and out of my teen pussy as he jetted more and more of his creamy load inside me.  I was riding high on my own climax, feeling so full of joy at what the future held for me, and every huge splash of cum fuelled my fire until we were both a sweaty panting mess. 
 
    I had no idea how long it took for me to catch my breath, I felt so comfortable and so much more satisfied than after any orgasm I managed to give myself, I never wanted to move.  I wanted us to fall asleep just like this.  I only had one thing I wanted to say. 
 
    “We should have done this sooner, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I burst into my parents’ room holding the tiny stick in my hand, jumping on their bed between them as they thrashed around with the covers in mild shock at the loud and unannounced interruption to their Saturday morning sleep in.  They stared at my smiling face with bleary eyes and asked me what the hell I was doing as I snuggled in between them. 
 
    Without a word, I held up the pregnancy test, which showed the two triumphant lines.  If all went well, then my mom and I would give birth within a few weeks of each other.  We celebrated with a massive hug.  The future was looking so good. 
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    It would have been a fantastic summer vacation if I was about eight years younger.  Camping with my mom and step-dad, Wyatt, was OK, but it was supposed to be my last summer with all my friends before we all went to our respective colleges and I was out here in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    On one hand, I was glad there was nobody around when my mom tried to get Wyatt and I involved in a three-person campfire singalong, but the last few days I’d been increasingly wanting some company.  Specifically, I was getting desperate for my boyfriend, Blake. 
 
    That in itself was weird, I liked him, he was one of the hottest guys in school after all, but I’d never let my lust get out of control before.  I’d always promised him he’d be my first, but I would let him know when I was ready and that moment had never come. 
 
    If I had known that this summer would be the one when some switch was flicked in my body and I suddenly couldn’t get sex out of my mind then I probably would have put up more resistance to this particular choice of holiday.  As it was, Wyatt had given me an offer I couldn’t refuse. 
 
    There aren’t that many options for summer jobs for students where we’re from, so when Wyatt let me know about a clinical trial his company was doing for some new multi-vitamin, and the kind of dollars they were paying out, he had my attention.  It would take me a year to earn that working at the supermarket as a checkout girl. 
 
    All I had to do was take my pill each morning and let him prick my finger with this little finger-pricking thing afterwards.  He collected the little droplet of blood and put it on a small plastic tab, which then went into a machine that displayed some numbers that meant nothing to me.  He’d record them in a notebook and that was it.  The only condition was that I had to come along for the family vacation, so here I was. 
 
    This morning I woke up from a dream where Blake had been fucking me.  This was no gentle love-making, he was giving it to me like the world was about to end, pounding the bejesus out of me, and I was loving it. 
 
    I was wetter than the lake we were camping next to when my eyes fluttered open and all I could think of was that image of him between my legs, that rhythmic slapping sound, that glorious feeling of fullness.  For the first time in my life, my hand snaked down between my legs and I brought myself to a pillow-bitingly satisfying climax. 
 
    Wild horses couldn’t have kept that hand from my pussy that morning, and if I had known how good it felt to orgasm like that, I definitely would have started a lot earlier in life.  The sex-fog in my brain cleared for a while and I dressed before unzipping my section of our family-sized and compartmentalised tent to crawl into the common area, and then stepped out to our little campsite feeling like I was glowing. 
 
    “Having bad dreams, honey?” My mom was frying some bacon on the camping stove. 
 
    “What?  No, why?” I said, blushing and fearing the worst. 
 
    “You were just making some funny noises through the night, that’s all.” 
 
    “Oh.  I can’t remember.” 
 
    Wyatt gave me an undecipherable look.  “Time for your multi-vitamin, Maddie,” he said. 
 
    I held out my hands and took the pill and water he offered then sat on a log while he did his blood test thing.  For some reason I was mesmerised by the way his biceps bulged and filled the arm-holes of his shirt.  I found myself silently betting that he could lift me up like I was nothing and whisk me away for… 
 
    I shook my head to clear it.  That was crazy talk.  Wyatt was no Johnny-Come-Lately in our lives, he was pretty much the only father I had ever known, he’d been involved in every part of my upbringing and I not-so-secretly idolised him. 
 
    Despite my best efforts, the idea seemed to take seed in my mind and I felt all fluttery in my belly whenever I let myself look at him for too long.  I excused myself to go for a walk along one of the trails through the forest, thinking that all I needed was some fresh air to breathe some sense into me. 
 
    Well, just before lunch I was leaning against a tree, my pants around my ankles and my legs bent enough for me to get my fingers to my eager pussy again.  By the time I was done, I had rivulets of my own juices running down my inner thighs and some light scratches on my back from the rough bark. 
 
    I basked in yet another self-induced afterglow, squeezing my own breasts and alternately imagining it was Wyatt or Blake’s hands on me.  Those thoughts of Wyatt were so unspeakably forbidden that I couldn’t help but blush in embarrassment, despite how hot they made me. 
 
    The walk back to the campsite was made on shaky legs and things didn’t get any better for me from there.  My sleep that night was interrupted no less than four times by dreams of getting fucked so hard that it felt like the hard thrusts shook me awake and I had to finish myself off before I could get any more shuteye. 
 
    In the morning when Wyatt was taking his blood sample, I was biting my bottom lip trying to stop myself from begging him to shove his cock as far down my throat as he could.  I’d never even touched a hard dick before, aside from what I felt of Blake through our clothes, but my mind was begging me to do Wyatt any favours I could if only he would pop my cherry and put a huge, huge, load of sperm deep inside me.  I was losing it. 
 
    Later on, while the three of us were fishing from a log at the side of the lake, we spotted a kayak with a couple people slowly paddling towards us.  I was practically shaking with need by this point.  I’d had my girly pink fishing pole planted between my legs and I was doing my best to discreetly rub against it, hoping and praying that my parents wouldn’t notice when their precious little angle came like a slut on the Christmas present they’d given me a couple years ago. 
 
    When the kayakers came closer I saw that it was a man and a woman.  He was at the back, she was in front and heavily pregnant.  They hailed us cheerfully and I was caught off guard by the surge of overwhelming jealousy I felt for her. 
 
    She’s going to have a baby!  How come she gets to be pregnant and I don’t!  It’s not fair!  Aaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh, I’d be a better fuck for her husband, my pussy would be a thousand times tighter!  Grrrrrr! 
 
    “Maddie?” my mom prompted. 
 
    I shook my head and saw that everybody was looking at me. 
 
    “Say hi,” my mom urged. 
 
    “Oh.  Sorry.  Hi.  Daydreaming there I think.” 
 
    My parents made small talk with the couple, who turned out to be newlyweds on their honeymoon hoping their firstborn wouldn’t arrive before they finished their little trip.  I concentrated on the guy, Malcolm, and managed to catch his eye. 
 
    After a glance to the left at everybody else, I parted my legs just enough to make sure he could see all the way up to what was no doubt my see-through-wet white panties and silently mouthed ‘fuck me’ as clearly as I could. 
 
    Malcolm looked around nervously and gulped.  I saw his wife cast a fleeting look in my direction and quickly assumed a more modest pose.  My heart leapt when my mom invited the two of them to camp with us for the day. 
 
    “Oh, no we couldn’t impose,” said the young mother-to-be. 
 
    “It might be nice to break up the journey a bit, you know, so you can get your rest,” suggested Malcolm, his eyes darting between his wife and me. 
 
    “No, no, I’m fine.  We’ve got a schedule to keep, lazybones,” she laughed.  “It was so nice to meet you all, anyway.  We’ll get out of your hair now.” 
 
    I hoped I said a polite goodbye, the truth was that all I could hear was the booming of my heart in my ears and my mind screaming in wordless frustration.  Malcolm cast one longing look over his shoulder as they paddled away and then they were too distant to make out such details. 
 
    That night as I tossed and turned in my section of the tent, assaulted one after the other by countless depraved fantasies, I found myself sucking on the wet fingers of one hand while touching myself with the others, then swapping them around.  I tasted good, if I did say so myself. 
 
    The next thing I knew, I heard the zip to my parents’ section, followed by a little rustling of the canvas and then the zip to my section.  My breath caught in my throat, had I been moaning?  Loudly?  I waited, my face blushing furiously in the darkness, for what was sure to be a humiliating talk with my mother. 
 
    “Hey, princess.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    I was slightly taken aback by the sound of Wyatt’s voice and hurriedly pulled my hand out of my pyjama bottoms when I realised I still had one finger hooked into my virgin tunnel.  My brow furrowed when I heard him shuffling inside and zipping us in together. 
 
    Wyatt laid himself down alongside me and almost instantly I could smell that wonderful manly, musky, cologne of his, that scent that was so him.  I took a breath to ask him what he was doing, and instead ended up just inhaling that smell deeply and pursing my lips when a jolt of pleasure that shot from between my legs to my belly, where it glowed all warm and fuzzy. 
 
    My step-father put his arm casually over my stomach, as he propped his head up on his other hand.  “You’ve been acting kinda funny lately, wouldn’t you say, Madeline?” 
 
    All I could think was that a real live man was touching me, I could feel his heat through my pyjama top, maybe even on a little bit of my bare navel where there was a gap between it and the bottoms.  My heart was beating a mile a minute and I felt like hyperventilating, but I still struggled to keep myself in check.  This was Wyatt, this was daddy, not some random guy, not Blake.  I couldn’t do this, I couldn’t even think this. 
 
    Get a hold of yourself, Maddie! 
 
    “Hmm? Oh… uh… I don’t k now.  City girl trapped in the wilderness?  Or something?” 
 
    “I’ve got something to confess,” said Wyatt. 
 
    His hand moved around a little, accidently pushing my pyjama top up enough so that his entire palm was now flat on my bare stomach.  My skin was all tingly where he touched, halfway between a tickle and an orgasm.  I squirmed a little when I felt a trickle of pussy juice leak out of my slit. 
 
    “Uh… I’m not a priest.  Can it wait until morning?  I really need it to wait until morning.  Please?” 
 
    “No.  It’s about those pills you’ve been taking.” 
 
    “W-what about them?” 
 
    I felt his fingers slip under my pyjama top and move to the bottom of my rib cage.  This was going too far, this couldn’t be a mistake… could it?  I should have been pushing his hand away, but I was too embarrassed to make a big deal about something when he might not even be aware of the effect he was having on me.  Plus, holy sweet fuck did it feel good to have him touch my bare skin.  I wanted him to touch me everywhere.  Some places more than others. 
 
    “They’re not multi-vitamins,” he said. 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “It’s a fertility drug.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, incredulously. 
 
    “That’s right, princess.” Wyatt leaned in close and I could feel his hot breath on my ear as he spoke.  “It’s not even on the market.  One of the guys I work with developed it and he let me have some after that last ‘bring your kid to work day’.” 
 
    “But… why?” 
 
    Wyatt’s fingers were perilously close to one heaving breast under my pyjama top now.  My nipples were so hard that they hurt with every breath that made them rub against the soft material. 
 
    “He saw how fucking hot you were and how I looked at you.” 
 
    I gasped at that.  Wyatt had once grounded me for using that word, it was insane to hear it come from his lips now, never mind in this context.  In the same breath, I felt a wave of pride wash over me.  The sexiest man on the planet, the nicest, the best one, was almost groping my tit and he thought I was hot. 
 
    “I said you were an under-sexed little tease and he told me he had something that could fix that, make you perfect.  Well, he didn’t need to ask me twice, and that’s what you are now, princess.  Perfect.” 
 
    “This is wrong, Daddy,” I whispered half-heartedly, terrified he would agree and come to his senses. 
 
    “I don’t care.  You were born to be fucked as hard as I can fuck you, Maddie.  You.  Are.  Mine.” 
 
    His hand closed the last inch and squeezed my firm teen breast, ending with a pinch of my nipple that sparked another electric jolt of ecstasy between my legs.  I gasped and squirmed under his touch. 
 
    “You want to know a secret?” he asked. 
 
    I couldn’t answer, instead I turned my head nuzzling against his rough masculine stubble, seeking his mouth.  Wyatt kissed me harder than I’d ever been kissed in my life, like he was going to devour me right there. 
 
    My mouth was forced wide open and our tongues danced.  I wondered if he could taste any of my sweet nectar that I’d been so enamoured with a few short minutes ago.  When our lips parted I was positively panting, and he continued as if I’d answered his question in the affirmative. 
 
    “I have it on good authority that, at this point in time, there is no girl in the entire world as fertile as you.  The guy at work said you’d practically get pregnant if I looked at you sideways, but that’s nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you.  I’ve been saving up a big load for you, Maddie.  You’re going to cum so hard when you take it.” 
 
    “P-pregnant?” I stuttered, breathlessly. 
 
    “Oh yes.”  Wyatt moved his hand to my other breast and I felt myself arching my back to push myself into his cupped palm more firmly. 
 
    “Can’t,” I protested weakly. 
 
    “Oh really?  Well, tell me what you think of condoms.” 
 
    I pictured the god awful little piece of rubber in my mind and felt my nose screw up in disgust.  Although it would have been difficult for him to see me in the darkness, I heard him chuckle quietly. 
 
    “Exactly.  And tell me what you think of this.” 
 
    Wyatt’s hand moved away from my breast and I pouted, but only for a moment because he took my hand, fingers still slick from my interrupted masturbation, and placed it on the huge bulge at the front of his boxers. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuck,” I whispered, feeling a shockwave of pleasure push me to the edge of orgasm without anything even touching my sensitive clit. 
 
    “You want that don’t you, little girl?  You want to be Daddy’s little slut, don’t you?” 
 
    My fingers explored the length, the girth, of that work of art he was hiding in his boxers.  I’d never felt anything like it, never felt anything that I wanted so badly. 
 
    “Mmmmmm.” It wasn’t a yes or a no, it was sexual desperation. 
 
    Wyatt reached up and took a fistful of my hair, making me face him directly.  “Tell me, Maddie.  Say it.” 
 
    I squeezed that glorious cock hard, and squeezed my eyes shut just as tightly for a moment before looking at him in defeat. 
 
    “I… I want to be your little… slut, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes you do.  First you’re gonna do something for me though.” 
 
    Wyatt pushed himself up to his knees and I felt his boxers tugged down under my hand.  Before I knew what was happening, I had my fingers wrapped most of the way around a hard throbbing cock. 
 
    I gave it a few experimental strokes while my step-father practically tore my pyjama bottoms from my body.  There was no telling where they went in the dim light, but he didn’t give me any time to think about that, instead shifting position again so that we were in a kind of sideways sixty-nine arrangement. 
 
    “What about Mom?” I asked, seeing the big hard dick only inches from my face and knowing my mother was only a few feet away. 
 
    “When I told her tonight was the night she said to have fun and took a sleeping pill.  She’s out until morning.  She knows exactly what’s going on.” 
 
    I tried to wrap my mind around the idea that my mom both knew and was somehow OK with this, but Wyatt reached out and curled his hand around my hip, pulling me on top of him in one smooth motion.  One second I was on my back, with my head on my pillow, the next I was draped over my step-father with his head between my legs and mine nuzzling his cock. 
 
    His stubble tickled my inner thighs, tantalisingly close to my most private place, and made my legs quiver with anticipation. I felt his hot breath on my sex at the same moment he grabbed me by the hair again with one hand, while using the other to direct his cock at my lips. 
 
    I opened my mouth as much out of surprise as to accept him inside me and felt that fat piece of manhood slide over my lips and tongue to a snug fit.  With a few tentative swirls of my tongue I explored the head of his cock, feeling all around that bumpy ridge, and I was rewarded with a sigh of satisfaction from Wyatt that puffed out on my pussy and made me quiver all over again. 
 
    “Good girl, Maddie, suck that cock good and I’ll fuck you just the way you need it, I’ll get you pregnant, I promise.” 
 
    As much as was possible with such a specimen in my mouth, I smiled happily and sucked like he said.  My cheeks pulled in around the sides of his shaft and I began bobbing my head like I’d seen on a naughty video at a friend’s house one time. 
 
    Wyatt groaned in ecstasy and let go of my head, his hands sliding from my shoulders, along my back and finally coming to rest on my bare ass, which he grabbed tightly and then spanked hard. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I squealed around his cock and then moaned on it as he rubbed what I was sure would be a fiery hand-print on one cheek.  He kissed first one inner thigh, and then the other before pecking his way the last couple of inches and giving me my first delicate kiss on my virgin pussy. 
 
    With one long lick, his tongue traced the length of my slit, starting with my little go-button and delving into my tunnel to lap up my juices.  Judging by the sounds he made, he enjoyed them even more than I did. 
 
    He pushed up with his hips to meet my bobbing motions each time, filling my mouth with his masculine presence and sending me in a jet-powered car across the salt-flats to the cliff of orgasm with his masterful tongue. 
 
    I felt my sex practically gushing for him, producing my natural lubricants almost as fast as he could lap them up as he started thrusting even harder, fucking my face.  When he turned his attentions solely to my clit and flicked his tongue there, letting my juices flow over his face like he was standing under the fountain of youth, there was no choice in holding myself back.  My daddy was going to make me cum harder than I could have dreamed possible. 
 
    Every muscle in my body clenched and then fluttered with thrumming bliss, and I felt my thighs clamp down on his head as he teased every last iota of pleasure out of my clit with his tongue like a master.  I lost track of which way was up or down, my whole world was nothing but cock in my mouth and ecstasy between my legs. 
 
    In the midst of my climax, Wyatt wrapped one arm around the small of my back and pushed down on the back of my head with his other hand while thrusting hard with his cock.  There was nowhere else for it to go, it forced its way into my throat and my air supply was cut off at a time when I needed it most. 
 
    I couldn’t see it, but I could feel my face going red with the pressure of needing to breathe and somehow it only seemed to intensify my pleasure.  My step-father had a firm grip on me, there was nowhere to go, and he was intent on shoving as much cock into me as he could. 
 
    My chin was pressed hard against his pelvis and my nose was right over his balls as he continued to flick that tongue over my hyper-sensitive clit.  I felt tears of effort streaming from my eyes when he finally relented and pulled himself out of my mouth. 
 
    I coughed and gasped, feeling like I’d just run up a mountain as Wyatt rolled me to the side.  I wasn’t halfway to catching my breath before he was between my legs. 
 
    In the shadowy light I could see that thick cock looming over me intimidatingly, and Wyatt leaned forward, putting his hand on my neck.  Keeping a firm grip there, he let his other hand roam up one leg and then over each of my breasts through my pyjama top. 
 
    “You.  Are.  Mine.” He repeated. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy, all yours.  I want your babies!” 
 
    “Good girl, Madeline.” 
 
    His hand left my neck and with one firm motion he gripped each side of my pyjama top and tore it apart, sending the buttons flying.  Wyatt lowered his mouth to each of my nipples, kneading and sucking on them with urgency. 
 
    Without any conscious thought, I cradled his head against my chest, holding him against me and let my other hand roam over his muscular body.  He was truly chiselled and I slowly squirmed and inched downwards as if my pussy was seeking out his cock of its own accord. 
 
    Wyatt sat up again and took that hard rod in his hand, pushing his powerful weapon in the direction of my completely inexperienced slit.  I gasped when the fat tip touch my virginal petals, it just had this sense of power and weight to it, and I felt so delicate in comparison. 
 
    Outweighing any apprehension, though, I wanted it inside me.  I wanted him to use all his strength to force it in, to take me, claim me like in my dreams the past few nights.  I wanted… 
 
    “Fuck me like a slut, Daddy,” I said, spreading my legs even further, offering up to him the most prized possession I had. 
 
    Wyatt let out a breathy growl and pushed the tip of his cock, so slippery from my own natural lubricants, at my tight opening.  I sucked air in through my teeth and my hands flew to the blanket under me, holding on for dear life. 
 
    He kept pushing and pushing, and my pussy was slowly stretched out over his girth, feeling more taut than I would have dreamed was possible.  I let out that previously sucked-in breath in the form of a little squealing grunt as tears welled up in my eyes again for the second time in only a few minutes. 
 
    “Ow!  Owowowowow, Daddy!  It hurts… keep going!  I need it, I need it all!  Ow!” 
 
    I felt the tip of his cock meet the token resistance of my hymen at the same moment as my eager but unpractised pussy lips accepted that bumpy ridge my tongue had explored earlier.  A sheen of sweat stood out on my forehead as I let out a sigh of relief, which was suddenly transformed into a yelp as Wyatt held on to my shoulders and drove the remaining length of his huge dick into me all at once, popping my cherry at full power. 
 
    “Holy shit you’re tight, Maddie.  Tightest pussy I ever felt, you sexy little bitch.” 
 
    I couldn’t respond with actual English words.  He wouldn’t have to fuck me hard with a cock that size to make it an intense experience, and as he immediately pulled back and slammed into me with enough force to make his balls slap loudly on my ass, I knew he wasn’t going to hold back.  He was going to do exactly what I had just asked him to do. 
 
    I moaned with each thrust as he wrapped one arm around the back of my neck and held on to my shoulder, pulling me down against his jack-hammering cock to fuck me with body-shaking force.  The sound of his hard length sawing into me was punctuated every time with the appreciative clap of his balls on my ass and the sensation of my firm tits jiggling with the impact. 
 
    My pussy was absolutely on fire with the barrage of sensation.  Eighteen years of nothing only to be suddenly punished by a cock big enough to worship as a god, I was lucky I was so fucking wet and horny. 
 
    I yelped and squealed, driven halfway insane by everything I was feeling, but when that fire started taking on a tingling sensation that reminded me more than a little bit about the climax I’d just had, I went comparatively quiet for a few seconds.  It was a moment of clarity in the midst of the hardest fuck a virgin girl ever took from a step-father. 
 
    Your daddy is going to get you pregnant. 
 
    The thought marched around my head for a while and then found a good place to settle.  I smiled and laced my fingers behind his neck, letting this buzzing ball of pleasure grow inside of me, fuelled by this magnificent cock that I could barely manage to fit and this incomparable man who deserved to fuck me above all others.  I.  Was.  His. 
 
    Wyatt pulled my legs up over his shoulders and leaned forward, raising my ass up to meet his ever-thrusting cock, letting his length stroke my untouched depths and brush against my cervix.  I never thought one person could be so full of dick and that ridge tickled a particularly sensitive spot with every stroke.  It was only a few minutes before I felt myself flung over the edge of that cliff again as my step-father brought me to the second orgasm of our little baby-making exercise. 
 
    “Uuuuuhhhhnnnnn… I’m c-coming for you, Daddy…” 
 
    My pussy muscles clamped down on his cock like a slippery vice and it felt like my whole body was vibrating with ecstasy.  Wyatt grunted and fucked me at a manic pace for a few seconds, the slap of our bodies meeting sounding like giant playing cards against the spokes of a giant bicycle. 
 
    I felt him stop for a fraction of a second and then a hot splash of semen against my cervix, then another hard stroke and another spurt.  Wyatt held me tight, making sure I was exactly where he wanted me to be as he pumped jet after jet of sperm into his newly-deflowered step-daughter. 
 
    Every deposit of creamy cum seemed to stoke the fire of my own pleasure and I screamed affirmatives and expletives that people probably heard across the lake or across the state.  I’d never felt so assaulted by ecstasy in my life and I never wanted it to stop. 
 
    Eventually it had to stop though, and the two of us relished the afterglow of our sex.  My ears were ringing in the sudden silence, it seemed like all the wildlife of the forest within earshot had fled for their lives and the only thing to listen to was the sound of Wyatt kissing me, his cock still hard, thick, and buried to the hilt inside of me. 
 
    “I’ve never cum so much in my life, princess,” Wyatt breathed. 
 
    “You mean it?” I squirmed with pride, feeling his masculine presence all the more clearly when I did so. 
 
    “Cross my heart.  I’m so glad we’ve got another eight days here.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Where have you been, honey?” My mom called from the living room as I walked in the door. 
 
    “The library.” 
 
    “On a Friday night?” 
 
    “Yup, I found a book we should maybe all look at together.” 
 
    I pulled said book out of my backpack and then dropped the backpack on the floor next to my shoes and found my parents sitting on the couch together watching a movie.  Wyatt hit pause as I sat down and wriggled between them, holding the book on my lap so they couldn’t see the cover. 
 
    “Well?  What is it, Maddie?” Wyatt asked. 
 
    With a fluttering heart I moved my hands out of the way to reveal the title ‘10,001 Baby Names’ and looked at each one of them nervously.  Even though I knew they were both fully aware of what had been going on in this house since the camping trip, it was still hard to shake that generally accepted belief that if you get pregnant as a teenager your whole family will disown you. 
 
    That notion was quickly dismissed when I felt their hugs envelope me from either side, my mom showering praises on me in one ear and Wyatt whispering about what a sexy little fucktoy I was in the other.  I’d never been happier and the weight dropped easily from my shoulders.  The future was looking so good. 
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    It's the summer before college for inexperienced brat Nadine, and disaster has struck. The scholarship she thought was hers has fallen through and she doesn't have enough time left to earn what she needs. Thankfully, her BFF knows about a nice safe clinical trial for a pharmaceutical company that's paying crazy money, and best of all the man of her house, Taylor, can help her with it. 

After a few weeks... things start getting weird for Nadine. She's been brought up right, but suddenly she's having thoughts that are pushing her beyond the limits of her willpower. She can't get these depraved images of men out of her mind and she's being driven green with envy every time she sees a pregnant woman! She doesn't have a boyfriend, the local priest won't satisfy her cravings and the guy at the mall is done before his pants are even off. She's wet and wild and absolutely needs relief! 

When Taylor tells her the truth about what she's been taking, that she is now almost certainly the most fertile woman on the planet, and that these side-effects were all planned for his benefit, she can hardly believe what she's hearing. Even more unbelievable is what her body is telling her, that it would be the greatest thing in the world for Taylor to take her hard and without protection before she explodes with lust! 

Taylor is almost too big and he's going to make sure this first time really counts! 
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    ***** 
 
    Friends like Madeline were hard to find.  We grew up together and everybody always talked about how inseparable we were.  Maddie and Naddie, the terrible twosome. 
 
    We were a lot alike, for a start, and had pretty similar experiences growing up, like how we barely ever knew our real fathers and how our Moms had remarried when we were still young.  It was just one more thing for us to bond over. 
 
    Our paths diverged a little at high school when I was sent to an all-girls boarding school and she stayed in the town we grew up in.  That didn’t stop us from keeping in contact and catching up during every holiday. 
 
    I was so jealous of her, hearing the stories about all the attention she got from the boys at her school.  Some of the guys I remembered had really filled out nicely, but she never seemed to feel like the time was right for her. 
 
    I supposed that was one area that we were different.  Spending year after year surrounded by nothing but girls, even the entire staff was female, I was feeling kind of stir crazy.  I would have jumped at the boys with open legs if half of the things Maddie told me were true. 
 
    As it was, even my holidays back home were too busy with dance practice for me to go to parties and stuff.  I barely had enough time to catch up with Madeline, and we always promised chicks before dicks. 
 
    The only guy who paid me any attention was my step father, Taylor.  I was ashamed to admit to myself that he’d become my go-to fantasy after lights-out either at home or back at school. 
 
    I tried to resist it, but the longer I went without touching myself, the more irresistible the thought of him became.  Time and again, before I knew it, I was rationalising it, telling myself it was harmless puppy love, telling myself that there was no such thing as a thought-crime and boom my fingers were between my legs and the mere thought of him sent me to a pillow-biting climax. 
 
    Now that I was eighteen, and Maddie and I were going to the same college after summer, I felt relieved, like I would finally be thrown into the big wide world and I’d be able to know what it was like to have a guy all lost in the throes of sexual need, concentrating everything he had on me.  I’d have some other guys to take Taylor’s prized place in my hierarchy of lust. 
 
    Then disaster struck.  We weren’t poor or anything, but my parents had always insisted that once I turned eighteen, I was going to be treated like an adult and that meant paying my own way. 
 
    College wasn’t going to be cheap and I had to choose to either work during my holidays and find a job once I got there, or apply myself at school and see if I couldn’t get a scholarship.  I thought I’d try for the scholarship first, then I could always get a job if I didn’t get selected. 
 
    Well, surprise surprise, I got the scholarship, so I didn’t bother applying for any jobs when I returned for the summer break.  Instead I concentrated on keeping in shape so I could be ready for the dance tryouts when the semester started. 
 
    Who knew that there could be problems with scholarship funds after they’d said that they were allocated to you?  Not me.  Suddenly I was left with no scholarship and not enough time to earn what I needed. 
 
    Maddie came back from her family camping trip and I cried on her shoulder about it.  She told me she had an idea, but she’d have to check with her step-dad about it. 
 
    I couldn’t begin to describe what it felt like to have that ray of hope again.  The last thing I wanted was to miss out on the opportunity to share the college experience with Maddie and catch up on everything a teenage girl could have done to her by a guy. 
 
    It was the very next evening when I came home from the gym to find Taylor waiting for me.  He called me into the living room and explained that there was a clinical trial going on for the pharmaceutical company Maddie’s step-dad worked for and I could take part in it. 
 
    The best part?  The pay was insane, especially for the amount of work involved.  I could earn everything I needed in the remainder of the summer break and I could do it all from home, with Taylor taking the blood tests required each morning. 
 
    Taylor looked me up and down, and my silly imagination could have sworn he lingered on the curves of my breasts for a moment.  That was just the puppy love talking though. 
 
    “Maddie and Wyatt laid out a pretty… convincing case that this is a good and safe thing to do.  Your mom’s having her mid-life crisis road trip with the girls the next few weeks, which is convenient with how squeamish she’d get around the blood tests.  You… uh… know how she is.” 
 
    My mom sometimes fainted at the mere thought of blood, so yeah, she’d freak out if she was around and knew what was going on in her house.   It seemed like a dream come true, so I took the little bottle Taylor gave me and popped my first pill right away. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I’d always considered myself a really sexual person trapped in a celibate situation, but as the weeks went on, my libido went into overdrive.  I guessed part of it was just the excitement of finally being eighteen and being about to embark on what everybody always said was the craziest sexual experimentation time of their lives… but holy fuck I could not stop thinking about cocks. 
 
    Big, hard, straight, thick, thrusting cocks.  All for me.  Ahhhh! 
 
    After a night spent teased by dream after dream of sex where it felt like every man I’d ever met, and some my imagination created out of thin air, had their way with me, I woke up to find my pyjama bottoms absolutely soaked with my own juices.  My muscles were sore like I’d been through a hell of a workout, but I wanted more. 
 
    Not only that, but the thoughts I was having about Taylor as he took my blood test that morning were downright scary.  I couldn’t stop myself from licking my lips as I saw how his arms filled out the arm-holes of his shirt, or when I caught a glimpse of his chest down the front of that shirt as he leaned over. 
 
    He was so fit, so masculine, I bet getting fucked by him was like getting hit by a freight train of cock.  I shook my head to try to get these thoughts out of my mind, and felt the cool air on a sheen of sweat on my forehead from the effort of keeping my mouth clamped shut. 
 
    How I managed it, I had no idea.  All I wanted in the world was to advise him about just how good my pussy would feel wrapped around his hard dick, about how he could bareback me as much as he wanted because condoms were yucky, and how we weren’t really related so it was OK. 
 
    As soon as he had his sample and was sticking the little plastic tab into the machine Maddie’s step-dad had loaned us, I excused myself and I got the hell out of dodge.  I stepped out of the front gate and looked around frantically for somebody with a hard dick. 
 
    On the corner of my street was a church.  I stood on the sidewalk chewing my fingernails for a full minute, swaying from side to side and waging a huge internal debate with myself.  Just that tiny movement made my panties rub against my pussy and excited me to even more alarming levels and I felt a thin trickle of my own slippery nectar running down my inner thigh. 
 
    I decided to go inside, though not to be absolved of my sins. 
 
    The door shut with an ominous boom that echoed in the completely unpopulated hall.  Row after row of benches faced the altar, and a little candle was lit over a booth off to the side.  I went to it immediately. 
 
    What followed was not one of the world’s great theological discussions.  I left after the priest started flicking holy water at me through the mesh-covered window that separated us. 
 
    I went to the mall and found a college guy stacking shelves in a department store for a summer job and dragged him into a secluded storeroom.  I was on my knees in front of him ready to give my first blowjob when I pulled his pants down and discovered he’d already blown his load. 
 
    For some reason, this seemed like the most heinous crime I’d ever heard of.  It was like finding the cure for cancer and then throwing it in the incinerator.  I stormed out in disgust. 
 
    I found an older guy leaning against a wall and sidled up to him.  It wasn’t long before I was rubbing my pussy against his upper thigh as he kissed me and I almost came right on the spot with the hope that I’d finally found somebody who I didn’t live with who could scratch my itch. 
 
    Then his wife showed up and started making a scene.  I wondered what her problem was, but security escorted me out the front doors anyway.  They didn’t even pay any attention when I told them they could take turns with me. 
 
    As I was leaving, I saw a woman with her two kids entering the mall.  My jaw dropped at her sheer… audacity.  She had two kids already and she was pregnant with another one?  And I didn’t have any?  It wasn’t fair! 
 
    I went red in the face and stormed off before I gave her a piece of my mind.  Before I knew it, I was at Maddie’s house, hammering on the door.  She always talked about hearing her step-dad really giving it to her mom at night so I hoped I could catch him alone. 
 
    My heart leapt when Wyatt opened the door, but then I saw Maddie was right behind him and they both looked really red in the face as if they’d been in the living room exercising along with some aerobics video.  That was weird, but I didn’t have any time for such considerations. 
 
    “Hi Mr. Oliver… uh… hi, Maddie.  I was wondering if I could… um… talk to you in private, Mr. Oliver?  Sorry, Maddie... I just… I was… I’m so… horny… and you could fuck…” 
 
    My eyes went wide and I looked from one to the other in horror at what had slipped out.  Wyatt turned to look at his step-daughter before returning his attention to me. 
 
    “Go home, Nadine.  I’m going to call Taylor and he’ll be waiting for you.” 
 
    Wyatt maintained a serious expression as he closed the door in my face, but Maddie looked over the moon for some reason.  I couldn’t believe she was taking such joy at my impending doom.  That was really not like her at all. 
 
    What was Taylor going to do when he found out that I’d asked his old friend, my best friend’s step-dad, to fuck me?  I was a dead girl walking, dragging my feet as I headed in the direction of home. 
 
    To my surprise, he wasn’t waiting for me at the front door with his arms crossed.  I unlocked it and stepped inside, peering around cautiously.  Maybe Wyatt had thought better of calling. 
 
    “Come up here right now, Nadine,” Taylor called from upstairs. 
 
    It sounded like he was in my bedroom, and when I sheepishly entered it I found I was right.  Standing there beside my bed, looking frustratingly sexy, all I’m-the-man-of-the-house, was my step-father. 
 
    “Sit,” he said, indicating my bed. 
 
    I sat, with no idea what this lecture might sound like.  I’d never been in much trouble, and in my wildest dreams, I could never have foreseen what I’d done today. 
 
    I should have been worried about the punishment, but all I could think of was that with me sitting and him standing, I was at the perfect height to take his thickness in my mouth.  Maybe if I… 
 
    Snap out of it, Naddie, I thought.  He’s married to your mom. 
 
    “So, you think you’re ready to be a woman, huh Nadine?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Taylor, I don’t know what’s gotten into me today, I-“ 
 
    “Here’s what you’re going to do.  I’m thinking this first name basis has got to stop.  In private you will call me ‘Daddy’.” 
 
    I frowned.  I hadn’t called him that in years.  “But… what?” I said, confused. 
 
    “It would make me very happy, Nadine.  You want to make me happy, don’t you?” 
 
    My frown deepened.  It was true, I did want to make him happy.  I mean, if I made him happy he might let this slide.  If I made him really happy he might… 
 
    “Yes… uh… yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    A tingle down my spine made me shiver with delight when he said that.  I closed my eyes and did my best to stifle a little gasp, and when I opened them, I saw that Taylor had taken a half-step closer to me. 
 
    I couldn’t even bring myself to look upwards, there was a definite bulge to the front of Taylor’s jeans.  He obviously had no idea the kind of turmoil I was in today, the places my eyes were straying, how his very presence was driving me crazy. 
 
    “I’ve got something to confess, princess.  You know those pills you’ve been taking for the clinical trial?” 
 
    I nodded, still not looking up.  Either my mind was continuing to play cruel tricks on me, or that bulge was growing, getting thicker by the second.  It wasn’t fair!  All I wanted to do was reach out and stroke it.  My knuckles went white on my bed covers. 
 
    “They aren’t anti-inflammatories.” 
 
    “Th-they’re not?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope.  They’re fertility drugs, and I’ve been told there’s never been anything like them before.  There’s nobody else taking them, there is no trial.  Therefore, according to the guy that invented the stuff, that makes it almost certain that you are the most fertile woman in the entire world.  How does that sound, Nadine?” 
 
    I had to close my eyes at the wave of pleasure that washed over me, I blushed and heard myself breathing deeply, almost climaxing from the idea alone.  My nipples were rock hard to the point of pain, screaming out to be pinched and kneaded, played with, admired and loved.  This was getting out of hand, and fast. 
 
    “Daddy, you have to help me… I can’t stop thinking about…” 
 
    I blushed furiously, my parents had never given me the birds and the bees talk, so the things I wanted to say to him were breaking entirely new ground.  Embarrassing new ground. 
 
    “I know.  That’s one of the side-effects.  What do you say we do something about it?” 
 
    That brought my eyes up to meet his.  Still breathing deeply, I could feel my hands shaking at my sides, on the verge of flying out to his stiffening dick. 
 
    “But, Daddy, what about Mom?” I asked, fighting to stay loyal. 
 
    “Don’t worry about her, princess.  I think she’d be OK with it.  Don’t you think she’d want me to fill her little girl with cum?” 
 
    Mom did always want me to be happy, and he was right, nothing would make me happier than to feel him filling me up with his creamy seed.  I bit my lip. 
 
    “Yeah… she probably would, I guess.  Is it really OK?” 
 
    “Take my cock out, Nadine, and give me the best blowjob of my life and I promise I’ll get you pregnant today.  I’ve been saving up the biggest load any sexy little slut ever took.  Just.  For.  You.” 
 
    Taylor’s promise was the most magical thing I’d ever heard, it was even better than my birthday party years ago when I’d been promised I could have a pony ride and be a fairy princess.  And he called me a sexy little slut?  I broke into a smile, him saying that just underlined the fact that we were being naughty together. 
 
    My hands, not shaking any less despite the permission I had, reached towards the front of his jeans and tugged at the zipper.  The sound of it coming down was like music to my ears. 
 
    I reached inside and my fingertips caressed that bulge through his boxers.  I pushed further and felt the warmth of his body envelop my hand as I curled my fingers around it as best I could. 
 
    It was some combination of too big and too stiff for me to pull it out like he’d asked.  I popped the button and, not letting go of his thickness, yanked his jeans down to his knees with one hand. 
 
    Freed from the constraints of the denim, I felt his manhood quickly swelling even further as I tentatively stroked it through his underwear.  I looked up at him in wonder, I’d never felt anything so majestic in my life. 
 
    “Good girl, keep going.  Take it out and put it in your mouth so I can finally fuck that pretty little face of yours.” 
 
    “You think I’m pretty?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, Nadine.  You’ve got the best cock-sucking lips in town.” 
 
    Over the past several years I’d won numerous dance competitions, a spelling bee or two, and been chosen to read my speech with other kids from the state, but I’d never been more proud of myself than at that moment.  I hooked my fingers over the elastic waistband of his boxers and carefully pulled them down, holding it well out at the front so it didn’t get entangled with his cock. 
 
    A heavenly choir sang when I laid eyes on it for the first time and my mouth opened in a big ‘O’ of wonder.  Taylor stepped between my legs, forcing them open to make room for himself as he positioned his hardening length right in front of my face. 
 
    I leaned forward, tilting my head upwards and planting a tender kiss on the tip, and I gasped when it twitched in response.  I kissed it a couple more times and then pulled it into my mouth with the help of my tongue. 
 
    I sealed my lips on it, on the shaft just beyond the ridge, and swirled my tongue all around, feeling it twitch and pulse, growing bigger all the time.  After only a few more seconds, I had to bring up both hands to keep it pointing at my face. 
 
    Up close and personal it looked like a real monster.  My hands looked tiny compared to its thickness, my fingers not quite reaching all the way around.  The thought of stuffing it into my pussy seemed insane, it would never fit in a million years. 
 
    Without a shred of doubt, I knew I was going to try though.  No matter what, I was going to push and push until I had it all, until I was milking him for his creamy gold.  Mmmm… yes! 
 
    Until then, I had to learn and learn fast about how to give this much more experienced older man the best blowjob of his life.  Once I’d circled around it a few times with my tongue, I looked up at Taylor for approval as I began bobbing my head up and down, sliding my lips along his shaft and over that bumpy ridge. 
 
    My step-father signed in appreciation and reached down to stroke my cheek.  I could have burst with pride at the wordless praise and began moving a little faster once his cock was good and slippery with my saliva. 
 
    Taylor looked like he was in heaven on earth as he watched the tip of his cock plunge into my mouth over and over again, and he began thrusting forward shallowly to meet my bobbing head.  Slowly but surely I moved my head backwards to avoid the end of his hard rod hitting the back of my throat, until Taylor gathered my hair in a rough ponytail in one hand and curled his fingers around the back of my neck with the other. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going, Nadine?” he asked. 
 
    I couldn’t answer, there was far too much cock in my mouth for that, but he seemed intent on getting even more in.  The inevitable happened, and when that engorged head hit the back of my throat, my eyes bulged and I pushed against his thighs with my hands. 
 
    It was no use though, he was too strong, held me too firmly and his cock was just too deeply embedded in my face to escape from.  If I moved around too much and grazed his shaft with my teeth that wouldn’t be the best blowjob he’d ever had… and then he might not get me pregnant, and that was unthinkable! 
 
    With watering eyes and a thundering heart, I forced myself to stay as still as I possibly could as the pressure increased.  He was pushing with his hips, pulling with his hands, and watching with satisfaction as I struggled to accept him and did my best to be a good girl like he said. 
 
    Finally, with a ‘pop’ sound, the tip of his cock entered my throat, and once more I felt that sensation of hard dick sliding past my lips.  I felt like a sword swallower by the time his balls came to rest on my chin. 
 
    When I felt their weight on me, I looked up at him through the blur of my watering eyes, searching for some kind of affirmation that I was doing exactly what he wanted.  I couldn’t believe I’d taken the whole thing, and could only hope he was happy with me. 
 
    “Damn you look sexy.  Look at you, crying because you’ve got such a big cock in your mouth.  Just you wait, little girl.” 
 
    He pulled my head against him until my nose was pressing into his pelvis and there simply wasn’t any more dick he could cram into his step-daughter’s willing but unpractised mouth.  Taylor sighed in pleasure as I began to feel the pangs of needing to breathe again. 
 
    My face went progressively a deeper shade of red, my eyes watered even more, and still he held on.  I couldn’t help it, I began struggling, pushing against his thighs again, pulling back, working my tongue on his cock to try to push it out. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, that’s it,” he whispered with satisfaction, holding on for a moment longer before pulling his cock back into my mouth. 
 
    I gasped air in around the spear of masculinity resting on my tongue, having never been more desperate for oxygen in my life.  Taylor used the time to gather the fistful of hair he had into a tidier ponytail and wrapped it around his hand a couple of times, securing an even firmer grip for himself and asserting more control over me. 
 
    That was a pretty big clue for what was coming, but when he said he was going to fuck my pretty little face, he really meant it.  There was nothing in my life up to that day that could have prepared me for it.   
 
    Just when I felt like I was breathing normally again, that fat cock of his pushed into my throat once more.  Cooled by the air of my breath rushing around it, I felt it like an icicle going down until my body heated it up again after a few seconds. 
 
    Taylor didn’t hold it there this time, instead he pulled back straight away until the ridge tickled the back of my throat for a second and he powered forward again, his balls slapping on my chin.  My step-father pistonned his cock in and out of my mouth, holding my head steady as he literally fucked my face. 
 
    “Holy shit, Nadine,” he said through clenched teeth.  “That is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.  You’re doing so well.” 
 
    My fleeting thoughts of pushing against him again to try and get a break for air dispersed like perfume on the wind and I made do with snatching little gasps here and there when he pulled back far enough to let me.  Taylor pounded into my face with reckless abandon and the squelching sounds seemed so loud in my little room. 
 
    Rivulets of saliva and pre-cum leaked out of the corners of my mouth and dribbled down to the upper swells of my breasts before disappearing down my cleavage and under my shirt.  There was nothing I could do about the mess, about how hard he was fucking my face, about anything, and it was so hot to be used like this, to be the centre of this huge-cocked sexy older man’s whole universe for a while. 
 
    I began bucking my hips, feeling my pussy rub against my slick panties and my bed.  It didn’t take much of this to bring me back to the brink of orgasm, and I slipped my hands up my skirt to touch myself as I locked eyes with my step-father. 
 
    With one hand pulling my soaking underwear to one side, I quickly coated my middle finger of the other hand in my slippery juices and flicked it back and forth across my clit.  Before this week, touching myself like this had felt good, of course, but I was so much more sensitive now.  I knew this was going to be the biggest climax I’d ever had. 
 
    With each breath Taylor allowed me to take, I moaned right on his cock, a deep and animalistic sound that almost scared me with its building intensity.  A fuzzy ball of electric euphoria was building and bouncing between my belly and clit with every stroke of his cock and flick of my finger, and I wasn’t sure if I could handle it. 
 
    I tried to focus on his face, but my eyes kept on rolling back in my head with the sheer pleasure of it all.  Just as I was about to dive into a violent whirlpool of sensation, Taylor pulled himself out of my mouth and shoved me backwards so I sprawled on my bed. 
 
    “Please, Daddy!  I need it!” I reached out for his big throbbing dick again. 
 
    “Not yet, Nadine, you only get to cum when I’m fucking that sweet pussy of yours.  Face down and ass up, little girl.  Now.” 
 
    I scrambled to do as he said, pushing my ass up in the air like a surrender flag and looking over my shoulder as he pulled something out of his pocket and then kicked off his jeans and underwear.  The bed shifted under me as he positioned himself straddling my lower legs and flipped my skirt up over my back. 
 
    Taylor yanked my panties downwards and they ended up around my knees, just below the tops of my knee socks.  I heard him make a hungry sound after a short pause. 
 
    “That is a perfect little pink pussy, Nadine, sweet Jesus am I going to fuck you hard.” 
 
    “Do it, Daddy!” 
 
    Taylor leaned forward and I felt his hot breath on my virgin petals a second before he licked me from my clit to the opposite end of my pussy in one long stroke, planting a kiss between my legs after his tongue left me.  I squealed in surprised pleasure, that orgasm of mine still lurking just beneath the surface, ready to burst to life at any moment. 
 
    “Mmmmm, so fucking good,” Taylor muttered. 
 
    Something small, smooth and plasticky-hard, as opposed to huge and fleshy-hard, caressed my outer labia and I craned my neck to see what Taylor was doing.  My questions were answered when I felt that small plastic something slipping inside me. 
 
    “I don’t want a vibrator, I want you, Daddy.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, princess, you’re going to get all of Daddy that you can take.  I’m going to fucking ruin you.  This is just a little extra fun.” 
 
    The vibrator, not turned on, pushed inside me and touched my hymen.  Taylor twisted it around, getting it good and wet with my natural lubricants as I clamped down on it with my virgin tunnel. 
 
    I’d only ever used my fingers to get myself off before, but even so, this little thing wasn’t particularly a challenge to accommodate.  Then he pulled it out and pushed it against my asshole and I gasped and fell forward. 
 
    “Things aren’t supposed to go… in there, Daddy!” I squealed. 
 
    “They are if I say they are,” growled Taylor. 
 
    My step-father reached past my head and grabbed my pillow and a couple of teddy bears, stuffing them under my hips so that my ass was presented to him once more and I couldn’t do the same thing to get away.  Once again that little vibrator pushed at my tightly clenched rear entrance and, lubricated as it was, there was no hope of me being able to deny it entry. 
 
    When nothing but the base was sticking out, Taylor did something and the little wonder-machine sprang to life.  I yelped and squirmed, alarmed at how much power that tiny device was packing and surprised at how good it felt to have it pleasuring my ass. 
 
    The vibrations were so strong that I thought if I looked over my shoulder now I’d see my ass was a blur.  Everything felt like it was electrified, especially my clit, and that monster orgasm was threatening to come out of it’s lair again almost instantly. 
 
    “Quick, Daddy, I’m gonna… I’m gonna…” I panted. 
 
    Taylor’s cock was at my entrance as fast as lightning, rubbing its thick tip up and down like a paint brush, getting good and wet again after its brief stint in the open air.  I should have been intimidated by the size of it, how much it might hurt, but all I wanted was to make sure he was buried to the hilt inside of me when I came. 
 
    Thankfully, my step-dad seemed to have no intentions of wasting any time with pleasantries, and was soon forcing himself into me.  My pussy lips stretched, and the tighter they went as they tried to accept his thickness, the more intense the vibrations seemed to feel. 
 
    My pussy was a humming ring of fire when I finally felt him slip inside properly and meet my hymen.  For a second I thought about how utterly insane it was that I was losing my virginity to my step-dad, but then Taylor drove all thoughts away as he thrust forward, powering through my virginity like wet paper. 
 
    The sudden fiery sting, that surge of sensation, combined with the vibrations finally pushed me over the edge and I felt like I exploded with pure bliss.  The line between pain and pleasure was blurred to incoherence as I was rocked by an orgasm of impossible proportions and Taylor began fucking me as hard as he had promised. 
 
    The hum of the vibrator was punctuated by the slap of his balls on my ass and the impact of his body slamming against mine.  I was lost somewhere in space and could only vaguely connect these sensations to my physical form.  Who knew you could get fucked so hard you had an out of body experience?  Not me. 
 
    Taylor grabbed a fistful of my hair again, pulling my face out of the covers where I’d buried it and used the hair like reins to ride me.  With one hand, he spanked my ass on each cheek as if this was a rodeo. 
 
    Smack!  Smack! 
 
    My ass stung and brought me a few steps back to reality as what were, I was sure, perfect red hand prints began to stand out on my skin.  Taylor fucked me so hard that it bordered on violence, the strands of my hair that he wasn’t holding shook wildly every time our bodies met and I moaned like a whore when he reached around and squeezed one perky teen breast. 
 
    My vision blurred with the intensity of it all, the fire between my legs was all-consuming.  Lovemaking couldn’t possibly be in Taylor’s vocabulary.  He was doing exactly what he said, he was ruining me.  How could I ever be satisfied with another man after this? 
 
    Through the haze of heat between my legs I started feeling something much more desirable, the quivers of a second climax in quick succession.  Taylor must have sensed a change in me, because I heard him snigger quietly. 
 
    “Are you coming for me again already?  Are you that much of a filthy little slut for Daddy?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I panted. 
 
    “How hard can I fuck you, Nadine?” 
 
    “As hard as you want, Daddy!” 
 
    “Scream it, slut, tell me!” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy!  Fuck me hard!” 
 
    Somehow Taylor found a higher gear and when my pussy muscles started fluttering and squeezing him as I came again, I heard him grunt and bury himself as far as he could before a hot blast of semen drenched my newly deflowered depths.  Again and again he thrust and filled me with his seed, as if he was claiming his territory, and I loved every last drop of it. 
 
    Eventually our orgasms wound down together and Taylor collapsed on top of me, reaching around my neck to guide my face towards him, kissing me on the lips for the first time.  For somebody who had just fucked as hard as that, and just emptied what felt like an ocean of cum inside of me, I wouldn’t have expected the kiss to be so deep and passionate, but I’d never been kissed like that before. 
 
    When we finally broke for air, his hands roamed all over my body, exploring me and pulling the powerful little toy out of my ass.  I was absolutely exhausted and felt like I was glowing. 
 
    Taylor’s fingertips, trailing over my bare skin, felt so relaxing and the sound of our breathing was like a lullaby to my ears after the cacophony of the last half hour or so.  He was still balls-deep in my well-fucked pussy and my ass was still propped in the air by teddy bears and a pillow, but I didn’t care, I was falling asleep. 
 
    As I drifted off, I thought perhaps it was all for the best.  I didn’t want to sit up anytime soon and waste the precious gift he’d given me.  Maybe if we slept together now he could give me another gift when we woke up. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I avoided Maddie for a couple of weeks because I didn’t want her to feel bad about what happened.  There was no way she could know about what our step-dads had planned for me, and I didn’t know how to explain to her that I had absolutely loved it. 
 
    However, when I saw the pregnancy test this morning, I knew I had to say something.  I mean, she was going to notice that I wasn’t at college with her. 
 
    I finally replied to one of her messages asking if she could come over and I was in my room when I heard Taylor let her in.  Picking up the little stick that showed the two lines, I sat on my bed and waited. 
 
    Maddie, as chipper as ever, bounced in as if nothing had been unusual about the past couple of weeks and started talking about a pair of shoes she wanted to buy.  I interrupted her. 
 
    “Uh… Maddie?  There’s something I have to tell you.  I… uh…” 
 
    I handed her the test stick and said no more.  When I had gone over the conversation in my mind, I had never been able to decide what her reaction might be, but I definitely never foresaw her jumping up in the air with a ‘yeehaw!’. 
 
    “So… I won’t be going to…” 
 
    Maddie was pulling something out of her back pocket and when she held it out to me, I recognised it immediately.  I should, after all I’d just handed her something that looked identical, right down to the two lines that meant a positive result.  I looked up incredulously. 
 
    “You too?” 
 
    “Yes!  Now our babies can be friends like us!  And we can share Wyatt and Taylor!  Then we can go to college together afterwards if we want!” 
 
    Something told me that things were going to be a bit more complicated than that… but for the most part I had to give in to the surge of joy I felt.  She was right, I was so lucky to be able to share all these special things with my best friend.  The future was looking so good. 
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    "I am going to ruin you." 
 
    
Tony, the man of the house, used to call Selena his little princess. Lately though, he doesn't seem to notice the inexperienced brat at all. When some expensive lingerie gets delivered while everybody else is out, Selena decides to treat herself to some special alone time while wearing it. 

Tony comes home early and finds Selena in the most compromising of positions, and so he decides it's time to give Selena what she's been pining for, and give it to her hard. Tony is almost too big and when Selena notices he isn't using protection she has to make a choice. 

If she wants to be his little princess again, she's going to have to let him do it his way, even if that means giving him an heir! 
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    I bit my lower lip with indecision as I sat on the couch and looked at the beautiful packaging.  This wasn’t for me, it was a gift from my step-dad to my mom according to the little card. 
 
    The timing on the delivery was odd, seeing as my mom was away all weekend, but I supposed there must have been a delay or something.  It was the card that was picking away at my better judgement, piquing my curiosity and playing off my biggest weakness. 
 
    ‘Can’t wait to see this on you, just so I can tear it off – Love Tony’ 
 
    My mom had married the best guy in the world when I was about five.  Even now that I was eighteen I could still remember being borderline dumbstruck by how different life was for my mom and me after Tony came into the picture. 
 
    I’d never met my dad, so I never knew what I was missing, but all of a sudden there was this guy around making my mom happy, moving us out of our grimy little apartment into a life of luxury in Manhattan and spending time with me.  Oh God, the attention he gave me.  For the first time in my life I felt like the centre of the universe. 
 
    That all seemed to change in my early teens.  For reasons I never understood, he suddenly became distant.  He was still an amazing provider, everything the two of us used to have between us simply seemed to disappear though. 
 
    He still treated my mom the same, as far as I could see, and that made me feel like whatever was wrong between the two of us was my fault.  I did everything I could to be the best daughter I could.  My grades were the highest in my class, I was head cheerleader, I didn’t drink or do drugs.  I didn’t even date, so he wouldn’t have to worry about me falling in with the wrong crowd. 
 
    Nothing worked, I felt like I was invisible to him.  The worst part about it was, unlike before I met him, now I knew what I was missing.  He used to call me his little princess, but now what was I? 
 
    It also pained me to admit how jealous I was of my mom.  My room was at the other end of the apartment, but sometimes I could still hear them at night, especially my mom.  It was enough to drive a girl to distraction, seeing him dressed in the morning in that classy suit and to know the kind of noises he could pound out of a woman. 
 
    More often than I cared to admit, my breakfast cereal went soggy as I stared dreamily at him over the breakfast table with my chin resting on my hand and my finger playing on my lips.  I sometimes couldn’t eat until he was gone and then I’d have to rush before the town car arrived to take me to school. 
 
    That’s why the note on the box intrigued me so much.  I reached out with both hands and pulled the top part of the box upwards.  The bottom half slowly slid down until it landed with a soft cardboard thud on the coffee table. 
 
    My eyes sparkled with wonder as I set the top of the box, with its red ribbon decorations, down to one side.  There, on a bed of pastel-coloured tissue paper, was a sexy set of lingerie with a red bra and matching panties. 
 
    I picked the bra up and held it in front of me with reverence.  It was so sensual, and I knew that most people would have to take out a second mortgage to buy anything from this store. 
 
    Once again I was hit by that shameful pang of jealousy.  The woman that this was for wasn’t invisible to Tony. 
 
    I looked at the clock and bit my bottom lip again when an ill-conceived seed of an idea took root in my mind.  Tony wasn’t due home for another couple of hours, maybe I could have a little special alone-time before he returned. 
 
    Avoiding boys wasn’t easy, and I’d learned over the years exactly how to… take things into my own hands when I needed some relief.  I’d also learned that I came the hardest when I could hear Tony and my mom going at it because then I could imagine it was me he was fucking. 
 
    Since I had my last growth spurt, my mom and I wore all the same size clothes.  I knew this because she was always borrowing my outfits, and even borrowed one of my school uniforms for a fancy dress party.  She didn’t give that one back for over a month for some reason. 
 
    This lingerie set was the ultimate prop to help me with a dirty little fantasy.  I picked up the panties and went to their room, walking quietly as if afraid of getting caught despite the fact that I was all alone. 
 
    Pushing the door almost all the way closed behind me, I set the red bra and panties down on their bed and excitedly undressed.  The bra felt silky smooth against my skin, and when I adjusted it to cup my breasts properly it almost felt like it had been custom made for me. 
 
    The panties slid up my thighs and I snapped the elastic against the top of my ass, giving myself a naughty little sting that brought a mischievous grin to my lips.  I did a little twirl in front of the full-length mirror and almost squealed in delight.  I looked good. 
 
    As I climbed on to their bed, I thought the reality was better than ‘good’.  I looked like somebody that Tony couldn’t ignore. 
 
    I piled the pillows behind me, feeling the luxurious bed covers under my ass, and flicked my hair out with both hands as I settled down.  Tony’s scent was all around me, and I inhaled deeply as I closed my eyes. 
 
    In my mind I saw him, all naked with those rock-hard muscles of his, climbing aboard at the foot of the bed with his equally-rock-hard cock standing to attention for me.  I smiled, sliding my hands (his hands) over my skin as I imagined him climbing over me. 
 
    With a sigh of contented happiness, I squeezed one breast through the bra and slid my fingers of the other hand under the waistband of the panties.  It only took a couple tickly circles around my labia before I slipped one finger between my folds to find just how ready my body was for the vision in my head to have his way with me. 
 
    At some stage my sighs turned to fully-fledged moans and I realised I was going to have to take these undergarments to the dry cleaners before my mom returned.  There was no way around it, I was in his bed wearing the lingerie he chose, and I’d never had such a clear picture of him in my head as I flicked a soaking wet finger across my clit. 
 
    A blue fire of ecstasy was flowing back and forth between my belly and my clit as I writhed, getting closer and closer to exactly where I wanted to be.  I held my panties to one side and inserted one finger in my virgin tunnel, thrusting as far as my hymen before pulling back and pushing in again. 
 
    I’d never managed it before, but as this was a special occasion, I spread my legs as far as they would go and slowly forced two fingers against my entrance.  Hissing with the strain, I slowly felt that tight ring slide past the tips, past the first knuckles until I was filled more than I’d ever been filled before. 
 
    It hurt a little, but hurt so damn good that I was on cloud nine.  My hips bucked as I managed to get into a rhythm and my thumb found my clit at the apex of every thrust. 
 
    “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I breathed, feeling a buzzing sensation growing to critical mass. 
 
    “What in the fuck is this?” The deep voice came from the doorway. 
 
    My thighs came together so quickly it was like a thunderclap and my eyes flew open just as fast.  I looked in horror at my step-father, who was standing in the door with his suit jacket slung over his shoulder. 
 
    “T-Tony… I… oh God… I’m so… you’re early…” I stumbled. 
 
    “Never mind about how early I am… where did you get what you’re wearing?” 
 
    I tried to conceal myself as best I could, but I was sitting on the covers and I simply didn’t have enough arms to go around.  My face probably matched the colour of the underwear. 
 
    “I… it was… it got delivered… um… I’m sorry, I’ll…” I began to sit up so I could shuffle to the edge of the bed and gather my clothes, thinking about how close I would have to get to him in my near-nakedness to get out of the door. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he said with such authority that my muscles froze as if they belonged to him rather than me. 
 
    Tony stepped into the room and hung his jacket up on a hook on the back of the door and slowly walked towards the foot of the bed, a stern but otherwise unreadable look on his face.  My legs were quivering enough to make my knees knock together and I was painfully aware of the way my arm pressed the bra against my still-hard nipples. 
 
    He never took his eyes off me as he walked.  That made me blush all the harder because, despite the embarrassment, despite the shock, just having his complete attention kept me on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    I was walking a fine line between being appropriately chastised for this indiscretion, and suffering the humiliation of cumming right in front of him without even having anything touching me between the legs.  Finally he stopped right at the foot of the bed, exactly where I had imagined him earlier. 
 
    My eyes went wide and I clamped my legs shut even harder when I realised that the panties were still kind of bunched up to the side from when I’d hurriedly released them as I snatched my hands away.  If he looked there at the right angle, he would see the tender pink edge of my most private area. 
 
    “So,” He paused with his hands on his hips.  “You think you’re woman enough to wear something like that, and get in my bed?” 
 
    “N-no.” 
 
    “Why so shy all of a sudden?  What was that you were saying before I spoke up?” 
 
    I lowered my eyes and gulped.  When I did so, I saw the way my arm was making my tits squash together, swelling over the top of the cups.  I busied myself trying to better cover my exposed skin, hoping against hope that he forgot the query and moved on.  He did not. 
 
    “I asked you a question, Selena.  Look me in the eye and tell me what you were saying.” 
 
    Shamefaced, I looked up at him and said, barely above a whisper, “Fuck me.” 
 
    “What was that?  I didn’t hear you.” 
 
    “Fuck me.”  It was louder, but that only made the quavering that much more audible. 
 
    Tony shook his head, loosening his tie almost as if I wasn’t even in the room and he was just removing his suit to slip into something more comfortable after a long day at the office.  He threw the tie into the corner and my eyes followed it for a second before returning to him. 
 
    “No.  No, no, no, no,” he said.  “You sounded like a slut, Selena, not a scared little girl.” 
 
    “I’m s-sorry, Tony, can I just go?” 
 
    “No.  Not until I’m good and finished.” 
 
    “Finished what?” I asked. 
 
    Tony smiled.  “Anything I want.  I told your mother.  I told her that if you got any sexier I was going to fuck you till you screamed and I think you just crossed the line.” 
 
    Multi-coloured flares of confusion and lust burst in my mind.  The hottest guy in my life had just said I was sexy enough to fuck… but he was my mom’s husband.  It was the confusion that was more easily expressed. 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    Tony was unbuttoning his shirt.  “Don’t act innocent with me.  You think I don’t see you daydreaming about sucking my cock at the breakfast table?  You think I don’t make your mother wear your school uniform when I feel like fucking especially hard?  You’ve had this coming and I’m sick of keeping my distance.” 
 
    My jaw dropped and my legs parted slightly, whether from sheer numb shock or any subconscious will, I had no idea.  My step-father’s eyes were drawn downwards immediately as he revealed the real version of that chiselled torso I’d so recently fantasised about. 
 
    “Look how wet those panties are.  Fuck I’m going to enjoy this.”  He shrugged his shirt off. 
 
    I licked my lips and shook my head as if trying to clear my mind.  “B-but you… we… we c-can’t do…” 
 
    My words were cut off as he unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down, taking his boxer briefs with them to reveal a semi-hard cock that was already bigger than what I dreamed about him packing.  My legs parted further, something that didn’t go unnoticed by Tony. 
 
    It was utterly enchanting, I felt like I was put under a spell when I saw it.  Something about the size, the shape, the promise that it carried with it spoke to my most basic womanly needs without language.  All I knew was that it was something to be respected, worshipped even.  This was no false idol, this was the real deal. 
 
    “I decide what we can and cannot do in my own house, Selena, but, by all means, if you want to leave then go.  I will never so much as look at you again if you don’t do exactly what I say right now.” 
 
    My heartrate picked up in a panic at the mere mention of being banished back to that realm of invisibility.  His cock hardened further as he climbed on to the bed and saw my deer-in-the-headlights predicament.  A car was about to hit me… but look how beautiful it was… 
 
    I couldn’t move, there was no time to weigh up the pros and cons of my step-father’s huge and swiftly-approaching cock.  He moved over me, his presence absolutely dominating my world, and straddled my upper legs as he bent down close to my face. 
 
    He was so close, that subtle scent of money and expensive cologne wafted in my nostrils with every shallow breath and I thought my heart was beating so hard it might have been making my breasts quiver.  I knew that when you were kissed, you were supposed to close your eyes but, when Tony’s lips touched me, they opened wide. 
 
    This was no light peck, nothing sickly-sweet, this was raw sexual hunger.  Tony kissed me deeper and deeper, probing with his tongue, forcing my mouth wide open and stealing my breath. 
 
    I felt that heavy cock of his touching my belly as I squirmed under the assault of his kiss, and let loose a muffled squeal when he took my hand and wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft.  It felt dangerous, like I had my hand on the button in the President’s office. 
 
    When Tony let our lips part, I panted for air and he stayed just over me, watching my struggle between desperate need for his cock and confusion at how fast everything was going.  His hand curled around the back of my neck and he squeezed my breast with his other hard and a spark of pleasure jolted me between the legs. 
 
    Tony caught that flash of desire cross my face and smirked knowingly, pulling the cup of the bra down and pinching my rock-hard nipple just to watch my reaction again.  I gripped his cock like it was a life preserver. 
 
    “Atagirl, Selena.  You want to be my dirty little slut, don’t you?” 
 
    I opened my mouth a few times, taken back by the vulgarity of the question despite where our respective hands were.  The words weren’t easy to come by and I licked my lips nervously, trying to cling on to some romantic notion that a man wasn’t supposed to call a woman a dirty little slut. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    His hand left my breast and tapped me on the cheek, hard enough to sting, make an impressively loud sound, and turn my head to the side a bit.  It wasn’t hard enough to imply that he’d lost control.  No, it was exactly the opposite, he’d done it to show his control. 
 
    “I asked you a question.  I can do anything I want to you, can’t I?  Answer me.” 
 
    “Yes,” I spoke at the softer end of the whisper-scale. 
 
    “Speak up if you want this cock, Selena, and remember who you’re speaking to.  If you are going to be in my bed, you better call me Daddy.” 
 
    “Yes… Daddy.” 
 
    “What can I do, Selena?” 
 
    “Anything… anything you want, Daddy.” 
 
    Tony sat up and shuffled forward until he was no longer straddling my legs, his knees were right up against my armpits and I let go of his cock as it towered over my face.  My step-father looked down at me with pure lusty anticipation in his eyes. 
 
    “I am going to ruin you,” he said. 
 
    Taking his hard length in one hand he used it to tap me all over the face, my forehead, my cheeks, my lips.  I found myself trying to kiss it, trap it with my lips so I could explore it with my tongue, but he kept on dick-slapping me until I felt cool air on smears of pre-cum left behind with each meaty impact. 
 
    “Yeah, you need that, don’t you?” he breathed. 
 
    My legs quivered with pleasure.  I couldn’t have been happier than if he was stamping ‘Property of Tony’ all over me, I wished I could take a photo of my face at that moment. 
 
    His hand that had been curled around the back of my neck moved up into my hair and grabbed a fistful, holding me in place as he finally aimed his cock at my mouth.  I opened wide, just in time to feel that fat head slide over the pillow of my lips to rest on the bed of my tongue. 
 
    I swallowed nervously around that thick masculine presence and looked up at him, looking for any sign that he was happy with me.  His satisfaction couldn’t have been any more obvious than if the sign was fifty feet square and in bright orange neon. 
 
    “Holy shit… this is the first time you’ve had a cock in your mouth, isn’t it?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, as much as I was able to. 
 
    “Damn… you look like you were born to suck dick, Selena.  Suck it, rub your tongue on it, I’m going to fuck your face like you’re a whore.” 
 
    Tony started rocking his hips back and forth enough to make the ridge of his cock rub against my lips, then slide almost to the back of my throat.  I did my best to follow his instructions, sucking until my cheeks pulled in and pressing my tongue against the underside of that incredible spear of manhood. 
 
    Almost as if it was a reward, Tony reached back and slid his fingertips downwards on my lower belly until they slipped under the waistband of my ill-gotten panties and before I knew it he was exploring my most carefully guarded place like he owned it.  As good as my fingers had felt when I was imagining him touching me, the real thing was a whole other level of pleasure. 
 
    I couldn’t concentrate on the sucking and licking anymore as his skilled fingers turned me into a moaning, writhing, splay-legged bundle of orgasmic energy.  Tony didn’t seem to care, and only started thrusting harder and faster to make up for my lack of coordination. 
 
    He teased my folds, occasionally hooking into my tight entrance to pull out more of my slippery nectar.  He made me so wet it was like there was a constant trickle and when his fingers were sopping wet, he began concentrating on my clit, flicking a single finger back and forth across it at almost super-human speed. 
 
    My brows knitted in wonder as I looked up at him.  My thighs shivered in time with his movement and still the sawed that glorious cock of his in and out of my mouth without missing a beat. 
 
    I felt like I was on the slope of a mountain and my orgasm was a huge snowball bearing down on me, getting bigger and bigger with every fraction of a second.  It bordered on scary. 
 
    My step-father’s hard rod in my mouth, and his finger on my clit filled my world, dominating all my senses.  The taste of him, the squelching sound of his cock pistonning into my wet mouth, and above all else the promise of pure ecstasy.  I couldn’t hold back any longer. 
 
    I moaned like the whore he’d called me when my orgasm blasted me down the imagined mountainside.  Every muscle in my body flexed and shuddered with the sheer power of it and for the first time in my life I thought I might actually faint. 
 
    At the height of my pleasure, Tony thrust forward deeper than ever and the head of his cock hit the back of my throat.  My eyes bulged, teared-up, and still he pushed forward and maintained that constant flickering of his finger on my clit. 
 
    I didn’t have the strength in my arms to push him away, weak with bliss as they were, and the thought of him stopping that magical touch on my little go-button was unthinkable.  Tony was in control, not me, and he wanted to force that cock into my throat come hell or high water. 
 
    Tears quickly streamed down my face as hard and utterly forbidden dick pushed and pushed until, with the miraculous sense of pressure released, he started sliding forwards again and inch after inch of his length passed my lips.  A few short seconds later, his balls came to rest on my chin, my air supply was completely cut off and he was still eking out every last bit of pleasure from my teen body that he could. 
 
    That lack of air seemed to prolong my orgasm, teasing the tail-end out for almost a minute until my face was red with the desperate need for oxygen.  Just when I thought the last thing I was going to see was a close-up view of my Daddy’s pelvis, he pulled back. 
 
    A thick bridge of saliva connected my mouth to his dick for a moment before it fell to my chest as I gasped for air.  Tony manhandled me as I did my best to recover, rolling me to the side so he could unclasp the sexy red bra with a snap of his fingers and yank it off me. 
 
    He moved back even more, and leaned down to take each of my nipples into his mouth in turn, flicking his tongue across them with the same intensity that had resulted in something akin to a spiritual experience for my clit.  However, unlike myself, it seemed like Tony’s sexual hunger hadn’t been fed, not even a little bit. 
 
    After sucking my tits so well that I had no hope of catching my breath, he moved between my legs and pulled the panties off that had been meant for my mother.  My virgin pussy was laid out before him on a silver platter, and I gulped when I remembered how he said he was going to ruin me. 
 
    The weapon between his legs was so thick, so long, when I thought about how tightly my pussy gripped my fingers it was almost comical to think that such a thing could go inside me.  The look on Tony’s face told me everything I needed to know about whether that was a concern for him, and when he gripped his shaft halfway down and pointed it at my pristine sex I realised he had forgotten about birth control too. 
 
    “Wait, T… uh… Daddy!  We need a condom, I’m not on the pill.” 
 
    Tony looked at me as if I’d told him that the Earth was flat.  “If you think I’m going to put a piece of rubber between me and that perfect little pink pussy of yours, you’re wrong.” 
 
    “But-“ 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Tony slapped me for the second time and leaned forward again until his lips were right by my ear.  I could feel that thick cock of his prodding at my petals and all I wanted to do was have it impale me, but I was too young to get pregnant! 
 
    “If you want this cock, you’re gonna have to beg for it now, Selena.  Go on.  Tell me to fuck you hard, if you want it.” 
 
    Tony moved his hips just enough to put a tiny bit of pressure against my opening and every fibre of my being except for some last bastion of common sense screamed out to give him what he wanted because he had what I needed.  It wasn’t fair… he held all the cards. 
 
    I looked him in the eye and gulped, resigned to my fate.  “F… fuck me hard, Daddy, because I belong to you.” 
 
    Tony gave that knowing smirk again and wrapped his arm around the back of my neck, gripping my shoulder tight and holding me in place as he pushed forward and the pressure mounted on my tight and untested opening.  It was incredible how much bigger it felt trying to get into my pussy than it had when it had slid into my mouth.  Surely, surely, this was impossible.  I squealed with the growing pain and held on tight. 
 
    My step-father sucked on my neck and I was sure he was leaving a love-bite that would make my mother ground me, but I had no spare capacity to even think about that as Tony tried to perform a miracle that would be deserving of sainthood if he managed it. 
 
    “Ow!  Owowowowowow!  Daddy!  OW!  It hurts!” 
 
    “I know, princess, but you’re doing so well.  Take Daddy’s cock, take it.” 
 
    As soon as he said ‘princess’ it was like he’d spoken the magic password.  A wave of joy passed through me and, all at once, I felt the head of his cock slip into my virgin tunnel. 
 
    Tony turned my head to face him and entwined me in another deep kiss, and I yelped in the midst of it when he tore through my hymen with a short, sharp, thrust of his hips, driving his huge tool into my unprotected depths.  If it hadn’t happened, I never would have believed it. 
 
    Never in my wildest dreams had I ever imagined this sensation of fullness.  My pussy burned with every movement of him inside me, and Tony wasted no time in fucking me to within an inch of my life. 
 
    Our bodies met with rapid slapping noises and every squeal and yelp I made with the effort of accommodating his massive presence only seemed to fuel him to harder, faster, deeper thrusts. 
 
    I loved him, but this wasn’t making love.  This was getting fucked hard and used for every scrap of pleasure your virgin body could be used for.  After all the ecstasy he had given me, he was taking everything he wanted and ruining me just as much as he said he would.  How could any sex compare to this? 
 
    Tony reached down with both arms and hooked them behind my knees, pulling my legs up over his shoulders.  The position let him fuck me even deeper, as if he was making sure that no matter what happened, no other cock could claim any virgin ground in my pussy.  I was his. 
 
    My perky tits shook with every impact and after a few minutes I realised that, regardless of how much pleasure he was taking from me, he was giving some too.  That fire changed and grew, becoming something much more like the climax I’d just had several minutes ago. 
 
    My pussy squeezed and released him as he fucked me, as if my body was milking him for his seed.  Tony groaned with satisfaction in response, breaking his rhythm for a few strokes just to pound into me especially hard, before resuming his furious pace. 
 
    “Daddy… Daddy, please… can you… call me your little princess?” 
 
    “Oh fuck… you are, Selena, you’re Daddy’s little princess…” 
 
    The muscles in my pussy fluttered with the first hints of my orgasm and then clamped down on his thrusting length, adding to my virginal tightness.  Tony’s eyes almost rolled back in his head and he grunted at the same moment I felt a hot splash of his creamy gift drenching my depths. 
 
    I was humming with bliss, every nerve in my body hyper-sensitive to any touch, and I squeezed my eyes shut to block out any distractions to the pleasure. 
 
    Jet after jet of sperm soaked my pussy.  There was so much I couldn’t even fathom the possibility that I wouldn’t get pregnant from this.  Tony was claiming more than my virginity, he was claiming my whole body, my whole life, and I couldn’t have been happier.  Anything to be his little princess again. 
 
    After an eternity of cumming, Tony rolled to the side and pulled me against him.  I trailed my fingers over his abs and then his cock, which was slick with our combined juices.  I felt like I could have stayed there forever. 
 
    “Can I keep the bra and panties, Daddy?” I asked dreamily. 
 
    “I think that would be for the best, princess,” he said. 
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    It was a foregone conclusion from the moment I saw that box.  I never should have done it, it wasn’t addressed to me after all, but when I saw the words “La Salope Sale” on the side, my curiosity was piqued. 
 
    I knew the store, of course, everybody did.  How many times had my friends and I stole glances in the window display at the lingerie sold there?  Countless times, that’s how many. 
 
    This was a lingerie store that had a doorman, for fuck sake.  We used to dream of having a boyfriend who could not only afford to buy things from there, but who thought we were special enough to deserve it. 
 
    As if the box alone wasn’t enough, the card that came with it sealed the deal.  It was from my step father, Liam, and addressed to my mom. 
 
    ‘The next time I see you, I want you wearing this and nothing else… I’m going to make you scream…’ 
 
    I sat on the sofa with the box next to me, trying to hold myself back, but eventually failing.  I held it lightly on each side and lifted it up so the bottom part slid out and fell back to the cushion. 
 
    Sitting on a bed of scented tissue paper was the most beautiful set of bra and panties I’d ever seen.  I looked behind myself on either side.  Even though I knew nobody else was home it would have been so embarrassing to be caught that I had to check. 
 
    I set the top of the box down and reached forward, picking the bra up by the straps and holding it up in front of me like a delicate and priceless artifact.  It was so silky smooth, I caressed the material with my fingers and then, with a guilty gulp, held it against myself. 
 
    When I did that, I remembered that my mom and I wore the same size clothes and I bit my bottom lip.  Surely it wouldn’t hurt if I simply… tried it on?  Looking at the clock, I had two or three hours until Liam was due home, and my mom was arriving at the airport late tonight after visiting Grandma, so time was on my side at least. 
 
    I thought about the note that Liam sent and closed my eyes, imagining it was for me.  It was a silly fantasy, he barely even acknowledged my existence anymore. 
 
    He’d met and married my mom just after I started school and I still remembered the immeasurable difference he made in our lives.  I used to get teased because my uniform was second-hand, and not even good second-hand.  It was worn and shabby-looking and everybody said I looked like a hobo. 
 
    Then Liam came along and, one day, after having breakfast and brushing my teeth, I went back to my room and found a brand new uniform laid out for me.  Shortly after that we moved in with him and I absolutely basked in his attention. 
 
    Everybody seemed to respect him, to listen to what he said.  I had no idea what his job was at that age but I used to almost burst with pride whenever he dropped everything, like a meeting with some colleague at our house, just to look at some picture I’d drawn or something like that.  He used to call me his little princess. 
 
    One day in my mid-teens that all came to a grinding halt for reasons I could never figure out.  Suddenly he had no time for me, and no matter what I did nothing had changed since. 
 
    I helped around the house, I got good grades at school, I was polite and respectful.  I was the absolute definition of a good girl.  I even avoided getting involved with any guys because I knew from some of my friends that parents invariably disapproved of them. 
 
    I did it all so that Liam would look at me again, so I could bask in his attention once more.  It wasn’t until one night as I watched him drive my mom off in one of his cars that I realised two things that shocked me. 
 
    Firstly, he didn’t treat my mom any differently than he used to.  He was taking her to some kind of a fancy-dress party and she was wearing my school uniform for it.  That must mean that whatever went wrong between Liam and I really was my fault. 
 
    Secondly, that pang I felt as I watched his classic muscle car roll away and heard them laughing through the open windows over the roar of the engine was jealousy.  I wanted what she had with Liam. 
 
    I remembered getting up for a glass of water that night and walking past their room.  The sounds my mom were making stopped me in my tracks.  To say she was vocal about what was happening in there would have been putting it mildly. 
 
    Before I knew it, my hand was inside my pyjama bottoms and I was sitting on the floor with my back against the wall next to their door.  When I came, I had to bite my arm so hard to stay quiet that I still had teeth-marks in it the next morning.  Nothing had ever come close to that orgasm and since that day nothing fuelled my fantasies like Liam. 
 
    That’s why I had to try this lingerie on.  I needed to see myself in something Liam thought was sexy.  Hell, he wasn’t wrong, the bra and panties were simple, elegant and just damn hot.  It wasn’t long before I was adjusting the undergarments for a comfortable fit.  They felt like they were practically handmade by a master craftsman especially for me. 
 
    I closed my eyes again and ran my hands down my body, imagining it was Liam feeling my full breasts in the lingerie he had chosen for me, squeezing my perky ass, promising to make me scream.  A flutter of excitement rippled from my belly and I opened my eyes to look over at the door that led to the garage. 
 
    To call it a garage was almost an insult.  It was closer to a showroom.  This was where Liam kept his most prized vehicles, the classics, the ones he had worked on himself. 
 
    Strictly speaking, I wasn’t allowed in the showroom unsupervised.  I certainly wasn’t allowed to do what I was thinking about, but once that seed of an idea was in my mind there didn’t seem to be any shaking it. 
 
    I walked past car after car, past the European supercars, past the vintage cars, until I arrived in the area dedicated to classic American muscle.  With a grand ‘swoosh’, I pulled the cover off his pride and joy, the sleek black two-door coupe, the car he’d driven my mom off in that night. 
 
    If Liam was magically changed into a car, it would be this one.  It embodied his very essence.  It came from a time when engineers and the driving public didn’t waste time talking about things like aerodynamics and fuel efficiency.  If they wanted to go faster, and they did, they made it bigger, they made it louder and more powerful. 
 
    Just like Liam, the throaty rumble of this car cruising down the street demanded attention and respect.  People got out of the way of this car.  In this household, the penalty for touching it without permission was only a notch or two down from crucifixion. 
 
    I pulled on the handle and opened the door, pushing the front seat forward so I could step into the back.  The door closed behind me with a heavy metal ‘thunk’ and looked around myself with a smile. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I savoured that smell.  Leather, a little bit of grease, and hints of Liam’s cologne all mixed into one.  Being in this car was like being in the centre of the only universe I wanted to exist in. 
 
    I swung sideways, with one foot on the floor and the other up on the seat (another no-no), leaning my head against the side.  The leather seats caressed the skin of my back and ass wherever the scant material of the lingerie didn’t cover and I took my time settling into a comfortable position. 
 
    It was only a matter of seconds until my imagination was taking over.  What if it was me he took out that night instead of my mom?  It was my school uniform after all.  Did they park the car before they went to the party?  After? 
 
    Was I in the very seat where a woman dressed up as me took every inch of cock that Liam saw fit to give her?  A spark of utterly sinful pleasure jolted me from between my legs. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” I moaned quietly. 
 
    I let my hands, his hands, roam over my body again as I let the fantasy play out in my head.  Foot on the seat?  Oh, I’ve been a naughty girl… what was he going to do about it? 
 
    When I squeezed my breasts I could feel my nipples poking through the sheer fabric off the bra, and I gripped them all the harder, lifting them up and together as I imagined his satisfaction at having his hands on an untouched virgin ready to do anything he wanted. 
 
    The Liam in my mind wanted me to do all kinds of things, wanted to do all kinds of things to me.  I resisted as long as I could, but the way the delicate material of the panties lightly touched my most sensitive spot as I writhed and bucked my hips, I soon felt a tiny trickle of my sweet nectar coming from between my folds and I had to take things into my own hands, so to speak. 
 
    My fingertips slid from just under the bra, over my navel and paused at the waistband of the panties as I stared into the eyes of my imaginary step-father.  After a few seconds that drove me wild with lusty need, I pushed further and felt the sopping mess I was making of the expensive underwear. 
 
    My virgin pussy was slick with the evidence of my arousal.  I was going to have to do something about the state of the panties after I was done, but I had no thoughts to spare for such considerations at the moment because, in my fantasy, a man was touching my most private place for the first time and if he wasn’t careful than I was going to cum soon. 
 
    “Mmmmm, that feels good,” I breathed tracing my finger along my labia before pushing the tip inside my entrance and coating it with my own juices. 
 
    Even clenching down on my finger, I was wet enough to thrust it in and out of myself as far as my hymen, pretending Liam was taking my virginity.  My hips began bucking of their own accord as I started to rub my clit with my thumb, that initial jolt of pleasure quickly transforming into a steady pulse of ecstasy that felt like it might be powerful enough to temporarily blind me when it finally exploded. 
 
    I could live with that.  My free hand roamed from my breasts, to my belly, to my neck, I pulled my own hair, I slipped a finger in my mouth and sucked it, and all the while this incredible feeling kept on building up. 
 
    Unlike the time I sat outside my parents’ room, there was nobody to hear me, no reason to censor myself.  I began moaning louder and louder in time with the thrust and flick of my fingers until I was on the verge of that promised explosion and squealing in pleasure. 
 
    I couldn’t have been more than ten seconds away from a life-changing orgasm when I noticed a strange sound between my frenzied yelps of bliss.  It was like a slow, steady, drumming sound that I could only hear when I paused to breathe. 
 
    Reluctantly, I opened my eyes… and promptly stopped breathing altogether.  With one hand resting on the roof of the car, Liam was leaning over and looking in the window with the world’s greatest poker-face on.  The drumming sound was his fingers tapping on the metal of the roof. 
 
    My life just ended, I thought. 
 
    When he saw that I’d stopped he opened the door and I looked around frantically for something to cover myself with.  There was nothing, I’d left all my clothes in the living room. 
 
    I flushed with humiliation at being caught masturbating by the very man that I had been fantasising about, and my step-father at that.  I clamped my thighs shut and brought my heels up near my ass to hide the wet patch on the panties that didn’t even belong to me, while trying to cover the way my rock-hard nipples poked through the cups of the bra with my arms. 
 
    Liam knelt beside the car and pulled the lever that sent the driver’s seat springing forward.  If I could have got any words out, I would have stammered them as I saw his eyes roam my entire length.  The way he drank me in with that full-body scan made me feel even more naked than I really was.  To my surprise though, I felt a flutter of excitement.  It was the most he’d looked at me in years. 
 
    At last he spoke.  “So.  You turn eighteen and suddenly you think you’re woman enough to wear that and get in the back seat of my car?” 
 
    “N-no… I-I’m s-s-“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “Of all the places you could have…” Liam paused and then smirked as some thought came to him.  “You know, I vowed that the next time I saw that lingerie, I was going to fuck so hard that your mother wouldn’t walk for two days.” 
 
    I averted my eyes, embarrassed even further by hearing the man married to my mother talk like that.  The murmurs of the orgasm-that-almost-was still hummed and pulsed between my legs, as if fuelled by Liam’s powerful presence almost as much as it had been by my fingers and fantasy. 
 
    Oh God… please don’t just make me spontaneously cum right in front of him. 
 
    After a few seconds of silence, Liam calmly started climbing into the back seat with me.  I tried to scramble backwards, but there just wasn’t anywhere to go, and my step-father grabbed my ankles and pulled me back into almost the exact same position I’d been in before I noticed him, except now he was between my legs. 
 
    “Liam!  W-what are you doing?” I asked as he reached back and pulled the door closed behind him. 
 
    I tried to close my legs, but my knees merely hugged his sides.  If he looked down, he’d see how wet I was, what I’d done to those panties.  What was going on? 
 
    “I always keep my promises, Penny, especially the ones I make to myself.  So now I’m going to fuck.  Hard.” 
 
    “But… what… what about Mom?” 
 
    “Every time I fuck her while she’s wearing your school uniform I remind her that I’m at breaking point.  I told her if you got any sexier, there was nothing on Earth that would stop me from going balls-deep.  Well, you just crossed the line, little girl.  I’ve had enough of the roleplay, it’s time for me to take the real thing.” 
 
    My expression couldn’t have been more shocked than if I was watching a UFO landing in the front yard as he leaned over me.  Liam reached up with one hand and grabbed a fistful of hair at the side of my head, pulling sharply to the right as he began kissing my neck and stroking my bare skin with his other hand just above my hip. 
 
    It wasn’t until I felt an undeniably hard bulge nuzzling right against the wet spot of those panties, a tiny fraction of an inch away from my virgin pussy, that I was able to break free of my stupor.  I pushed at his hips and braced my feet against the opposite side of the car, creating just a little space between us. 
 
    “Wait!  Y-you can’t!” 
 
    Liam broke away from kissing my neck, only to whisper in my ear.  “Oh really?  Well, I think there’s a reason you picked this spot.  I think you want my cock, you dirty little slut.  Let’s see.” 
 
    The object of my forbidden fantasy pushed forwards until that bulge was firmly pressed against my sopping wet sex again.  Liam moved his hips just enough to make that silky material slide against my most sensitive spot and I couldn’t bite my lip hard enough to stop a quavering moan escaping me. 
 
    My step-father’s hot breath was on my neck, then on my ear again, and if the scent of him was like an aphrodisiac when he wasn’t here, it was absolutely mind-altering now. 
 
    “You’re going to beg me for it, Penny,” he whispered. “If you want me to keep going, then say ‘fuck me hard, Daddy’.” 
 
    “W-what?” I could barely speak, the sensation of his manhood against me was intoxicating. 
 
    “Say it, or we’ll go back to how things were.  I’ll never look at you like the sexy little fuck you are again.  Never.” 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut.  I wanted him so bad for my first time.  None of the guys at school were even a temptation by comparison, but he was my step-father!  And he wanted me to call him ‘Daddy’?  Liam pushed himself up with one arm and hovered over me. 
 
    “I asked you a question,” he said. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    A sting on one cheek made my eyes fly open and I realised he’d just hit me with his open palm, hard enough to get my attention, not quite hard enough to be a fully-fledged slap.  I looked up at him, suddenly panting hard again as I continued to teeter on the verge of my climax, and all my naïve ideas about tender romantic love-making were cast aside. 
 
    Making love wasn’t what Liam did.  He’d told me already.  Twice.  He fucked, hard, and as he loomed over me, with one hand still firmly gripping my hair, dominating me with his sheer presence, I knew that’s exactly what I wanted. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I said, quietly. 
 
    “Oh I will,” he said. 
 
    Liam let go of my hair and sat up even straighter.  His hands trailed over my shoulders and then my breasts.  I found my body arching up against him, trying to push my firm mounds into his hands, trying to capture his attention.  He lingered long enough to give them an exploratory squeeze and then moved downwards, his fingers igniting a path of tingly euphoria everywhere he touched. 
 
    I felt him hook his fingers into the waistband of the panties at each of my hips and pull downwards.  The luxurious underwear slid off easily after I lifted my ass off the seat for a moment then raised my legs until they were hovering over his shoulders. 
 
    My step-father reached out and hung them on the rear-view mirror like a trophy before turning his head and cradling one of my legs in his hands.  As he teased me with kiss after kiss on my calf, moving steadily in the direction of my knee, I reached between my legs seeking the release I needed, only to have him grab my wrist and stop me, denying me my orgasm. 
 
    Liam tormented me with tickly-tingly-stubbly kisses behind my knee for an eternity until he had to shuffle backwards and kneel in the foot-well behind the driver’s seat to continue.  Every peck on my inner thigh made me quiver and squeal quietly in anticipation, and I had to roll my eyes up towards heaven in silent thanks when I felt his first hot breath right on my slick virgin pussy an instant before his lips and tongue touched me in my most private place. 
 
    He kissed my petals and then ran his tongue along the entire length of my slit, lapping up my juices with an appreciative ‘mmmm’ that made his lips vibrate against my pussy.  I ran my hands through his hair as I looked down at him, still almost unable to believe whose face was buried between my legs. 
 
    My hips writhed as he licked, and Liam held on to my hips, keeping himself in perfect position to assault my sex with pleasure unlike anything I’d ever known.  His skilled tongue flicked across my clit at a furious pace as he licked me like I was the most delicious thing ever to exist. 
 
    Every breath I took seemed like it was getting deeper and louder as if I was doing the world’s most clichéd yet enthusiastic prank call.  My brow furrowed in concentration as I memorised what my step-father looked like for when I went blind in the immediate future. 
 
    Liam adjusted his grip to hold me with one arm and I felt him caressing my labia with a single finger of the other hand for a moment before he slowly pushed it inside me as far as my hymen.  When he felt that he paused for a moment. 
 
    “Good girl,” he whispered before redoubling his efforts on my clit. 
 
    I wave of joy made me see flashes of multi-coloured light for a moment before a wave of utter ecstasy knocked me out of my body.  I could hear myself screaming affirmations as if from a great distance and I was every bit as blind as I had thought I would be. 
 
    The humming explosion centred on my clit and made my whole body shake.  It was almost too much pleasure for me to handle, I could almost feel myself splitting apart, bursting at the seams as white-hot bliss shone through the cracks. 
 
    Liam shallowly thrust his finger in and out of me as my pussy convulsed, alternately hugging and releasing him as he preserved the evidence of my virginity for that bulge that he had teased me with only a few minutes ago.  When my vision cleared, I saw my heaving chest was flushed and I could feel a thin sheen of sweat on my face 
 
    Liam rose up to the seat again and reached forward, placing his finger against my mouth until I let it slide over my lips and he made me taste my own sweet nectar.  My step-father worked at his button and zip while he slowly pushed his finger in and out of my mouth as if he was fucking my face with it. 
 
    “A virgin.  I am going to make you scream, Penny.” 
 
    My step-father stood, crouched over against the roof lining, until he could get his pants down past his knees.  His shirt hung down and obscured my first glimpse of cock in real life, but when Liam knelt down again, he brought my hand to his thick shaft and guided me in stroking it a few times. 
 
    It was the most miraculous thing I’d ever felt.  Thick, hard, and pulsing with life, I brought my other hand to it, stroked with both of them, and still most of it stuck out the end. 
 
    I’d seen guys at my school self-consciously getting out of the swimming pool after they’d caught a glance of some of the swimsuits us girls wore, but they couldn’t possibly have been hiding anything like this.  I felt like I had my hands on a powerful weapon, something to be respected. 
 
    Liam continued guiding my hands with his own, and tugged the cups of the bra down with his other one, pinching my stiff nipples as they were exposed to him.  It was a surreal sight, my breasts tugged out into peaks when he pulled on them against the backdrop of my hands stroking his monster cock. 
 
    “You are mine,” he breathed and pushed my hands off his shaft, so he could resume control. 
 
    Gripping it halfway down, he tapped the swollen head against my sensitive post-orgasm clit, making me squirm and yelp quietly.  Perhaps it was no metaphor, his cock felt heavy enough to actually be a weapon and it looked like it was way too big to ever get inside me. 
 
    Apparently that wasn’t going to stop him from trying though, and as for myself I was still revelling in having his undivided attention.  Every sweep of his eyes across my body, at all the flesh I’d never shown to any other man, made me feel like I was something special, something truly desirable. 
 
    My step-daddy was rubbing and slapping his dick all over my pussy, and I couldn’t have been any happier than if he was writing his claim of ownership on my skin.  My juices mixed with his and smeared all over his cock until I could see it glistening in the light. 
 
    When the tip of Liam’s cock homed in on my tight entrance and he began pushing forward, I placed my hands on his hips in surprise. 
 
    “Wait, L-… uh… Daddy!  We need to get a condom.” 
 
    Liam looked at me as if I’d told him he should put sugar in his gas tank.  “If you think I’m going to let a piece of rubber get between my cock and your tight little pussy, you’re mistaken.” 
 
    “But… I’m not on the p-pill, what if I get pregnant?” 
 
    “Then you’ll be mine, forever.  What’s it gonna be, Penny?  You feel this cock?  You want it?” 
 
    Liam put the tiniest bit of extra pressure against my virginal opening.  He’d barely got the tip inside and it already felt like my entrance was stretched to its limit.  The answer to his question was that I wanted it so damn much.  I gulped, getting pregnant was a risk I was going to have to take.  Liam held all the cards. 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
    The man married to my mother gave that all-knowing smirk again and pushed forward even harder.  I held my breath and gritted my teeth as my untested entrance became a taut ring of fire, until I couldn’t bear it anymore and let it all out in a grunt of pain. 
 
    “Ow!  OW, Daddy!  It hurts!” 
 
    “Feels good to me, princess,” said Liam. 
 
    Time stood still for a moment as the words echoed in my ears.  I’d yearned to hear him say something like that for years now, and the reality was better than I’d even hoped for.  I felt like I was falling in love, and I wanted to give him what he wanted. 
 
    I pushed back and felt another fraction of an inch slide into me.  Liam reached forward and held on to my shoulders, pulling my entire body against him, increasing that pressure until, with a wave of relief, I felt his head slip in and nuzzle up against the last bastion of my virginity. 
 
    Carefully, as if he suddenly wanted to be gentle, Liam leaned down again and regathered the fistful of hair he had previously gripped, holding my head still so I was looking right into his eyes.  He was so close, his scent was all around me, his fat cock was in me, he was my whole world at that point. 
 
    Tightening his grip for a second, he suddenly thrust forward, obliterating my hymen and driving his entire length into my untouched depths so fast that his balls hit my ass with a resounding slapping sound.  I screamed and squirmed but he held on so firmly that, no matter how much my arms and legs flailed, his cock stayed exactly where he wanted it. 
 
    Even before I became still again, Liam started pounding into me, giving my tight teen tunnel no time to get used to the sensation of an impossibly thick cock.  I squealed and moaned under him in equal measures, every sound I made only seeming to push him to new heights of hard-fucking enthusiasm. 
 
    The car swayed from side to side, the leather seat bounced and creaked and I saw, through eyes almost squeezed shut, the windows quickly steam up as I thrashed my head from side to side.  My pussy was burning with the intensity of my step-father’s thrusting.  When he said he was going to fuck hard, he really meant it. 
 
    Slowly but surely, the power of Liam’s jack-hammering cock pushed me up against the side of the car like it was a headboard and I pressed at it with both hands to stop myself from getting a concussion.  This only served to push me against my step-father even harder, and I heard him let out a low groan of satisfaction. 
 
    I felt tears streaming from the corners of my eyes and I was just about to beg him to stop, I was too tight to take him, when that burning started changing into something else.  It was sort of like that feeling I had when I sat outside their room and stroked my clit to a muffled climax, but there was some spot inside my pussy that was the centre of sensation now, and every time the ridge of his cock slid past it, it felt a little bit less like pain and a little bit more like holy fucking shit I’m going to cum like the apocalypse. 
 
    My body, instinctively seeking that pleasure, began gripping at his cock and increasing the friction between us.  Liam reached under my knees and pulled them up over his shoulders before resuming his hard thrusts, now deeper than ever. 
 
    On some of the harder strokes I could have sworn I felt the tip of his rigid length brushing against my cervix as my feet waved wildly up by the roof of the car.  This was insane, this was so incredibly wrong, my Daddy’s huge cock was going to make me scream as I came like a little slut. 
 
    “P-please, D-daddy, w-would you, call me y-your little p-princess?” 
 
    Every time Liam pounded into me and our bodies met, it made it sound like I had a stutter, but I couldn’t care about that.  I needed something from him to be truly complete, the man in my life, my Daddy, my king. 
 
    “You are, baby, you’re Daddy’s little princess.  Fuck yeah.” 
 
    My pussy muscles clamped down on him in the first fluttery wave of my second orgasm in quick succession.  Liam leaned into me, my legs still over his shoulders, practically folding me in half as he somehow found the energy to fuck me at breakneck speed for a few thrusts before pausing and I felt a huge hot splash of sperm blast my cervix. 
 
    He pulled almost all the way out, and then buried himself to the hilt again before another spurt joined the first.  For the first time since he took my virginity, his movements lost their rhythm as he savoured the sensations of his own orgasm, using my pussy to milk out his pleasure just as much as it was milking out his semen into my fertile and unprotected depths. 
 
    In sex-ed, they never told us that men came this much.  They said it was like a teaspoon, but my daddy was filling me up. 
 
    That warm feeling of his seed rode the waves of my own climax to my very extremities, making me feel like I was full of sunshine as my toes curled with the sheer bliss of it all.  Every muscle I had was tensed, shaking with the effort as Liam used me for his own pleasure. 
 
    When everything was finally still again, all I could hear was the two of us catching our breath.  Compared to what we’d just done, it felt like the silence of deep space. 
 
    Liam kissed me, deeply, and I got a faint taste of myself again as I realised that this was actually our first kiss.  Our tongues played together and my jaw was almost sore with how wide I had to open it to accommodate the depth of that kiss.  I was breathless when our lips finally parted and I could stare into his eyes again. 
 
    “Was I good, Daddy?” I asked. 
 
    “You were the best, princess,” he said.  “I think you can quit your summer job.  I know how you can earn your keep around here.” 
 
    That was fine by me. 
 
    When Liam exited the car, I followed and discovered the hands-on truth about his written promise to my mother regarding being unable to walk.  Like a true gentleman, he scooped me up like he was carrying me over the threshold and it didn’t take me long to realise he was carrying me to his bedroom.  I guessed I was going to start earning my keep right away. 
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    The box on the table kept on drawing my eye away from my textbooks.  Special deliveries were always exciting, no matter who they were for, but I was even more intrigued by the little handwritten card attached to it. 
 
    The card itself was held closed by a heart-shaped sticker on the edge, but my curiosity got the better of me and by prying it open at the top and the bottom, I was able to read the note. 
 
    ‘Something to keep my slutty little angel tied up until I get home tonight.  Open in private and make sure you’re ready for me.’ 
 
    I knew when I’d signed for the delivery man that the package was for my mother, and from the note I could see my stepfather, Ethan, was the sender.  When I spotted his signature, I felt a little shiver remembering the last time I’d seen him before he left for work this morning. 
 
    Leaning down at the breakfast table to whisper in my mom’s ear, he never took his eyes off me.  Whatever he said, it made my mom blush, and the way his eyes burned, I was squirming in my chair.   
 
    It was a wonder I’d managed to get any study done at all this morning, with a start like that.  The all-knowing expression on his face almost made me believe that he knew my ‘little’ secret, that at some time I couldn’t exactly pinpoint, my puppy love had blossomed into full-blown forbidden lust for my stepfather. 
 
    Of course, I already knew that he knew when things had transitioned into the puppy love stage.  I must have started acting differently, because he sure did.  When I was growing up, he used to call me his little princess, but lately I almost felt like a business partner that lived in the same house as him, he was that formal. 
 
    The more distant he became, the more I wanted him, until he was all I could think of, and my puppy love was not so innocent anymore.  I used to stare at him over the breakfast table and try to silently will him to walk around, knock the bowls of cereal to the floor, pick me up by my hair and force me to bend over and… 
 
    Phew. 
 
    But he never did.  Not until this morning did he ever give me even the smallest hint that he might still have some feelings for his little princess. 
 
    The idea was simultaneously terrifying and a huge fucking turn on.  What if he had a security camera that showed what I did when I was home alone?  What if it showed how I sneaked into their bedroom whenever I got the chance? 
 
    On the one hand, oh my God how embarrassing.  How could I ever show my face in public again?  What if he told somebody?  What if he told my mom?  What if he knew that deep down, I hadn’t really been saving myself for marriage… I’d been saving myself for him, for the one man I could never possibly have?  This would be end-of-the-world level embarrassment for sure. 
 
    Then, on the other hand, if he did know… he hadn’t said anything yet.  Maybe he was enjoying the idea of him and me together, of taking my virginity.  What if that security camera really did exist and he was watching me masturbate all those times while calling his name? 
 
    A hot flush and a spark of pleasure between my legs made me gasp.  I glanced at the clock on the wall and saw it was almost lunchtime anyway.  I had time before I was going to head out to meet my friends at the mall. 
 
    Maybe, since my mom had gone out with a friend, I could answer the call my body had just reminded me of like some kind of biological alarm clock.  A study break would do me good, clear my head and make me all the better prepared for my exams next week. 
 
    Pushing my chair back, the same one I’d been sitting in when Ethan locked eyes with me and, I was sure, talked dirty to my mom, I rose to my feet.  Then that box caught my eye again. 
 
    It was only held closed with regular old packing tape, we had some in a drawer.  It took a much shorter time than it should have for my naughty side to convince me to carefully open the box. 
 
    All I wanted to do was look in there to see what a man like Ethan bought his “slutty angel.”  All the better to help me imagine that it was me he was calling that. 
 
    I used the little scissors from my pencil case as my mind was clouded by thoughts of being all wrapped up in Ethan’s arms, my legs spread as he forced his huge cock into me.  It was only a guess that his cock was huge, because all I had to go on was what I could hear through their bedroom door or through the walls.  Judging by the way he made my mom moan and whimper, even squeal, I thought it was probably a good guess. 
 
    Opening the cardboard box was a bit anticlimactic.  Inside, all I could see was a bunch of packaging and a smallish wooden chest.  I hoped it wasn’t a joke gift, with box after box like those Russian nesting dolls. 
 
    I carefully lifted the lid on the chest and gasped.  There was the treasure. 
 
    Sitting right on top of some other stuff was a long, thick, incredibly realistic-looking dildo.  My jaw dropped as I tried to wrap my mind around the logistics of using it for anything beyond putting it on the mantelpiece and talking about it in hushed, reverent, tones. 
 
    Hanging around the base was a little booklet on a string, and the front page of that said “Feel Familiar Inc.  Create Your Own Replica For That Familiar Feeling.”  My eyes went even wider when I read those words. 
 
    That particular company had been discussed extensively in a current affairs program a few months ago in a segment about the country’s declining morals.  Who in their right mind would want to create such a lifelike replica of their, or their partner’s, genitalia, the pearl-clutching interviewee had asked. 
 
    Well, one of my friends at school managed to get our math teacher’s, so there was one, I supposed. 
 
    My friend never actually showed us her custom Mr. Garrett toy, though she did rave about how incredible it was when she used it to make videos for him, so this was my first real-life look at the work of Feel Familiar Inc.  If this was what I thought it was, then I was looking at the holy grail of my fantasies of Ethan. 
 
    Almost as if I was in a dream, I saw my hand reaching towards it.  It wasn’t meant for me.  It wasn’t mine.  But maybe, just for a few seconds, I could pretend it was. 
 
    My fingertips hovered over it for a few seconds and I could hardly believe how small my hand looked next to its girth.  It was almost as if there was some invisible barrier around it, made from the desperate protests of my better judgement. 
 
    Touching that dildo would be almost as forbidden as touching the real thing.  I couldn’t do it, it was so wrong. 
 
    But I needed to. 
 
    I forced through the barrier and rested my hand on the sex toy for the first time, breathing out quietly in awe at the feel of it.  Having never touched a real cock before, aside from through clothes when boys danced with me at parties and pushed their bulges against my ass, I didn’t have anything to compare it to, but it felt so lifelike that I swore I could almost sense it throbbing with lust. 
 
    Maybe it was just my own heart hammering in my chest though, it was certainly loud enough in my ears.  I wrapped my fingers around it as far as I could and lifted it out of the box until it waggled back and forth with sexual promises right in front of my face. 
 
    Everything about it was hypnotic, the way it swayed, the weight, the texture, and especially the shape of it.  I wanted to take it to bed and cuddle it all night like a teddy bear, but not until it had given me the orgasm of a lifetime. 
 
    That’s what I wanted to do, but of course I couldn’t.  That self-denial almost made me want to cry, as if it wasn’t fair to be so close to Ethan’s cock but not let myself have all that pleasure. 
 
    Having it right in my hands wasn’t helping with my willpower either.  It was making me feel… funny, to say the least.  I was short of breath, and my skin was feeling tingly, especially between my legs.  I wouldn’t have been surprised if I reached down there and found that I was noticeably wet already. 
 
    My eyes just kept on traversing its length up and down, side to side as it wobbled, and my body responded like I was a puppet on a string.  Aesthetically, I couldn’t say what I liked about it… but at the same time it was the most glorious thing I’d ever seen. 
 
    With heart-breaking determination, I started to lower it back into the chest, so I could run away to my parents’ room and get my hands between my legs to clear my head.  Then I saw what was next on top of the pile of things in there. 
 
    It was undeniably a cheerleader uniform, and I recognized the yellow, black and white of my school straight away.  Setting the dildo down at the edge of the chest, I picked the uniform up by the coat hanger and it unfolded in front of me. 
 
    Clear as day on the front was “S.G.H.S,” my school.  I turned it around to look at the back and dropped it with a little gasp. 
 
    It fell into crumpled heap at my feet and I jumped back as if it was a snake.  It was a good minute or two before I gathered the courage to pick it up again, and my hand was shaking as I lifted it. 
 
    No.  I wasn’t hallucinating.  Printed on the back, in the exact same size and style as it was on my real uniform, was my name, “Taylor.”  What was this doing in a chest with that sex toy and… what else was in here? 
 
    I put the cheerleader uniform on the table and pushed a big bundle of silky red ribbon and some kind of short multi-tailed whip off another set of clothes.  I lifted that up and saw it was a school uniform.  For my school, again. 
 
    My school days were almost over, I just had some exams to get through.  There wasn’t any rational reason for these clothes to be in here with all this… unless… 
 
    These clothes were like everything else in this chest.  They were for my mom and Ethan to use when they were getting intimate.  I gulped. 
 
    My own stepfather wanted to roleplay fucking me.  My stomach fluttered with nervous pleasure and I found my hand had unconsciously strayed back inside the chest to grip that fat dildo. 
 
    I bit my lip and closed my eyes, remembering one more time the way he had looked at me this morning.  No wonder there’d been such fire there.  He knew that he’d soon have somewhere to channel all that forbidden lust. 
 
    With a crazy kind of righteousness suddenly surging through me, I picked up the replica of my stepfather’s cock with intent.  He had somewhere to channel it, so it wasn’t fair that I didn’t.  I’d go have the most satisfying masturbation of my short life, and I’d do it without any guilt for the first time. 
 
    The red ribbon was tangled around the end of the dildo when I picked it up.  What was that for?  Tying my mother up when she was wearing my school uniform?  That could come along for the ride too. 
 
    I gathered it all up and made my way to their bedroom, dumping my ill-gotten on their bed before stripping down in record time.  I had one knee on the covers before I climbed back off, remembering something that had become an almost essential part of my ritual if I wanted to get off particularly hard. 
 
    I scrambled to their huge walk-in wardrobe and returned with the bottle of Ethan’s distinctive cologne.  A few sprays here and there, and it was like he was in the room with me.  I took a deep breath and let out a happy sigh before putting the cologne back in the wardrobe. 
 
    When I returned, I crawled slowly on to the bed from the bottom edge and pretended Ethan was lying there, ready for me to service him before he used my body for his own pleasure.  With slow, sultry, movements that I could never imagine myself performing with any of the boys at my school, I made my way up to where the magnificent replica sat in the midst of the red ribbon. 
 
    “Ooooh, poor Daddy,” I cooed. 
 
    It always made me feel especially naughty when I touched myself while thinking about him and used that word, and this time was no different.  Leaning down so my ass stuck in the air, I planted a kiss on the shaft and imagined looking up from between his legs for approval. 
 
    “Have you got all tangled up in the ribbon?  Do you need a miracle from your slutty little angel?” 
 
    I nuzzled the fake cock and closed my eyes as my lips brushed against it.  With the incredible craftsmanship, the scent of Ethan’s cologne and a healthy dose of imagination, I was in seventh heaven. 
 
    I whimpered as another spark of pleasure, more potent than the by the kitchen table, hit me between the legs.  I reached down and traced one finger up and down my labia, before circling around my tight entrance. 
 
    My suspicions were confirmed, I was undeniably wet.  I was going to be a dirty little girl and this was going to be fun. 
 
    Keeping my balance with one forearm resting on the bed, I teased myself both with my fingers and with the challenge of untangling the object of my desire from the red ribbon using only my lips, teeth and nose. 
 
    By the time I had it free, I felt like I knew every square inch of that massive cock by touch.  My own arm had become tangled in the ribbon, but that didn’t matter.  The thick shaft was in the clear. 
 
    “In my mouth?  Do you think it will fit, Daddy?” I asked my phantom lover. 
 
    I kissed the head of the cock and slipped the tip of my finger inside my entrance.  Arching my back and curling my tongue around it, I was able to pull the copy of my stepfather’s hard dick into my mouth, and I moaned with satisfaction. 
 
    Swirling my tongue all around it, I bobbed and twisted my head, making it wet and slippery until it was sliding over my lips with ease, though I did have to keep my mouth open wide to accommodate it.  My finger was slick with my own juices and I began flicking it back and forth across my clit, making me moan with every breath, right on the latex cock. 
 
    My arm was getting tired, so I grabbed the dildo and flipped over on my back, further entrapping myself in the red ribbon.  I squirmed in relief at the more comfortable position and rested the dildo between my breasts, with the tip sticking out and in easy reach of my mouth. 
 
    I let myself peek out at it and felt my legs quiver at that sight.  My chest had started developing early, and I had some of the biggest and perkiest breasts in my year now. 
 
    As a result, while my hand may not have been able to wrap all the way around the thick shaft, my breasts squashed over it wonderfully.  I stuck out my tongue to guide the tip back into my head as I closed my eyes started bobbing up and down on it again. 
 
    My slippery juices were trickling out of my virgin pussy by now and I could feel the tiny rivulets making slow tickly progress across my ass toward the bed.  Using one arm to hug my breasts, I kept the dildo in place and reached between my legs again, imagining it was his fingers exploring me there. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy!” I squealed, temporarily taking my mouth off the rubber cock. 
 
    All I had ever managed to fit inside me was a single finger, I was too tight to attempt anything else, and so that’s what I did now.  My pussy hugged my finger so snugly on all sides, yet it slipped inside easily because of how wet I was, at least as far as my hymen. 
 
    My hymen!  I shuddered and my eyelids fluttered a little as the most devilish thought yet raced through my head. 
 
    I might not be able to get this dildo inside of me, but I could get it good and wet and maybe get it far enough to pop my cherry.  Then it would be like all my dreams had come true and Ethan had taken my virginity.  I could never really have him, but this would be as close as I could get, and instead of my finger, I could rub myself on that replica to finish me off. 
 
    The thought alone almost had me quivering with a sudden climax.  Yes! 
 
    My hands moved nearly as fast as the butterflies in my stomach, bringing the tip of the rubber cock to my entrance.  Warm and wet from my mouth, the sensation of it pressing against my sex was incredible. 
 
    It didn’t take much imagination to picture Ethan’s muscular body pressing his manhood against me, seeking my virgin territory.  I pushed and pushed, and bit my lip with the effort of it, marveling at how fat it was. 
 
    It just would not fit, and I gave myself a little break after a few minutes, rubbing the head all over my pussy and clit, grinding my hips, and further coating it in my natural lubricants.  I had to be careful though, because the more slippery it got, the better it felt on my clit and I was damn close to an orgasm that would leave my ears ringing. 
 
    The last thing I wanted to do was to climax before the Ethan replica had taken my virginity, so I moved the tip to my entrance again and prepared myself for round two.  Grasping it with both hands, I pulled it as hard as I could, feeling it start to slide into me like a slow and somehow wonderful torture. 
 
    My pussy lips were stretched out to a tight ring of fire and a sheen of sweat was standing out on my forehead, as much from the pain and pleasure as from the effort, and I still hadn’t managed to take even the head, nor felt my cherry pop.  I licked my lips and took a few breaths. 
 
    “Push harder, Daddy!  Use me!  I don’t care how much it hurts!  Yes!  Yes!  Y-” 
 
    “What.  The fuck.  Are you doing?” 
 
    Time flies when you’re having fun.  When, for all intents and purposes, you’re life has ended, time can stop entirely. 
 
    I opened my eyes and saw none other than the owner of the original cock the replica was based on standing in the door way to the bedroom.  His bedroom. 
 
    Words were beyond me.  It took what felt like a solid year just for my jaw to drop in horror. 
 
    I was on the bed he shared with my mother.  My legs were spread so wide that my knees were almost in different timezones.  I was so turned on that I could feel a wet patch under my ass.  Worst of all, I was talking about “Daddy” while trying to stuff a rubber copy of his cock into my virgin pussy. 
 
    All at once, time remembered it had a job to do and rushed ahead again.  I shut my legs so fast that my thighs slapping together sounded like a gunshot. 
 
    Scrambling to sit up and make a dash for my clothes, I discovered just how much my squirming and thrashing had tied me up in the ribbon.  It would have taken me a couple of minutes to completely extract myself. 
 
    I didn’t have a couple of minutes.  Ethan was stalking towards me, so it was all I could do to pant in terror and try to cover myself up. 
 
    It was one thing to pretend to be such a naughty girl, but a completely different kettle of fish to feel a man’s eyes on my naked body for the first time.  And he was my stepfather. 
 
    I wanted to run away and hide.  I was sure that, even though I was in so much trouble that it was beyond comprehension, it was even worse that the one man I lusted after the most couldn’t possibly find me attractive. 
 
    “I said, what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Ethan asked. 
 
    I could see he had the little whip in his hand.  He must have come home early to see the package opened on the table then come here to find my mom, expecting that I had gone to meet my friends for lunch like I said I was going to. 
 
    “I’m s-sorry, Da… Ethan.” 
 
    I felt myself turn bright red as I half-called him “Daddy”.  When I was little, I’d wanted to call him that, but I was too shy.  Then I grew out of it, until I’d started needing these little “sessions.”  I’d never called him that to his face. 
 
    “P-please don’t t-” 
 
    “Tell your mom?  Oh, she’s gonna hear about this alright.” 
 
    Ethan dropped the whip on the bed and grabbed a fistful of my hair at the back of my head, pulling me to a more upright sitting position.  I gasped at the sudden pain and tried to reach for his wrist to push him away but, because of how tangled up in the ribbon I was, by the time I freed my arms enough, the pain had subsided. 
 
    The replica of Ethan’s cock had fallen to the bed between my legs and with the movement I felt it brush against my pussy.  I squealed in surprise and Ethan smiled as he glanced down and picked it up, the tip flicking against my clit as it went past. 
 
    “So, for the record Taylor, you think you’re woman enough to take your clothes off and get in my bed.  Is that right?” 
 
    Holding me still with his grip on my hair, he rubbed the dildo across my cheek.  My bottom lip was pushed down as he moved the sex toy across to the other side and I waited until it was past before I dared open my mouth. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “No… uh… sir?” 
 
    Ethan tut-tutted.  “No.  That’s not what you were calling me a few seconds ago.  Say it again.” 
 
    “No… Daddy?” 
 
    My stepfather smiled. “That’s right, you’re just an eighteen year old little girl and that’s all you’ll ever be until I’m finished with you.” 
 
    “W-what are you talking about?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ethan slapped me in the face with the rubber cock, wet with my own pussy juices, and I gasped more in excitement than in pain.  My stepfather was here, in his bedroom, with me, I was naked and he was totally in control.  The way he was toying with me made me feel more like squirming in a good way. 
 
    “I told your mother that if you gave me too many more of those “fuck me” eyes that I wouldn’t be able to stop myself much longer, the roleplay wouldn’t be enough.  She knows that you’ve been walking a thin line between being my innocent daughter and my bareback fuck toy ever since you turned eighteen.” 
 
    I would have rather heard what he just told me than that I had just won the lottery and I was the proud owner of a unicorn.  A hot flush rose up from my chest and rekindled the blush that had just faded, as well as spreading out to the very tips of my fingers and toes.  It was like an afterglow that was building back up to an orgasm, and nothing was even touching me between the legs. 
 
    “There you are.  That’s right.  There’s my little slut waiting to happen.  You’re just about cumming just thinking about how close my cock is, aren’t you?” 
 
    I glanced down and my eyes widened at the obvious, and growing, bulge in his pants.  My stepfather’s cock was getting hard for me. 
 
    He dropped the dildo on the bed and used his now-free hand to unzip his pants.  I was as still as a statue, transfixed by what he was doing, and my heart leapt when he reached in and pulled out his thick shaft. 
 
    It twitched and grew with every beat of his heart, and I wanted it, I wanted it more than anything I’d ever seen before in my entire life.  Every movement made me more excited, making my breaths come quick and shallow and my chest heave. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, Taylor?” 
 
    I looked up at him and gulped my way past the embarrassment of the admission before nodding. 
 
    “So beg for it?  Beg your daddy to let you suck his cock.” 
 
    “Please c-can I… do I really have to?” I said, barely above a whisper. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ethan taped my cheek lightly with the palm of his hand, not quite a slap.  “You do if you want to feel this inside of you.  Do it, you sexy little bitch, beg for what you’ve wanted all this time.” 
 
    “P-please, Daddy… can I suck your… cock?” I said. 
 
    “Make me believe it.” 
 
    “Please, Daddy!  I need to suck your cock!” I said with everything I could muster. 
 
    “Good girl,” said Ethan, and led me to his cock via his grip on my hair. 
 
    I tilted my head and pulled the tip of his cock into my mouth as I had done with the dildo, and writhed happily when I heard Ethan sigh in pleasure.  My stepfather looked down at me with satisfaction evident on his face. 
 
    “You were born to wrap your lips around a hard dick, Taylor,” he said. 
 
    Before I could do anything else, he grasped his shaft and helped guide it in and out of my mouth as he began to thrust and it continued to harden.  It wasn’t long before it was just as rigid as the dildo had been and I had to wriggle up to my knees to stay aligned with it. 
 
    Ethan brought one of my hands, and then the other, to his hard rod, replacing his own grip as he began to undress himself, never letting go of my hair.  First, his shirt was shrugged off his shoulders, only to remain stuck on the arm he was holding me with, then his pants and boxer briefs came down. 
 
    I let my eyes roll up and take in his incredible physique.  Under any other circumstances, I would have wanted to run my tongue over those abs, but I was busy with something even more important. 
 
    Ethan’s thick cock pistonned in and out of my mouth, and I did my best to swirl my tongue around it every time, trying to explore the real version as thoroughly as I had the fake.  For his part, Ethan was getting more and more carried away with himself, fucking my face harder and faster with every passing second until the tip hit the back of my throat. 
 
    I coughed and gagged, pushing at his thighs, but Ethan didn’t relent even a little bit and I was surprised at how quickly I was able to compose myself and get used to the reality of having a huge cock knocking at the door to my throat.  My eyes watered, but I smiled as best I could around his huge shaft when I heard him call me a good girl again. 
 
    Ethan alternated between letting his free hand explore my body as far as he could reach, and holding my head still so he could fuck it with reckless, squelching, abandon.  My whole world revolved around his cock, and my body responded with a reminder about how close I had been to orgasm before. 
 
    My slippery nectar trickled freely down the inside of one thigh and I let go of his cock with one hand to answer the call.  Almost instantly, Ethan pulled my head off his throbbing manhood and grabbed my wrist. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t.  The next time you cum, you’re gonna have my cock in you.” 
 
    “But Eth… er… Daddy, it won’t fit.  I tried.” I gestured towards the dildo, now obsolete. 
 
    Ethan leaned close. “Well, I heard what you said, and I’m not gonna stop until I get my cock in your tight little pussy.  I’m gonna push, hard, no matter how much it hurts, I’m gonna use you, and you’re gonna fucking love it.” 
 
    “But… seriously…” 
 
    “Shhhh.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ethan slapped me harder than the last time and then shoved me back on the bed.  Pleasure and pain bloomed on my cheek, and I squeezed my eyes shut with the sudden need to concentrate on holding my climax back.  I didn’t want to disobey him. 
 
    “You’re gonna be a good little girl and take Daddy’s cock all the way.” 
 
    My stepfather’s shirt dropped off his arm before he climbed on to the bed and grabbed my ankles.  With one fluid motion he pulled my legs down to either side of him, which scooted me across the bed until his erection towered over my pussy intimidatingly. 
 
    I licked my lips nervously.  This was it.  I was all wrapped up in red ribbon like a present for Ethan, and he was finally between my legs about to give me what I’d pined after so much, whether I could handle it or not. 
 
    “Do you have a condom?” I asked. 
 
    “Not for you, my pristine little fucktoy.  You’re getting the full experience, and I’m gonna feel you cum right on my cock, not on some piece of rubber.” 
 
    “But… but, Daddy, I’m not on the pill.” 
 
    Ethan smiled devilishly and traced his fingers around my belly.  “That’s the risk you take when you get in my bed unprepared.  If you tell me to stop, I’ll stop.  You’ll never have to worry about being ready for my cock again.  Ever.  But I can feel your legs shaking, I can see how wet you are.  You’re not gonna stop me.” 
 
    With that, he lifted my quivering legs over his shoulders and then grabbed his cock to aim it at my pussy.  I yelped when the tip touched my labia, worried that he was going to force it inside of me straight away, but he took his time to further slicken his hard dick with my pussy juices, despite already having a liberal coating of my saliva and his pre-cum. 
 
    He rubbed his fat cock up and down like a paint brush until I was almost crazy with anticipation, wondering every time if this or that was the last second of my virginity.  However, when he started pushing in earnest, there was no mistaking it. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    My stepdad looked at me incredulously. “You got something to say?” 
 
    “Could you… um… could you please call me your little princess when you fuck me?” I asked, and then squeezed my eyes shut, almost fearing the laughter. 
 
    “Oh Taylor.  The more you talk like that, the more it makes me want to put a baby in… my little princess.” 
 
    I would have done so much more than just let him fuck me in that moment.  I was putty wrapped around his cock. 
 
    Ethan leaned forward, bending my legs towards my head and forcing my ass up off the mattress to present my pussy to him even more.  I winced, then whimpered and then, as my pussy was pushed beyond what I’d had the strength to do with the dildo, I cried out and braced myself against the headboard. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re even tighter than I hoped,” grunted Ethan. 
 
    “I can’t take it, Daddy!  Ow!  Owowowowow!” 
 
    I inhaled a breath through my teeth when I felt the tip of his cock at my hymen, then break through at the same time as my pussy lips slid over the ridge of his cock head.  I let my breath out in a sigh, but Ethan was far from finished with me. 
 
    With my ass raised as it was, I could see every single inch of hard dick as Ethan fed it into my tight teen pussy.  I could hardly believe there was enough room inside me, I’d never felt so full before and still the cock kept on coming. 
 
    Ethan’s heavy balls came to rest on my ass like a cushion for precious jewelry at the same moment that I felt the tip of his cock brush against my cervix.  My mouth formed a big ‘O’ of surprise, it was like we were made for each other. 
 
    “That feels so good, Princess,” said Ethan. 
 
    “Am I a good fucktoy, Daddy?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
    Ethan pulled back until he was almost completely out and then slammed his cock back into my depths, making me squeal as he continued to make me walk the fine line between pleasure and pain. 
 
    “You sound so fucking sexy when you do that,” growled Ethan. 
 
    My stepfather quickly worked up to a frantic pace until the room was filled with the cacophony of a virgin teen getting vigorously deflowered by a huge cock.  Squeals, slapping, grunts, whimpers, panting, and a torrent of dirty talk as Ethan left me in no doubt about what a dirty little girl I was. 
 
    Every time he drove his rock-hard length into my tight tunnel, my ass bounced off the bed and pushed back at him, making the impact between our bodies all the harder.  My breasts wobbled in time with every thrust and Ethan seemed almost mesmerized by them, as if he was trying to make them bounce as hard and fast as he could. 
 
    The fire between my legs spread out, the pleasure finally overwhelming the pain, and I knew that my first cock-powered orgasm was only moments away.  My eyelids tried to squeeze themselves shut and I fought against the urge, wanting to keep my eyes fixed on Ethan while he gave me the most powerful climax of my life. 
 
    Then, as it finally hit, my eyes rolled back in my head anyway, ending the battle for supremacy of my eyelids.  I went with it, as a humming grew in my ears at the same frequency as the tingling sensation that first concentrated on my clit and then spread out to join the fire until I was burning with ecstasy all over my body, especially wherever Ethan touched my skin. 
 
    For a few seconds, I was floating without gravity in a kaleidoscope of color, the only thing tying me to the real world being the sensation of ever-thrusting cock in my pussy.  In the midst of my orgasm, I felt Ethan’s cock swell even further for a moment, and then a huge and hot blast of cum hit me right in the cervix. 
 
    From a great distance I heard Ethan groan long and low as he pumped what seemed like a lifetime supply of creamy cum into me.  His thrusts lost all of their rhythm, but none of their power, as my orgasm rose and fell, seemingly extended by each spurt of semen and the thrill of the risk that came with it. 
 
    Eventually even this climax had to recede and, when my eyes started working normally again, Ethan let my legs slide off his shoulders but kept his still-hard length buried to the hilt inside me.  Leaning down, he gave me our first kiss, one that stole my breath away when I was already having trouble catching it.  When he finally released my lips, I panted for air and held him close, feeling his hot breath on my neck. 
 
    “Let’s see how the cheerleader uniform fits,” said Ethan. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “We’re just getting started, Princess.” 
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    The door slammed behind me as I stared out the window and I jumped, startled out of a really weird daydream.  I spun on my chair, away from my computer, and saw my step-daughter, Adelyn, there in her lab coat, on the verge of ranting about something. 
 
    For other teenagers, as far as I heard from my friends, that might have been par for the course, but Adelyn was no ordinary girl and never had been.  She was what you’d have to call a prodigy, and even though it was the weekend, we weren’t at home where she could throw a tantrum if she wanted to, this was a high-level research and development wing of the US government. 
 
    Once again, as she caught my eye, I was struck by the miracle of the genetic lottery that was Dr. Adelyn Smith.  If she ever decided that electro-neurophysiology, theoretical physics and being a major player in the technology of international espionage wasn’t interesting anymore, she had a bright career ahead of her as the supermodel that would make the rest of them look like trolls. 
 
    Even her lab coat and those glasses couldn’t hide the perfection of her shape, be it the gentle curves of her petite body or the contours of her angelic face.  It was harder for me to ignore, because unlike everybody else in the world, I had to use a lot less imagination. 
 
    I’d seen her in our back yard wearing those glasses and a bikini solving Fermat’s Last Theorem for fun on the largest portable whiteboard we had, in between cooling off in the pool.  I had to give myself a mental slap on the hand that day. 
 
    Even more mind-bending was that time she came out of the bathroom after having a shower with a towel wrapped around herself, but it was probably the smallest towel we had.  She had to hold it up with one hand, and it split like a sultry evening gown from her thigh to just under her armpit.  It was a torturous expanse of skin to be flashed. 
 
    Ever since her mother passed away a few years back it had been just the two of us at home and now that we worked together too, we were almost never apart.  She was getting more beautiful every second I spent in her presence. 
 
    Since she turned eighteen she made me think things that were truly shameful, but I couldn’t help it, I looked at her, at that womanly perfection, and it called out to the very core of my masculine needs.  I ached for what I must never touch. 
 
    It was wrong to want her.  Disrespectful to the memory of her mother and condemned by society.  Wrong, wrong, wrong, but she set my mind on fire like nothing else.  How could I ever look at another woman when the very next thing I would have to do is compare them to Adelyn and find them lacking in mind, body and soul? 
 
    Her biological father was a real piece of work, he literally chased her and her mother, Becca, away.  That’s how I met them in the first place, ten years ago getting rear-ended at the traffic lights. 
 
    Becca was so distraught, so used to a man’s explosive temper, that my calm reaction to the accident won her over almost immediately.  A few ‘meetings’ to ‘exchange insurance details’ turned into dates, love, marriage and a happy home. 
 
    Adelyn, given her own room for the first time, with her genius given the proper stimulation for the first time, absolutely flourished.  Her real father, obviously a fucking idiot intimidated by his daughter’s natural insight, tried to keep her down to make himself feel better.  I didn’t. 
 
    She devoured all the books I could provide for her, asked questions both within and beyond my field of expertise and I’d never forget the day, when she was barely into double digits, when I walked past her room to see her holding up a couple of models of organic molecules she’d made from the toy set I bought her, looking back and forth in confusion between them and several pages of equations she’d written down. 
 
    It turned out that her confusion wasn’t because she didn’t understand the chemistry, the math or the physics.  Oh no.  What she’d done was independently create a superior catalyst for clean combustion of fossil fuels, making engines run more efficiently and with less environmental impact than ever before.  That was the first of her many patents. 
 
    So I kept myself in check these days, I threw myself into our work and into providing everything that a good father should.  A safe home, support, love.  I kept my feelings and my needs to myself.  But it wasn’t easy, and looking at her now was already driving me to distraction. 
 
    “Well, they’re shutting us down,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yep.  Not approved for human testing, we’re supposed to finish all the documentation before we get reassigned to a new project.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious?  This machine is going to change the world!  It’s going to be the last word in interrogation, in counter-intelligence, don’t they-” 
 
    “I told you you should have been there for the presentation,” she said. 
 
    “That was today?  Christ, I can’t believe… really?  I’m sorry, Adelyn, I actually was going to come along, but time kind of slipped away on me here.  It shouldn’t have made any difference.  There’s nothing I know about this project that you don’t.” 
 
    “Yeah, but they respect your opinion more.” 
 
    “Dammit.  OK, we’ve got to fight this.  We’ll schedule a meeting with-” 
 
    “I already took care of it, it’s scheduled for next week, but you know how these things go.  Even if it’s not the right decision, once they’ve announced something and the wheels are turning, it’s almost impossible to stop the momentum.  Heaven forbid they have to admit they were wrong.” 
 
    I shook my head in frustration. “Tied up in red tape.  OK, so we need to apply enough force in the opposite direction to halt that momentum.  Let’s think about what we’ve got to work with.  A perfect safety record since inception, demonstrable results with high encephalization quotient test subjects, quantifiable-” 
 
    Adelyn cut me off with a sigh and a shake of her head.  “There’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “What every brilliant scientific team has done when faced with the resistance of the lesser minds in bureaucracy.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. 
 
    “We have to run a human test and show them that the ENRF machine has the power to do everything we told them it could.  It can dampen the electromagnetic fields of specific parts of the brain, leaving subjects totally docile and open to reprogramming. And it works on humans.  We can painlessly interrogate foreign spies and send them home as double-agents.  The safety of our country depends on us, Martin.” 
 
    “Save the sales pitch for General Hoss.” 
 
    “Hmmph.  He said the results were open to interpretation, which is another way of saying that the equations it’s based on look like hieroglyphics to him.  Why does the fate of our work, of international security, rest in the hands of those unqualified to judge its merit?” 
 
    I threw up my hands in surrender.  “You’re preaching to the choir, Adelyn, but we can’t just go out there, whistling a jaunty tune, and drag somebody in for an unsanctioned experiment in an untested-” 
 
    “We’ve done plenty of-” 
 
    “Untested on humans.  What if something goes wrong?  The science behind it is rock solid, but our engineers don’t have enough experience with these components to safely say that they’ve got building this technology down to a fine art.  Even if everything works perfectly-” 
 
    “It does work perfectly.  I’ve inspected everything personally.  Everything.” 
 
    “They’re still not going to authorize a human test subject, and I don’t have one in my wallet.  Do you?” 
 
    Adelyn took a deep breath.  “Me.” 
 
    I stood to my feet and pointed at her just like I did that time I caught her in the front yard with a lit match in her hand, bare inches away from the fuse of a massive home-made rocket. 
 
    “No!  There’s absolutely no way we’re ever going to let the first human experiment be-” 
 
    ***** 
 
    Adelyn shrugged off her lab coat, revealing a conservative and professional skirt and button up shirt underneath, and took off her glasses, setting them both down before passing through and closing the door behind her.  As she sat on the chair inside the magnetic resonance chamber I saw her skirt ride up a little, showing off the most nicely-toned legs imaginable. 
 
    She gave me the thumbs up, since I couldn’t hear her through the thick glass.  I frowned back at her, but went through the motions of turning the ENRF machine on anyway. 
 
    I wasn’t happy about this, at all, but she was right.  We’d done everything we could to make our invention safe, and we couldn’t let them shut us down now, not when we were so close. 
 
    A low whine could be heard as the machine powered up, getting louder and higher in pitch as it built up the energy it needed to blast my step-daughter with what was effectively an EMP for the brain.  My finger hovered over the appropriate button as I watched the meters rise, waiting for the exact moment. 
 
    Despite her previous confidence, Adelyn looked nervous in there.  She knew the process better than anybody, but we had nobody who could actually tell us what it would feel like to have your mind temporarily shut down. 
 
    The readings on the screen entered the green zone and I pushed the button.  A deep boom, almost below the range of human hearing, sounded, then trailed off as the machine wound down. 
 
    Through the glass, the anxious expression on Adelyn’s face was gone and she stared straight ahead, completely still.  I waved to get her attention, tried to do the thumbs up again, but she wasn’t looking directly at me and so maybe couldn’t see. 
 
    After a minute, the machine was silent and the red light above the chamber door went from red to green.  I opened it and rushed through, approaching Adelyn cautiously. 
 
    I waved my hand in front of her eyes, but they remained fixed on some point well beyond the wall of the chamber.  She was utterly motionless except for the slow but steady breaths that made her chest rise and fall. 
 
    First milestone passed, she was alive and appeared to be in an altered hypnagogic state. 
 
    “Adelyn, can you hear me?” I spoke clearly and carefully. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you in any pain?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She spoke in an emotionless monotone, but clearly retained access to the parts of her brain responsible for language.  Perfect, just like we designed it. 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    “Adelyn Stacey Wallis,” she said. 
 
    She was born Adelyn Stacey Smith, but unofficially took my name after her mother and I were married.  This kind of implied that she really, deep down, considered herself to be my daughter in her very core.  My guilt at all the dirty thoughts I’d been having about her resurfaced. 
 
    I shook it off.  Adelyn and I had agreed on a very short set of tests to conduct before returning her to her normal state. 
 
    “Forget your name,” I said. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Your name is Abraham Lincoln.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    “Abraham Lincoln.” 
 
    “Remember your real name.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    “Adelyn Stacey Wallis.” 
 
    “Good, good.  Stand up.” 
 
    Adelyn rose to her feet and I pulled her arm out to the side so it was level with her shoulder.  The second part of our quick test was to demonstrate suggestibility.  If Adelyn had been a superheroine, her weakness would most definitely be tickles. 
 
    “You are not ticklish at all.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I tickled her vigorously under the armpit, something I hadn’t done in years.  Outside of this experiment, Adelyn would have been half-shrieking, half-laughing, crumpled up on the floor, begging for mercy, with tears streaming down her face.  I was sure of it.  Now though, she didn’t react at all. 
 
    We were also going to use this planted suggestion as a demonstration of the lasting effects of the ENRF machine.  If she remained un-ticklish when the rest of her higher-level functions had been switched on again, then that would be a clean sweep as far as our unauthorized experiment went. 
 
    I returned her arm to her side.  “Good.  Sit down in the chair again.” 
 
    Adelyn complied immediately and I took a single step towards the door, ready to bring her back, when I saw something that gave me pause.  It shouldn’t have.  If it was anybody but her sitting in that chair, it wouldn’t have.  But it did. 
 
    One of the buttons on Adelyn’s shirt had come undone.  Not the top one, not the bottom one.  The second from the top.  Right between her breasts. 
 
    Some doors open into offices, some doors open into your own house.  For me, this was like a door the opened into heaven itself. 
 
    I’d seen a lot more of her when she wore her bikinis, or that day with the towel, and I’d been with plenty of women in my time, but seeing that small bit of her bra, the curve of the cup that held her perky little breast was different.  This was her underwear.  She was so busy with her studies, and now work, that this was something she didn’t show to anybody.  Ever.  I knew that for a fact.  This was a carefully guarded treasure. 
 
    Adelyn kept on looking straight ahead as I knelt by her side, mesmerized by that forbidden glimpse.  I looked from her face, to that tantalizing gap and back again and licked my lips before swallowing hard, hating the depraved thoughts running through my mind. 
 
    My own step-daughter.  I should not be so infatuated with her, with that body of hers, with all the pleasure that a man could take from such a perfect little sex goddess. 
 
    On the bright side, if there was any bright side to my predicament, if Adelyn were not completely under the influence of our machine, she wouldn’t just sit there while her own step-father got a closer and closer look inside her shirt.  That was another pass for our experiment. 
 
    You could do anything you want with her… 
 
    I told the little devil on my shoulder to shut the hell up.  I should have stood and left, but that voice was right.  The machine worked and I could make it so that Adelyn didn’t remember any of this. 
 
    Adelyn wouldn’t be hurt.  She wouldn’t be losing anything that she would notice.  No harm, no foul. 
 
    Yes.  I could do that.  We’d been so busy the last few years that I hadn’t even had time to date another woman, even if I had found one that could come close to comparing with my step-daughter.   
 
    All I needed was to see what I’d been lusting after, the siren in my own home.  That would be enough, then I could keep that memory for myself in that special area of my brain under lock and key with the day of the towel, the summer days around the pool.  That’s all. 
 
    With a visibly shaking hand, I reached towards Adelyn’s shirt, watching her face like a hawk for any signs of discomfort or resistance.  My heart was thundering in my chest with fear and excitement in equal measure. 
 
    My finger and thumb gripped the next button down and still Adelyn didn’t lift a finger.  With a flick, I popped the button loose and pulled my hand back.  The gap was bigger, now from this angle I could see the top of her gym-toned belly and all the way under the cup of her bra to the far side of her torso. 
 
    My cock was trapped uncomfortably down one leg as it hardened inexorably and I removed my lab coat so I could adjust it before that discomfort grew.  I paused for a second before I grabbed at myself, making sure that Adelyn was still all the way under. 
 
    Of course, she was.  This wasn’t like a drug or hypnosis.  Test subjects would remain in this state until the machine switched them back on.  I knew that, but I couldn’t stop myself from making sure either. 
 
    This was unbelievable.  My step-daughter, the untouchable beauty that haunted my fantasies and teased me with her raw sex appeal all day, had no problems with me rearranging my thickening manhood right in front of her.  She didn’t even notice by the time I was done. 
 
    Now pointing up, I could feel it bulging out in my pants as each beat of my fluttering heart brought it closer to full mast.  I reached out and gripped her top button. 
 
    It came undone with ease and I gripped each side of her shirt, pulling it open to expose the silky black material of her bra completely, along with the twin swells of her incredible little breasts.  I let my hand hover over her left tit for what seemed like an eternity, my lust fighting with my fatherly instincts. 
 
    Lust won.  I let my fingertips fall on to her illicit skin and I felt the soft yet firm flesh of her breast.  Adelyn stared blankly ahead and I let myself slowly feel her small youthful curves. 
 
    Never, in my entire life, had I ever felt anything like her forbidden flesh under my fingers.  My own skin tingled with excitement whenever I touched her and my cock was raging hard in my pants. 
 
    I had to see more, touch more, get what I needed and get out of here before I truly lost control, before I went too far.  Still on my knees, I shuffled around until I was in front of her, so I could more easily appreciate both of her perfect little mounds. 
 
    From this vantage point, Adelyn was staring right at me.  More accurately, she was staring right through me at some point in the distance. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Her eyes focused and her gaze locked with mine, following my eyes wherever I went.  I looked back into those clear blue depths for a while, basking in their beauty, feeling an undeniable sense of power coursing through me. 
 
    To have her eyes on me, her shirt open, her body available for my own personal exploration and satisfaction, well, there was nobody and nowhere else in the entire world I’d rather be. 
 
    With a quiet exhaled breath, I undid that last bottom button and pushed her shirt back off her shoulders.  Sitting up straight, her chest stuck out almost proudly in contrast to the emotionless expression of her face. 
 
    With her shirt bunched up at the back, level with her elbows, I drank in the sight of her, all that bare skin that shouldn’t have been mine to see.  Her eyes still followed my every movement and her breasts rose and fell with each breath. 
 
    My hands left her arms, sliding around to the front to cup both of those wondrous mounds at the same time.  Squeezing and lifting, I created cleavage out of even her small but perfectly formed womanly assets. 
 
    “So fucking sexy,” I whispered. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I relaxed my grip and her firm tits sprang the short distance back to their natural positions, before squeezing them up and together again.  I was intoxicated with the power of having her pristine body completely under my control. 
 
    Inside my pants, my cock had never been harder.  It was the only reaction that would have made sense.  The, hands down, sexiest woman I had ever seen was half undressed in front of me and I had her breasts in my hands. 
 
    I dragged my eyes up from the gentle curves of her chest back to her face, youthful and immaculate.  Those pretty pink lips. 
 
    How many times had she pecked me on the cheek to say goodnight?  How many times had I felt their soft touch on my skin and wanted to turn my head in her direction, grab a fistful of her hair and give her a kiss that unleashed every last iota of sexual tension that had built up inside of me? 
 
    Countless.  But I couldn’t have done that to her, I couldn’t have faced her shock and confusion.  Before she grew out of it, she used to call me ‘daddy’, and to kiss her the way I wanted to kiss her would have ripped that world out from under her feet so fast that it hurt.  I couldn’t hurt her. 
 
    Now though… I could taste those lips and she’d never know, she’d still have her happy home, her loving step-father.  I could kiss her like a lover or even like a lust-crazed madman.  Or both. 
 
    Anything I wanted. 
 
    I leaned in to take my kiss, but the position was uncomfortable, her legs were between us and I was too far away.  Swallowing to get my heart back down my throat, I knew what I had to do. 
 
    Reluctantly leaving the sexual wonderland of her breasts, I reached down and put each of my hands on the inside of her knees.  Almost dumbfounded by the heights my luck were taking today, I pushed outwards. 
 
    Adelyn’s legs spread at my gentle touch, forcing her skirt ever higher on her thighs.  Even when there was enough room for me to move forward, I kept on pushing anyway.  My eyes focused on the most important location in the known universe, that ever receding horizon that was the hem of her skirt. 
 
    A flash of white told me when I had reached the Promised Land and my cock twitched in response, begging for the release I couldn’t give it until I could be alone.  I might have to leave work early today. 
 
    Upon closer inspection, I saw Adelyn had teddy bears on her panties.  With her genius, her maturity, and her otherwise professional work attire, it was sometimes easy to forget she was still just an eighteen year old girl who had never been with a man, and these panties were a sexy little reminder of that fact. 
 
    No man but me had ever seen her in these panties.  Certainly not while her shirt was undone and her legs were spread-eagled.  If she kept on being as career-focused as she had been over the last years, she’d probably grow out of them too before anybody else did.  I was in an exclusive club. 
 
    “Keep your legs spread like that,” I said. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I let my hands roam upwards on her thighs, which stayed exactly where I left them, moving to the outside and telling myself that my fingers went under her bunched-up skirt near her ass purely to help pull myself forward.  Reaching even further, my fingertips somehow slipped just under the material of her underwear, resting on the very edges of her ass cheeks as I shuffled forward to take my desired position. 
 
    Her taut skin was under the palms of my hands, her inner thighs were on my hips, and, this close, her girly scent was mind-bendingly sexy.  Even though I wasn’t going to have sex with her, this forbidden fruit I was devouring was the most erotic experience I had ever had, could ever imagine having. 
 
    The sight from my perspective as I looked down was positively sinful.  Those smooth little curves, swelling over the cups of her bra, the flat belly beneath, and the scandalously placed skirt beneath that. 
 
    The cherry on this sincake was the sight of the huge bulge in my pants, only an inch away from the crotch of her panties, where I could see the faintest hint of the shape of her most private area.  All the physical aching I’d ever experienced for her seemed to be concentrated on my cock, as if it knew how close it was to the most beautiful, the most perfect, the tightest pussy it could possibly fit in. 
 
    When I got home, into my room by myself, the police were going to need to cordon off a safe-zone three blocks back on every side.  I dragged my eyes back up across her body to her face. 
 
    Even this close, her face was flawless.  It was easy to see that her fresh-faced teenage features would blossom in to classic beauty as she grew older.  And those lips that talked so much science and mathematics, they were made to be kissed, made to… 
 
    I cut off my thoughts before I let myself think about what else other than my tongue could slide past those tender pink pillows into the hot wet confines of her mouth.  Once again, I reminded myself to take what I needed, make the memories and get out of this situation before I lost control. 
 
    “When I kiss you, you kiss me back,” I said. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I leaned in slowly, closer and closer, and Adelyn waited for me, watching just as I had instructed.  When my lips touched hers I closed my eyes in ecstasy, and my step-daughter kissed me back.  My untouchable princess kissed me back. 
 
    Adelyn mirrored my intensity, the gentle pecks that I started with and the gradual increase until I pulled one hand off her ass and grabbed that fistful of her hair I’d always dreamed of so I could force my kiss as deeply as possible.  A fully-conscious girl might have been hurt by how tightly I was gripping her hair, but Adelyn hadn’t been instructed to complain, only to kiss me back, so that’s what my compliant step-daughter did. 
 
    My tongue danced with hers for what might have been a minute or an hour.  I found out that time had no meaning in heaven and that the girl I raised tasted sweet. 
 
    I pulled away to catch my breath and Adelyn followed me for a second until she realized there was no kiss to return and she sat still again.  My entire body was humming with desire for this incredible woman in front of me, and when I let go of her hair, my hand somehow found its way back to her ass. 
 
    I couldn’t have her.  I had to leave.  Now. 
 
    But. 
 
    I looked down at those breasts of hers in her bra.  I was a scientist, my job was to seek knowledge, and I had to explore more of my step-daughter. 
 
    Whoever it was she decided to give herself to in the future was the luckiest man walking the Earth.  To come home to her every night, to bury their cock in her hard and bareback until she moaned her pleasure, that was probably the meaning of life. 
 
    That gave me an idea.  Something else I could learn.  For science. 
 
    “Whenever I kiss you, or touch you, you will experience sexual pleasure.  The more I touch you, the better you’ll feel, the more intensely you’ll feel it.  And I want you to make some sexy little sounds, when you feel good.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I reached up and stroked her cheek, seeing the first change in her expression that wasn’t specifically ordered as her eyes narrowed with the hint of the pleasure I’d commanded her to have.  Her previous command was still in place though, and she never took her eyes off me. 
 
    To see that look in her eye, all directed at me, was almost more than I could stand.  I was quickly becoming addicted to this power, to doing exactly what I wanted to this unaware teen sex goddess. 
 
    My fingertips continued trailing downwards, across her neck and approaching her chest again.  Adelyn moaned quietly, vocalizing the bliss that would only build and build inside of her the more I explored. 
 
    When I felt her breast again, Adelyn let out a closed-mouthed “Mmmmm” that I could have listened to on endless repeat from now until the end of time.  That incredible body of hers.  I had to know if the rest of her skin was as sweet as her lips and tongue. 
 
    I dipped my head towards her chest, then paused and looked up to see my step-daughter still watching me as she’d been told.  I looked into her eyes as I let my lips find the swell of her breast and saw the ecstasy reflected in the deep blue windows into her soul. 
 
    With the last woman in the world I should have been touching this way wordlessly assuring me of her enjoyment, I turned my head down to focus on the perky teen breast that I was licking and sucking. 
 
    Her skin was faintly sweet, as if part of her morning routine involved walking through a fine mist of strawberry flavored body spray before she dressed herself.  I moved my head to the left and licked her other breast, feeling that firm flesh under my tongue. 
 
    Her moans, tiny yelps and squeals hypnotized me as I kissed and licked my way over every last part of her breasts that were exposed, right to the edge of her bra.  Like my fingers through the leg-hole of her panties before, I finally pushed my tongue past that border. 
 
    Half an inch past that point, my dexterous little muscle found her stiff nipple and circled around and around.  Adelyn’s vocalizations stepped up a gear, and I could literally feel her nipple harden even more under my stimulation. 
 
    OK.  This was really it.  I had more than enough memories to keep me satisfied until my dying day, I had licked my step-daughter’s aroused nipple and she would have no recollection of it.  It was further than I had planned on going already. 
 
    But. 
 
    I wanted more.  I thought that I’d already licked her nipple, taking off her bra so I could properly see that little pink tip I’d just given a tongue bath wasn’t really going any further than I already had.  Then I could stop. 
 
    With my left hand, I felt for the clasp of her bra and undid it with a snap of my fingers.  The underwire and cups immediately went loose at the front and I teased myself with the small increase in forbidden territory revealed to my hungry eyes as I finished disentangling her arms from her shirt and then gripped the shoulder straps of her bra with the finger and thumb of each hand. 
 
    “At last, you’re going to show me your tits, Adelyn,” I said. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “There’s Daddy’s good girl.” 
 
    She always used to glow when I praised her like that when she was young, but my words had no effect on her this time.  Of course, her cheeks and upper chest looked a little flushed from all the pleasure I’d told her to have, and that glow was so fucking sexy that nothing else really mattered. 
 
    I pulled the shoulder straps down her arms and the cups of her bra fell away from breasts that were even more perfect than I could have imagined.  Her left nipple was visibly more aroused than the right, and slightly wet from my tongue. 
 
    It would be a tragedy to not give similar attention to her other breast.  It was only fair, and still not going any further than I already had, I convinced myself with ease. 
 
    Like a magnet, I was pulled towards my step-daughter’s breast, and I opened my mouth wide, to take her pink nipple, little areola and a good portion of her entire tit inside, sucking and licking with reckless abandon. 
 
    Her nipple quickly hardened to match the other and I flicked it back and forth with my tongue, savoring the feel of her firm young flesh, better than any girl I’d ever been with, seen, heard of or imagined when I was a teenager myself.  Adelyn whimpered wordlessly above me as her ecstasy grew to levels that she was clearly starting to have trouble coping with. 
 
    I pulled back to survey my handiwork and I saw a teen girl with rock-hard nipples, panting and flushed with pleasure, staring at me with ecstasy and the need for release written clearly in her eyes.  It was unbelievable. 
 
    It was beyond unbelievable.  Something so sexually attractive should have been outside what was allowed by the laws of physics.  It was too much for me.  Too much for my cock. 
 
    There was no way I was going to make it out of this room without cumming.  I was going to bring myself to the brink with my exploration of Adelyn and then I could finish myself off.  I knew that now. 
 
    First, I needed to feel that body pressed against me, feel her soft chest squashed against my pecs as we embraced, like they would be if I was really fucking her.  Oh my god I wanted to fuck her, but I couldn’t. 
 
    I didn’t actually need to do anything else to Adelyn to achieve this new goal, all I had to do was take my own shirt off.  That’s all. 
 
    With a speed that defied the laws of general relativity, my shirt was gone and I wrapped my arms around Adelyn, closing my eyes to focus on the way her breasts pushed against my body, running my hands all over her back, her hips, the sides of her navel, her neck, then burying one hand in her hair again as I gave her the hardest kiss any human ever gave another. 
 
    My other hand reached down and I didn’t even hesitate reaching all the way into her panties to cup the entirety of her tight ass cheek, squeezing it, digging my fingers in and massaging it as Adelyn was driven wild with all the contact.  Her body was so soft and warm against me, every movement a new sexual high in my life. 
 
    I had to get my cock out of my pants, ready to back off, jack off, and end this incredible fantasy.  Reluctantly, I took my hands off my step-daughter and undid my pants about as fast as my shirt, pushing them down around my ankles. 
 
    It was so fucking hot to see my diamond-hard cock at full attention, leaking prodigious amounts of pre-cum in front of my topless, spread-legged little princess.  The crotch of her teddy-bear-on-white panties was visibly wet now, clinging to her virgin folds beneath and hypnotizing me with her sex appeal all over again. 
 
    I grit my teeth and squeezed my eyes shut in an effort to resist… and found my willpower lacking.  Adelyn had already brought me so far on the journey to orgasm, why not take me a little further? 
 
    Instead of doing it myself, that soaking-wet, panty-clad, virgin pussy of hers could bring me to the brink and then I could finish myself off. 
 
    “Shuffle forward a bit, bring your pussy to the front edge of the seat.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    Adelyn did what I told her as I returned my hands to that wonderfully-toned ass of hers.  We both moaned in harmony as her virgin pussy lips kissed the shaft of my cock through her panties. 
 
    That pussy was wet.  That pussy was hot. 
 
    “Oh, princess, you’re the sexiest little thing… grind that pussy against my cock, slowly, up and down all the way.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Adelyn leaned back and braced herself with her hands on the seat and her feet on the ground before starting to slowly undulate and rub her pussy along the full length of my cock.  She’d made her panties so wet that they slid easily, smearing her juices along my shaft and mixing with my own pre-cum. 
 
    The muscles of her flat belly flexed and relaxed, flexed and relaxed, as did the muscles of her ass, which I could feel contracting and releasing in my firm grip.  As incredible as the sight sound and sensation was for me, it was ten times as good for Adelyn, if her quivering lip and pleasured whimpering were anything to go by. 
 
    The sticky sound of her wet panties rubbing against my cock was mesmerizing, but it forced me to think about the slippery virgin pussy just underneath that flimsy material.  My gyrating step-daughter felt so good, especially when she rubbed over the head of my cock… but how much better would it feel without the underwear in the way? 
 
    I took a few deep breaths and gave into my lusty need once more.  “Take off your skirt and panties, then resume doing this.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    Adelyn, unzipped her skirt and tugged it downwards along with her panties.  Then, still with all the flexibility of youth, she raised her legs in the air to make room to take her clothes off because I sure as hell wasn’t getting out of the way. 
 
    As she pushed her clothes down her legs, I saw the crotch of her panties stick to her pussy for a second before springing away, revealing a soft pink slit that made the head of my cock swell.  Dropping the skirt and panties beside the chair, she returned to her previous position and I watched awestruck as the shaft of my cock slotted between those pussy lips again. 
 
    No cock but mine had ever touched them.  Adelyn was mine, my step-daughter’s pussy was mine.  And I was right, getting those panties out of the way made this feel a billion times better. 
 
    My undulating sex kitten of a step-daughter rubbed her pussy up and down my cock, grinding against me, fueling an orgasmic fire deep in my belly every time her little clit touched the head of my cock. 
 
    Adelyn’s picture-perfect body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat from the efforts of grinding against me and containing all that pleasure without the relief of a climax.  Her face was a mask of ecstasy and primal sexual energy, with an undertone of desperate need. 
 
    I already knew that the explosion of an orgasm she was building inside of me was going to be the biggest of my life.  It was going to be the first one brought on by a woman touching me in almost three years and with all Adelyn’s physical perfection to look at at the same time. 
 
    My balls were aching with the anticipation of that huge release and, while her mind was elsewhere, the teenager’s body was no doubt aching for the same release.  It was only fair to let her cum.  It was a mercy, really, what any good father would do for his little girl. 
 
    I could kill two birds with one stone, we could cum together.  That would be so fucking hot, I wouldn’t back off when I was ready to cum, I’d blow the most massive load of my life all over my little angel and then… 
 
    “When you feel my semen, you orgasm.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes,” she panted. 
 
    I watched that teen beauty queen jerk me off with her pussy and I thought about how sexy she’d look with my cum all over her belly, her tits.  Fuck yeah.  Hell, I was going to cum so hard I might even reach her face and hair.  This was one little princess that was going to be covered in sperm. 
 
    God, it had been so long since I’d seen a sight like that.  Adelyn’s mother used to love wearing my cum at the end of a good fucking session.  She was a prizewinning dirty talker too, which was another thing I missed. 
 
    Holy fuck it would be hot to hear that kind of filth coming from my step-daughter’s innocent mouth.  Adelyn had no sexual history to draw on, but… 
 
    I leaned forward and whispered in her ear as she continued to grind that perfect little virgin pussy against me.  My entire cock was coated in a heady cocktail of our mixed juices, mostly Adelyn’s, and my thickness positively glistened in the light of the ENRF chamber. 
 
    “Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Begin.” 
 
    “I fucking live for that big cock of yours, Martin.  There’s nobody who fucks my pussy like you.” 
 
    “You gonna cum hard when I blow my load all over you, you little slut?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  I’m gonna be such a dirty little girl for you, Martin.” 
 
    With the background noise of her slick pussy sliding along my cock, my temporary sextoy was bringing me so damn close to where I needed to be.  There was only one thing I’d change… 
 
    I licked my lips and paused for a second before reminding myself that she’d never remember anything about this. 
 
    “You’re doing so good, Adelyn.  Keep going but call me Daddy.” 
 
    “OK, Daddy.” 
 
    I just about erupted a torrent of creamy sperm all over her when she said that.  But that feeling in my cock only grew as she used her own imagination, like I instructed, to coax my semen out of me so she could have her own orgasm. 
 
    “I was born to make my daddy cum,” she cooed.  “This pussy belongs to you, Daddy.  Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” I panted. 
 
    “You make your little girl so wet!  You’re the man of the house and you deserve this, I worship your cock, Daddy.  I’m sorry when I was bad and I didn’t let you have my pussy, you can have it from now on OK?” 
 
    “OK,” I unconsciously echoed the phrase she’d used so often since we’d been in here. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me really hard, OK Daddy?  There’s nobody I want to take my virginity more than you.  Please!  Please fuck me!  I need it!  I’m so tight, Daddy, you can cum in me all you want!  Please!” 
 
    My willpower, already proven so lacking, crumpled into dust.  How was I supposed to resist that invitation?  How could I deny my little princess what she was so desperately begging for? 
 
    Even if it was me that told her to beg, it didn’t matter.  I couldn’t stop myself if I wanted to. 
 
    I grabbed her by the hair and the waist, pulling her off the chair and laying her down on the floor, staying between her legs as I knelt over her. 
 
    “You wanna know what it’s really like to get fucked hard, princess?  You got it.  I’m going to fuck you right now!” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I grasped my slippery cock mid-shaft, and found it so hard that I could barely bend it to aim at my step-daughter’s pussy.  Moving over her, I worked the angles until the head of my manhood was being kissed by the lips that had paid such loving attention to the rest of my shaft. 
 
    “This won’t hurt,” I said. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    To any other virgin, it would have been a reassuring lie.  To Adelyn, it was a command. 
 
    Once the head of my cock was safely lodged between her labia, I thrust the full length into her so hard that my balls slapped on her ass and even her small and perky breasts shook with the impact.  I felt my cock tear her hymen and I smiled to myself.  Now she really was mine.  Nobody else could ever take what I just took.  Never.  All mine. 
 
    Pleasure unlike anything gripped me.  I wanted to cum straight away, but I’d promised her I was going to fuck her hard and I was going to do exactly that.  It wasn’t every day I got a chance to fuck a teen girl with that virginal tightness with the kind of reckless abandon you’d normally reserve for a veteran nymphomaniac. 
 
    I didn’t waste any time with ramping up my speed, letting her get used to the feeling of a man inside her.  No.  Not for my little angel.  All she was going to get was a hard fuck with all the power I could muster, from beginning to end.  My balls slapped on her ass over and over again as I reveled in the off-the-scale pleasure of fucking the hottest young woman in the world. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm cock!” screamed Adelyn, her voice shaking in time with the impact of our bodies meeting. “Ooohhhh, you make my pussy feel so good, Daddy!” 
 
    Her hips still gyrated as she tried to grind against me, following instructions like a good girl should.  Her pussy was a work of art, I could see her tender pink entrance stretched taut around my jack-hammering cock as I took more pleasure from her than I would have thought a pussy could provide. 
 
    I lowered myself on top of her, reaching behind her to get that grip on her hair I loved so much, and hooking on to her shoulder with my other hand.  She wasn’t going anywhere now.  Now I could fuck her as hard as I possibly could and keep her right where I wanted her, I could pull her entire body against my cock. 
 
    The pressure built up to bursting point inside of me as Adelyn whimpered a torrent of filth right into my ear.  Gradually, she lost the power of speech as my cock and the ecstasy of so much skin to skin contact added yet more fuel to the bomb that would go off when she felt my semen. 
 
    I had every intention of pulling out, of seeing my step-daughter getting covered by jet after jet of cum as she climaxed noisily, but when I told her to squeeze my cock with her pussy and I felt that grip on top of her natural tightness, the pleasure was too much. 
 
    I lost my mind as the first, huge, spurt of cum splashed deep into Adelyn’s unprotected pussy.  It felt so good that I couldn’t stop, I couldn’t contemplate the horror of ever coming down from that sexual high or risking it by taking my cock out of that snug wetness. 
 
    So I filled her with my seed and she came hard, thrashing her head from side to side, shrieking affirmatives, her pussy muscles fluttering and squeezing all around my cock.  Every thrust of my cock brought forth a new wave of sperm, over and over again until the duration of my orgasm positively dwarfed any I’d had before. 
 
    After an eternity of bliss, I eventually started to feel my head clear.  Adelyn’s orgasm rose and faded, and when she was done, I felt her start to move under me again, sliding her pussy up and down my cock, milking it for the last few drops of my creamy gift. 
 
    “Stop.  Wrap your arms and legs around me.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    Adelyn locked her ankles behind my back and wrapped her arms around my neck.  My cock was still rock-hard inside her, pushed deep enough that I thought I could just feel her cervix brushing the tip. 
 
    Holy shit.  She could get pregnant.  I might have just gotten my step-daughter pregnant.  What was I going to do?” 
 
    I lifted my head to look down at her, and she looked right back up at me, her face showing every sign of a relaxing afterglow. 
 
    Dipping my head, I kissed her deeply, but without the urgency of before, and Adelyn responded in just the way I’d commanded her to.  I definitely needed to think, but while I was thinking, I might as well take a little more pleasure from this perfect specimen of womanhood impaled beneath me.  She said I deserved it, after all. 
 
    I began to rock my hips back and forth. 
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    I’m the man of her house, which makes Adelyn the one brat that should be completely untouchable... but I can't keep my hands off her. The machine we built together and tested on her has made her totally submissive to my every whim… and I’ve been taking advantage of that, and her tight body, at every opportunity. 

I made the innocent princess talk dirty to me, and what did she end up saying? She said she wanted me to get her pregnant. Now it’s all I can think about… taking her hard and unprotected until the inevitable happens. But how much of it was my idea and how much of it was hers? 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Dubious Consent, Mind-Control, Science Fiction, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Rough Sex 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
 
    Back to the Categorized Table of Contents 
 
    Back to the Chronological Table of Contents 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Maybe I wasn’t the first man in the world to look forward to the weekend, but I thought I was probably taking it to new heights at the very least.  It was all thanks to the incredible machine my prodigy step-daughter, Adelyn, and I had created together. 
 
    I’d basically taken the most gifted young woman the world had ever seen, both physically and mentally, and put a kind of switch into her mind.  When that switch was flipped, I had unrestricted access to the hottest girl I had ever laid my eyes on. 
 
    That body of hers was tight, especially so whenever I got my raging hard cock into her, and I could make her do anything I wanted.  It was wrong on every level that something could be wrong on, but I was powerless to restrain myself.  I needed to feel the sweet release of barebacking her, filling her with my sperm. 
 
    The more time I spent between her legs, the harder it was to entertain the idea of changing her back to normal.  Then she dropped a bomb on me that blew up the final flimsy walls of the fortress of my good intentions. 
 
    I loved her like nothing else in the world, I lusted after her like an animal with no sense of human etiquette.  I wanted to possess her forever. 
 
    And she said she wanted my baby inside her. 
 
    Now, it was true enough that I’d given her no choice but to talk dirty to me when I fucked her, but the content of that dirty talk was all up to her.  When she said that, it watered the seed that my forbidden lust had sown. 
 
    It blossomed into an idea that was so fucking hot to me that it was all-consuming.  I would put that baby inside of my step-daughter even if I had to fuck her non-stop until the end of time.  That was a price I’d pay happily. 
 
    Explaining it to work, friends and family could all wait, because fucking her and knowing I was doing it to impregnate her would feel so mind-bendingly good that I might cum so long and hard that I died of dehydration.  I would see that flat belly of hers swell with our child. 
 
    I’d claim her first pregnancy the way I had claimed her virginity.  She would be mine forever. 
 
    The sound of Adelyn’s footsteps coming down the stairs reached my ears.  Every time I used my step-daughter, I made her forget about having fucked me before.  It was like having your cake and eating it too.  A virgin cake. 
 
    Now I was going to fuck her for the first time again, she was going to unconsciously conform to every command I’d implanted in her.  The weekend had truly arrived. 
 
    When she came around the corner into the living room to see me sitting on the couch, her already cheerful expression took on the appearance of a kid that has come down on Christmas morning to see the tree completely buried in presents. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip and approached me slowly as if she couldn’t believe her luck.  I sure could empathize with that sentiment as I drank in the beautiful sight of my eighteen year old fucktoy and one-day mother of my children. 
 
    Her every movement was the personification of female sexuality.  Those thin bands of bare skin between the tops of her knee-socks and the bottom of her short skirt were almost as mesmerizing as the ENRF machine we’d built. 
 
    When she was standing right next to the couch, she bit one finger for a moment as she looked me up and down, imagining what was under my bathrobe.  Soon enough I’d replace that finger with something a little longer and thicker. 
 
    “Daddy?  Can I ask you a favor?” 
 
    I closed my eyes and savored that submissive tone, the way she called me ‘daddy’ and the fact that it was coming out of her, the one woman I wanted to fuck more than any other. 
 
    “Of course, Princess,” I said. 
 
    Adelyn lifted her leg on to the couch and then straddled me.  Perhaps she was, correctly, thinking that this would help her case.  I watched her skirt ride up high enough to show me her pristine white panties clinging to every curve of her hot pussy, hovering there over the bulge in the bathrobe caused by my hard cock, and I quietly hissed some air in through my teeth.  Holy fuck did I want to feel the youthful clench of her teen tunnel wrapped around my cock. 
 
    “Well… um… it’s a big one.” 
 
    “You can ask me anything,” I said. 
 
    My step-daughter bent down and gave me a loving little peck on the lips, lingering just long enough that it would have garnered some raised eyebrows if she’d done it at the family reunion.  Under my bathrobe, my cock ached as if it could sense just how close heaven was. 
 
    “Um… well… here’s the thing.  I want… I need you to fuck me, like… hard.  OK, Daddy?  Real hard.  Just use me, take me, dominate me.”  She gulped.  “And, this is the big thing… I want you to get me pregnant.  Only you deserve to knock me up, Daddy.  I want your babies so bad.  Before you say no… I promise it’ll feel good, I’ll do anything to make it the best sex you ever had, anything, just please say yes?” 
 
    “Well I don’t know, Princess…” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “How about you suck my cock while I think about it.  The better you do, the more likely I’ll be to put my baby in that perfect little body of yours.” 
 
    Adelyn squealed and gave me a kiss that would have ended the family reunion in a riot, then thanked me profusely for the chance as she scrambled to her knees on the floor in front of me.  She untied the belt and pulled my bathrobe open. 
 
    Her jaw dropped when she saw my throbbing cock.  “Oh my God, Daddy, it’s perfect.  It’s huge!  I’m going to have to work hard to get it inside me.” 
 
    “We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it.  For now…” 
 
    Adelyn nodded and wrapped her delicate hand as far as she could around the base of my shaft.  Just feeling her gripping me made me sigh in contentment. 
 
    Never taking her eyes off mine, constantly aching for my approval, Adelyn licked her lips and pulled my cock towards her mouth as she leaned down.  She kissed the tip with reverence and a spark of pleasure made my muscles twitch instinctively and jerk my hips up a little. 
 
    Adelyn’s lips were pushed aside by the pressure of my cock for a second, and then returned to their perfect pouty shape a moment later.  Her tongue snaked out and slowly twirled around the head, making it shiny and wet with her saliva. 
 
    “Oh, good girl, Adelyn, good fucking girl…” 
 
    My step-daughter smiled.  “Will you push your cock so far down my throat that I can’t breathe?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” 
 
    She brought the head of my cock into her mouth.  “Mmmmm.” 
 
    The vibrations of her voice right on the most sensitive part of my body made my cock swell even more.  I may have commanded this to be like Adelyn’s first time, but it felt so good it was like that for me too.  She was a girl I could fuck a million times with the pure lust of a one night stand until my dying day. 
 
    Adelyn sucked on my cock, drawing her cheeks in against the sides, and I could feel her tongue working non-stop to pleasure me in that hot wet heaven.  She pulled back until the squelchy sound of released suction happened as my cock popped out of her mouth, and then instantly bobbed down on it again. 
 
    That brief second in the cool air made her mouth feel all the more hot and inviting.  The young prodigy showed that she really could do anything she put her mind to as she slid her lips up and down the shaft of my hard cock, flickering her tongue along the underside of the head as she did it. 
 
    My eighteen year old pleasure machine bobbed, sucked and swirled on my cock like it was the very meaning of life itself, transmuting my manhood from steel to pure diamond in it’s hardness.  With rivulets of saliva and pre-cum streaming down her chin, as well as down my shaft and over her hand, she pushed her limits, making my cock hit the back of her throat. 
 
    The sounds of the wet impacts were music to my ears, the pleasure was music for my soul.  Adelyn’s lips pressed tight around my cock was a magnificent sight as her eyes watered with the effort of trying to get my thickness into her throat. 
 
    “Let me help you with that, Princess.  Hands behind your back.” 
 
    Adelyn eagerly let go of my cock and grasped her own wrist behind her, leaving her mouth poised around my cock as I took a firm fistful of her hair in one hand and curled my fingers around the back of her neck with the other.  With complete control over her head, I pulled my willing step-daughter against my cock. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I could feel that inviting tightness around the very tip, but I had to keep on applying more and more pressure with both hands.  Finally, with a sense of pressure relieved, the head of my manhood popped in and her gorgeous full lips were once more free to slide down my shaft. 
 
    I kept on pulling with my hands and raising my hips until my cock was deep enough in her face that she could stick her tongue out and lick my balls, and still I tried to force more dick into her.  Adelyn’s face went red with the lack of oxygen as I rocked my hips, making my cock slide back and forth just a little bit at the greatest depth I could muster. 
 
    Tears of pride, joy and effort were making their way down Adelyn’s cheeks, and she still never took her beautiful blue eyes off me.  When I thought she might have been at the brink of passing out, I pulled her head off my cock and let her gasp for air for a few moments before plunging into her throat again.  I needed to get back in there while it was still used to such a large invasion. 
 
    With a combination of downward pulls and upward thrusts, I fucked my step-daughters face like it was a pussy and she loved every rough second of it.  Her head was a blur when I heard her start whimpering and squealing, and her body writhed in ecstasy. 
 
    I pulled her head off my cock and she panted for a few seconds.  Her eyelids were half shut, but she was putting every effort into keeping me in focus as she savored her pleasure. 
 
    “I came for you, Daddy,” she whispered. 
 
    With a primal growl, I pulled her back up to her original straddling position by her hair.  I had to get my cock into that still quivering post-orgasm teen pussy. 
 
    I let go of her hair and, with strength I didn’t know I had, I ripped her panties at one hip as if they were made of paper and pushed them down around her knee on the opposite side.  Leaning forward, I wrapped one arm around the small of her back and guided my cock towards her sopping wet entrance. 
 
    Her pussy, untouched by man only a week ago, accepted my cock with only slightly more ease than her throat had.  I could still feel her opening like a tight ring of perfection being stretched around my hard masculine presence. 
 
    Adelyn had the sexiest mixture of pleasure and pain on her face as I filled her pussy with my cock.  I could feel the trailing edge of her climax trembling down there as my cock increasingly dominated her world. 
 
    “Uhn… ow!  Mmmm… thank you for being my first, Daddy.  Please, please, will you put your baby here?” 
 
    Adelyn touched her hand to her stomach and pleaded with her eyes as I felt myself bottom out inside her.  Her cervix was, just, brushing against the tip of my manhood, reminding me of the very core of her womanhood, her essential fertility.  Every atom in my body cried out to blast a huge load of sperm into her, right now, get her pregnant. 
 
    “I think so, Adelyn, but you’re gonna have to ride that cock, little girl.  Show me how much you want my cum.” 
 
    “Yes sir!” 
 
    Adelyn’s pussy clamped down on like a slippery vice and she started bouncing on me like a moon-hopper.  Her ass slapped against my thighs, sounding like a lone, but appreciative, audience member, and I let my hands roam all over her slim body. 
 
    Her thighs were working overtime under my palms as I slid my hands over her legs.  Bouncing herself enthusiastically on top of my cock, she was moaning and squealing like the little slut I’d turned her into. 
 
    That short skirt of hers alternatingly gave me tantalizing glimpses of my cock sliding into that taboo paradise and hiding it from my sight, leaving me with only the sensation of pure pleasure.  I moved my hands up, holding the skirt out of the way for a few thrusts, before sneaking them under her shirt, across her taut navel and heading towards her breasts. 
 
    When I reached the cups of her bra, she pushed her perfect little chest against me proudly, wanting me to feel her, explore her, and know every inch of her.  I wanted the same thing. 
 
    Keeping my hands under her shirt, I reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra.  Adelyn sighed in relief, doing a little upper-body wriggle at the release from the tight undergarment. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” she panted in the midst of her bouncing. 
 
    I brought my hands back to the front, finding her perky little bumps and following along with Adelyn’s up and down motions.  I squeezed and kneaded them, flicking my thumb across her nipples until they stuck out straight and hard. 
 
    A tingling was beginning to build up at the very end of my cock, and the tips of my fingers and toes.  Overwhelming pleasure was threatening to empty my balls into my step-daughter’s fertile depths, and there was nothing I wanted more, but if it was going to happen, I wanted to be on top when it did. 
 
    Before I lost control, I moved my hands to Adelyn’s ass and shuffled forward off the couch.  By some miracle of gymnastics, I managed to spin her around so she was bent over the coffee table without my cock ever losing it’s hard-earned place inside her. 
 
    Flipping her skirt up over the small of her back, I made sure that I could watch every fraction of an inch of my cock stretching Adelyn’s tight pussy as it forced it’s way into her.  I pounded into her a couple times, getting our positions settled to her great delight, before grabbing her by the hair and pulling her head back so I had her full attention. 
 
    I could see her wincing with pain at how hard I was pulling her hair, and I could feel her pussy starting to tremble around my cock all at the same time.  Leaning forward, I brought my lips to her earlobe and nibbled it for a second before whispering to her exactly what she wanted to hear. 
 
    “You’re going to have my babies, Adelyn.” 
 
    The instant I said it, Adelyn started cumming and trying to thank me all at once, and her tight teen pussy got all the tighter as she rode out her orgasm.  So firmly was she gripping me that jack-hammering my cock into her was like resistance training, with the greatest possible motivation. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I leaned up and spanked Adelyn on the ass while she moaned deliriously in the middle of her orgasm, leaving a big red handprint.  She barely noticed, so I left my mark on her other ass cheek too. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Mmmm, yes, Daddy!” 
 
    Reaching up, I hooked my hands on to her shoulders and watched the girl I raised take my cock over and over again.  Seeing how tightly her opening was stretched around my invading thickness it looked like a miracle that she could take me at all, let alone so hard, fast and deep. 
 
    My cock glistened with her slippery juices every brief moment I drew it out, before slamming it back inside her again.  Adelyn’s whole body shook with every impact, and she held on to the opposite edge of the coffee table for dear life, my rough treatment seeming to help her hold on to the remnants of her second orgasm. 
 
    I was fucking Adelyn so hard that even with how firm and toned her teen ass was it wobbled slightly with every meeting of our bodies.  I could see all the muscles in her back flexing and twitching as she writhed with the effort of taking everything I could give her. 
 
    All the pleasure in the universe seemed to slowly build up at the head of my cock, I was going to fucking explode.  I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around Adelyn, making sure she stayed exactly where I wanted her as I lost all control, my consciousness as swept away by ecstasy as surely as Adelyn’s was by the ENRF machine. 
 
    There was no holding it back anymore, my eyes rolled back in my head as incomparable pleasure swept over me.  Every thrust and spurt of cum into my step-daughter was blurred, it was an orgasm that felt like it was going to last forever. 
 
    Between every beat of my heart, thundering in my ears, I could hear Adelyn moaning and thanking me, maybe cumming again herself, I couldn’t tell.  There was nothing in my world except for her perfect pussy wrapped around my cock, her smooth skin in my hands, and beautiful all-consuming bliss. 
 
    When I regained my powers of vision, I saw that we’d kind of toppled off the side of the coffee table, and Adelyn was flat on the ground under me on her stomach as I continued to instinctively pump my cock in and out of her eager pussy.  Even now I could feel her youthful tunnel flexing rhythmically, almost as if it was coaxing every last drop of semen out of me. 
 
    The afterglow was so intense that I almost felt like it was going to blast away my physical form, as if sex with Adelyn could make me transcend into some higher plane of existence. 
 
    It was crazy talk, but I felt like the king of the world.  Who else but that kind of royalty could command the kind of pleasure from the kind of girl still impaled on my cock?  Fucking nobody.  I couldn’t wait to start a new family with her. 
 
    ***** 
 
    4 months later 
 
    I wasn’t sure whether it was harder to believe how fast it all happened… or how easy it was.  Either was a serious contender. 
 
    Adelyn and I filled in our paperwork for the human testing, we started small with just two test subjects.  The machine worked like a dream, but of course we already knew it would. 
 
    Then we brought in two more.  Then, one day, when General Hoss came in to inspect our progress, he found himself overpowered and placed in the machine. 
 
    After that, with the General barking our orders, the number of people under our control grew faster than our one machine could keep up with.  We had another machine built, and then another. 
 
    Soon, the President’s own Secret Service agents tied him to a chair inside the ENRF machine.  Shortly after that, via a summit of the majority of the global leaders in Washington DC, 87% of the world’s population was either directly or indirectly under our control. 
 
    No longer would progress be held back by the ‘lesser minds of bureaucracy’.  The world was our oyster, and with Adelyn and me in charge, we’d make everything right.  No more wars, no more poverty, no more famine. 
 
    And Adelyn?  She couldn’t have been happier with her slowly swelling belly.  She cooed and talked to our unborn child, read him or her stories and even scientific journals every night in bed, slowly caressing her navel. 
 
    Life was good.  And it was the weekend again.  I could hear Adelyn’s footsteps coming down the stairs, and my heart leapt when I saw her in that short skirt, with those pigtails again. 
 
    Perfect timing, I felt like having my cock sucked, and I didn’t even have to ask.  Adelyn got to her knees in front of me, but before she got busy with her favorite pastime, she handed me an open journal. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s just something I thought you would be interested in, Daddy,” said Adelyn as if she was handing me nothing more important than a recipe for cookies I might like to try one day. 
 
    As she unzipped my pants and gasped in fresh wonder at the hardening dick she managed to find inside, I started reading. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    It’s not fair.  There just aren’t enough real men in the world to go around. 
 
    Ever since I went through puberty, I started having these… romantic fantasies.  I suppose everybody has them, but mine are a little extreme as far as I can tell from my research. 
 
    When I try to think of the future, what my life will be like, what my husband would be like, our romance, I keep on trying to focus on the kinds of things that all the other women are always gushing about.  Candlelit dinners, roses, ballroom dancing… and it just seems so boring. 
 
    I mean… it’s nice and all, I don’t *hate* those ideas, but where’s the *passion* ?  When I let myself go… wow… when I let myself think about myself with a man, I start thinking about being choked, slapped, *thrown* on a bed, or the floor, or against a wall, or *anywhere* and just *fucked* hard, used like a slut and… well… I want this man to *breed* me… claim my entire body and existence forever.  I want him to utterly dominate me… 
 
    It’s gotten so bad lately that it’s the only fantasy that makes me cum anymore. 
 
    I’m sure there are plenty of men in the world who would *want* to do all that to me, especially if they knew they could take my virginity at the same time too… but there’s a problem. 
 
    I just can’t bring myself to let *any* guy do this.  When I was in school, I thought all the boys were stupid and immature, but I thought I’d find somebody in college who I could submit to.  Unfortunately, if anything, they were even *more* stupid and immature. 
 
    No problem, I thought, I’m going out into the big wide world soon and working with some of the top minds in the country, I’ll find somebody then, somebody that can make me theirs before I cave in to this *other* thing that’s been eating away at me lately. 
 
    The essence of my problem is this… how could I possibly give myself to somebody I don’t respect?  Only a man who is my equal deserves to be my master.  The only man who ever fit that description is… I can hardly believe I’m saying this… my father.  Not my biological father… my *real* father. 
 
    I accidentally saw him getting changed once, and since then it’s a nightly routine for me to watch him through the keyhole of the bathroom when he gets out of the shower. 
 
    He’s brilliant, kind, caring, loving… and I’ve never seen a sexier man than him.  But he was married to my mother.  I see the way he looks at me sometimes, but he’d never let himself cave in to what he wants.  He cares about me too much.  He deserves me. 
 
    So. 
 
    I’ve made a decision. 
 
    The ENRF machine is going to be ready soon.  I’m going to find a way to get Martin inside it and lower his inhibitions *just* enough so that he gets the idea he can do whatever he wants to me. 
 
    I’m getting so… *hot*… just thinking about being used by my step-father… it’s insane… but I want it so much. 
 
    Maybe I’ll get him to put *me* in the machine… I might tell him that we were denied permission for human testing or something like that… oh god yes… this is perfect.  He could turn me into his little sex toy… 
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 Description 
 
    My mom married the sexiest man alive, and now that I’m 18 he’s taking me on a mystery holiday “somewhere warm”. 
 
    Before I boarded the private jet, my mom said that on this vacation I had a “free pass”. 
 
    What on earth was she talking about? 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Subgenres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex 
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 Description 
 
    Do you finally feel as beautiful as you are, Princess?” 
 
    Mel has just turned eighteen and had laser eye surgery to banish the thick glasses that she’s put up with for so long. The little bit of confidence that gave her is making all the difference. 
 
     Her Step-Daddy, Brett, is taking her out for a very special birthday dinner. 
 
     Just the two of them. 
 
     Her crush on him has always been her dirty little secret. What harm could come from maybe flirting just a little bit? What could happen? 
 
    The restaurant storeroom will never be the same again. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Subgenres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex 
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 Description 
 
    After losing her virginity to her stepfather, Mel learns that Brett might want to make a more permanent arrangement… 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Subgenres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex 
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 Description 
 
    Mel’s Stepfather, Brett, can make the world her oyster.  All she needs to do is provide him with an heir. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Subgenres 
 
    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Billionaire, Rough Sex 
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Rough Sex for the Sleeping Birthday Girl 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    Peter has been used to sharing his birthday with his step-daughter Samantha for the past decade since he married her mother, but when he turns thirty-eight and she turns eighteen, it seems like his special day has been completely forgotten. 
 
      
 
    He’s just about to call it a night when a knock on the door reveals a passed out Samantha reeking of vodka. As hard as he tries to fight it, he can’t help but to keep on being drawn one step further by Samantha’s flawless body and what starts out as an incidental grope quickly progresses to the hardest fuck the petite blonde girl has ever had, asleep or awake, and Peter isn’t going to stop giving it to her rough and bareback with his huge cock until he’s good and finished. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Subgenres 
 
    Rough Sex, Sleep Sex, Dubious Consent, Pseudo Incest, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Barely Legal 
 
   
  
 

 Author’s Note 
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Bad Madison 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    I was separated from my twin at birth.  When I turned 18, I tracked her down, only to find that she grew up on the right side of the tracks.  While I was stealing cars and getting ignored by my adopted parents, she was having the world served to her on a silver platter.  Good Madison has everything, I have nothing, and while she’s away at cheer camp, I’m going to take it all from her.  Starting with that ludicrously hot adopted father she ended up with. 
 
    Good Madison wouldn’t be able to seduce him, but that’s not who I am… 
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    Pseudo-Incest, Breeding, Stepfather, Stepdaughter, Rough Sex 
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    I didn’t know what to expect when I tracked down my twin, but it wasn’t this.  Even though we were separated at birth, given up for adoption, our lives had some incredible parallels. 
 
    We were both adopted, one after the other, on the same day by a couple named John and Jane Smith.  Both couples named their new baby girls Madison and had no other children. 
 
    All these coincidences were the only reason I learned of my twin sister at all.  When I turned eighteen, I left home and tried to track down my real parents, the social worker handed me my sister’s file instead. 
 
    No amount of back-tracking on her part could undo the damage of what I’d seen.  I saw their address.  I knew she was out there.  Some part of me wasn’t surprised at all, because it had always known. 
 
    I promised the social worker I wouldn’t report her breach of confidentiality if she kept it quiet too, and I set off to rescue my sister.  With all those similarities in our lives I gleaned from her file, I knew she’d be just as desperate as I was to start afresh somewhere new. 
 
    I couldn’t have been more wrong.  The closer I came to their house, the more I realised… this was a good neighbourhood.  She hadn’t grown up surrounded by drug dens, brothels and halfway houses. 
 
    Their house was a mansion by my standards, it stopped me dead in my tracks.  Instead of knocking on the front door, I was still standing there on the other side of the street when I saw them for the first time. 
 
    The two of them, my sister and her adopted father, came out the front door, talking and laughing.  They were so happy they were practically skipping. 
 
    Madison got in the driver’s seat, and they talked for a while before the SUV lurched out on to the road, stalled, and then shuddered forwards.  I was still standing there when they disappeared around the corner. 
 
    I was gone before they returned.  The shock gave way to something else and I couldn’t be there.  What was it?  Anger?  Bitter jealousy?  Something like that, for sure. 
 
    After booking myself into the closest and cheapest hostel I could find, I observed my twin and her family for a while.  I learned everything I could about her and them. 
 
    She looked exactly like me.  That made things easier, harder and incredibly surreal all at the same time.  Sometimes she’d glance at me in my big sunglasses, hat, scarves and baggy clothing and even with all that she sometimes did a double-take.  I scurried off before she ever got too close, but even so it was almost scary looking at her undisguised features, like having an out of body experience. 
 
    The more I learned, the more similarities I saw between us.  We had friends with the same names, we liked the same TV shows and music, and one time I even saw her grab at her stomach and wince at the same moment I did the same thing because of a menstrual cramp. 
 
    It really was like looking in a mirror, except that mirror was filthy, her perfect life on one side and whatever you called mine on the other.  One day, on a whim, I took a map and drew a line between the houses where we’d grown up.  Right in the middle were the fucking train tracks. 
 
    She had everything and I had nothing.  Even if I never saw her adopted mother around much, her adopted father clearly adored her, while mine probably hadn’t noticed that I’d moved out yet.  She still called him Daddy, for fuck sake. 
 
    The bitterness grew, and it was this closeness between the two of them that planted the seed in my mind.  When he wasn’t looking, I saw her glance at him and bite her lip… then when she wasn’t looking, I saw his eyes lingering on the hem of her short skirt. 
 
    My jaw dropped as the barely-restrained lust between them was suddenly as clear as if they had it written on their foreheads.  That’s when I knew I could drop a bomb on this idyllic life of theirs. 
 
    I could clean the mirror to make it reflect more clearly, turn her life into a trainwreck like mine.  Her John Smith, her Daddy, was ripped for a forty-something year old, damn good-looking too.  It wouldn’t be any chore for me to seduce him, to let him take my virginity and then watch the devastation that unfolded in their lives afterwards. 
 
    My opportunity came shortly afterwards when Madison was scheduled to go away for cheer camp for a week and her adopted mother was visiting relatives in Maine.  I looked up the cheer camp on their website and saw it was an intensive “phones get confiscated for the duration” kind of thing, so if I waited for her to leave… I’d have a whole week alone with John with no phone calls from Madison to blow my cover. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I watched Madison’s bus leave and then went to the mall, spending the last of my money on clothes as similar to the ones she’d been wearing as I could find, and headed back to their house.  I only just managed to stop myself from ringing the doorbell, and tested the door instead.  It was unlocked and I stepped inside. 
 
    “Hello?” I called. 
 
    “Madison?” Came a voice from upstairs. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I heard footsteps come down to the ground floor and then the moment of truth was upon me.  Madison’s adopted father gave me a quizzical look and my heart was absolutely pounding in my chest. 
 
    Would this man, who had raised my sister since a few days after birth, see right through me?  Were there physical differences between us that I simply hadn’t been close enough to see? 
 
    “What are you doing here?” he asked. 
 
    “Um… I missed the bus…” 
 
    “What are you talking about?  I dropped you off in plenty of time.” 
 
    “Yeah, um, I went to the bathroom at just the wrong time and they just left without me.  My bags and everything were already loaded and they took off.” 
 
    “No way.  That’s ridiculous!  So, what, do you need a lift to the camp or something?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I… it’s too far… Daddy.” 
 
    I hadn’t used the word in about fourteen years and it felt unfamiliar on my lips.  It sounded different to the way Madison said it too. 
 
    With her, it was as natural as breathing, as innocent as a child.  When I said it, it sounded dirty.  It sounded like an invitation. 
 
    John’s eyebrows raised, then one of them dropped before his expression returned to normal.  “I don’t mind, honey.  You know me, anything for my little girl.” 
 
    “No… uh… the lady at the station let me use the phone to call the camp leader and she said if I missed the bus I couldn’t come.  They’ll bring my stuff back at the end of the camp.” 
 
    “That’s insane!  I hope they know they’ll be giving us a full refund or talking to my lawyer.  I’m sorry, Madison, I know you were really looking forward to it.” 
 
    “It’s OK, thanks anyway,” I said, walking over to him. 
 
    I slipped my arms around him, feeling all that hard muscle under his shirt, making sure that my breasts pressed against him as hard as possible without being too obvious about crossing a line.  Looking up with my very best doe-eyes, I bit my bottom lip as he instinctively wrapped his arms around me too and I adjusted my position a little so that my breasts rubbed against his body. 
 
    “And… I’d do anything for you too, Daddy.  Like… anything that would make you happy, I would do it.” 
 
    I pushed my hips forward just a little, so his crotch was pressing against my belly, and shifted from side to side just enough to rub against him some more.  On the surface, it had all the plausible deniability of an innocent hug between a man and his daughter but, underneath all that, his body couldn’t help but notice a fertile little teen virgin was pressed right against his manhood. 
 
    It might have been my imagination, but I would have sworn that I felt a twitch down there, against my stomach, a second before John pulled away from the hug with a clearing of his throat.  He licked his lips. 
 
    “Yeah, um, of course, princess.  Thanks.  So, now what are you gonna do with yourself this week?” 
 
    “Well, since Mom’s away, I thought we could spend some more time together,” I said. 
 
    “Really?  What about your friends?  Not everybody you know was on that bus.” 
 
    I shrugged. “There’s plenty of time for them.  For this week… I’m yours.” 
 
    John visibly gulped.  “Well, actually, if we’ve got all this extra time, we could squeeze in another few driving lessons.  I do have a little something I was going to show you after cheer camp.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “We can go for your lesson now, if you want.” 
 
    “OK!  I’ll just get changed!” 
 
    “What’s wrong with what you’re wearing now?” 
 
    “It’s just not the right outfit.” 
 
    John rolled his eyes and I could almost hear the word “teenagers” hanging in the air.  The real reason was that his Madison, good Madison, had dressed comfortably for a long bus ride with her friends.  I was looking for something a little more… irresistible. 
 
    I bounded upstairs and wandered around lost for a minute until I found Madison’s room.  It was so light and fluffy compared to the dingy room I’d grown up in that my resolve only grew.  But for the toss of a coin, this could have been my life.  It wasn’t fair, but I was going to even it all up. 
 
    With a grand pull, I opened the closet door and my jaw dropped.  It was like something out of a fairy tale to me.  Beautiful clothes as far as the eye could see.  I walked in, running my fingers along on both sides, feeling the possibilities. 
 
    Then, I hit the holy grail.  A huge shoe rack stretched from wall to wall at the far end, and I dropped to my knees in front of it. 
 
    “Holy fuck…” I breathed. 
 
    This was going to be a fun week no matter what happened.  My twin sister was a spoiled little princess and I was going to live like royalty for once in my life. 
 
    By the time I had chosen my outfit, I’d lost track of time.  John was sitting on the couch with his head leaning way back and looking like he was almost asleep. 
 
    He perked up when he heard me approaching, and was jolted awake when he saw just how short the skirt I’d chosen was.  Madison might not have worn it since her last growth spurt made it indecent, but it was cute as fuck and showed off my legs so much that my ass was barely covered. 
 
    The knee-socks complemented it nicely, and I knew they’d draw John’s eyes to my thighs, keeping them close to the hem of that skirt.  Sitting in a car, it’d no doubt ride up and he’d get a glimpse of the pristine-white panties I’d bought today.  He might even be able to see the little teddy-bear on the front by then, for all I knew. 
 
    “It’s a hot day,” I said, when John seemed lost for words. 
 
    “OK,’ he said, finally. “Let’s go.” 
 
    I headed towards the front door but John stopped me. “Let’s go out back.” 
 
    In confusion, I pointed towards the front door. “But the car is…” 
 
    “Trust me.” 
 
    John led me out the back door into their garage and stood to one side with a grand sweeping gesture at a sexy little green sports car.  I looked back and forth from the car to his smiling face several times with growing realisation. 
 
    “Is this…” 
 
    “Yours.  It’s the exact one you wanted, right?  Now all you need to do is pass your exam.” 
 
    I was completely blindsided by my own quivering lip as it hit home again how different my life and Good Madison’s had been, despite the crazy similarities.  My John and Jane Smith hadn’t even given me anything on my birthdays, let alone something for no reason at all. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” I walked over and gave him a much more daughterly hug. “I just really like it, that’s all.  Thank you, Daddy.” 
 
    I rose up on the tips of my toes and gave him a kiss on the cheek after wiping the corners of my eyes with no small amount of embarrassment.  John’s hands were on the small of my back, just above my ass, and I could almost feel the sexual need radiating from him, fighting against all his parental instincts.  I certainly hadn’t been wrong about the stolen glances between the two of them. 
 
    “Um… ready to go?” he asked, still not releasing me. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    I parked the car on a hilltop overlooking the city just as the sky was beginning to turn a little orange with the sunset.  It was a beautiful, romantic, sight, the kind of place a couple horny teenagers would love to find. 
 
    “Wow… you’ve really improved.  This car must suit you.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    Unlike me, Good Madison probably hadn’t stolen her first car at the age of twelve, so I had a lot more experience than her in that regard.  It was no surprise that I could drive, but I was caught off guard by how different it felt being the focus of John’s attention rather than watching him give it to the other Madison. 
 
    At the start of the day, he was nothing but a means to an end for me.  By the end of our “driving lesson” he was the most important man in my life.  The lack of competition for him may have been a sad reality, but I’d never been more captivated by a member of the opposite sex before. 
 
    Aside from being so easy on the eye, he was smart, funny, patient and a dedicated provider for his family.  Good Madison was so lucky to have him.  Anybody would be. 
 
    Jealous as I was, I couldn’t take that away from her.  She may have won the coin toss between us, living in luxury while I grew up in the fucking ghetto… but she was still my sister. 
 
    Yet, there was a damp patch on my new panties that made it painfully clear I wanted John for something other than revenge.  I glanced over at him and licked my lips nervously. 
 
    “Pretty isn’t it?” I asked. 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    I jerked my head in the direction of the sunset. “Kind of romantic, huh?” 
 
    His eyes darted to the city and then down. “Under certain circumstances…” 
 
    With another lick of my lips, I decided to push forward with another assumption I’d made in my observations of John, Jane and Madison. 
 
    “Daddy?  Can I ask you a serious question?” 
 
    “Uh… sure, pumpkin, what is it?” 
 
    “Things don’t seem… so good between you and Mom lately.  What’s going on?” 
 
    John took a deep breath and didn’t speak for a while. 
 
    “I was hoping you wouldn’t notice that.  I’ve been trying to keep you out of it.” 
 
    I reached over and put my hand on his leg. “You can tell me, Daddy.” 
 
    He sighed. “I guess you’re going to find out sooner or later.  You’re old enough to know, I suppose.  The two of us have kind of checked-out of the relationship.  She wasn’t giving me what I needed, but apparently she’s still happy enough to take everything else I give her.” 
 
    “What was it you needed?” 
 
    “Well… that’s probably a bit too much information.” 
 
    “I think I understand.” I shifted my hand a little higher on his thigh. 
 
    “Madison… what are you doing?” 
 
    I shushed him and undid my seatbelt, rising up to kneel on my seat and swapping hands on his thigh so I could slip one arm over his shoulders and still stroke tantalisingly close to his cock. 
 
    “What’s gotten into you today?” he pressed. 
 
    “It’s just… I can’t stand to see you unhappy, Daddy.  It’s not right the way she treats you.  She’s crazy if she doesn’t… want you.  I want you.” 
 
    “You… can’t mean that.  It’s not right… I’m your father.”  The way his eyes scanned my entire body with pure hunger contradicted his words. 
 
    “Adopted,” I said. 
 
    “She told you?  We agreed to wait until the time was right… that fuckin’-” 
 
    “Shhh.  It doesn’t matter.  You’ll always be my daddy, I’ll always be your little girl… but you’re the man of the house too.  If you want to fuck, you fuck.  Your house, your rules, your pussy.” 
 
    I took his hand and put it between my legs, hugging it with my thighs.  His brows knitted and he let out a sigh at the feel of my toned skin. 
 
    “You… you don’t understand, Madison.  Your mother… she couldn’t handle me anymore.  Too rough, she said.  I’d break a little thing like you.  Especially after all the…” 
 
    “The what?” I smiled. “The waiting?  The wanting?  The teasing?  I’ve seen the way you’ve been looking at me lately.  I’ve been looking at you too, trying to get you to notice me more.  I can’t handle it anymore, Daddy.  It’s not right that you don’t get everything you want when you give us everything we want.  If you want to fuck hard… you can fuck me hard.  I don’t care if it hurts, I told you I’d do anything to make you happy.  Take what’s yours.  It’s a new me.” 
 
    John locked eyes with me and I could literally see the fire of his passion growing, melting the chains of social norms and parental responsibilities.  A sexual animal was being set free right in front of me, like being locked in a cage with a lust bomb. 
 
    “I like this new Madison,” he said. “You sure you want to be… my little slut?” 
 
    I smiled at the words, at the first time he called his daughter a slut with the intention of fucking her, and nodded.  “All yours, Daddy.” 
 
    He reached out and buried both hands in my hair at the back of my head, pulling me into a kiss I’d been wanting for weeks, and he’d been desperate for somewhat longer.  It was so deep, my mouth was open almost as wide as it could go, and my breath was being stolen so fast that I was almost delirious. 
 
    When he let me go, I was panting, my hair dishevelled from his grip.  He made me feel like a little sex kitten. 
 
    There was no time to ponder that, though, his hands were at the bottom of my tank top, pulling it up and over my head.  I lifted my arms to let it go, feeling his eyes on the upper swells of my breasts like fingertips brushing against all that forbidden flesh. 
 
    From the boring side of a teenage girl’s clothes, he’d seen breasts a lot like these growing day by day, and I could see how badly he wanted to see the end result.  I kept my arms out of the way as he reached behind me and undid my bra with a snap of his fingers. 
 
    Savouring the moment, he slowly pulled the straps off my shoulders and watched as the cups fell away from my chest, exposing my hard pink nipples to him for the first time.  A satisfied smirk touched upon his lips and he quickly undid his own seatbelt so he could lean over and take one into his mouth. 
 
    I ran my fingers through his hair as I looked down through half-closed eyes.  His tongue flickered back and forth, sending electric chills of pleasure from my nipple to my belly, and then he did the same on the other side. 
 
    When he pulled back, he squeezed both my breasts, rubbing his thumbs across the pink tips he’d made even harder with his stimulation.  Lifting up and inwards, he pressed them against each other, creating cleavage deeper than any of my bras could have managed. 
 
    “Even fuckin’ better than I ever imagined,” he said. “I’ve got something for that pretty little mouth of yours, Madison.  I’ve been dreaming about seeing those lips of yours around the base of my cock and now…” 
 
    “Now you take what’s yours, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s right, princess.  Get it out for me.” 
 
    I held the top of his pants between the finger and thumb of one hand while I pulled the zip down with the other, then undid the button and pushed his pants and boxers down while he caressed my tits.  Inch after inch of thick cock, hard and getting harder by the second, was revealed to me and my jaw dropped about as far as his underwear did. 
 
    “Think you might have made a mistake, Madison?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s… huge, Daddy.” 
 
    “It’s gonna feel so good in that tight little pussy, but I need you to suck it for me first.” 
 
    Tentatively, I touched it with a single finger and snatched my hand back when it twitched.  It was as if I was playing a game of tickle-the-sleeping-monster.  Mustering my courage, I reached out for it again, wrapping my fingers around his girth. 
 
    Every beat of his heart was pulsing in this massive weapon of pleasure.  I could feel it, hot and primal, in my hand as I gently stroked it and felt it swell until my fingers and thumb could no longer meet. 
 
    Like a flagpole being raised, the tip came up as if seeking my mouth of its own accord and I had to turn my hand around to continue comfortably stroking it.  I licked my lips and gulped. 
 
    “That’s right, Madison, I’m gonna fuck that little angel face of yours.  Open wide.” 
 
    John put one hand over mine, keeping his cock aimed directly at my mouth as he pushed my head down with his other hand.  We moaned in unison as I got my first taste of him, of pure throbbing masculinity, and he felt my hot and wet tongue on his cock for the first time. 
 
    “That’s it, good girl,” he said as he gave my head a few instructional pushes and pulls to get me bobbing, before letting go so his hands could explore my body while I sucked him. 
 
    I felt his palm sliding along the small of my back and then over my short skirt, which he pulled up to completely expose my ass.  He ran a single finger along the crack of my ass, before feeling the wet patch over my pussy that he was completely responsible for. 
 
    “Damn, Madison, that’s one wet little pussy.” 
 
    I nodded and hummed my agreement as I sucked, making wordless sounds of appreciation as he explored my panty-clad folds.  My underwear was soon so slick with my natural lubricants that they slid against my sensitive petals and I moaned even harder. 
 
    Tugging first at one side and then the other, John worked my panties down until they were mid-thigh.  The air felt almost freezing cold against my wet skin, despite the warm sunset streaming in through the windscreen.  Thankfully, John’s fingers soon warmed me up again. 
 
    Once his fingers were completely covered in my juices, I felt him pressing at my entrance with a single digit.  The pressure increased, despite how slippery everything was, as John sought to be the first man to feel the inside of my teen tunnel. 
 
    The pressure took up all my concentration, such that I paused in my bobbing motions and swirled my tongue around the head of his engorged cock.  My eyes closed as I thought about what his strong hands would look like on my tender pink pussy. 
 
    The tip finally slipped inside me, as far as my hymen, and he paused.  I heard him gasp quietly and his cock swelled in my mouth for a moment. 
 
    “You saved yourself for me?” he asked. 
 
    I pulled my mouth off his cock for a moment and looked up at him, letting him take in the contrast of my innocent eyes and the rivulets of saliva and pre-cum dribbling down my chin as I posed next to his cock. 
 
    “Only you deserve it, Daddy.” 
 
    “Holy fuck… you’re a sexy little bitch, Madison.” 
 
    “Thank you, D-” 
 
    John brought his fingers from my pussy to my mouth, pushing them past my lips and forcing me to taste myself.  I’d never done that before, and only tentatively licked his finger at first, but soon found myself cleaning him thoroughly as I lapped at my own juices like a wanton slut. 
 
    My twin’s adopted father gathered up my hair into a rough ponytail and turned my head back towards his cock, guiding it into my mouth and holding me firmly as he began to roughly fuck my face.  The way I’d been bobbing and sucking was so incredibly gentle in comparison to the way he powered his hard length in and out of my lips. 
 
    With such reckless strength behind his thrusts, the inevitable soon happened and the tip of his cock was squelching against the back of my throat.  My eyes watered and I pushed against his thighs, but being in his grip was like being held by a steel vice. 
 
    Every ounce of my strength had to go towards fighting my gag reflex as this powerful man facefucked me like a whore, just as hard and rough as I had invited him to be with me.  My eyes bulged and my face went red when I felt him press down on my head with sustained pressure and gradually force his thickness into my throat. 
 
    My resistance was as token as ever while the base of his glorious cock slid ever closer to my lips.  I’d never deepthroated a more averagely-endowed guy, let alone anything like what John had between his legs, and I could hardly believe it was happening. 
 
    When my nose pressed against his pelvis and my lips were around the base of his cock all the way around, John held me there for an eternity, until my face was even more red from the lack of oxygen as well as the effort.  Inside me, it felt like his cock was stretching my throat almost all the way down to my stomach, the fact that it was in there was nigh-on impossible. 
 
    Finally, just when things were starting to get a little fuzzy around the edges, he forced the last few fractions of an inch into me and then pulled my head back.  I was almost limp, my head supported by his grip on my hair more than my own strength as I gasped for air and hung over the huge cock I’d been impaled by, while the world came back into focus. 
 
    “Time to fuck,” he growled, pulling me by my hair from the driver’s seat to his side until I was straddling him. 
 
    After a struggle to push my panties completely out of the way, he grabbed me by my newly-fucked throat with one hand and pointed his cock at my virgin pussy with the other. 
 
    “Look at me when you get fucked for the first time.  Never forget who you gave it to.” 
 
    He held my gaze as I felt him swirling the head of his cock around my slippery folds, mercifully coating his huge cock with our combined juices.  His hand moved from my neck to my shoulder as he aligned the tip with my entrance and I knew that we were at the point of no going back. 
 
    His cock pushed my folds aside, stretching my entrance into a taut ring of fire as the pressure steadily increased.  I bit my lip and whimpered as the fire grew to white-hot pain and new tears streamed down my cheeks. 
 
    “Can you take it, Madison?  Are you my little fucktoy?” 
 
    I nodded nervously. “Do it, Daddy.” 
 
    With a powerful upward thrust, John pushed his thick cock into me.  Tearing through my hymen like a wet paper bag, he didn’t stop until his thighs met my ass and the tip of his manhood brushed against my cervix. 
 
    I squealed and instinctively tried to rise up and off of this massive masculine invasion, but John held me firm again, as he had done when he fucked my face.  My pussy was wrapped so tightly around his cock that I could feel every bump, ridge, vein, and heartbeat as if he was a part of my own body. 
 
    After several seconds, my struggles died down, only to be reinvigorated by John’s hard thrusting into my virgin slit.  My whimpers and moans shook with every impact into my body that made my tits wobble right in his face as I was caught between the pleasure and pain of it all. 
 
    John pulled the handle at the side of the seat and sent us toppling backwards.   Before we’d even settled into the new position, he had my nipple in his mouth, flicking his tongue back and forth in time with his pistonning thrusts into my pussy. 
 
    The fire between my legs spread throughout my body and softened as it did so, revealing the deep river of pure pleasure flowing underneath.  John alternated between sucking each of my nipples, until they were so hard they ached for the kind of release that only an epic orgasm could provide. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck, almost smothering him with my chest, until he turned his face up and we kissed as he pounded in to me even harder, pushing me inexorably towards pleasure beyond my wildest dreams.  He held me around my lower back as tightly as I did around his neck, keeping us perfectly aligned for his powerful thrusts. 
 
    As my climax grew closer, I moaned into our kiss louder and louder, finally screaming my ecstasy so loud that the kiss was no longer possible and I was free to scream my affirmatives while I was rocked by wave after wave of mind-blowing euphoria.  John forced himself as deep as possible, and the head of his cock was nuzzled against my cervix when it twitched and I felt a warm blast of his seed in my depths. 
 
    John spurted load after load into me, and each jet was like lighter fluid on the fire of my pleasure, as if our orgasms were fuelling each other and we’d inadvertently created the first perpetual motion machine.  After a while, it became clear that our fucking had not broken the laws of physics, and I collapsed exhausted on top of him. 
 
    My sex was a burning, sticky, mess, and I was too tired to lift my own bodyweight to do anything to protect the upholstery of Madison’s new car as our combined juices flowed out of me.  John’s hands roamed all over my body, leaving a tingly ghost-trail everywhere he touched.  I shivered pleasurably. 
 
    “I really like this car, Daddy,” I said quietly. 
 
    ***** 
 
    This was hands-down, the best week of my life.  I spent more time in John and Jane’s room than I did in Madison’s, feeling like the woman of the house. 
 
    The date for Madison and Jane to return from their respective trips loomed ever-closer, though.  What would happen when Madison returned to find her father had turned into the kind of guy that couldn’t keep his cock out of her? 
 
    I’d come up with my plan to drop a bomb on their perfect life, but now I had an idea that could make life better for everybody.  This was going to take delicate timing, though. 
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 Description 
 
    When I came home from cheer camp, my daddy was acting strange.  The way he put his hand on my thigh in the car in the way home, it was almost as if he already knew every dirty little fantasy I’d ever had about him. 
 
    However, it wasn’t until we returned home that things really heated up.  He’d installed a mirror above my bed… and there’s a mysterious naked girl wearing a leashed collar and a mask in my walk-in closet. 
 
    What is my daddy going to do to me, and who could this girl be? 
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    I never fully grasped how something could be the best of times and the words of times like in that old book until this year’s cheer camp.  That week really brought it home for me. 
 
    All the practice sessions, the technique workshops, the planning for the tournament was great, but the pajama-clad pillow fights, the changing rooms and, omigod, the showers were pure torment for me.  Everywhere I went these days, whether it was this cheer camp or at home, it seemed I was teased by something I desperately wanted but couldn’t have. 
 
    In a million years of brutal torture, I never would have admitted to another living soul what my desire was on the home front.  It was too embarrassing, too utterly forbidden. 
 
    The truth was, my own father made me feel… funny.  Down there.  So often, I caught myself watching him work in the garden or lingered around the hallway when he was going to be coming out of the shower.  I blushed so much on a day to day basis that he might have thought I had a year-round sunburn. 
 
    Sometimes I hated myself for feeling that way, everything in society told me it was wrong, but I simply couldn’t help it.  The older I grew, the more, for want of a better word, chemistry I could feel between us. 
 
    We bantered and laughed, he taught me how to drive and told me about all the places he’d travelled to.  He was so worldly and charismatic, all my friends had been swooning over him for years.  Then they’d apologize to me and say something like they hoped I didn’t mind them talking like that because I probably couldn’t see it.  But I could, holy fuck, I so could.  All the boys my age seemed so… pathetic in comparison. 
 
    Still, as strong as that connection was between us, the possibility of my dreams coming true was so miniscule that I had made a shaky kind of peace with the fact.  At cheer camp, I was surrounded by beautiful girls that I would have loved to, shall we say, experiment with. 
 
    I’d discovered that side of myself while trying to find porn clips on the internet of people that looked like my daddy and me.  In one of them, a step-father and step-daughter seduced one of the step-daughter’s friends.  I was hooked and my laptop back at home was jam-packed with stuff like that now. 
 
    Not only that, but it was painfully obvious that there were plenty of girls who were doing plenty of experimenting.  Some of them, girls from other schools, even flat-out propositioned me. 
 
    I declined, politely, and then in the nights I had to listen to the girls who said “yes” trying to muffle their orgasms, and feeling jealous that they could let go, they let themselves take their pleasure wherever it may be.  There was definitely something wrong with me. 
 
    Perfect little Madison Smith.  Good Madison.  I grew up in the right neighborhood, with the right family, the right school, the right friends, the right everything.  There was this image of me that had somehow been built up, and it was boxing me in on all sides. 
 
    “Perfect” life.  Someday I’d be somebody’s “perfect” wife.  Nobody would ever know that I’d much rather spend my honeymoon with the man walking me down the aisle rather than the one waiting at the front. 
 
    Some girls tried to include me in their nasty, bitchy, conversations teasing the “Baby Dykes.”  I declined to be a part of that too, so as the week came to an end I only had the same friends I had coming into it, which was almost unheard of for cheer camp. 
 
    That’s why, on the balance of things, I was glad to be heading home.  I could show my daddy a few of the new routines we’d learned, it was a good excuse to wear skimpy clothes in front of him and bask in the secret deliciousness of having his eyes on my skin without raising suspicion. 
 
    After that?  Well, the next stops on the railroad tracks of my life was the “perfect” summer, followed by the “perfect” college, if anything could actually be “perfect” while you felt like half of yourself was missing. 
 
    Daddy met me at the bus station and I ran into his arms.  It didn’t bother me in the slightest that neither of us seemed to want to let go this time.  He could hold on to me forever if he wanted.  I rested my head against his chest and sighed happily. 
 
    On the ride home I was reunited with my phone, which was banned from cheer camp, and spent my time catching up on all the messages I missed.  There was a strange one from my bestie, Jen, saying she saw me having a driving lesson but thought I was away at cheer camp, what happened? 
 
    She must have mistaken some other girl for me, I supposed.  I messaged her back saying I just arrived back in town and I’d catch up with her soon. 
 
    In between replying to everything else, I glanced over at Daddy every now and then, trying in vain to feel for him the way all my friends seemed to feel for their fathers.  Vague contempt, resentment at the “oppression”, embarrassment… but all I felt was a fluttering heart. 
 
    He was wonderful.  Kind and… sexy.  I even blushed at my own internal monologue and my eyes darted back to my phone when his gaze briefly left the road to look at me. 
 
    “Everything OK, honey?” he asked. 
 
    “All good, Daddy.  Just Jen being Jen.  It’s good to be back.” 
 
    He reached over and put his hand on my leg.  Not on my knee, but right up on my thigh by the hem of my short skirt, with his fingers curling around to the inside. 
 
    “It’s good to have you back, Princess.” 
 
    I froze like a statue and stared at his hand.  That funny feeling he always gave me suddenly surged and the butterflies incited a riot in my tummy. 
 
    He gave my thigh a squeeze and then brought his hand back to the steering wheel.  I looked at my leg, and then over to him, speechless because I knew my racing heartbeat would probably make me stutter. 
 
    He’d done it so nonchalantly, and looking at him now you would never know that he’d momentarily turned his little girl’s world upside down.  I licked my lips and swallowed my heart, wondering how many times I could survive a thrill like that. 
 
    We pulled into the driveway and, like a perfect gentleman, Daddy carried my bags to the house for me.  He followed me up the stairs very closely and I prayed to whatever God oversaw making panties soak up pussy juices, so that he wouldn’t have a front row seat of my slippery nectar trickling down the inner thigh he had so recently teased. 
 
    It had only been a week since I’d seen him, but absence had certainly made the heart grow fonder in this case.  Somehow I’d either forgotten the full extent of the effect he had on me, or something had changed. 
 
    Even though I was certain I’d left my door open when I left, it was closed now.  As I reached for the handle, Daddy put his hand on my upper arm, stopping me, and then shrugged my bags off his shoulders. 
 
    I turned to face him. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Well, Princess, I planned a little surprise for you for when you got back from cheer camp.” 
 
    “Ooh!  What is it?” I asked. 
 
    The smile on my face was shaky from my recent excitement and embarrassment, and the hungry look in his eyes as he looked down at me only made it all the shakier.  Was it even remotely possible that absence had made his heart grow fonder too? 
 
    I mentally shook it off.  That was crazy talk.  But that look.  Something was different, but what?  Was that hunger a result of Mom being away for the last week as well? 
 
    Poor Daddy!  I’d do anything to make him feel… better. 
 
    “Well, the plan has changed a bit in the last week, but like most surprises, it’s still probably better to show you than to tell you.  Get in that bedroom.” 
 
    He had no idea how many times Fantasy-Daddy had said that to me in my dreams.  These panties were ruined for sure. 
 
    I turned again, gulped, and pushed the door open.  Stepping inside, I didn’t notice anything at first.  It was the same… and yet not.  As if everything had been moved and then put back into almost the same place. 
 
    Daddy followed me into the room and I could feel the heat of his body right behind me as I took a few cautious steps forward, looking for whatever he had left in here.  He was so close that it was too much of a distraction for me to properly take in my surroundings. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    One set of fingers came to a rest on my hip, the other trailed up the front of my neck and then lifted my chin so I faced the ceiling.  Up there, impossible to miss for any girl in full control of herself, was a huge mirror right above my bed. 
 
    I was putty in his hands, a flush rising up from my breasts and threatening to take over my face.  I panted a little, trying to get a head-start on all the oxygen I needed, to get through one simple question. 
 
    “What’s going-” I started. 
 
    “You left your diary open on your desk before you left…” 
 
    My heart stopped.  Had I?  I tried to remember which day I’d written in it last before I left.  I could have sworn I’d tucked it away like normal, but if I hadn’t then it didn’t matter what the last entry was.  My life was over. 
 
    It wasn’t so much a diary as a secret place to confess all my thoughts about Daddy.  What if I’d left it open on the page that had nothing but a giant love heart filled with the words “Daddy + Maidson 4Ever”?  What if it was a page with something more… specific? 
 
    I was on the verge of tears.  Why had he put a mirror up there?  So I’d be forced to look at myself all night and… reflect on what I’d done? 
 
    I tried to turn around, but Daddy’s grip tightened on me, pulling me back against him and keeping me looking up at the mirror.  “I… I’m sorry, Daddy!  I’m sorry!  I-I’ll go to counselling!  Please don’t tell anybody! I-” 
 
    “Shhh, Princess.  You haven’t done anything wrong.  I know you just want me to be happy, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes!  That’s all, I just… I just love you so much and w-want-” 
 
    “And you know that a perfect little body like yours could make me so, so, happy, right?” 
 
    His hand slipped under my shirt on to my navel and my ass pressed against the front of his pants, where there was no denying the hardness.  Could this really be happening, or was I about to wake up confused and frustrated back at cheer camp? 
 
    He reached further up inside my shirt and my knees started shaking.   Since I was off to the side of the mirror, the angles were wrong for me to be able to see the moment when he first grabbed my breast, and with his other hand now on my throat, I couldn’t look down. 
 
    All I could do was lean back against him and savor the feel of it when it eventually happened.  He stopped just before he touched the perky swell of my left breast and I tried to lower my body a little to close the gap, but he simply moved with me. 
 
    “All in good time, Madison.  The surprise isn’t over yet.  Why don’t you see what’s at the other end of that?” 
 
    He released my neck and I looked where he pointed.  Sticking out from under the door of my closet was a leash.  My brow furrowed.  Had he bought me a puppy too? 
 
    “Go on.” He withdrew his hand from my shirt and gave me a gentle push on the ass. 
 
    I took a few hesitant steps and then bent down to pick up the leash, looking back at him when I stood up again.  He gestured at the door. 
 
    With the leash in one hand, I opened the door with the other and then leapt back in surprise when I saw the other end was connected to a collar around the neck of a blonde girl wearing nothing but that, a super-hero-style eye-mask and a pair of cat ears on her head.  The leash, still gripped tightly in my hand, went taut and the girl was yanked forward a little. 
 
    She crawled out of the closet, her lithe movements pure raunchy poetry in motion, and then looked up at me.  Wherever my daddy had found her, she had a body just like the cheerleaders I’d spent the last week with, and hair just the same color as mine. 
 
    Looking into her eyes was like looking into a mirror.  Those eyes somehow knew what I wanted, just like the ones that were reflected at me each morning when I sat down and brushed my hair.   
 
    This was incredibly similar to one of my favorite video clips I’d saved to my laptop, when a daddy-daughter team had a willing slave.  My knees shook again, and the way she reached up to lay her hand on my inner thigh didn’t help. 
 
    “Today, you get everything you want,” said the girl, and bent forward to lick my leg just on the inside of one shaking knee before locking eyes with me again. “Everything.” 
 
    Before I could even begin to process the possibilities in that word, Daddy was behind me again, his hands back on my flat belly under my shirt, that totally forbidden hardness against my ass once more.  He bent down to kiss my neck and I gasped. 
 
    How many times had I wondered what his lips would feel like?  How much better was the reality?  My imagination had failed to tell me about the way his stubble would tingle around the kiss, the way my skin would feel hot at first and then cool in the air. 
 
    His hand finally found my breast and squeezed it through my bra, squeezed hard.  I yelped quietly and looked down at the movement under my shirt, the way every flutter of material meant my daddy was exploring my body under there. 
 
    It was lucky he was holding me so tight, because the girl kissed, licked and sucked her way up my inner thigh until her head disappeared under my skirt.  The strength finally ran out of my legs and I couldn’t properly hold my own weight. 
 
    My skirt twitched and I felt her tongue lick my skin along the edge of my panties before she emerged again.  Daddy looked down at her over my shoulder and she smiled. 
 
    “She is so wet for you, Daddy.” 
 
    A million protests tried to surge out at the same time.  It was an automatic response from years of secrecy to deny what Daddy made me feel, but hearing her call him the same thing that I called him, somehow took the edge off.  It was somehow… OK to think, say and feel these things. 
 
    “That’s my princess,” said Daddy. 
 
    “Take your little girl to bed,” she said. 
 
    Daddy nodded and I was half dragged, half walked to my bed, where he gently laid me down.  The leash was still in my hand and the other girl crawled up on the bed with me. 
 
    I looked up at the mirror, at the surreal scene.  The expression on my face was like I was watching a breaking news story about the discovery of a planet populated by friendly unicorns as the girl pulled my shirt off over my head. 
 
    Daddy stood at the side of the bed and pulled his own shirt off, revealing the firm body that had teased me for what felt like forever.  He pushed his pants down and then climbed on to the bed, straddling me just as the slave-girl reached under my back and unclipped my bra. 
 
    With his pants out of the way, the bulge in his underwear was huge and intimidating.  He reached between the cups of my bra and pulled. 
 
    For a moment, I tried to hold it against my skin.  He was my Daddy, he wasn’t supposed to want me the way I wanted him.  What if my breasts weren’t the size or shape he liked?  What if he didn’t want me as much as I wanted him once he actually saw me naked? 
 
    A million doubts were made irrelevant as the girl took each of my wrists and held my arms away from my body so Daddy  could pull my bra off.  In my weakened state, I couldn’t offer much resistance. 
 
    “I knew you’d be built for fucking under those clothes,” said Daddy, discarding my underwear and then squeezing my naked tits for the first time. 
 
    My nipples were diamond hard, pressing in to the palms of his hands and aching for him to touch them, even pinch them.  As if he could read my mind, he grabbed each of them in turn between his finger and thumb, gripping them hard enough to make me yelp pleasurably. 
 
    The girl regathered one of my wrists and brought my hand to that tantalizing hardness in my daddy’s underwear.  I never could have brought myself to do it on my own. 
 
    Even feeling it through that thin material was almost too much for me to bear.  The girl curled my fingers around it until it looked like a baseball bat in a protective bag and I started hyperventilating with excitement. 
 
    “You like that cock, Princess?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s… the most incredible thing…” I said. 
 
    “Let me show her how you like it, Daddy,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, do it.” 
 
    The girl moved my hand up and down his shaft a few times, but then made me let go before disentangling it from his boxers and pulling it out through the gap at the front.  Maybe it was because of the way we were positioned at the moment, but it towered over me and looked far thicker and harder than anything I’d seen online. 
 
    She brought my hand back to his cock and I gasped at the way it pulsed in my grip.  With her hand over mine, she pulled his cock towards us and leaned over me so her tits were right above my face as she brought her mouth to my daddy’s hard length. 
 
    Looking down between her firm breasts, I saw her tongue snake out and guide the head of his cock past her lips.  The two of them moaned in perfect harmony, and I felt both the vibrations on his cock and the way it twitched in response. 
 
    She reached forward with her spare hand to balance herself, putting some weight on my lower abdomen as she used her fingers to bunch up my skirt and stroke my wet pussy through my panties.  I moaned like a singer well out of time with the two of them, but I didn’t care because I had front row seats to the best show in the world. 
 
    Daddy began thrusting into her mouth, seeming to get deeper with every stroke until I was sure some of it must have gone into her throat.  I let my hands roam all over both of them, as far as I could reach, while I watched. 
 
    Somehow, she managed to take all that cock in her mouth while stroking my pussy just the way I liked it.  I wasn’t even sure when or how she had managed to push my panties aside, but in a moment of clarity I realized that another girl had her fingers directly on my slippery-wet clit and if she kept it up for much longer she was going to make me cum while I watched my daddy face fuck her. 
 
    That was the only way to describe what was happening now.  She wasn’t sucking him off, she was getting utterly dominated by his cock.  The rivulets of their mixed saliva and pre-cum flowed down her chin, some of it splattering down on to me from there while the rest of it dripped off her tits and landed a little higher on me. 
 
    The slippery mixture was spread all over by my daddy’s roaming hand, massaging it into my nipples like an all-natural moisturizer.  Just as I was about to scream out my orgasm under all this, Daddy suddenly pushed her off his cock and it stood there glistening all hard and perfect above me again. 
 
    “Now her,” the girl panted. 
 
    She bent down and gave me the sloppiest and deepest kiss imaginable.   The movement of her lips and tongue spread that same mixture of juices all around my mouth as if lubricating me for him and I found myself kissing her back eagerly, fascinated by the taste. 
 
    Daddy shuffled forward and she moved behind me as I sat up a little so I could use her like the most helpful pile of pillows in the world.   
 
    “Open wide, Princess,” said Daddy. 
 
    I did what he told me to do, my big blue eyes wide with wonder as I looked up at him.  He slapped his heavy cock on my tongue a few times before slipping it into my mouth and filling my world with his masculine essence. 
 
    The head of his cock slid over my tongue while the shaft stretched my lips.  I had no idea what to do, but that didn’t seem to matter because Daddy was intent on picking up right where he had left off with the hired beauty, who was reaching around and squeezing my nipples at the same time. 
 
    It wasn’t long before his cock hit the back of my throat and his handsome face was lost in a blur of tears, but with a supreme effort of willpower I managed to be the good girl my daddy needed me to be.  The sound of his hard length hitting the back of my throat was just like when he’d face-fucked the clearly more experienced girl, and he sounded like my mouth made him even happier. 
 
    I smiled as well as I could around a thick cock, which wasn’t saying much.  Harder and harder he thrust into my mouth, until I couldn’t spare thoughts for anything except fighting my gag reflex, bracing myself against his thighs and trying to stave off my orgasm for a little later so I could properly concentrate on it. 
 
    “Yeah, make her your slut, Daddy,” hissed the girl, right in my ear. 
 
    Suddenly, Daddy groaned and pulled his wondrous manhood out of my mouth.  I blinked a few times and only cleared my vision in time to close my eyes again as I saw a huge stream of semen flying across the short distance between his cock and my face. 
 
    My eyes were glued shut as a warm facemask of sperm was applied with spurt after spurt.  The slave girl was right beside me, catching errant jets of creamy gold, but my daddy made sure his little princess got most of it. 
 
    “Holy fuuuuuuuuuck,” breathed Daddy. 
 
    I licked my lips and gathered my first ever taste of cum, drawing it into my mouth to savor, but there was only so much I could get.  The girl moved out from under me and I rested my head on the pillow again, about to ask for a towel or something, when I felt her lean over and lick my eyelids clean, making her own appreciative sounds at the delicacy. 
 
    “OK, Madison,” she said, finally. “You can open your eyes.” 
 
    Tentatively, I did so, and, when I found that I wasn’t blinded, I opened them fully.  The first thing I saw was the three of us in the mirror on the ceiling, and the beautiful mess my Daddy had made of my face.  I looked up in awe, bringing my hand up to touch my sticky cheek. 
 
    “Daddy… you made me pretty,” I breathed. 
 
    “You’ve always been stunning, Madison,” he said. “And now, I’m gonna fuck you just the way you always wanted to be fucked.” 
 
    “Yes!” said the girl. 
 
    “But… it’s too big for me, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    “We’ll see about that.” 
 
    “Fuck her hard, Daddy,” said the girl. 
 
    “Hey…” I tugged on her leash to remind her of what she’d been brought in for and then looked up at my daddy again nervously. “Don’t you need… a rest or something first?” 
 
    “Not with a girl as hot as you.” 
 
    He shuffled away from my top end and pulled my panties off before moving between my legs and pushing them wide so my pussy was as presented to him on a silver platter.  Daddy grabbed his hard throbbing shaft and aimed it at my virginity as the girl licked some cum off my cheek and then kissed me, sharing the creamy treasure. 
 
    She was a good kisser, soft yet forceful, and the taste of my daddy made it all the more incredible.  I kissed her back, but my eyes were trained on the huge cock descending on my pussy. 
 
    I gasped when the tip of his manhood touched my virgin folds, and grit my teeth when he started forcing them apart to make room for his girth.  Despite the impossibility of him fitting, he kept on pushing until I thought he was going to do some damage. 
 
    Suddenly the pressure eased a little and he slid inside, far enough to tear through my hymen.  My squeal of surprise was muffled by the next cum-laden kiss and this time I closed my eyes to try to concentrate on the feeling of the two extremes of sensation as I was slowly filled by more and more thick cock. 
 
    I’d never dared dream of feeling so completely and utterly full.  His cock seemed to be endless, pushing me up to and beyond my limits. 
 
    My eyes fluttered open and I stared in awe at the reflected scene above me.  My legs spread wide with my daddy’s cock firmly embedded between them as some masked girl licked his cum off my face. 
 
    It was perfect, and I watched the last half of my daddy’s manhood fill me up with one eye while having another cum-kiss.  My pussy was on fire as his heavy balls came to a rest on my ass. 
 
    When he pulled back, I could see the evidence of my virginity on his long cock, but then he slammed himself home again with strength and speed he’d clearly been holding back on the first stroke.  I yelped and the other girl held me down with her hands and lips, forcing me to lie there and take it. 
 
    She interlaced her fingers with mine and held my hands against the bed as she kissed me, while Daddy started pounding into my pussy so that his balls didn’t merely come to rest on my ass, they slapped against it loudly.  The fire was stoked and I moaned and squealed into the kisses, feeling overwhelmed by the sensation. 
 
    My breasts bounced with the impact of our bodies, the power of his strokes winning the battle against their teenage firmness.  I brought my hands up to support them and rolled my nipples between my fingers and thumbs as the fire grew in intensity but somehow lost the edge of its sting. 
 
    Pain made a blurry transition into pleasure and my eyes seemed to want to focus on something a thousand miles beyond the surface of the mirror.  My breaths came shorter and shorter as ecstasy unlike anything I’d ever been able to give myself threatened to tear me apart. 
 
    “She’s close, Daddy.  Give it to her!” 
 
    My daddy surprised me with some impossible top gear of power and I watched the blonde girl in the mirror, who couldn’t possibly be me, getting fucked like a slut instead of a virgin daughter.  The slave girl reached between my legs and flicked a finger across my clit at pace. 
 
    It was too much.  The scene before me dissolved into multi-colored fireworks as my orgasm ran rampant throughout my body.  I didn’t think one little human could contain all this, I was going to spontaneously combust but what a way to go out! 
 
    My mind was barely connected to my body at all, but somehow in the cacophony of bliss, I felt the hot splashes of sperm in my unprotected depths.  I wasn’t on the pill, but it would have been criminal to not have his semen inside me, to become one with my daddy when we clearly wanted each other so badly. 
 
    I felt the heat of his seed spread all over my body by the waves of my climax and my toes curled so hard that I thought my feet were going to cramp up.  When my vision cleared, I was met with the sight of myself in the mirror with a dazed look on my face as the slave girl lightly trailed her fingers over my body, leaving electric tingles behind them as they went. 
 
    “Now?” asked the girl.  Daddy nodded. 
 
    Slowly, like a grand unveiling, she untied her mask and pulled it off.  I blinked a few times and looked again.  Then I rubbed my eyes and squinted at her. 
 
    I must have lost my mind.  My sanity had been fucked away, or I was having an out of body experience. 
 
    The girl was… me.  Looking at her was no different than looking in the mirror in the bathroom… or the one now above my bed. 
 
    “What… what’s happening?” I heard myself say. 
 
    “Madison… this is your sister, your twin,” said Daddy.  My “twin” nodded. 
 
    I looked back and forth between the two of them skeptically, willing my legs to regain the strength to help propel me back to a more dignified sitting position.  Well, as dignified as you could be with your own father’s cock inside you and the taste of his semen from your doppleganger’s kiss still on your lips. 
 
    “How can this…” I began, but trailed off. 
 
    “You’re adopted, Madison,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I looked at my Daddy. 
 
    “It’s true,” he said. “Your sister turned up on the doorstep after you left for cheer camp and… well…” 
 
    “I knew we’d have the same taste in men.  We’re twins!” she said. 
 
    “I can’t believe this!” 
 
    “I know it’s a lot to take in,” said Daddy. 
 
    “But, Madison, think about it this way… he’s not your real father, so he can fuck us all we want.” 
 
    “Well… that’s… but… what…” A million thoughts tried to get out at once, but I only managed the beginning of each of them. “What’s your name?” I asked, finally. 
 
    “Um… you’re not going to believe this.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    “My name is Madison too.” 
 
    Daddy pulled out of me and lied down between the two of us, wrapping his arms around us both.  I looked up at him, down at his cock, covered in our juices, and across at… Madison.  It was all too vivid to be a dream.  Too weird too. 
 
    “I have a sister?” I asked, more to myself than anybody present. 
 
    “A twin,” corrected Madison. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    At the same time, we both reached out to hold Daddy’s cock while it was still hard, and I couldn’t help but giggle a little bit.  You never knew what life was going to throw at you when you woke up each morning.  Sometimes it was awful… sometimes it was this. 
 
    “Thank you for the surprise, Daddy.” 
 
    “I also got you a car,” he sighed. 
 
    Yes, indeed.  This was a good day. 
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    The light was blindingly bright and made me gasp in pain and surprise, only for the sterile air to rasp in my throat like I was inhaling a sandstorm.  I struggled to open my eyes, to figure out where the fuck I was, but everything was a glaring blur. 
 
    “Good morning,” said a perfectly calm male voice. “Welcome to your new life.” 
 
    I tried to protest, I tried to lash out at this stranger, but I found I was too weak, all that came out was a croak and a vague twitch of the fingers of my right hand.  Hardly a fist that was going to save the day. 
 
    “Morris Wright, Passenger 3767, you will be suffering from the effects of hibernation sickness, don’t try to move for a few minutes.  Your vital signs are within acceptable parameters, but you are likely feeling slightly thirsty.  Open your mouth to receive hydration.” 
 
    Morris Wright… that was me, wasn’t it?  Yes, the name sure rang a bell.  I wanted to make a sarcastic remark about feeling slightly thirsty… but I was too thirsty, so I simply opened my mouth. 
 
    A cool stream of chilled, but not painfully cold, water squirted onto my parched tongue, the perfect mouthful.  I swallowed and opened for more. 
 
    While the disembodied voice explained that the ship was now only a few months away from entering orbit around Eutopia 7, I took several mouthfuls of water and tried to open my eyes past a squint to take in my surroundings. 
 
    I’d been put into long-term hibernation in Astro Oasis Labs’ facility, so this was actually my first glimpse inside of Alpha, the giant interstellar ship that was carrying ten thousand people to our new planetary home.  The hibernation chamber I was in tilted forward so I was in a slightly reclined position instead of flat before it started rolling me away from my spot in the hibernation bay. 
 
    My vision cleared a little and I looked ahead, past the 3D avatar who was recapping things I was starting to remember on my own anyway.  I couldn’t see any other hibernation chambers on the move in front of me.  They were all still flat, sealed and motionless in countless rows.  Maybe I was the first from this bay to be awoken, or maybe they staggered revivals for some reason, I had no idea. 
 
    I wondered if my wife, Samantha and our daughter, Lily, were awake already and would welcome me in our living quarters, or whether that pleasure would be mine.  Although I’d given them a hug and a kiss each before putting myself at the mercy of Astro Oasis Labs’ doctors, it felt like altogether too long since I’d held them in my arms.  If we were a few months away from Eutopia 7, that notion was correct.  It would have been around four hundred years since that day on Earth. 
 
    “This will sting a little.” A needle at the end of a little articulated arm injected something into the vein on the inside of my elbow. 
 
    “Fuck me!” I yelled, glad to hear the strength returning to my voice. 
 
    “I cannot comply.” 
 
    A warm tingling sensation slowly spread out from the site of my injection, bringing the feeling of control back to my muscles and waking me up a little more.  It was a welcome feeling, and I’d have been lying if I said it was unpleasant when that sensation reached my cock. 
 
    There was definitely some movement down there.  Maybe Samantha and I could hold the record for the farthest fuck from Earth, even if only for a little while, if she was as eager to end the centuries-long drought as I suddenly was. 
 
    As the hibernation-chamber-turned-mobility-scooter carried me through the halls and elevators, my mind and vision cleared further and the eerie emptiness of the ship unsettled me a little.  Surely I should have seen a crew member by now.  There were hundreds of them, and they were all supposed to be woken up weeks before us passengers. 
 
    The hibernation chamber stopped and turned to face a door, which slid open, then tilted even closer to an upright position.  This put some of my weight on to my legs, and I was educated on the limitations of my returning strength, chemical-induced tingles or not. 
 
    “Welcome to your living quarters, Morris Wright.  Try taking a few steps.  You may find that you need to have a natural sleep before you’re fully recovered.” 
 
    The 3D avatar swung to the side and I took my first shaky step on to the floor of the Alpha. 
 
    “Samantha?  Lily?” 
 
    No answer came, and the sound-proofing of the ship halted even my echo from answering me.  It was the sound of pure solitude. 
 
    I shuffled forward, calling their names again, and was hit by a wave of weariness.  Soft lights lit up and turned off on the ground one after the other, in a footstep-pattern, leading to a door that slid open.  Beyond that was the most comfortable looking bed I’d ever seen in my life. 
 
    Even if the Alpha’s artificial gravity was malfunctioning and set to triple power, I couldn’t have hit that soft bed harder.  I tried to stay awake, so I could greet Samantha and Lily… but I couldn’t manage it. 
 
    ***** 
 
    One year, almost to the day.  That’s how long it took me to find Lily. 
 
    Of course, that’s an oversimplification.  First, I had to come to terms with the fact that my hibernation chamber had malfunctioned, waking me far too early.  I was the only one out of nearly eleven thousand souls on  board who was awake, and there was over a hundred years until anybody else would be revived. 
 
    That was… rough, to say the least.  Then I tried to send a message back to Earth but, if I couldn’t find a way to put myself back into hibernation, I’d be long dead by the time I received any kind of response. 
 
    I had several messages waiting for me already, though.  To my complete shock, most of them were  from Samantha. 
 
      
 
    Dear Morris, 
 
    By the time you read this, I will have been dead for hundreds of years.  I’m so sorry we didn’t get to say a real goodbye.  I mean, we said goodbye, but we thought we’d be waking up on our way to our new home together.  Now that can never happen. 
 
    It’s true, everything that Lily will have told you by now is true.  About a week after you were put under, before mine and Lily’s appointments, I started having some stomach cramps, which was unusual for that time of month.  The Astro Oasis Labs doctors said it was premature menopause and, since I was no longer going to be fertile, my pass, the one you worked so hard to get for us, was revoked. 
 
    I’m so sorry, my sweet, perfect, Morris.  I’d give anything to change this, but I can’t. 
 
    Lily chose to come with you.  I think you know why.  You’re worth more than the whole world to her, the old one or the new.  I don’t know how secure or private these messages are… so I don’t want to come right out and say it, but you remember what happened back in May?  It kills me to say this but… you have my permission, Morris.  Lily doesn’t have to fight it if you don’t want her to. 
 
    Oh my God, I can’t believe I just wrote that.  I can’t write more right now, I just can’t.  I want you two to have the best life.  All that wide open space and fresh air, you can build whatever you want.  You’re both taking all my love with you and, in Lily, you’re taking the best part of me too. 
 
    Love, 
 
    Samantha 
 
      
 
    How could I forget what happened in May?  There was only one thing Samantha could have been talking about.  She’d walked into Lily’s room, only to find her in the middle of an epic masturbation session with a 3D projection of one of mine and Samantha’s special home movies playing larger-than-life above her bed. 
 
    Naturally, it had never escaped anybody’s attention that Lily and I were close.  I’d been in her life for so long that she couldn’t even remember her biological father anymore. 
 
    Hell, when she turned eighteen, she surprised us by turning up with a certificate showing she’d changed her last name to Wright.  That day in May, though, that put things into a whole new perspective. 
 
    When she was little, it was cute how she used to sit in my lap.  When she started developing more womanly features, it was a little awkward.  By the time she was eighteen, though, it was downright scandalous. 
 
    I knew people talked.  They didn’t think a teenager should be fawning over a man twice her age like that, talking about how nice his muscles were and squirming all over his lap as she giggled, bit her lip and flipped her hair. 
 
    Looking back, I must have been in denial.  Don’t get me wrong, Samantha was a certified knockout, but Lily was like beauty and sex appeal personified. 
 
    Sexy as she was, she was so innocent in her personality.  I thought she must have no idea the kind of thoughts her beautiful face and the soft curves of her slim body put into a red-blooded man’s mind. 
 
    She couldn’t know that she’d been teasing me so much that my dick got hard at the mere mention of her name.  Never mind when she was sitting on my lap.  If she ever felt my thick cock prodding into her, she never let on that she knew what it meant. 
 
    I sure as fuck couldn’t think of a subtle way to tell her how wrong it was.  She couldn’t be meaning to do it, I told myself.  I was married to her mother and that kind of touching between the two of us was strictly forbidden. 
 
    So… as long as I was convinced it wasn’t mutual, I let myself enjoy the feel of her teen ass when it wiggled and ground against my cock. 
 
    Then May happened.  Samantha had some seriously uncomfortable talks with Lily, and I had to do one of the most difficult things in my life.  I had to distance myself from the girl I thought of as my daughter. 
 
    It wasn’t until I did that, until I cut myself off from it, that I realised how much I craved the feel of Lily’s body.  She was a like an addictive drug, and I was hooked harder than I thought. 
 
    However, for the greater good, I forced those feelings down.  For a happy home, first on Earth, and then on Eutopia 7, I forced them down. 
 
    There were several other messages, from friends and family, I scrolled through them and noted how the time elapsed between them grew longer and longer until they stopped altogether hundreds of years ago.  The last one from Samantha was short and to the point, closing off with: 
 
      
 
    I can’t use up the rest of my life thinking about you, Morris.  It hurts too much and doesn’t make life any better.  I’ve found somebody else.  I’m going to be happy again.  Please, give Lily everything she wants and needs, you’re the only one I trust to do it right. 
 
    Love, 
 
    Samantha 
 
      
 
    I moped around by myself for a solid month before I got to work.  I wasn’t a crew member, and as such, I didn’t have authorisation to access the hibernation bays.  My passage through those doors was intended to be one-way. 
 
    However, I had the combined knowledge of the entire human race available at my fingertips, a shitload of time on my hands, and no interruptions.  Where there’s a will, there’s a way. 
 
    When I wasn’t working on the hibernation bay doors, I was studying the files on the hibernation chambers themselves.  It turned out that “hibernation chamber” was a bit of a misnomer.  They didn’t have anything to do with the hibernation at all, they were more about containment and revival than anything else. 
 
    I could revive Lily and we could be together again. 
 
    Well, she wasn’t in the first hibernation bay, nor the second.  Row after row of strangers were lined up, and I looked into every single chamber. 
 
    The women were gorgeous, and the men seemed to be perfect physical specimens themselves.  It was as if Astro Oasis Labs was trying to colonise an entire planet with beautiful people. 
 
    It was hard and lonely work but finally, near the end of the third hibernation bay, I saw her.  Lily, my daughter.  The teen girl who wanted to take her mother’s place at my side was lying there, just on the other side of the clear hexacarbonite doors of her chamber. 
 
    I collapsed against the side and held my head in my hands, as much to stop my hands from shaking as to rest my suddenly-heavy head.  After so long alone, it was overwhelming to see a familiar face in the flesh, especially one as physically perfect as Lily’s. 
 
    When I stood up again, I was half-afraid that I might have been hallucinating, mistaking somebody else for Lily or that she would have disappeared, but no, she was still there.  My sweet Lily in all her beautiful glory. 
 
    I hesitated before leaving the hibernation bay.  If I was going to hotwire Lily’s chamber, I was going to need a whole other toolkit than the one I’d used to break into this bay but I didn’t want to let her out of my sight. 
 
    Finally, I tore myself away.  A year of my voice hitting the walls and dying without being heard by another human ear could finally be over. 
 
    I raced out of the wedged-open doors and went to the area I’d claimed as my workshop, returning to the hibernation bay in record time.  My heart raced as an illogical fear gripped me… what if I couldn’t find her again? 
 
    Fortunately, that was entirely unfounded.  She was right where I’d left her, third from the end of row fifteen in bay three. 
 
    I unscrewed the panel from the side of her hibernation chamber, near the bottom and referred to the wiring diagram.  After finding the appropriate contact points, I bypassed one circuit and replaced a component with an alternative from the spare parts in the cargo hold. 
 
    With an almost silent hiss, the hexacarbonite doors slid to each side, their curves sliding into the main body of Lily’s hibernation chamber to leave her uncovered.  I stood over her silent form, almost dumbfounded to be near her again after so long. 
 
    The hibernation process had slowed her visible bodily functions down to an almost imperceptible level.  She may have been technically north of four hundred years old, but her body hadn’t aged beyond eighteen years and a handful of months. 
 
    I reached out for her and saw my fingers twitching with nervousness until I stroked her cheek with the bank of my hand.  Touching her soft skin was like immersing myself in a calm pool of water, I felt like I was touching home. 
 
    It was my first time ever touching a person in hibernation before.  I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, perhaps for her to be cold, perhaps with stiff skin.  She was none of that.  She was warm, her cheek was softer and healthier than any model could hope for. 
 
    I let out a great puff of air, and it was only then that I realised I’d been holding my breath.  I licked my lips and moved my palm to her other cheek, finding it equally soft, then cupped her face with two hands and stroked her skin with my thumbs. 
 
    After those last few months on earth before we left, the slumber of hibernation and the last year alone on the Alpha, I was almost going into shock at the sudden feel of Lily’s perfect form under the palms of my hands. 
 
    The process to hotwire the hibernation chamber and initiate Lily’s revival process wouldn’t be any more difficult than it was to open her chamber doors.  In just a few minutes, those impossibly deep-emerald green eyes of hers would flutter open and end my hell. 
 
    I pulled my hands back and then paused.  Hell.  That was what it was like on this sterile ship.  If I woke Lily up here, that’s what I’d be sentencing her to.  Hell. 
 
    She signed up for a life with me, on a new planet where we could build our own home, watch a new sun rise and set each day, socialise with other colonists, maybe even create a whole new family for ourselves.  Not this. 
 
    If I woke her up, I’d be signing her up to die on this ship with nobody but me for company.  Was that murder?  My heart sank.  Why did this have to hit me now, when I was so close?  After all the effort it took to find her and learn how to sabotage the hibernation systems. 
 
    I couldn’t do it.  One hand found its way back to its former spot at the side her head, my fingers buried in her silky hair and my thumb on her cheek.  She was so near and yet so far. 
 
    I brushed an errant strand of hair away from her closed eye and bent down to kiss her on the forehead.  In some parallel universe, where things happened slightly differently, this teenage perfection would give herself to me.  She’d be all mine.  But it wasn’t to be. 
 
    With a gulp, I tried to let her go so I could kneel and close her chamber again, but found I couldn’t do that either.  I didn’t want to let her go. 
 
    I trailed my fingers from her hair, across her cheek and then touched her full and supple lips, pulling her bottom lip down and letting it spring back into place with a faint plop sound.  If you took a thousand genetic engineers and a thousand artists, locked them in a room for a thousand years and told them to design the sexiest cocksucking lips in the universe, they would eventually settle on something that looked exactly like Lily’s. 
 
    If I just had one taste of her… it wouldn’t hurt… I deserve it... 
 
    If I could see my internal monologue it probably would have looked like a little devil sitting on somebody’s shoulder.  But it wasn’t wrong. 
 
    It wasn’t like Lily didn’t like me.  She loved me, and I loved her.  She clearly lusted after me, as I did her.  In all our years on Earth, despite the lingering hugs and the borderline lapdances, I’d only ever kissed her on the cheek and the forehead.  Once, on the hand, when I called her my little princess and she convincingly pretended to swoon. 
 
    Before I turned my back on my months-long scheme, before I consigned myself to a life alone, what would it feel like to have those lips pressed against mine?  These were lips that would start barroom brawls as testosterone-filled idiots tried to prove they were worth her time. 
 
    She wanted to be mine, and I was going to do the right thing by her, so it wouldn’t hurt to have just one taste.  I ran my finger gently over her plump red lips, feeling how they were silky and pliable, yet still firmer than the incredible softness of her cheeks. 
 
    My cock ached and I adjusted it in my pants to stop it getting trapped down one leg as my body responded to the sight and sensation of a woman’s touch for the first time in hundreds of years.  Visions of what her lips would look like, giving way to the explorations of my cock the way they were for my finger, flashed through my mind as brightly as the first light when I woke up on this ship. 
 
    Those visions would no doubt be playing through my mind later when I jerked off to what might have been, but for now, all I wanted was a kiss from sleeping beauty.  I licked my lips and leaned over. 
 
    I closed my eyes and, when our lips touched, hers felt so moist and full of life that I could almost convince myself she’d licked them in preparation for our first kiss.  My tongue tentatively reached out between her lips as I kissed her, and they felt every bit as miraculous as I thought they would. 
 
    If only I had let myself succumb to our forbidden desire back on Earth.  A kiss like this could have led to so much more.  My cock strained at my pants as I sucked and licked at Lily’s lips.  It was as if it had a mind of its own and was desperately trying to reach the fertile young woman. 
 
    Her teeth blocked my tongue, and limited us to the kind of kiss that most married couples restrain themselves to when around friends and family.  I curled my fingers around the back of her neck and lifted her up towards me, kissing the way I knew would have made her melt. 
 
    Her head tilted back as if she was yielding her neck to a vampire, and her teeth parted, giving my tongue further access to my daughter’s mouth.  I touched the tip of my tongue to hers, and then circled around it in a kind of gentle mating dance. 
 
    Pulling back, I would almost convince myself that she followed me for a second, but it was just my own hand around the back of her neck, lifting her up.  I relaxed a little and our lips parted with the gentle sound of released suction. 
 
    Lily settled back down on her hibernation bed and I took longer than I should have, brushing more errant locks of hair away from her angelic face and rearranging her so she was back in her original position with her arms at her side.  I held her hand and did my best to swallow my jack-hammering heart, which had been edging up my throat. 
 
    The Astro Oasis Labs standard-issue hibernation attire was almost skin-tight and showed off the petite form of Lily’s youthful body to a maddening degree.  I took a moment to admire her slim shape before I went about closing the doors on her chamber again. 
 
    Those two small bumps on her chest had grown suddenly, then stayed pretty much the same for the past five years on Earth, high, perky and perfect.  Her flat stomach flared out ever so slightly on the sides at her hips and led down the toned length of her legs. 
 
    I gulped again.  She was more attractive than any siren who ever called any sailor to ruin themselves on the rocks. 
 
    Her hand looked so small, clasped in mine.  I remembered the video she’d been caught watching.  It was one where Samantha jerked me off.  According to Samantha, Lily had been extremely engrossed in that before she was interrupted. 
 
    Before I sealed Lily away, it would surely be OK to wrap her hand around my cock.  Just once.  I knew she wanted that.  Her hand was right there, my cock was right here at the edge of her bed.  It was a match made in heaven. 
 
    I pushed my pants and underwear down, freeing my painfully hard erection, and then watched in awe as I moved Lily’s little hand closer to my thickness.  My eyes darted between her hand and face, it was hard to believe that she would be completely unconscious for her first (and last, I told myself) touch of my cock. 
 
    The tip of my erection was as slick with pre-cum as I’d ever seen it, a tell-tale piece of evidence regarding how long it had been since I’d touched a real woman, and a testament to how sexy Lily was.  I gasped when her fingers first touched me, then shuddered in near ecstasy as I curled them around my girth, making her grasp my thickness as best as she could. 
 
    At any moment, I expected her pretty green eyes to flutter open, to hear her squeal “At last, Daddy!  I’ve wanted you for so long!”, but she wouldn’t say anything for another century. 
 
    I squeezed her hand, which in turn squeezed my cock, and let out a low groan of pleasure as I moved her grip up and down.  Pre-cum flowed down the side of my dick, and over her hand near the base of her thumb.  I couldn’t quite squeeze hard enough to make the tip of her thumb touch the tip of any of her fingers, but it was close. 
 
    “Mmmm fuck, Princess, you’re going to make Daddy cum all over you.” 
 
    I was going to close the doors to Lily’s chamber before it got that far, of course, but damned if it didn’t’ sound like a hot-as-fuck idea.  Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed her shirt, first on one side near the hip, and then the other, shoving it upwards to expose her tummy. 
 
    Her navel was tight and toned.  I let my hand caress her bare skin and my fingertip circled her bellybutton a few times.  The way her hand was stroking my cock, just the way she’d seen her mother do it, and with how turned on this little sex goddess was making me, I bet I could hit that bullseye from the side of the bed. 
 
    She’d look so hot with my cum splattered across her belly… 
 
    I imagined thick ropes of my creamy load glistening on her smooth skin, then looked at the way her shirt was bunched up under her small breasts.  With my hand over hers, I made her jack me off a little faster. 
 
    My sleepy princess deserved a pearl necklace fit for royalty.  I tried to imagine what my sticky semen would look like dripping off her small mounds.  I’d never seen her tits uncovered, but there was no doubt in my mind that they were as immaculate as the rest of her. 
 
    Maybe you don’t have to imagine… 
 
    The devil on my shoulder had a point.  Lily’s shirt was already lifted a bit.  What harm would it do to lift it a little higher, so I could see those beautiful breasts for the first time?  It’d help my imagination along when I returned to my room after closing the doors to Lily’s hibernation chamber in a few minutes. 
 
    I pushed her shirt up on each side, then grasped in the middle at the front, under her breasts.  I held my breath, feeling my heart pounding in my chest and my cock pulsing in my daughter’s hand, and exposed the unconscious girl’s small chest to my eyes for the first time. 
 
    It came as no surprise that I was exactly right.  Lily was genetic perfection.  Her pale pink nipples sat proudly on top of her perky breasts and begged to be sucked. 
 
    The curves of her chest would be gentle slopes for my cum to drip off of if this dirty little girl didn’t stop stroking my cock anytime soon.  I looked up at her peaceful face, still amazed that I was really with Lily after all this time. 
 
    This girl was so fucking sexy that she could have the pick of whatever man she wanted, on any planet she happened to be on, and here she was.  With me.   And I could do anything I wanted with her because she was completely unconscious. 
 
    I bent over and licked the nipple on her right breast, the closest one to me, and then sucked it into my mouth entirely, flicking my tongue back and forth across it.  Looking up into her face, her expression didn’t change at all, she simply remained in blissful ignorance of how her body was being used for my own pleasure. 
 
    A sense of power surged inside me as I stood again, looking down at her face now and squeezing her firm breasts with my hand.  I could see the family resemblance between her and her mother, but Lily truly was on a whole other level. 
 
    The wet sounds of Lily’s hand stroking my cock were heard only by my ears, the same as every sound for the past year.   I was aching for release, I could feel the pleasure building up with every stroke.  I had to leave soon before this got out of hand. 
 
    Yet… I couldn’t.  I looked at her beautiful face again and remembered what a cumslut her mother was.  Samantha was fully capable of climaxing purely from the feel of a warm load of sperm on her face. 
 
    They say the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.  Lily would love the feel of her daddy’s cum all over her, I was sure of it.  Plus, if I did that, I’d only be fulfilling Samantha’s wishes, by giving Lily what she wants and needs. 
 
    Cumming on my stepdaughter’s face was not only the right thing to do, it was my fatherly duty. 
 
    Careful not to let her release my cock, I climbed up on to the hibernation bed and straddled the sleeping girl.  My hard length towered over the petite girl and a glistening drop of pre-cum fell on the inner slope of her right breast. 
 
    I used her hand to slap my erection against her tits, watching how they wobbled for the brief moment that her teenage firmness allowed and how my precum made wet splash patterns on her skin.  I rubbed my hard cock against her breasts, pressing especially hard against her perfect little nipples, and savoured the way her softness yielded to me, to my masculine power. 
 
    Shuffling forward, I positioned my cock over her sleeping face and resumed the stroking motions with her hand.  The sensation of a building orgasm quickly resumed, almost scary with how big it felt. 
 
    This was going to be the biggest load of cum any man ever gave any woman, I was sure of it, and it was going to be way off any conventional pleasure measurement scale.  All for my little princess. 
 
    Remembering how sexy her lips looked when I’d pushed my finger against them, I did the same with my cock, smearing my pre-cum all over her lips and cheeks and distorting her neutral countenance into strange and interesting new expressions. 
 
    Her cocksucking lips felt like heaven on the sensitive tip of my cock.  I could hardly wait to see what she looked like as I pumped jet after jet of cum between those lips, against her teeth, until it overflowed and streamed across her cheeks and into her hair. 
 
    Even after that, I’d still have more for her.  After all these years, I wouldn’t have been surprised if I could get almost complete coverage on her cute little face. 
 
    Again and again, I thrust my cock through the grip of her hand pushing the tip against her lips at the peak of each stroke, and then something terrible happened.  Her hand was so slippery with my pre-cum that it was becoming difficult to hold it properly. 
 
    My orgasm, my gift for my daughter, was so fucking close, it was maddening.  Lily’s lips and cheeks were slick with my juices already, she looked like she’d been sucking my cock with a vengeance. 
 
    That’s what she needed to do.  Lily would hate to be so close and yet so far from all that cum she wanted so badly.  If she could, she’d beg me to facefuck her.  Daddy’s little princess would do anything to make me feel good. 
 
    I let go of Lily’s slippery hand and it flopped down, hanging slightly off the side of the hibernation chamber.  In a few seconds, the pillow behind her head was adjusted lower.  Now supporting her neck, her head lolled back and her mouth popped open of its own accord. 
 
    It was a delicate procedure, with the bed on Lily’s chamber being as narrow as it was, but without dismounting, I managed to spin around so I was facing towards her feet while straddling her face.  My balls rested in her mouth for a long moment while I savoured the view. 
 
    “Don’t you worry, Princess, Daddy’s going to fuck your throat real good,” I said. 
 
    I grasped my shaft and aimed it at her waiting mouth.  It was so hard that it was difficult to change the angles, but once the tip slid past her lips, and I was firmly embedded inside her, I leaned forward to take my weight on my arms and all was good in the world. 
 
    Her tongue rested on top of my cock and I could feel the tight entrance of her throat teasing the head.  In her current state, Lily only needed to take a shallow breath every couple of hours, so I could fuck her face hard and deep for as long as I could withstand the mounting pleasure with no fear of hurting her. 
 
    I leaned forward further still, resting my weight on my elbows and rocking my hips back and forth gently.  My cock pumped in and out of her slowly, gently, just the way she might have sucked me off for the first time if she was awake. 
 
    Directly in front of my face was the border between the bare skin of her stomach and the waistband of her tight pants.  I licked my lips and hooked my thumbs in, pushing them down. 
 
    “Oh my God, Lily…” 
 
    Inch by inch, the most sought-after view on the entire Alpha was revealed to me.  Lily’s pussy was completely bare, as smooth as her cheeks, with nothing to hide the tight slit nestled between her legs. 
 
    I pushed my hips forward, feeling the entrance to her throat almost let me in.  It was easy to imagine it was these perfect pussy lips that were hugging my manhood instead of her throat. 
 
    With both hands, I grasped the back of her thighs and pulled so that her legs first bent at the knee and then fell to each side so she was on full display for me.  Lily was so tight that her pussy still looked like a slit. 
 
    I had to taste her.  She was tasting me, so it was only fair. 
 
    I licked across that short expanse of skin that had not even the faintest hint of a landing strip.  Whether it was some requirement of the Astro Oasis Labs hibernation process, or whether Lily had done it for my benefit, or whether this was simply the way she liked it, I didn’t care, it was wonderful. 
 
    My tongue found the tiny bump of her clit, and then delved between her folds, seeking her forbidden entrance.  I gripped her ass and used the leverage to thrust my hips forward even harder, feeling the entrance to her throat surrender and accept my invasion. 
 
    My eyes half-closed with ecstasy, I licked and sucked at my unconscious stepdaughter’s most private place while savoring the sensation of her throat sliding along my cock so tightly on all sides.  I groaned with euphoria when I felt my balls come to rest on her nose and started eating her out with unrestrained enthusiasm. 
 
    My primal instincts took over and I started rocking my hips in and out of her mouth with increasing ferocity.  The pleasure that had receded somewhat since her hand became to slippery to hold my cock tightly enough quickly returned and my fingers dug into her ass to maintain my grip on her, to keep her right where I wanted her. 
 
    Her nose was taking a beating as my balls slapped her over and over again, and my tongue explored every square inch of her pussy.  I flicked across her clit, I worshiped her labia, and I pushed as deeply as I possibly could into her teen depths. 
 
    That’s when my tongue brushed against something that had crossed my mind more than once since my last May on Earth.  Lily’s hymen was intact.  She’d been saving herself for me. 
 
    The thought sent electrified ice through my veins.  My little Lily had no doubt fought off an army of boys from her school in the vain hope that I could be her first, knowing that I was already married to her mother and it could never happen.  Then she’d left everything behind to come with me, to realise her dream of being my little fucktoy, only to have this last hurdle thrown in front of her. 
 
    It wasn’t right.  She’d done so much.  I had to give her what she so desperately wanted. 
 
    In a heartbeat, my shirt was gone and I’d changed positions again, kicking her pants all the way off and taking my rightful place between her legs.  Lily’s face was a mess of pre-cum and saliva, but it only accentuated her sexuality.  What could be better than the most beautiful woman on this ship or any planet, if not for the most beautiful woman on this ship or any planet who also loved getting facefucked? 
 
    I was so close to cumming that my entire body was literally shaking with the need for release.  My heart hammered in my chest and I felt half-insane with the need to feel my daughter’s hymen break on my cock. 
 
    Scooping some of the rivulets of slippery juices off her cheeks, I smeared them along her pussy and forced my cock down to seek out her virgin entrance.  I was going to own her in places no finger, no toy and certainly no other man had ever been.  No matter what else happened, I was always going to be Lily’s first. 
 
    My hard shaft found what I was looking for and I pushed forward.  Virginal tightness unlike anything I’d ever imagined slowly slid down the head of my cock like a tiny wet rubber band of unimaginable strength. 
 
    Looking down, her pussy seemed so small next to my big cock.  If she was awake, she’d be squirming and squealing by now, fighting the burning fire that every virgin has to contend with.  Thanks to the mercy of hibernation, my little girl was going to be spared all that and she was going to lose her virginity to the one man who loved and lusted after her like no other. 
 
    Once the head of my cock sunk into her, I leaned forward and took a firm grip of her petite body with all the strength of both arms and forced my full-length inside of her.  Lily’s hymen was destroyed in one fell-swoop and my balls slapped against her ass. 
 
    The sleeping beauty didn’t react at all and I started fucking her with every scrap of power I could muster, as if I was in some kind of competition with the sedative effects of hibernation, as if it was a challenge to see if I could fuck this petite teen hard enough to get a reaction out of her. 
 
    I could feel her body shake with every impact.  When I rose up to bear my weight on straightened arms, even her small breasts wobbled.  I came back down and felt her soft bumps against my chest, the full lengths of both our bodies seemed slick with either sweat, saliva, pre-cum or a mixture of all of it as we slid and slapped together. 
 
    This was harder fucking than you could do with any conscious girl, let alone a virgin.  Hundreds of years of pent up passion was being taken out on my perfect little unaware princess. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut against the rising pleasure, before they rolled back in my head, and grasped twin fistfuls of hair at the back of Lily’s head, holding her in position for a mid-orgasm kiss.  I worked my jaws a little and forced her mouth open so I could kiss her as deeply as I needed to, and then felt my muscles contract as the largest single load of cum I’d ever produced spurted deep inside Lily’s abused pussy. 
 
    Somewhere, at the back of my mind, I remembered I was supposed to cum on her face, but the pleasure was too intense, I couldn’t stop.  Her pussy milked my cock like no other I’d ever experienced and prolonged my orgasm for what felt like days, but must have been only a couple minutes at the most. 
 
    Finally, I collapsed on top of her, twitching randomly every now and then as my cock dribbled the last of my sperm into her fertile depths.  The Alpha’s entertainment deck had nothing on my girl. 
 
    I didn’t know if it was possible for a girl to get pregnant while in hibernation.  I thought the literature on the topic was going to be pretty hard to come by, and the idea of researching it seemed especially tedious now as a wave of exhaustion that rivalled the weariness of my initial revival washed over me. 
 
    That was a problem for another day.  For now, all I needed to do was rest here with my daughter, my cock still hard inside her. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was right about the literature being sparse on the topic of hibernation conception.  However, my best guess was that it was highly likely to be possible.  As far as I could tell, the odds of conception were the same as if she was fully conscious. 
 
    For all I knew, my baby was slowly growing inside Lily already.  The operative word here being “slowly.”  She was still in hibernation, and her bodily functions were slowed down to an incredible degree. 
 
    If she was pregnant, she’d only be the equivalent of one week in when she was revived a few months out from Eutopia 7.  Pregnant women had been put under and revived before, so there was no reason to fear for her safety, nor the safety of my hypothetical child. 
 
    I stood at the doorway of Hibernation Bay 1 and looked out upon the rows and rows of chambers, with the passengers sleeping peacefully.  Five thousand plus beautiful, highly fertile, women were on this ship and only one man who could get an erection within the next hundred years.  It was a hell of a situation. 
 
    This wasn’t what I signed up for when Samantha and I decided to move our family to a new home on another planet, but it was the hand I’d been dealt.  I had to look on the bright side, I mean, it wasn’t every day that you got the opportunity to breed an entire planetary colony.  It was my new life, and I was going to make the most of it. 
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    My friend, Becky, thought it was the perfect plan.  It had worked on her step-dad, but then her step-dad wasn’t Joseph Martin. 
 
    I wanted to go on vacation with Becky and my other friends, instead of the family vacation Joseph and my mom had already planned, but the two of them had denied me point blank.  It only rubbed salt into the wound when my mom left with “the girls” on a pre-vacation-vacation to “unwind” before the three of us went to Europe. 
 
    Neither of them seemed to care how important this was for me.  It was probably the last chance I had to be with all my high school friends before we all went to different colleges after the summer break. 
 
    It had started out as a vague pipe-dream one night while Becky, Mandy and I were having a sleepover at my place.  Mandy took the bull by the horns, started organising everything, and it snowballed from there. 
 
    All my friends, all the hottest guys, and it seemed like almost half of my graduating year were booked into a few hotels all close to the beach in Florida.  Except me. 
 
    It was so far from fair, I almost cried when I was at Becky’s place.  That’s when she let me in on her little secret. 
 
    Apparently, her mom and step-dad had refused to let her go at first, but Becky had other ideas.  She waited until her mom was out of the house, dressed up in her shortest skirt and most cleavage-revealing top she had, and cornered her step-dad. 
 
    She said that all she had to do was lean over his desk a couple times and make sure to bounce a little when she said “Puh-lee-ee-eaaaase?” and so fast it’d make your head spin, she had him on board for whatever she wanted. 
 
    Becky insisted that I at least try her method, as she called it.  If I wasn’t so desperate and if she wasn’t so enthusiastic, I never would have agreed.  For the next hour, I felt like I was in a montage from a bad teen movie as Becky had me try on all her most scandalous outfits. 
 
    Now, here I was, hyperventilating in my room and trying not to look at myself in the mirror, because I’d heard Joseph come home and I was dressed to thrill.  My mom always made me dress so conservatively, I wasn’t used to showing this much leg.  She’d even complained to my school that the uniform was too sexy, and now I was wearing a skirt that wouldn’t even cover my ass when I sat down. 
 
    Becky had it easy.  Her step-dad was a short, balding, accountant, who had probably lost his virginity to Becky’s mom when he was already well into his thirties. 
 
    That wasn’t to say that Becky couldn’t turn it on, because she absolutely could.  She was a world-class flirt and girls would come from the next town over just to talk to her and get some tips on how to drive the boys wild back home. 
 
    She had the football team eating out of the palm of her hand, whereas I forgot my own name when the quarterback, Stan, asked me what it was.  I also told him I liked maps.  There was no reason for me to say that, the conversation wasn’t remotely related to the topic.  If I had been standing next to an open window, I would have thrown myself out of it.  With my luck, it would have been on the ground floor next to a rose bush though. 
 
    However, even I, the last virgin out of all my friends, could twirl my hair around my finger and bite my bottom lip until some Poindexter helped me with my homework.  That was the thing.  Becky’s step-dad was low-hanging fruit.  Joseph was high school quarterback times infinity. 
 
    For all I knew, he was a quarterback when he was in high school, but he was built a little big for that position.  He was a huge, hulking, intimidating man who started out his professional life as a bouncer and ended up opening several of his own clubs until his empire covered the entire country. 
 
    He still had that bouncer physique, and the money that came with his success only added to his overwhelming presence.  When he walked past and I caught a whiff of his cologne, I sometimes felt myself almost physically dragged after him.  He smelled like a million bucks. 
 
    Maybe my mom noticed the way I acted around him too.  I suspected that was why she always made me cover up.  She said she was defending my reputation, but in reality I thought she was simply trying to ensure that Joseph didn’t decide their open marriage should involve me in any way. 
 
    It’s not that I wasn’t interested in boys my own age.  I was.  But, like I said, Joseph was the hottest guy in my school… times infinity.  Every time I saw him, I felt the attraction growing. 
 
    He was so big, so powerful, something about the way he carried himself made me feel like some of that power rubbed off on me.  If I was with him, I was safe and protected.  It made me all hot and slippery between the legs. 
 
    After watching him for a while, memorising every feature of his face and getting that special feeling, I could dash to my room and make myself climax hard in less than five minutes.  And the time I watched him getting out of the swimming pool, those chiselled abs dripping with water?  I came before I could even get my panties off. 
 
    Best of all was the first time I walked past my parents’ room in the middle of the night and heard him fucking her.  Mom sounded like she was getting slowly murdered and loving every second of it. 
 
    Her screams and wails warbled with what I assumed must be his powerful body thrusting into her, and I realised I could not only hear the thump of their bed against the wall, but feel it too.  I held my hand against the wall in the hallway and it was as if a washing machine with an unbalanced load was in the next room.  Their bed wasn’t even against this wall! 
 
    I leaned against it and slowly slid to the floor.  The power of his thrusts, via the wall, pulsed through my body.  He was fucking, and I could feel it. 
 
    Reaching up my skirt, I slipped my hand inside my panties right there on the ground outside their bedroom.  I timed my moans with my mother’s, imagining he was fucking me that hard.  It was the most powerful orgasm of my life.  The only thing that stopped me from passing out was the fear of what might happen if they finished while I was out cold and came out to find me unconscious outside their room with my fingers on my pussy. 
 
    My mom didn’t know how deep my infatuation went, and this was why I was so scared to try to tease him into letting me go on vacation with my friends.  It was scary because of how much I wanted him. 
 
    What would happen if I went through with this plan and he rejected me?  It would confirm my worst fears, that I was invisible to a man like him.  But I really wanted to go to Florida, so I took a deep breath and padded barefoot to his home office. 
 
    After adjusting my top and tugging down my skirt, which had ridden up in the short walk across the house, I knocked on the door.  While I was taking a deep, nervous, breath, he answered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I tentatively opened the door and saw him sitting behind his desk.  He’d taken his suit jacket off but he was still wearing a dress shirt and tie, holding a pen in his scar-knuckled hand and writing something on a piece of paper. 
 
    “Hi Daddy, what’cha doin’?” I asked. 
 
    Becky said it was important to call him “Daddy,” she said her step-dad almost choked on his own tongue when she did that.  Joseph stayed composed, but did raise an eyebrow. 
 
    “Working.  Are you going to be home for dinner tonight?  Let me know, I’ll be ordering in and I can get something for you too.” 
 
    I stepped into the room and Joseph raised the other eyebrow instead when he saw what I was wearing. 
 
    “I was gonna go out later, but I was planning on being home for dinner.  Can we get Chinese?” I walked slowly towards his desk. 
 
    He put down his pen and leaned forward on his elbows, watching me approach. “Sure.  Sweet ‘n’ sour chicken for you?” 
 
    “Oh, Daddy, you know me so well.” 
 
    I leaned forward on his desk, using my arms to push my breasts together a little.  It wasn’t easy to do this with any subtlety, I was a lot less well-endowed than Becky was. 
 
    Even with my petite build, I thought any boy in my school would have at least glanced down, but Joseph had beautiful women hanging off him every day and his eyes didn’t even flicker.  His gaze bored into me until I had to divert my attention to the closest corner of his desk. 
 
    He didn’t respond for a long, awkward, moment as I bit my bottom lip and rose up on my toes a little so that the hem of my skirt could be seen over the horizon of his desk.  Finally, he spoke. 
 
    “Was there something else you wanted, Zoey?” 
 
    This was it.  Was flashing a little skin truly all it would take to get what I wanted? 
 
    “Um… well, there was one other thing,” I said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I really wanna go to Miami with my friends, Daddy.” 
 
    “I thought we talked about this,” he said. 
 
    I quickly skirted around his desk and dropped to my knees beside his chair.  He swung around to face me and I put my hands on his thigh. 
 
    “Puh-lee-ee-eease, Daddy!  It’s not fair.  Everybody else is going and it’s our last chance to all be together.  I got straight A’s in my exams, and I’ve been good.” I gulped.  “Haven’t I been a good girl for you, Daddy?” 
 
    Joseph rested his elbow on the arm of is chair and cupped his chin with his hand, pondering my case.  His expression was unreadable, but there was something… something in his eyes that gave me that familiar feeling between my legs.  I’d come here to try to use my body to get what I wanted from him, but his sheer animal magnetism seemed to be having more of an effect on me. 
 
    “What would you do to go on that trip?” he asked. 
 
    My heart leapt at the question, ignoring for the moment that dark undertone.  It was the first hint of negotiations I’d had on the topic and I perked right up. 
 
    “Anything!  I’d do anything!” 
 
    “Even ask… really nicely?” 
 
    “Of course!  I… I thought I already had, but… Please, may I go on vacation with my friends?” 
 
    The corner of his mouth rose a little, the first break in his poker-championship-winning expression.  “I think you can ask even nicer than that.” 
 
    “But how?” 
 
    Joseph patted his leg. “Come on up here and ask again.  Ask real nice.” 
 
    I gulped. “On… on your lap?” 
 
    “You want to go with your friends or you want to suddenly play dumb?” 
 
    “I want to go!  I’m sorry.” 
 
    After standing up, I tugged my skirt down as much as possible, but as soon as I bent my legs it rode up to scandalous levels again.  As I sat, I could feel his muscular thigh under my ass, and I was acutely aware of where the hem of my skirt was, barely covering my panty-clad pussy. 
 
    Joseph placed one hand on my thigh and the other on my hip from behind my back, then pulled me closer to him so one ass cheek was right over his crotch.  I should have protested, but the feel of him underneath me robbed me of my words. 
 
    That sure as hell wasn’t empty space in the pants under that ass cheek.  I was half sitting on my step-father’s cock. 
 
    His hands were on me, one of them with fingers on my hip and palm on the small of my back near my ass, the other on my leg hear the hem of my short skirt.  He was pushing the boundaries of plausible deniability, he could be simply trying to call my bluff. 
 
    I struggled to clear my throat, and then said in my most polite voice, “Please, may I go on vacation with my friends?” 
 
    “I’m not buyin’ it, Zoey, you can do better than that.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “First of all… relax a bit.  You’re all uptight, you’re making me think you don’t really want to be here.  You want to be here, with me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, of course!” 
 
    “So… relax…” 
 
    Joseph’s hand moved slowly up my leg, paused at the hem of my skirt, and then moved to my shoulder.  He leaned way back in his luxurious office chair and pulled me with him until I was practically lying on top of him. 
 
    I tensed up for a second, but did my best to follow his instructions and relax a bit.  It wasn’t easy, with his scent wafting into my nose and his rock-hard muscles scrambling my brain with every movement. 
 
    One of his hands was even closer to my ass now, and my skirt was slowly making good it’s upwards escape.  His fingers played with the hem, tickling the skin at the back of my upper thighs. 
 
    “Now, whisper in my ear.  Tell me you want to go on vacation with your friends because you’re such a good girl for Daddy and you’ll do anything for me.” 
 
    “What?” I exclaimed, and would have sat bolt upright if he hadn’t been holding me. 
 
    “Do it or stop fucking bothering me, Zoey,” he said as I stopped my futile struggle. 
 
    My face must have flashed every shade of red in existence as I struggled with myself.  If he was more like Becky’s dad, I’d have him wrapped around my little finger by now instead of the other way around.  This was a dangerous thing he was asking me.  What if I got too carried away and I succumbed to my taboo fantasies?  This was already in the hazy border between mischievous and way out of line. 
 
    I tilted my head and brought my lips closer to his ear, gulped again and whispered the words he’d commanded. “I want to go on vacation with my friends because I’m such a good girl for Daddy and I’ll do anything for you.  Will you let me?” 
 
    “Make me believe it, Princess.” 
 
    I repeated my request, emphasizing “good girl” and “anything” while letting my body relax against him so there was no space between us.  Holy fuck, he felt so big and scarily powerful. 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “How about a kiss?” 
 
    I pecked him on the cheek without thinking about it, but he shook his head.  “Uh-uh, here.” He pointed to his lips. 
 
    “But… but… you’re my stepdad… I…” 
 
    “You said ‘anything’.” 
 
    “You made me say that!” 
 
    “If you didn’t mean it, you’re welcome to leave.  I’ve got work to do.” 
 
    My heart was almost torn apart by trying to sink to the pit of my stomach and choke me in my throat at the same time.  What on Earth was he doing?  He must be calling my bluff, I thought, teasing me when I was trying to tease him.  If I couldn’t do it, he’d laugh, send me on my way and I still wouldn’t have permission to go to Miami. 
 
    The only shot I had was to call his bluff, dangerous game though it was.  I licked my lips and slowly moved closer to him, eyes narrowing until they were almost closed.  I kept on expecting him to move away, but he never did. 
 
    Before I knew it, my lips touched his.  I gasped, but it was cut off as our mouths sealed and he moved his hand to the back of my head to keep me in place as he pressed harder against me. 
 
    I froze, wondering what my mother would do if she walked in right now, but Joseph melted me as quickly as a snowflake on the sun.  Some primal part of my brain took over and kissed him back, I even moaned a little in the midst of our lip-lock. 
 
    When we parted, I had to pant a little to catch my breath. “That shouldn’t have happened,” I whispered. 
 
    “But it did.  And you’ve wanted it for a long time.  You’ve wanted more than that.” 
 
    I blushed, as much from the knowledge that my big secret wasn’t so secret as from the forbidden truth of what he was saying.  A large part of me wanted to emphatically deny it, to do the “right” thing, but sitting on Joseph’s lap, calling him “Daddy” before kissing him while wearing the shortest skirt in the world would probably undermine my credibility. 
 
    “So, if you think you’re woman enough to come into my office dressed like this.” He squeezed my ass. “Then I’m gonna treat you like a woman dressed like this.” 
 
    “But, Joseph, what about… what about Mom?” 
 
    Joseph smirked. “She’s so fucking jealous of you, Zoey.  You’re fifty times hotter than she ever was and she’s been trying to cover you up for years because of it.” 
 
    “She… is?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  You know what I make her do?” he asked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I make her wear your school uniform while I fuck her.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. 
 
    “I do it just to watch her squirm.  She used to beg me not to make her do it, but she does what I say in the end because she knows I never fuck harder than when she’s pretending to be you and she’s a filthy little slut under her new lady-of-the-house image.” 
 
    My skin was tingling with the rush of emotions, especially between my legs.  I squirmed a little and felt my panties sliding wetly against my pussy.  I was a mess already. 
 
    Joseph continued. “I make her say ‘I’m your little slut, Daddy’… and that’s exactly what you’re going to say to me now, isn’t it, Zoey?” 
 
    This was no longer about getting to go on vacation with my friends.  This was now about getting what I really wanted, but at what expense? 
 
    “I-I can’t say that.” 
 
    Joseph reached between my legs before I could react and cupped my sopping wet pussy through my panties.  I first tried to clamp my legs closed, but that only held his hand in place.  Then I tried to push his hand away, but he was far too strong. 
 
    It was a token effort anyway.  His hand felt so different to when I touched myself.  He was gripping the core of my sex, hard but not too hard, yet I could feel the depth of power there, far beyond what I possessed. 
 
    “That’s not what your pussy thinks,” he said. 
 
    I let my hands relax as he started gently rubbing my underwear against my slick teen slit.  My legs even parted a little to let him move easier. 
 
    “Say it, Zoey.  Say it or I’ll stop.” 
 
    That suddenly seemed like the worst thing in the world.  “I’m your little slut, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Joseph’s finger circled my clit, first through my panties and then he pulled them to one side to touch my bare pussy.  I yelped at the shock of pleasure, then moaned and rested my head on his shoulder while he explored my most private area in careful detail. 
 
    The more he rubbed and explored me, the wetter I became, until my pussy, my panties and my inner thighs were all smeared with the evidence of my forbidden arousal.  My hips started bucking and gyrating as he quickly brought me to the brink of orgasm. 
 
    I moved my arm around his neck to hold on to something and stop me sliding to the floor.  The pleasure was building up in my clit, threatening to burst out and cascade around my body. 
 
    My moans became louder as my hot breath puffed out against his skin.  I was right on the border of deafening him with the most potent orgasm of my life when he pulled his hand away. 
 
    “Please-” 
 
    He cut off my protest by slipping three fingers into my mouth, making me taste my own juices that his stimulation had brought forth.  At first I pulled away, but his hand followed and he made me suck his fingers clean. 
 
    “Shhh, Zoey.  Now isn’t the time for you to ask for anything.  Now is the time for you to do what you’re told like a good little slut.  Now get back on your knees.” 
 
    He pushed me down until I left his lap and was kneeling between his legs.  There was only one thing he could be wanting with me here. 
 
    “Take my cock out and suck it like your life depended on it.” 
 
    My hands moved of their own accord, reaching for his zip as they had done so many times in my dreams and fantasies.  I pulled it down and reached inside his pants, feeling first the heat of his body and then the bulge of his cock through his boxers. 
 
    I opened my mouth so I could bring in enough air to get the oxygen I suddenly needed.  My heart was beating hard enough that I could hear it in every inhale and exhale. 
 
    Carefully, as if I was handling a priceless artifact, I pulled his cock out through the gap at the front of his boxers.  I stared at it in wonder, feeling the weight in my hand. 
 
    I brought my other hand up to support it as it hardened before my very eyes.  Joseph watched my every move, and I basked in his rapt attention. 
 
    Looking up at him, our eyes locked, and I licked my lips before leaning forward to touch the tip of his cock with my tongue.  Joseph’s eyes narrowed a little and then slowly closed as I took the head of his manhood into my mouth. 
 
    I grasped his shaft with two hands and there was still more than enough left over the top of my grip that I couldn’t fit it all into my mouth.  It was bigger than my friends had described their boyfriends, it was bigger than what I’d seen on the internet.  It was downright incredible. 
 
    The flavor of him filled my world as surely as his cock filled my mouth.  I bobbed my head like I thought I was supposed to, and swirled my tongue around his girth purely for the pleasure of exploring him, learning every throbbing bump and curve of the cock that I’d heard pounding my mother into submission so many times. 
 
    My pussy was screaming for attention, so I clamped my thighs together and released over and over as I bobbed and sucked.  Even with this minimal stimulation I felt the welcome return of an orgasm building up. 
 
    Joesph looked down on me with narrowed eyes, a shine of hunger peeking through his eyelids, and began to gently meet my downward movements with shallow thrusts of his hips that pushed his cock a little deeper into my mouth.  His speed slowly increased and then he grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of my head to control the timing of my bobbing motions. 
 
    With my movements now under his power, he started thrusting even harder.  I released his cock with my hands and braced myself on his thighs as his thick shaft pistonned in and out of my mouth. 
 
    I gagged and tried to push away when the tip of his cock struck the back of my throat, but Joseph only held my hair painfully tight and kept me in place until I stopped struggling.  My eyes watered but the urge to gag receded until I could calmly look up at him while he fucked my face and the tears dried on my cheeks. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” he breathed when he suddenly pulled my mouth off his cock. “Time to take what’s mine.” 
 
    Joseph stood and pulled me up by my hair before roughly spinning me around and pushing me so I was bent over his desk.  My skirt was already closer to the small of my back than it was to my legs, and I could just imagine the way my panties were plastered to every fold of my pussy, maybe he’d even made me wet enough for them to be see-through by now. 
 
    Whether that was true or not soon became irrelevant as he pulled them down to my mid-thighs with one hand, never letting go of his grip in my hair that kept me forced down on the desk.  I felt the cool air on my pussy and a shiver of apprehension thrummed through my body. 
 
    “Please… be gentle?” I asked. 
 
    “No chance.  I’m going to fuck you like the slut you want to be.” 
 
    “But… but I’m a virgin!” 
 
    “I know.  Even better.  I’m gonna fuckin’ ruin you.” 
 
    Joseph planted his feet just outside my own and I felt the heat of him all along the back of my legs.  He was holding me down almost as forcefully as he might have held down an evicted nightclub patron back in his bouncing days when I felt the tip of his cock touching my ass cheek and slowly moving towards my virginal entrance. 
 
    I gasped when his cock touched my sensitive petals.  The head nestled between my folds, touched my clit and then slid back up to find my tight slit. 
 
    Lubricated by my saliva and his pre-cum, his cock pushed my labia aside as he put pressure on my virgin entrance.  My pussy quickly formed a tight ring around this masculine invader and I started to squirm as the pain threatened to overwhelm me. 
 
    Joseph maintained control, keeping my untouched pussy where he wanted via his grip in my hair and the weight of his body over me.  The pressure grew and grew until I couldn’t handle it anymore. 
 
    “Ow!  Ow!  I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Say ‘I can’t take it ,Daddy’,” Joseph growled. 
 
    “I can’t take it, Daddy!” I yelped. 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    “I can’t take it, Daddy!” 
 
    I groaned in relief when the head of his cock slipped inside me and nuzzled against my hymen, relieving a little of the pressure on my tight opening.  My step-father’s cock was officially inside of me. 
 
    “You want me to stop, Princess?” he asked, not yet making any move to let me up. 
 
    I bit my bottom lip.  My pussy was still stretched to its limits, but now that I was past that initial strain, it was a little easier to take, I could even feel the faint hum of my promised orgasm rumbling beneath the surface.  If I told him to stop… would he?  Then would he never start again?  How many chances do you get in your life to get the one man you lust after above all others?  I couldn’t risk it. 
 
    “N-no… just- uhn!” 
 
    Permission granted, Joseph didn’t wait to hear my renewed plea to be gentle and cut me off by thrusting the full length of his hard rod through my hymen and into my depths.  I squealed and squirmed against his desk, impaled on more cock than I would have dreamed could fit inside me. 
 
    “Good girl, you’re so fucking tight.” 
 
    Joseph began sawing his huge cock in and out of my newly deflowered pussy, making sounds of pure guttural satisfaction while I whimpered, moaned and yelped under him.  I felt like a mote of dust in the hurricane that was his sexual power. 
 
    He was taking me, claiming my virginity, using my body for his own pleasure, and I was being blown around at his whim.  I was being bombarded by sensations beyond what I’d dreamed possible, baffled by how much power he mustered up into every thrust and the way the pain started to blend with pleasure until I didn’t know which was which. 
 
    No wonder my mom made those sounds!  Come to think of it, when I could force my consciousness through the delirium of everything happening to me, I could hear myself making those sounds right here. 
 
    I reached forward and curled my fingers around the edge of his desk and held on for dear life, as his thrusts made my voice warble with every impact of our bodies.  My orgasm, held at bay by my nerves, my self-consciousness and a healthy dose of pain quickly grew to bursting point. 
 
    Joseph tugged on my hair, pulling my head back until I was looking at the wall in front of me near the ceiling.  My scalp burned with the strength of his grip and melded with the fire he was stoking between my legs just as it exploded. 
 
    My eyes rolled back into my head as pure ecstasy took me on a trip to heaven.  Every nerve in my body hummed hard enough that I thought I might fly apart at any moment, a victim of death by orgasm. 
 
    Inside me, Joseph’s cock swelled and he held it as deep as it could possibly go for a moment before his hot semen blasted my unprotected depths.  His creamy gold drenched my cervix with the first spurt. 
 
    He pulled out almost all the way, then slammed his length home again in time for the second spurt to add to the hot mess of the first.  From what seemed like a great distance, I felt his rhythm become sporadic as every thrust was punctuated with a jet of sperm in my teen pussy. 
 
    When my eyes were able to focus on something other than the inside of my skull again, I felt dizzy, warm and tingly all at once.  All I wanted was for him to climb up on his desk with me and cover me like a wonderful living blanket, his hard cock still inside of me, and drift away to sleep for a little bit. 
 
    Instead, he leaned down and rolled me over, picking up one of my legs so it swung across in front of him.  Miraculously, he managed to do this without taking his hard length out of me and then leaned down to kiss me again. 
 
    Slower, deeper, with less urgency now, he made me feel like a princess being worshipped.  His hands moved to the small of my back and he lifted me off his desk.  I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me out of his office and towards his bedroom. 
 
    “I could fuck you all day,” he said, “and then we can have that little talk about your vacation with your friends.” 
 
    “Well… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if I just went with you?” I asked. 
 
    He smirked. “Maybe it wouldn’t.” 
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    A ballet scholarship only went so far, and at eighteen I was already an old lady as far as my gymnastics career went.  A few years back, I missed out on the national team, missed out on my chance for those sweet sponsorship dollars if I won a medal, so my countless hours on the mats, beams and bars weren’t going to help me anymore. 
 
    It wasn’t that we were poor, far from it, it was just that I needed to get away from home.  The combination of school and dance school on the west coast was the furthest I could get.  Even though the schooling near home was arguably of similar quality, the west coast was almost triple the cost, because “west coast!” 
 
    That’s where I lost the support, financial and otherwise, of my mom.  I was an only child and I was sure she was arguing the case for the local schools with an empty-nest-syndrome motivation. 
 
    Of course, she didn’t know my reasoning for wanting to get away, and I couldn’t possibly tell her.  She didn’t know that I was doing it for her, so she could have love and happiness in her life like she deserved, without me ruining it. 
 
    Eleven years ago, I noticed a big change in my mom.  I now knew that life had been slowly but surely crushing her spirit under its bootheel, but overnight she became the person I remembered from when I was really little. 
 
    All of a sudden she was somebody I could be silly with again, somebody who danced with me, somebody full of this… energy that made me feel like butterflies were dancing with us in my stomach.  About a year after that, I was introduced to her “friend” Justin, whom she had apparently met a “while” ago and was a very “special” friend to her. 
 
    It was weird at first, and not entirely in a good way.  Suddenly, there was this… masculine presence in the house sometimes that took my mom’s attention away from me.  Sometimes I had a babysitter when she went out on dates. 
 
    I wasn’t used to any of it, having never met my dad, but it didn’t take long before Justin won me over too.  He owned his own residential construction company, and one weekend he built me the most incredible playhouse in the back yard with a small army of workers. 
 
    It felt like it was built to a higher standard than the old house we lived in, and I had many a tea party in there with my friends.  As far as I could tell, Justin could build anything and fix anything and it became one of my favorite things to do simply to watch him work with his hands. 
 
    When my mom sold the old house, I had to say goodbye to the only home I’d ever known, and to my playhouse.  Thankfully, moving in with Justin did mean I had even more time to watch him work on all the projects he turned his hands to in his garage. 
 
    Fast forward many years, all my friends were going boy-crazy, but I kept turning down everybody who asked me out.  My girlfriends thought I was nuts, but when I looked at the boys in my school, I never felt that… excitement that they talked about. 
 
    It wasn’t until one day while I was in the garage and supposed to be doing some homework that I realized I had a pen in my mouth and I was circling the tip of it with my tongue while I watched Justin work on an old V8 engine.  I dropped my pen with a quiet clatter on my book and averted my eyes downwards as I worked my way backwards through the train of thought that had been bubbling away under the surface.  It involved him leaving greasy handprints on my inner thighs and giving me the most mind-bending pleasure you could imagine after calling me a good girl for worshipping his cock like that… 
 
    Well, there was the excitement my friends described.  I packed up my stuff in a rush, said “I’m going to finish my homework in my room, Daddy,” and tried to forget that it ever happened. 
 
    It should have stopped there.  My life would have been so much easier if it had stopped there.  Only it didn’t.  It got worse, it got to a point where I could barely think straight when he was around.  For want of a better word… he made me hot. 
 
    I trembled when he was around, I inhaled his cologne with those undertones of pure hard-working sex-god man underneath, I held on to hugs longer than was strictly acceptable.  Sometimes when we were sitting at a table, I had to hold on to my chair to stop myself leaping across at him and sending our dinner flying in every direction. 
 
    Those hands of his.  From the first time I saw him work, it was like he was performing real-life magic.  I wanted him to work that magic on me.  I heard the way the magic worked on my mom at night, and it drove me crazy wondering exactly how pleasure like that must feel. 
 
    When I touched myself, nothing felt as good as when I thought about him, and yet I never made the kind of sounds my mom made.  Maybe it was the guilt holding me back a bit, or maybe he was simply that good with his hands. 
 
    Now that he had proposed and my mom had said yes, I knew I had to put my own selfish needs aside.  I had to let them have their life without a stupid, horny, love-struck teenager throwing a bomb in the middle of it all. 
 
    The only way I could think of to do it was to get away.  Far away.  And hence, my west coast schooling idea.  But, to pull it off, I had to either explain to the two of them why they needed to pay all that extra money for it, or I had to get a lot of money to supplement my meagre scholarship, and quick. 
 
    Well, there was no fucking way in hell I was going to describe to my mom that her man made me wetter than water, so I needed a job that paid as well as one of those banking CEOs that led the world into a recession.  I was sure that if I was in charge of a bank, I could be responsible for a disaster too, but they weren’t looking to hire any inexperienced and unqualified teens. 
 
    The one job I spotted that made little cartoon dollar-signs appear in my eyes was also a terrifying prospect.  A local company was advertising for strippers, strip-o-grams, topless waitresses for stag nights, that kind of thing. 
 
    When I first contacted them for more information, part of me was hoping that the pay was low enough that I couldn’t even consider it.  Unfortunately for that part, the money they offered was nothing short of eye-watering, depending on “what services you were willing to offer.” 
 
    At those prices, they were one of the country’s most prestigious organizations for this kind of business, and they only interviewed exceptional young ladies.  Then they only accepted the crème de la crème of those. 
 
    I sent my photo and a short description off, knowing for sure I’d never get an interview.  I got an interview. 
 
    I went to the interview, knowing it wouldn’t get any further than that.  It went further than that. 
 
    Everything happened so fast.  I brought home a bunch of paperwork and read it somewhere around a million times.  Finally, while furiously concentrating on the words in front of me as my step-dad shook the whole house and my mom screamed affirmatives from their room, I signed on the dotted line. 
 
    I had no choice.  If I ever wanted to cure myself of my impossible schoolgirl fantasies, I had to get away from him, find somebody my own age, find somebody else I could be that passionate about. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It didn’t take long before I was booked for my first “gig,” a stag night where I’d have to strip in front of a small group of drunk men before taking the groom-to-be away for a private lapdance.  My mom and Justin were away for a week having a little pre-wedding vacation, so it was perfect timing.  I wouldn’t have to explain anything unusual about my behavior at least. 
 
    My driver, George, pulled up to the Regency Grande, and I double-checked the card in my hand with the name “John” and the room number, apparently an executive suite near the top of the hotel.  George reached into the back seat and pulled my little bag of props up front, handing it to me. 
 
    He was a huge guy, ready to “fuck some motherfuckers up” if I called and needed help.  My new boss told me that was a rare thing.  Some groups might get grabby, but I was in control and could either use that to string them along for extra tips or I could tell them “no.”  With George never far away, it was made clear to them when they booked that it was in their best interests to pay attention to my boundaries. 
 
    I stepped out of the car and walked through the hotel lobby, trying to will myself into invisibility and feeling like my trenchcoat was having the opposite effect.  Thankfully, I had the elevator to myself and the hallway I exited to was empty, so I put on my mask just outside their door. 
 
    The mask was all part of my costume, part of the theme John had requested, Super-Schoolgirl.  My boss was over the moon to have a new employee with extensive dance experience at such a young age, and loved my take on a super-hero schoolgirl strip routine. 
 
    I never thought I’d be expressing myself through quite this sub-genre of dancing, but she said I had a knack for it.  At the end, when I was wearing nothing but a garter belt to collect tips, I’d let the groom-to-be de-mask me and reveal my secret identity, then I’d take him away to a bedroom for his lapdance while his friends continued partying.  I had a nice little sexcretary routine lined up for that. 
 
    The door opened only a few seconds after I knocked on it and the expression on my face couldn’t have been more different to the one on the man who opened it.  It was John… as in Uncle John, Justin’s brother and best man. 
 
    He had been part of the crew that made me a playhouse to host tea parties with my dolls, and now he was looking me up and down in a way he never had before.  I could almost see an x-rated movie playing out behind his eyes.  I had to get out of here. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “You’re the stripper,” he said, then called back over his shoulder. “The entertainment’s here, boys!” 
 
    A stadium-sized cheer erupted from behind Uncle John, drowning out my stuttering, half-formed excuse for leaving.  He stepped out of the way, curled his arm around my lower back, and ushered me in through the door before I quite knew what was happening. 
 
    Uncle John’s hand moved from the small of my back down to my ass and gave it a quick squeeze before he closed the door behind me.  I felt like I jumped so high that my head would hit the ceiling. 
 
    This was a “hands-on” service they had paid for.  They expected to be able to touch me anywhere, except between the legs, as much as they wanted. 
 
    A roomful of horny older men all looked in my direction expectantly.  I’d known every one of them for years, and the only thing between their lust and my true identity was a flimsy rubber mask that only covered the area around my eyes. 
 
    For a moment, I was like a deer in front of a dozen headlights, then I locked eyes with Justin and saw that same expectation and lust in his face that was apparent in the others.  My breath caught in my throat. 
 
    This was, literally, a dream come true.  Or a fantasy.  How many times had I closed my eyes to see him looking at me like that?  How ironic that it was happening now, while I was enacting my plan to get away from any possibility of seeing it in real life. 
 
    Unfortunately for the sake of my plan, that look on his face melted my resolve like butter in a volcano.  Uncle John was saying something to me. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “I said, do you need to set up anything?” 
 
    “Uh… uh… can you clear that table?” I pointed at the coffee table in the middle of a u-shaped arrangement of couches. 
 
    They removed everything while I pulled out my Bluetooth speaker and got my stripping playlist ready.  More than a few hands felt my ass, or slipped their hand inside my trenchcoat to squeeze my breast while all this happened and I fought against both terror and a hot flush that threatened to turn my face into a glowing red beacon of self-consciousness. 
 
    When everything was ready, they sat down and waited. 
 
    “You sit there.” I pointed to the middle of the bottom part of the ‘u’, the seat that was directly in line with the length of the now-clear coffee table.  I tried to keep my voice very soft, hoping nobody would recognize it. 
 
    Justin traded places with one of the guys who had worked with him for years, and when everybody was settled in, I pressed play on my phone.  The music started and I slowly removed my trenchcoat to reveal a slutty schoolgirl outfit, with a little red cape added to it. 
 
    The surge of cheering overwhelmed my fear and I smiled, tentatively at first, and then with the swagger of super-schoolgirl.  I let my years of moving to the rhythm of music take over as I danced around the table, removing clothes, and men who had known me as a girl touched me for the first time as a woman. 
 
    Every stroke of a fingertip was like a jolt of electricity, but Justin’s touch was like being tasered with sexual need.  They might have thought I danced nearest to him the most because he was the stag of the night, but I’d waited for years to have those magical hands of his on me, and my body wouldn’t let me stray too far for too long. 
 
    Finally, as my last song started to wind down, I was undulating against Justin and the hands of at least five men were all exploring my body, pinching my nipples, stroking my belly, squeezing my breasts.  I couldn’t tell which set of hands belonged to Justin, but that hard bulge that pressed against my ass every time I wiggled was without a doubt his, and it was huge. 
 
    I stood in front of Justin, my feet on the floor between his, and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my soaking-wet panties.  Keeping my legs straight, I bent forward at the hips and slowly pushed my underwear down. 
 
    When I felt the cool air on my virginal folds, I heard a few murmurs of appreciation from behind me. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s a perfect pussy,” breathed Justin, making me weak at the knees. 
 
    I turned around.  This was supposed to be the moment I whipped off my mask to reveal Super-Schoolgirl’s secret identity, but I couldn’t do that now. 
 
    Instead, I locked eyes with Justin again and sat down on the coffee table as my panties dropped to my ankles.  With a flick, I sent them straight into Justin’s face and then laid down flat on my back.  I lifted my feet up so and planted them on the edge of the table so I was spread out in front of Justin. 
 
    “Look… how fucking… wet… she is,” said Mr. Taylor, who lived next door to us. 
 
    As the song finished, I reached between my legs, to the one remaining area of my body that had never been touched by a man, and placed my fingers along each side of my tight teen entrance.  They were right, I was incredibly slippery down there, but I managed to spread my pussy for Justin. 
 
    “Holy fuck, she’s a virgin,” said Uncle John. 
 
    “How the hell did you find a virgin stripper, man?” asked Justin. 
 
    “I didn’t know…” 
 
    The song ended and I slowly sat up, panting more from excitement and nervousness than exertion.  I could dance all day. 
 
    A dozen sets of eyes watched my every move as I sat up and gathered my things.  Several hands took their last chance to explore me, fingers scooped up an errant dribble of my juices that had started to tickle its way down my inner thigh. 
 
    “Which room for the private lapdance?” I asked John.  He pointed, and I took Justin’s hand.  “Come with me.” 
 
    Justin did exactly what I said, following me like he was almost hypnotized by what he’d seen.  Such power!  I’d never felt anything like it in my entire life.  Would he forget he was getting married and fuck me like a slut if I demanded it?  Could I stop myself from testing the idea? 
 
    I closed the door behind us and locked it, as well as kicking a wedge into place along the bottom to stop any drunken invaders interrupting our private time.  Justin sat on the bed while I put my Bluetooth speaker on a set of drawers and started a new playlist. 
 
    My hands were on my sexcretary outfit inside my bag when I paused and looked over at Justin.  He still had a look on his face like he wanted to devour me where I stood. 
 
    I dropped the new outfit and sauntered over to the only father-figure I’d ever known.  I felt guilty and exhilarated all at once.  Guilty for being here with the man who was going to marry my mother, guilty for wanting the one many I truly shouldn’t, and exhilarated because I was experiencing my number one fantasy in real life.  How many people in the world had the chance to do that? 
 
    As I climbed on to the bed and straddled him, an errant drip of my pussy juices trickled down my leg again.  I scooped it up with one finger and brought it to his lips. 
 
    I watched, fascinated, as my clearly wet finger touched his mouth and then slipped inside.  He licked at my finger, tentatively at first, then sucked it clean with enthusiasm. 
 
    “You did this to me,” I whispered, entranced. 
 
    I was talking about the pent-up arousal of years, but as far as he knew, I was just a girl he had just met tonight who had the luxury of grinding against his hard cock.  When he was finished cleaning my finger, his hands moved to my bare ass and squeezed. 
 
    “You really remind me…” he started, and my heart stopped. “Never mind.  Hey could I ask you for something a little… different?” 
 
    “Sure, it’s your special night,” I said. 
 
    “Could you say… ‘I always wanted to be your dirty little girl, Daddy’?” 
 
    If my heart stopped too many more times this evening, I was going to be wheeled out of here in a body bag.  He was asking for role play but, if I did what he wanted, he’d be getting pure truth. 
 
    “I…” I bent down to whisper in his ear. “I always wanted to be your dirty little girl, Daddy.” 
 
    Justin’s body tensed, and his grip on my ass strengthened for a second as I straightened up again, ran my fingers through his hair, and pulled him to my breast.  I moaned as, after a moment of hesitation, he accepted my hard nipple into his mouth and sucked. 
 
    I looked down in euphoria for a moment, then closed my eyes and let my head hang back as I gasped my pleasure.  Every flick of his tongue sent electric tingles of bliss between my legs, until I felt like my pussy was on a hair-trigger and I would explode if he or I so much as touched it. 
 
    Without my prompting, he shared his love with my other breast until both of my nipples were so hard they ached and the air felt cool on them as they stood to attention in front of him.  I concentrated on the feel of his body under and against mine, the way my body silently screamed for him, and the memory of how his stiff rod had felt as I undulated against it on the couch. 
 
    I looked at him again. “I want you to choke me with your cock, Daddy,” I said. 
 
    I could feel Justin tremble with barely-contained lust underneath me.  The hunger in his eyes burned like fire and his hands, those magic hands, squeezed my ass even tighter. 
 
    “Are you sure, you can handle it, Princess?” he asked. 
 
    “Anything for you, Daddy,” I said, pouring every ounce of innocence I had into my voice. 
 
    His resolve broke, his sexual hunger was released.  A dirty smile crept on to his face as he twisted to the side so I slid off him to sit on the edge of the bed. 
 
    He stood up, unbuckling his belt. “You want this cock, little girl?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “You want to be face-fucked until you can’t breathe?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy!” 
 
    “You dirty girl.” 
 
    Justin pulled off his shirt and pushed down his pants and underwear in quick succession, revealing the cock I’d been dreaming of to my eager eyes.  Long, straight, thick and hard, it pulsed in time with his heartbeat and the tip glistened with pre-cum. 
 
    I squirmed on the spot, and my jaw dropped.  Everything about its size and shape spoke to me, drew me in like a magnet, but seeing that pre-cum, knowing that my body, my dancing, had aroused him like that, was almost too much for me to bear. 
 
    He kicked his pants off and used each of his feet to pull the sock off the other, his cock bobbing and weaving hypnotically in front of me as he did so, until he was completely naked.  I reached out for his hard length, but he pushed my hand away and bent over to scoop up my legs and push them up and sideways on to the bed. 
 
    With a bit of pushing and pulling, he soon had me flat on my back with my head dangling over the side so I was looking at him upside down.  I was a slightly confused until he knelt in front of me and I could see that gorgeous cock towering over my pretty little mouth. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re beautiful, Princess,” he said. “I’m going to shove my cock into your mouth and straight down your fucking throat.” 
 
    Justin traced his proposed route with a single finger, from my mouth, over my chin and down my neck almost to my chest.  I licked my lips nervously. 
 
    With one hand on my chest between my perky little tits and one hand mid-shaft, he aimed his cock at my mouth and smeared his pre-cum all over my lips and cheeks.  I moaned, intoxicated by the feel of him. 
 
    At last, my mind kept repeating.  At last. 
 
    My lips parted and my eyes rolled back as he pushed his cock into my mouth.  The man of my dreams, the man of my house, was inside of me for the first time. 
 
    His hands gripped around my throat, his fingers buried in the hair at the back of my head, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.  Every fraction of an inch that slid past my lips was Heaven on Earth, and there were plenty of fractions to contribute to my euphoria. 
 
    I moaned directly on his cock and heard Justin suck air in through his teeth in response.  His hard manhood filled my world, until it felt like everything revolved around his masculine power and how to pleasure and be pleasured by it. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the tip to hit the back of my throat and cut off my air supply.  I fought against my gag reflex, almost angry at having one at all because it interrupted my worship of Justin’s majestic cock. 
 
    With relentless pressure, he forced the head of his shaft against the opening of my throat until it popped in and continued sliding.  Once that happened, my gag reflex faded and I stopped squirming, able to simply enjoy swallowing all that hard masculinity. 
 
    From my upside-down perspective, his heavy balls approached my nose and eyes until they obscured my vision and he bottomed out in my throat.  I was impaled, held in place by God only knew how many inches of thick cock, while Justin’s hands roamed over my body, squeezing my breasts and stroking my belly. 
 
    He was making good on his threat.  As much as I wished that super-schoolgirl’s power was to be able to breathe cock, with my heart beating the way it was, I soon started to struggle for air. 
 
    I started writhing a little, then a little more, pushing against his thighs, but he held himself inside me for as long as I could bear… then added another second or two before pulling out.  Saliva and pre-cum drippled out of my mouth and up my face as I coughed. 
 
    Justin slapped my face with his cock, adding to the mess. “Good girl.  For a virgin, you take cock like you were born to do it.” 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” I gasped through the dick-slaps. 
 
    Before I’d completely caught my breath, his cock was at my lips again, demanding entry.  I opened my mouth and felt that wondrously thick rod of manhood sliding in once more. 
 
    Having already kicked the door down, entering my throat for a second time was much easier.  However, instead of holding it in until I was squirming under him, he grasped me by the neck again and thrust in and out, his balls slapping my face each time. 
 
    Rivulets of his pre-cum and my saliva flowed out of the corners of my mouth, around my nose and mask.  My eyes watered from the hard face-fucking and his swinging balls blurred. 
 
    Justin’s hands continued to explore my body, coming perilously close to my pussy, but never quite giving me the release I needed.  Suddenly he stopped, his cock buried in my throat and he was incredibly still for a few seconds before pulling out. 
 
    “You’ve been saving that virginity for me haven’t you, Princess?” he growled. 
 
    I panted, swallowed, and then nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t be doing this… but you’re the closest I’ll ever get…” 
 
    My heart fluttered.  Closest he would ever get to… what?  Me?  Had the object of my desire been hiding what he wanted as much as I had? 
 
    Justin scooped me up, turned me around and threw me back on the bed right-way-up this time.  My head landed on the pillow and I hadn’t stopped bouncing before he climbed on with me and crawled between my legs. 
 
    With one hand, he cradled my head and wiped my mouth with his thumb before leaning down to kiss me harder than I knew a kiss could be.  I’d never dared to imagine a kiss like that, a kiss fueled by such insatiable hunger. 
 
    “Uhn,” I squeaked when our lips parted and I felt the head of his cock against my virgin pussy. 
 
    Justin balanced on his knees and one elbow as he grasped his rod with his other hand, smearing it around my pussy lips as he had with my mouth, coating himself with my juices.  It was a wonderful, yet terrifying, torture to feel his cock so close to slipping inside my untouched depths. 
 
    There was no mistaking it when he decided it was time.  The head of his cock zeroed in on my entrance and applied the same inexorable pressure he had with my throat. 
 
    My pussy lips were pushed to each side, stretched around his girth to a tight ring of fire.  Instinctively, I tried to shuffle away from the pain, but Justin blocked my escape, held me in place as he forced his huge cock into my pussy. 
 
    I moaned in relief when my labia enclosed the entire head of his cock, and looked up at him through my mask as his cock nuzzled my hymen.  The power and satisfaction etched on his face was more than a little flattering.  I was making him feel that good. 
 
    Justin tore through my hymen so gradually that it almost felt like the world had gone into slow motion.  Things only sped up when there was no doubt that my virginity was forever his, and he fed his entire length into me until his balls came to a gentle rest on my ass. 
 
    Every muscle in my body was tensed.  Justin was touching me in places I’d never been touched before and I was so sensitive I swore I could feel every bump and ridge of his cock inside me. 
 
    Just when I thought I was at the limits of what one teenage girl could feel, I discovered exactly why my mom made those sounds at night.  My soon-to-be step-dad started sawing his cock in and out of my pussy, our bodies slapping together with power at the end of each stroke. 
 
    Justin knew exactly what he was doing, driving his cock into me with ever-increasing speed until I was being shaken like a ragdoll with his thrusts.  On the other hand, I didn’t know what to do with myself. 
 
    Everywhere I touched was like a wonderland of sexual excitement.  His bulging biceps, his washboard abs, his muscular ass. 
 
    Eventually I had to settle for simply hanging on for dear life.  The pain burned for an eternity, but then transformed into the kind of bliss that threatened to tear me apart if I let it grow big enough. 
 
    None of this was any concern to Justin, who found his top gear and jack-hammered into me like there was no tomorrow.  I lost my grip on him as my muscles began to quiver one by one, starting with my legs. 
 
    I screamed affirmatives when my orgasm blossomed like a mushroom-cloud.  My hands, tingling with sensation, sought new grips, but found nothing as a kaleidoscope of colors seemed to dance in front of my vision and Justin’s thrusts continued to shake my world. 
 
    When I finally started floating back down into my own body, I felt Justin’s cock swell inside me and then he grunted as a jet of hot cum spurted into my unprotected depths. 
 
    Since I didn’t have a boyfriend, I wasn’t on the pill, and a condom had never crossed my mind until this point.  There was nothing between the millions of Justin’s sperm and my fertile body. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuck, baby,” groaned Justin. 
 
    If he was at all concerned about unprotected sex with a stripper he just met, he didn’t show it.  He made no move to pull out at all, ensuring each and every jet of semen was deposited inside me and none was wasted. 
 
    Finally, Justin collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms and legs around him, holding him tight.  Every tiny movement of his still-hard cock in my pussy reminded me of the climaxes we’d just shared. 
 
    I turned my head and gave him the most tender, loving, kiss I could, then held him tight again.  This was a big thing that had just happened, and I didn’t know how it was going to affect the rest of my life, but for the time being, I was exactly where I wanted to be. 
 
    ***** 
 
    I always knew my mom was crafty, so say the least, but this plan of hers belonged in a heist movie.  Apparently, she spotted the paperwork for my new employer in my room while looking for something else. 
 
    From that, the seed was planted that would end with me in a hotel room with Justin’s cock buried in my pussy.  She wanted me to experience the best sex that this planet had to offer, namely Justin, and she was sick of the way his and my loyalty to her always got in the way of what she saw we both wanted. 
 
    She contacted John, and insisted that she be the one to book the stripper in his name.  She left Justin with no doubt in his mind that he had her permission to do anything, anything, and anyone on his stag night. 
 
    It was all her.  She brought us together with just a little bit of anonymity and let us do the rest.  She had it all planned. 
 
    Well, almost all of it.  They hadn’t been back from their honeymoon long when I started feeling a little queasy in the mornings.  Lucky for me, I didn’t need to move across the country anymore and I made great money with my summer job, because there’s going to be an addition to our happy little family soon… 
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    “Gal, could I see you in here for a moment?” I called. 
 
    “Just a second!” I heard her call back. 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and put my feet up on my desk while I waited.  It had taken me a few days to recover from everything I did to Brie on Monday, but now I was ready.  Now I had something to give Gal that would be worthy of her first time. 
 
    It hadn’t been easy, watching Brie’s brunette double walking around the house, unknowingly teasing me with the prospect of what she was hiding under her conservative clothes.  She wasn’t aware of it, but she was going to help me learn what it would be like to take the same girl’s virginity twice.  Well… as close as you could get to it anyway thanks to the magic of twins. 
 
    The thought crossed my mind that maybe she wasn’t a virgin, but I thought that if the outgoing and popular Brie hadn’t been with any boys, then her completely introverted sister was even less likely.  Either way, I’d find out now. 
 
    Gal poked her head in the door and smiled shyly. “What’s up, Dad?” she asked. 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile like a Cheshire Cat on a bunch of happy drugs.  I felt like I was playing some special-rules version of poker where my opponent wasn’t allowed to be dealt any cards. 
 
    “Take a seat, Gal.  I have to ask you something.” 
 
    Gal’s brow furrowed as she slowly crossed the room, perhaps trying to figure out if she’d done something wrong.  She sank into the chair equally slowly and held her hands out to the side in a ‘well?’ gesture. 
 
    “Gal… how about those ambiguous recommendations?” I asked. 
 
    As soon as the words were out of my mouth, the tension left Gal’s shoulders and they slumped, relaxed, as her eyes went blank in the moment before her eyelids dropped.  I licked my lips and tented my fingers in front of me. 
 
    “Gal, I am going to ask you some questions and I want you to tell me the truth, understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Buoyed with the confidence of my recent experience with Brie, I didn’t beat about the bush with Gal.  “Gal, are you a virgin?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you ever think about getting fucked?” 
 
    “All the time.” 
 
    The nonchalant tone from the trance she was under, combined with the specific answer she gave surprised me.  Gal?  My Gal, who could barely bring herself to say two words to somebody she didn’t know, thought about getting fucked all the time? 
 
    “Why do you think it hasn’t happened yet?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m too shy… too… weird.  I tried a couple times to talk to boys… my face started burning right after I said ‘hi’ and I couldn’t even say anything else.  I ran away and I heard them laughing.  If I can’t even do that, I don’t know how I could ever ask them for what I really want?  I hate myself.” 
 
    I felt a surge of anger and sadness. “Gal… I don’t think you’re weird.  If those boys didn’t see how lucky they were that you even decided to notice they exist, they’re too stupid to be worth thinking about, OK?” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    Seriously, how dumb were kids these days that they could pass up on an opportunity to talk to a goddess like Gal?  She was obviously just as beautiful as her popular twin, just a little softer and more ‘girly’ for lack of a better word. 
 
    “What is it you would really have liked to ask them anyway, Gal?” 
 
    “To fuck me until I scream, slap me, choke me, pull my hair until I cry… I think about it all the time, but I don’t think I’ll ever get what I want.  I’m going to die alone and never know what it’s like to be,” Gal paused, “satisfied.” 
 
    My jaw dropped.  I couldn’t have been more surprised if Gal had opened her mouth and the Queen had stepped out, tipped her crown like a polite gentleman and scampered out of my office. 
 
    Somehow, I composed myself and dropped my feet to the floor so I could stand up and walk around to beside where Gal was sitting.  Her face was at the perfect height, right next to the clear bulge in my pants. 
 
    “Gal, how would you feel if I told you that you could have exactly what you wanted?  Exactly what you just described?” 
 
    “I would feel like it was almost too good to be true,” she said. 
 
    “Well… you can have exactly what you want.  All you have to do is be a good little slut for me.  You want to be a good little slut for me, Gal.” 
 
    “Yes… I do,” she said. 
 
    “Today, I’m going to set you free, Gal, give you everything you want.  If something hurts too much I want you to say… uh…” I looked up at the ceiling as if the answer might be there, then shrugged. “Cucumber sandwich.  That’s your safe-phrase, got it?” 
 
    “If something hurts too much I say cucumber sandwich.  Got it,” said Gal. 
 
    “If you say anything else… like ‘no’ or ‘stop’ I will ignore you and keep on fucking.  You can have your fantasy.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You like that idea?” 
 
    “Yes, I can already feel myself getting wet.” 
 
    Holy fucking shit. 
 
    “OK, let’s get started.” 
 
    I reached down and grabbed a fistful of Gal’s hair, pulling her to her feet.  Gal squealed and grasped at my hands, trying to free herself. 
 
    “Dad!  What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m taking what’s mine, princess.” 
 
    “What?  No!” 
 
    I picked my moment when her hands were out of the way and slapped her firmly on the cheek, making her head rock to the side.  When she turned back to me, her face was etched with surprise, awe… and unmistakable lust. 
 
    “A girl like you doesn’t tell me no.  Not now, not ever.” 
 
    Using my grip on her hair, I forced Gal back until she hit the wall next to the door, knocking some of the air out of her.  The impact seemed to help her regain her powers of speech. 
 
    “Dad… please… please just let me go?  What did I do?” 
 
    I pressed my body against hers, pinning the sexy girl against the wall.  Leaning down, I almost kissed her, but she turned her head away at the last moment, so I whispered in her ear. 
 
    “You got nice and sexy for daddy, that’s what you did.  Made me so fucking hard and now you’re going to have to do something about it.” 
 
    “Dad!  What’s happened to you?  It’s me!  It’s Gal!  Let me go!” 
 
    I leaned back far enough to slap her again, right on top of the red blush that was already flaring on her cheek from the first smack.  Gal’s head rocked to the side again and I saw her eyes watering when she looked up at me, hand tentatively touching the side of her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry… please just don’t hit me anymore… what do you want?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, Gal, and that’s what’s going to happen.” 
 
    “But… I’m your daughter!” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “But… I’m a virgin!” 
 
    “Even better.” 
 
    “Please!  Can’t you just…” 
 
    “If you ask me to let you go one more time…” I warned. 
 
    “Um… can you… just touch me a little… not… you know… everything?” 
 
    “You want me to touch you?” 
 
    “No… but…” 
 
    I squeezed her breast through her shirt and Gal gasped in surprise.  Her soft flesh felt just a little fuller than her sister’s had, despite the two of them being twins.  A result of their different athletic inclinations no doubt. 
 
    “Damn, Gal, you are hot as fuck.” I let go of her hair to control one of her wrists and bring her hand to the hard bulge in my pants. 
 
    “Dad!  No!” 
 
    Gal struggled to pull her hand away, but I easily overpowered her, making her rub my hard cock through my pants.  I let go of her breast and grasped her neck briefly before gripping her jaw and turning her face towards me. 
 
    With my fingers on either side of her face, her mouth was smooshed up into fish-lips, and I pressed my own against them.  Gal’s first kiss from a man who had every intent of fucking her was a forceful one and she used her free arm to push me away a little. 
 
    I moved my hand back to her neck and squeezed harder this time. “Don’t push me away.  Understand?” 
 
    Gal croaked a little, then nodded, so I released her neck and moved in to kiss her again.  My daughter’s hand was on my cock, her breasts were pushing against my chest and my tongue was circling hers as I kissed her ever deeper.  It was a heady mixture I couldn’t imagine ever getting enough of. 
 
    I slipped my hand under Gal’s shirt and squeezed her tender teen flesh through her bra.  Gal reached up to stop me, but she returned her arm to her side with her fist bunched up and let me grope her to my heart’s content as I kissed her. 
 
    When our lips parted, Gal panted and visibly fought back her desire to jump at me and continue, her will to finally have her fantasy outweighing her urges.  Perhaps with a little help from my hypnotic suggestion. 
 
    “Is that enough?” she asked. 
 
    I laughed and pressed myself against her, tapping her cheek with my palm again, just on the lower limit of being a legitimate slap. 
 
    “No, Gal.  I’m going to force my cock into your virgin pussy and take away something you can never get back, never give to anybody else.  You’ll be mine forever once I cum inside you.” 
 
    “Dad… please…” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Who owns you, Gal?  Who owns you?” 
 
    Gal dropped her head in shame. “You do.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Did you say something?” I pressed. 
 
    “You do,” she said, louder. 
 
    “Damn right I do.  Now… down… on… your… knees.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    One side of Gal’s face was blatantly glowing even more than the shame and lust could possibly hope to match on the other side.  Her lip quivered as she sank to her knees in front of me and I moved back to give her the space she needed to follow my instructions. 
 
    Like the good girl she was, she kept her hand on the bulge at the front of my pants until her knees sank into the soft carpet of my home office.  She looked up at me with those pretty blue eyes, the personification of complete submission. 
 
    “Unzip my pants, take my cock out.” 
 
    Gal brought her other hand to the front of my pants and pulled the zipper down before reaching inside and navigating around my boxers with her fingers.  I could feel her trembling with fear and excitement, every movement making me harder with the knowledge of the power I had over this pristine little virgin. 
 
    Soon, she worked those fingers through the gap at the front of my underwear and I felt my second step-daughter’s hand on my bare cock for the first time.  With how hard her sexy little body had made me, it was no easy task for her to get my engorged shaft past my zipper, but she carefully worked at it until the prize was hers. 
 
    Gal looked up at it in undisguised awe and didn’t even flinch when a stringy drip of pre-cum hung off the tip of my cock for a moment before snapping off and falling on her lower lip.  I tilted my head to the side to watch that show and smiled. 
 
    “What do you think of that, Gal?” 
 
    “It’s… incredible…” she breathed. 
 
    “Now, fucking worship that cock with your tongue… your mouth.” 
 
    Gal licked her lips and gulped, but tentatively licked near the base of my cock, sticking her tongue into my pants to do so.  I sighed with contentment as she slowly dragged that wet pleasure-muscle up the underside of my shaft all the way to the tip. I twisted my fist in her hair and made her turn her head up to me. 
 
    “Stick your tongue out,” I said. 
 
    When she complied, I grasped my rock-hard cock at the base and slapped it against her tongue and all over her face.  Her lips sought out the tip as it slapped her, trying to get me into her mouth.  Eventually, through skill, luck, or my mercy, she caught it and sucked me into heaven. 
 
    Gal’s mouth molded itself around my stiff cock, her tongue pleasured me in that hot wet tightness and all the while her beautiful eyes looked up at me with lust, hope, and sweet submission.  I groaned, there were no words for this ecstasy, this triumph. 
 
    Through eyes forced nearly closed by pleasure, I watched the way Gal’s plump lips bulged out when my cock almost escaped her mouth, then receded again when the tip slid back inside along her tongue.  Gal slurped to try and keep the dribbles of saliva and pre-cum from escaping the corners of her mouth, but she was fighting a losing battle and I was about to tip the odds even further against her. 
 
    When Gal’s head bobbed, I met it with a casual thrust of my hips and the head of my cock touched the back of her throat.  Like her twin, Gal coughed and spluttered at the mercy of her gag reflex.  Unlike with Brie, I decided to make her endure it, to force her to pleasure me against the resistance of her own body. 
 
    She tried to pull back, but I forced her head down on my cock, even stepping forward a little until the back of her head hit the wall and there was nowhere for her to run.  Tears streamed from her eyes as she coughed and spluttered around the thick meaty invader hammering on the door to her throat. 
 
    I let out a shuddering breath as I put more pressure on Gal’s virgin throat and finally felt it surrender to my masculine need.  It was still a gloriously tight fit, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way. 
 
    Gal looked up at me with desperation, but all she would have been able to see of me was a blur through the tears.  This blur wasn’t going to hold anything back, though. 
 
    Inch after inch of my manhood disappeared into my step-daughter’s mouth.  Her luscious lips were a tight ring that separated the cool air on my shaft to the almost searing heat of her mouth and throat, and it slid ever closer to the body. 
 
    Finally, Gal’s nose touched my pelvis and I cradled the back of her head with both hands to pull her against me as hard as I could and make sure every last part of my cock was buried inside her.  Gal squeezed her eyes shut and I felt her tongue and throat trying to swallow around me or push me out, to clear her airway one means or the other. 
 
    When her face turned so red I could no longer see the blush on her cheek from where I’d slapped her, I pulled my cock out and let my step-daughter gasp a few breaths of air before thrusting forward until my balls slapped her chin again.  Gal lurched with a guttural squelching sound and I threw my head back, my eyes closed, just enjoying the sensation as I thrust into her mouth over and over again. 
 
    I fucked Gal’s face harder with each passing second.  She had to make the choice to either push her head against me, meeting my thrusts, or the back of her head would bump against the wall.  It was all I could do to remember to let her breathe every now and then, interrupting the constant flow of pleasure her tender teen body was giving me. 
 
    During one such break, I slapped her face with my cock again, splashing her with our combined juices.  She was a mess, a perfect sexy mess. 
 
    “If you love it say ‘thank you, Daddy’.” I instructed. 
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” Gal panted. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Thank you, D-mmmf!” 
 
    When her mouth opened, I slid my cock home again, running my hand over her throat, feeling the way it bulged her neck out.  With my other hand cupping the back of her head, I fucked that pretty little mouth as hard as I could. 
 
    Gal’s head was almost a blur with the ferocity of my fucking.  Her hair, where it wasn’t matted down by sweat, saliva, pre-cum, or all three, waved back and forth wildly. 
 
    When I started to feel that telltale sensation at the tip of my cock, something akin to the satisfaction of an itch being scratched, I knew my orgasm was approaching fast, and I didn’t want to waste it down Gal’s throat.  No, the first creamy load of sperm my girl ever took inside her should be in the unprotected depths of her pussy. 
 
    I pulled back and Gal nearly collapsed without my cock to support her.  Thick, hanging, globs of saliva and pre-cum dropped from the underside of my shaft on to the back of Gal’s head as I let her catch her breath for a moment, admiring the sight of my shy step-daughter pushed to her sexual limits.  Then I had a bright idea. 
 
    “Come over here.” 
 
    I grabbed another fistful of Gal’s hair and marched back towards my desk.  Gal scrambled to her feet rather than be dragged across the floor and only just achieved some semblance of balance when I shoved her head forward and made her bend over my desk. 
 
    Leaning over Gal, my hard cock nuzzled between her ass cheeks through her skirt.  I reached over and spun my laptop around to face us before turning on the webcam and beginning to record. 
 
    Gal’s face filled most of the screen.  When I fucked her, she’d be staring into her own eyes, watching her own expression contort as her daddy filled her with cock. 
 
    “Just imagine who I might show this too, Gal.  Imagine if everybody knew what a slut you were.  I bet you’d like that.  You wouldn’t need to worry about how to start conversations with guys then, huh?  But you’d turn them down now… because who do you belong to?” 
 
    “You,” Gal said without hesitation. 
 
    “Fuck yes you do.” 
 
    For a few moments, I fumbled around pulling up her ridiculously long flowery skirt before giving up and simply tugging it down to expose her perfect little ass incased in what might have been pristine white panties reasonably recently, but were now soaked to the point of transparency.  I cupped my step-daughter’s sex and found it to be mind-bendingly hot and wet. 
 
    “Holy fuck, girl, you’re wetter than a waterpark down here.  You really like being put in your place, huh?” 
 
    “Only by you, Daddy.” 
 
    I didn’t even have to tell her to say that, it was straight from the heart.  Or maybe straight from her clit, that part of her body may have been in my second in command over Gal at this point. 
 
    Gripping her saturated underwear at the hips, I peeled it off her, as Gal watched herself on my laptop screen, seeming to admire the flush on her face, the mess of our combined juices matting her hair.  For my own part, I’d already been enjoying that view for several minutes, so my attention was focused on the untouched playground being revealed directly in front of my face when Gal’s panties cleared the bottom of her ass and I saw that virgin pink slit peeking out at me. 
 
    Even as I watched, I saw a glistening droplet of her slick nectar form on her labia and start to trickle downwards.  I scooped it up with one finger and circled around her tight opening and Gal shuddered at my exploration. 
 
    I could feel the heat radiating off her and she was almost as hot to the touch as she was slippery.  With a gentle push, her pussy lips swallowed my finger and my digit disappeared inside her virgin tunnel easily, until I felt the evidence of her virginity. 
 
    With a smile, I teased the inner walls of her pussy with a ‘come here’ gesture and left my finger inside her as I stood up and leaned over her again.  I pulled up on her opening, making Gal gasp and rise up on the tips of her toes, effectively presenting her ass to me. 
 
    “I am going to fuck you so damn hard, Gal, you make sure you watch yourself on that screen.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Gal’s wordless affirmative came. 
 
    I stood up straight and finished the job Gal had started with my pants, pushing them down to my ankles and stepping out of each leg before moving forward and feeling the way Gal’s bare ass hugged the shaft of my stiff cock with nothing between us this time.  I could see her face in the laptop screen, expectant, desperate, scared, driven halfway crazy with lust… all of that. 
 
    With a firm grasp of my hard length, I moved my hips back and aimed my cock at Gal’s unprotected pussy.  Her labia first kissed the tip and then parted at my insistence, swallowing me like her mouth had. 
 
    Her pussy was wetter, slicker, than her mouth, but orders of magnitude tighter.  Fortunately my desk was heavy and my cock was hard to the point of being practically unbendable.  Gal was pinned between a cock and a hard place and once more left with nowhere to escape, even if she wanted to. 
 
    My step-daughter squealed at the sensation of my thick cock stretching her in ways she’d never been stretched before.  Gal’s face was a mask of concentration, fighting to reconcile the pain and the pleasure that were all coming from one source, the place where her body was being invaded by a man for the first time. 
 
    When her pussy lips closed over the bumpy ridge of my cock and formed a tight ring around my shaft, Gal’s expression melted with relief for a moment, but I didn’t give her more than a second of reprieve from my assault.  I had to make this timid little sex kitten in disguise take my entire length, and that meant I had to push through the final barrier of her innocence. 
 
    My cock met Gal’s hymen and pushed against it like an unstoppable army at a fort made from a wet paper bag.  I felt Gal break on me and then felt her pussy muscles contract instinctively, trying to stop my advance, but only serving to intensify my pleasure.  Gal must have been forcing herself to relax before. 
 
    The heat of her enveloped me once more to the base of my cock and I smirked at Gal’s wide-eyed awe that I could see in the laptop screen. 
 
    “What are you thinking, Gal?” 
 
    “I can’t believe there’s so much cock inside me…” 
 
    With one hand on the small of her back, keeping her steady, I started rocking back and forth, dragging my length out of her and slowly giving it back.  Gal growled and moaned with my every movement, vocalizing her struggle. 
 
    Once I’d built a slow but steady rhythm, I reached forward and pulled Gal more upright by grabbing her hair.  Once I had access, I reached under her arms with both hands and took a firm grasp of her shirt before ripping it wide open and sending buttons flying in every direction. 
 
    With the buttons gone, it was easy to pull the shirt off behind Gal’s back, and then free her breasts from the confines of her bra.  Once the last of her clothing was gone, I pushed her forward again, not all the way, just far enough so that her tits made it back into the recording.  I wanted to see them shake when I watched the video of her getting fucked from behind. 
 
    I moved my hands to her waist and curled my fingers around her hips, testing my control over her body by slowly increasing the speed and power of my thrusts.  Gal alternatively arched her back forward and back, changing the angles of my thrusts into her depths, squealing, screaming, groaning, growling with the changes in sensation she was able to give herself. 
 
    My orgasm, which had been threatening before, was building up once again.  Gal’s pussy was clamped on my cock with almost superhuman strength.  After several minutes of this, I wasn’t going to be able to last much longer. 
 
    Quickly releasing one grip on her waist, I grabbed her hair and forced her all the way down again so her face was on screen once more.  The pain was gone from her face, she looked like she’d died and gone to heaven. 
 
    “Who fucks you best, Gal?  Look into the camera, tell anybody who might watch this.” 
 
    “Daddy!  Daddy fucks me the best!” Gal almost screamed. 
 
    “Good girl!  I’m going to cum inside you… any… fucking… second… when you feel me cum, you can have your orgasm, OK?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Pressure built up inside my entire body, but nowhere more so than my cock.  I felt like my orgasm was going to make me explode, and the only thing that was going to hold my hard shaft together was Gal’s vice-like pussy grip. 
 
    Like an approaching freight train, my climax seemed to come from afar and then the noise of it, the pleasure of it engulfed my entire world.  My muscles all tightened and I pulled my step-daughter’s body against me as I felt the sweet release of jetting a giant spurt of semen against Gal’s cervix. 
 
    Through slitted eyelids, I could see Gal’s mouth on screen in a wide ‘O’ of pleasure, her brows knitted together as her pussy muscles pulsated in waves around my hard cock.  Her tight tunnel gripped me so perfectly it felt like she was born to take my cock, to make me feel this ecstasy was her purpose in life. 
 
    I couldn’t keep track of how many times my cock twitched and spurted creamy sperm into my formerly shy step-daughter, but when my bliss faded to a dull ache and I pulled back, both of her inner thighs from her pussy to her feet were drenched with my seed and her own sweet nectar.  I took a step back and collapsed into the chair Gal had sat in not so long ago. 
 
    “Get on your knees right here.” I pointed to the floor between my feet. 
 
    Gal turned and almost slid off my desk in a daze.  She crawled over and knelt where I’d instructed. 
 
    “Clean my cock and balls with your tongue, Gal.  Lick me clean.” 
 
    Gal got to work, licking and sucking my cock so well that by the time she was finished, the Queen could have happily eaten her dinner off it. 
 
    “Was that what you always wanted?” I asked, dreamily. 
 
    “Yes… that was perfect.  I didn’t know I could feel this happy,” said Gal. 
 
    I gently pushed on Gal’s head until she rested it on my thigh, her cute little nose nuzzling my newly-cleaned cock, which she gave a loving little kiss. 
 
    “We’ll have to do it again sometime,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe lots of times,” said Gal. 
 
    ### 
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    “Right on time.  Your sister said you were dependable, but thanks for coming on such short notice, and on your birthday no less,” said Mr. Rawlings as he ushered me through the open door. 
 
    “It’s no problem!  Laura said you were great to work for and The Family Values Foundation always likes to hear about any extra responsibilities I take on.”  I shrugged, “It’s not like I’m a party animal anyway.” 
 
    The door closed behind me and Mr. Rawlings gestured down the hall. “Just head through there on the right to the living room.  And, yes, The Family Values Foundation.  They’re the ones who’ve awarded you the scholarship?” 
 
    “Yes, full ride!  I still can’t believe it.  I mean, technically it’s not finalised yet, but they’ve said it’s as good as in the bag.” 
 
    When I entered the living room, I had expected to see the kids there glued to the screen.  Most of the kids I talked to at the library where I worked said they wanted to go home and play the latest game, sadly. 
 
    In this case, they were nowhere to be seen.  There were some snacks, glasses and a big pitcher of some kind of juice or iced tea on the coffee table though, as if waiting for them to have a bite to eat before brushing their teeth and going to bed. 
 
    “Take a seat, Valencia,” said Mr. Rawlings. “Would you like some iced tea?” 
 
    “Oh, yes please, it’s been such a hot day!” 
 
    “I heard it’s going to be a pretty hot night too,” said Mr. Rawlings with a cryptic little smile as he poured me a drink. 
 
    I sat on the left-hand side of the three-seater couch.  To my surprise, Mr. Rawlings took the middle seat… well, half the middle and partway on my cushion, when he handed me my ice-cold glass. 
 
    It was strangely close, but not quite touching.  He sat back and rested one foot on the other knee like he was the most relaxed person in the world, and I sat on the edge of the seat, turned towards him slightly and took a big gulp of my drink. 
 
    I coughed a little.  There was something in the iced tea I wasn’t used to, something a little… spicy for want of a better word.  Not bad, but, I simply couldn’t place the flavour. 
 
    “I went to college with Hugh Jones, you know,” said Mr. Rawlings. 
 
    “Hugh Jones, as in the President of The Family Values Foundation?” I beamed. 
 
    This was almost too good to be true.  If I did a good job here, feedback would go straight up to the one person who could probably single-handedly grant or deny my scholarship. 
 
    “The very same.  We’ve always looked out for each other, so when Laura told me you were up for one of their scholarships, I had a look through their guidelines.” 
 
    I took another gulp of my drink.  Even though it was ice-cold and so refreshing, it brought a flush to my cheeks. 
 
    “They’re pretty… extensive, huh?” I asked, feeling like the coolness of the drink was making my tongue a little numb. 
 
    “Yes, it looks like they leave no stone unturned.  They only want the most untouchable perfect little princes and princesses to get all that money.  Top up?” 
 
    “Yes please.” This iced tea was addictive. 
 
    Mr. Rawlings topped me up from the jug and then settled into his half-his/half-mine spot, draping his arm over the back of the couch where my shoulders would be if I wasn’t sitting on the front fringe.  I sipped my drink nervously, but there was something about this tea that was quickly taking the edge off the awkwardness.  I shook my head a little as if to clear the cobwebs out. 
 
    “They don’t simply want their little princesses to be perfect, do they?” 
 
    “Hmmm?” 
 
    “They want them to come from the perfect families, have the right upbringing, all that.  They want your immediate family to be almost as perfect as you, don’t they?  The last thing they want, in the entire world, is the possibility that they award the scholarship to somebody and end up having to deal with some kind of scandal.” 
 
    “Ummm… yes, I suppose that’s right.” The application information for the scholarship had gone into great lengths about the expectations of their recipients and close family.  I was having trouble remembering the exact wording right now though, so took a big gulp of my drink to try and give myself a moment to recall everything. 
 
    It didn’t work though, after finishing my second glass, I felt more lightheaded than ever. 
 
    “You’ve worked so hard, haven’t you, Valencia?” 
 
    “Yeah…” my voice sounded like it was coming from another room. 
 
    “You grew up on the wrong side of the tracks, so to speak, but always kept your nose clean.” 
 
    Mr Rawlings tapped my nose with one of his fingers, and my skin tingled strangely where he touched my skin so I was left twitching it like a genie for a few seconds afterwards.  I put my glass down on the coffee table and brought my hand to my forehead as if checking my own temperature. 
 
    “I feel a little funny,” I said. 
 
    “Sit back, Valencia.” 
 
    After a moment’s hesitation, I did what he suggested.  He didn’t move his arm, so I ended up resting my head on his shoulder.  It should have felt weird, but all I could feel was relief to have his steady body to lean against.  The heat of him was comforting and I only startled a little when his hand casually dropped on to my shoulder as if he was my boyfriend. 
 
    “Such a pretty name, Valencia,” he said softly. 
 
    “Thank you,” I murmured, confused by how happy-squirmy his praise made me feel. 
 
    “Not a common name around these parts, how did your parents decide on it?” 
 
    “Ummmm… I think they saw it on a travel brochure for Spain… they never went, but they brought Valencia to them!” 
 
    “That’s nice.  They must love you a lot, must really want you to get that scholarship and go be the first in your family to make it to college, huh?” 
 
    “Yup,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I think there’s something you need to see.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings reached to the other side of him with his free hand and picked up a remote I hadn’t noticed before, pointing it at the TV, which lit up to show an image of my sister.  Mr. Rawlings pressed another button and the video started playing. 
 
    On the screen I saw Laura give a big thumbs up and then bring a cigarette to her mouth, flick a lighter and start puffing away.  I didn’t know she smoked. 
 
    Laura’s friend, Shelly, was there too and they seemed to be finding everything totally hilarious, even though they were only saying really dumb things.  The scene changed to what looked like security footage of Laura at Mr. Rawlings’ door handing over a little plastic bag of something to some guy and taking some money in exchange. 
 
    “What’s happening here?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s your sister, possessing, using and distributing a controlled substance.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “In other words, she’s a drug dealer in the eyes of the law.” 
 
    My heart seized up and I tried to stand but Mr. Rawlings’ hand on my shoulder held me down. 
 
    “I’m afraid I have no choice but to tell Hugh about this.  Unfortunately, it looks like that scholarship is going to be given to somebody else.  This alone is enough for that, but it’s not even the worst of it.” 
 
    “Oh no… please don’t, Mr. Rrrrr…” 
 
    The scene on the TV switched again and my jaw dropped.  My sister was naked, spread wider than I thought she had the flexibility for, filmed from the perspective of whoever was hammering his erect penis in and out of her. 
 
    I looked away but Mr. Rawlings grabbed me by the chin, his fingers mashing my face into a fish-lips pose, and made me watch my sister have sex on screen. 
 
    “I’m such a good slut for you, Daddy!” my sister screamed, her voice shaking with every impact. 
 
    “Can you imagine sitting in that room while Hugh and his board review this evidence,” asked Mr. Rawlings. 
 
    “Oh no… oh no, oh no…” 
 
    My world was falling apart, one stroke at a time, on screen. 
 
    “Everybody will be so… disappointed, to say the least.  Your sister in jail, you stuck here instead of going to college.  What will your parents do?” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings shifted closer so his thigh touched mine, and my mind was swimming so much that without his hand roughly holding my head still, I suddenly felt like I might have slumped over.  Even so, the sighs and sounds of my sister’s sex tape were swirling in front of me. 
 
    “I’ve got some good news, though.  There is one way out of this.” 
 
    My vision cleared a little as I grasped at straws. “Hmm?  How?” I mumbled. 
 
    “It’s so simple.  Isn’t that good?” 
 
    “Yeah… what is it?” 
 
    “All I need you to do to make all this go away is… for you to be very nice to me.” 
 
    My brow furrowed. “But… I’m nice to everybody?” 
 
    “But I need you to be especially nice to me.” 
 
    On screen what seemed like endless spurts of semen were jetting out on my sister’s face, her tongue lapped all around her mouth greedily seeking as much of it as she could get.  My mind couldn’t even let me picture what it would be like, as Mr. Rawlings said, to sit in that room with Hugh and the FVF board as this video was played. 
 
    “But… how?” 
 
    “Well, I think we should start with a kiss.” 
 
    An embarrassed blush forced its way through my haze of emotions and flared on my cheeks.  I’d always fallen back on the excuse that I had to concentrate on my studies and the strict criteria of the scholarship I was gunning for, but my friends said I was simply painfully shy about this kind of thing.  They were right. 
 
    Now, I didn’t have the excuse of the studies or the scholarship.  Indeed, the scholarship apparently depended on “this kind of thing” so all I was left with was my shyness, and this intense fog in my head.  It was too difficult to think! 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Don’t you want all this to be better?” Mr. Rawlings nodded at the television. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Then be a good girl.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings slowly leaned in, pulling my face away from the TV so I was turned towards him.  I instinctively resisted a little, but it only re-fish-lipped my mouth as if I’d learned about kissing from a cartoon set in an aquarium. 
 
    The closer he came, the harder my heart beat and the more I hyperventilated.  This wasn’t supposed to be how my first kiss went.  A fraction of a second before his lips touched mine, I started to protest. 
 
    “W-” 
 
    It was too late, he was kissing me.  My first kiss would be in the record books forever as with a guy maybe triple my age who I was supposed to be babysitting for, while a video of my sister covered in sperm played in the background. 
 
    Our lips finally parted, but my heart sank when I saw Mr. Rawlings’ stone-faced expression.  He didn’t look satisfied.  Not even close. 
 
    “Maybe you should go.  I think I need to bring this to Hugh’s attention straight away.  Tonight.  You’re clearly not interested in making this right so you can get that money.” 
 
    I blinked rapidly, my vision further blurred by tears welling up. “No!  Please, I’m sorry!  I was… just… I was surprised, I’ve never done that before, I can do it!” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings looked skeptical. “Well… OK.  Let’s give this another try, but you promise you’ll be my good little girl?” 
 
    “Yes, I promise.” 
 
    “Promise what?  Say it, Valencia.” A smouldering hunger burned in his eyes as he watched me struggle. 
 
    “I… p-promise I’ll be your good little girl.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings smiled like a Caesar of Rome watching his soldiers parade the confiscated treasures of war for him.  He leaned in, tilted my face towards him again with a finger on my chin and kissed me slowly, savouring my submission. 
 
    I had no idea what I was doing, but I tried to offer no resistance at all, just let him kiss me as much as he wanted.  Without ever breaking the kiss, he worked his lips harder against mine, pulling me deeper and almost stealing my breath away. 
 
    My brain was so foggy already, with this added breathlessness, I was barely aware of what was happening, other than this treacherous voice from deep inside that seemed to be saying ‘wooooooooow!’ with a strange enthusiasm.  Every part of my body felt heavy, and when I opened my eyes, I realized that weight wasn’t just my own limbs, somehow Mr. Rawlings had pushed me until I was lying down on the couch and he was lying on top of me, legs on either side of mine, one arm around my shoulders, pinning me underneath him as he kissed me like he owned me. 
 
    A strange tingling sensation was traversing my skin, making my heartrate soar.  It felt so incredibly good that I whimpered into Mr. Rawlings’ kiss. 
 
    It was like an angel’s feather was brushing against me, kind of tickling me, but mostly making me feel a subtle kind of pleasure I never knew existed before.  My legs shook when it touched my thighs, I squirmed when it explored my navel, circling my bellybutton a few times. 
 
    My world came crashing down when I realized it was no angel comforting me in my moment of trial, it was Mr. Rawlings doing that to me with the tips of his fingers.  He wasn’t only stealing this never-ending kiss, he was touching me too.   That wasn’t part of the agreement was it?  My brain wouldn’t work properly… did I agree to that? 
 
    It didn’t seem like something I would do.  None of this did… but touching me like that?  Even if it did feel mind-alteringly good, if he was touching me on my navel and that high on my thighs, it meant he was pushing up my skirt, pushing up or unbuttoning my shirt. 
 
    This was too far!  It was all happening so fast… or so fast for me, with my mind strangely mired in quicksand at the moment. 
 
    Somehow, I managed to turn my head to the side, gasping my first breath of air through my mouth in who-knew-how-long.  Mr. Rawlings didn’t seem to think that was the end of the kiss though.  Instead, I felt his lips, his rough stubble, on my tender neck, and the tingling sensation was stronger there than my legs or belly. 
 
    I tried to tell him to stop, but all that game out was a wordless squeal of pleasure.  It wasn’t fair!  I couldn’t make my body or my mind do what I wanted through this haze of bliss.  If I had been hiding in the room somewhere, behind the curtains for example, and I heard another girl make that noise, I would have thought she had never been happier. 
 
    Those lips!  The feel of them on my skin was making me writhe as if I was simultaneously trying to get away and drive myself closer to him.  One of his knees pushed between my legs, then the other, and I felt his hips on the inside of my thighs a moment before something big and hard in his pants was pushing right at the crotch of my panties. 
 
    My eyes flew open, only to see a room that was spinning around me, I quickly shut them again and gasped.  Mr. Rawlings moved his mouth back to mine as if I had invited him, cutting off any protest I might have been able to muster. 
 
    There was no way I had agreed to this… I definitely couldn’t remember agreeing to this.  This was more than a kiss by any definition.  The older man’s hard cock was grinding against my panties, and they were sliding against my pussy in a way they never had before. 
 
    It was hard to tell… but I would have sworn that underneath the cloak of heat, tingling and pure perfect pleasure, my pussy was undeniably… wet.  I could barely even think it.  I was supposed to meet my first boyfriend in college, to save everything for him, tell him he was the first to make me feel this way.  Yet… here I was with a sopping wet pussy and a man old enough to be my father, whom I had just met, was responsible. 
 
    Mr. Rawlings’ hand grasped the hair at the back of my head, squeezing his fistful hard enough that it should have hurt but it barely registered on the pain index for me.  Using his grip, he detached from our kiss and bit my earlobe lightly for a second before whispering.  “You’re such a fucking sexy little bitch, Valencia.” 
 
    “Please… I can’t do this…” I panted. 
 
    Mr. Rawlings snickered a little and yanked on my hair, making me look up and away from him as if I was exposing my neck for a vampire.  Instead of biting me, I felt the pressure of his hard cock lessen against my sex, but my relief was only momentary, as his hand cupped me down there and I felt his fingers at the edges of my panties at either side of my crotch. 
 
    I tried to close my legs, but he was still between them, so I got nowhere other than giving him a playful little squeeze.  I moaned at the feel of a man’s fingers so close to my most carefully guarded treasure, then blushed furiously with embarrassment at the moan. 
 
    A second later, Mr. Rawlings’ fingers were in my open mouth, wet with my own juices.  I tried to force them out with my tongue, but only succeeded in sampling the flavour of my own body’s aroused betrayal. 
 
    “Taste that?  That tells me you can and will do this.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings smeared my own saliva and pussy juices around my lips and cheeks, then slapped me lightly a few times as if I was a woman from a 1950s movie who had fainted.  Suddenly his weight was off me, and a moment later I, too, was weightless. 
 
    My eyes fluttered open but the world was even more swirly than before.  I felt like maybe I was being carried to a different room, or a different universe, it was hard to tell.  Next, I was being lowered somewhere soft, but there were cameras all around.  Had I finally realised my secret dream of becoming the president?  Was I at a press conference? 
 
    “You want that money, right Valencia?” Mr. Rawlings said. 
 
    David.  His name was David.  If I was the president, then I guess he was my Camp David.  I giggled in an extremely unpresidential way. 
 
    “Yes, I want the money!” 
 
    “And you want to make me very happy, don’t you?” 
 
    What kind of question was that?  I wanted everybody to be happy.  “Of course!” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    His praise washed over me like a warm blanket.  I smiled the smile of the truly satisfied and closed my eyes contentedly as the ground under me seemed to shift with Mr. Rawlings weight. 
 
    With gentle grips on my ankles, my feet were pulled up until they almost touched my butt and when he let go, my knees flopped to each side, leaving my legs spread wide.  I tried to close them, for modesty, but Mr. Rawlings easily overpowered my feeble efforts by gently pressing down on my knees with the palms of his hands until I gave up. 
 
    Once I was still again I felt him move to my side and lay the palms of his hands on my flat stomach.  He gently stroked from side to side as if he was moving his hands over a keyboard, playing me like a master pianist. 
 
    When one hand crossed over my bunched-up skirt and touched the waistband of my panties, the other cupped my breast.  That was another line crossed, and was a gentle reminder of what was happening.  I wasn’t the president, he wasn’t my boyfriend or husband… he was way too old to be groping my breast. 
 
    I forced my eyes open again and saw that Mr. Rawlings was kneeling next to me, we were on a bed surrounded by cameras.  He was… he was naked, and his cock was absolutely rock hard, standing up stiff and straight as if this pianist had an unhealthy relationship with his piano. 
 
    My limbs moved so slowly, but I tried to push his hands off my small breasts.  Unfortunately, by the time I got there, he had moved on, only to move back when the coast was clear, completely unhindered by my efforts to protect my modesty. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re all mine, Valencia.  I knew I had to have you, but I didn’t know you’d be so easy.” 
 
    “No…” I mumbled. 
 
    “Yes, you are.  And you need to stop squirming so much, pet, let everybody get a good look at how perfect you are.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings rolled me until I was on my side facing away from him, then folded one of my arms behind my back, then rolled me the other way and did the same on the other side.  Now I was lying on my own arms and I couldn’t figure out how to untangle myself. 
 
    With free reign over me, Mr. Rawlings took his time undoing the buttons of my shirt, then peeling each side away to reveal my petite body.  I owned a single bra that clasped at the front, and today was the day I happened to be wearing it. 
 
    After gently stroking the upper swells of my breasts that my bra left exposed, he spotted the clasp and unhooked it.  I felt the relief of the underwire releasing and then the cool air on my skin. 
 
    The cups of my bra joined my shirt on either side, and Mr. Rawlings made a sound like he’d just taken the first bite of his favourite meal. 
 
    “Fuck… ing… beautiful,” he breathed. 
 
    I felt a pinch on one of my nipples and looked down to see him tugging on it with his finger and thumb, before releasing and letting my breast snap back to its regular perky shape with a little wobble.  Mr. Rawlings went back and forth between my breasts pinching, squeezing, releasing to his heart’s content until my nipples were singing with a sensation that danced on the line between pleasure and pain. 
 
    Before I knew it, his lips were wrapped around my nipple, sucking it into his mouth for a playdate with his tongue.  If I thought his kisses on my neck were enough to drive me insane with pleasure, this was even more unbearable. 
 
    “Oh!  Mmmmm!” I moaned. 
 
    While his mouth toyed with my nipple, I writhed around as much as my body would let me, which wasn’t much with how dazed I was feeling and with my arms trapped behind my back.  I felt his hand trace down my navel and seek out the waistband of my panties again. 
 
    This time, he didn’t stop there.  His fingertips slipped under and started exploring my soaking wet slit.  After only a few seconds he was slick with my sweet juices and started circling one fingertip around my clit. 
 
    Nobody had ever touched me there before, and the tingling I felt wherever he touched me was like a spark in a powder keg there.  I exploded.  Overwhelming euphoria turned the swirling world into a kaleidoscopic hallucination and my whole body shook with the intensity. 
 
    Every muscle in my body contracted and released with the waves of pleasure, but nowhere more so than my pussy, which positively fluttered with bliss as if it was trying to massage something that wasn’t even there.  The ecstasy forced a tear to run from the corner of my eye, eventually hitting my ear as my first orgasm started to fade away. 
 
    “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” His fingers had slipped inside of me at some point while I was… distracted. “And a virgin too.  Fuck I’m going to enjoy this.  I need to make it last.” Mr. Rawlings seemed to be talking to himself now as I felt the mattress move a little under me. 
 
    Mr. Rawlings pulled out my arm nearest to him and I felt him curl my fingers around his thick cock.  When my eyes opened a slit, I saw he was kneeling over my face, using my hand to stroke his manhood as he gazed down at me. 
 
    I couldn’t tell if he’d used some of my slippery juices to lubricate himself, or something else, but his cock was slick and slid through my hand easily.  I was partly terrified, but mostly in awe at the sight and feel of it. 
 
    Up close it was so big, my hand didn’t quite fit all the way around it, but he used me anyway, adding a twisting motion at the top of every stroke.  His hand gripped harder over mine, which made my grip on his cock tighter.  I felt it get even harder under my fingers, proving that the impossible was definitely possible, a moment before he aimed the tip directly at my nose and shot a gigantic load of creamy semen all over my face. 
 
    A warm jet of cum hit me across the bridge of the nose and I felt his sperm slowly flowing into my eyes before I closed them.  Mr. Rawlings groaned and I felt jet after jet hit my cheeks, my forehead, my mouth, and start flowing back towards my ears and hair. 
 
    In sex ed classes in school they never told me that a single human ejaculation would be enough to drown in, but Mr. Rawlings’ orgasm seemed almost never-ending from my perspective.  By the time he was done, I didn’t know if there was any exposed skin left on my face.  I was covered, dripping, dominated. 
 
    “Holy fuck… no girl ever made me cum like that before.  You’re very special, Valencia.” 
 
    I still couldn’t think, but instincts borne of a lifetime being brought up to be polite kicked in.  “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    More cum dripped into my mouth when I opened it and I accidentally swallowed some. 
 
    Mr. Rawlings chuckled to himself. “I like that.  Tell me, thanks for what.  Tell me, exactly.” 
 
    “Um… thank you for… cumming on my face?” 
 
    “You are a good little girl.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings let my cum-soaked hand drop to the bed and moved between my legs.  I struggled to get up, but my free arm was weak and my trapped arm might have been completely asleep for all I could tell. 
 
    “You’re not going anywhere until I’ve fucked your virginity away, Valencia.  You still want that money, right?” 
 
    Such a strange question, of course I wanted the scholarship, but what kind of kiss was this? 
 
    “Of course, but-” 
 
    “Then take what I give you.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings grasped my panties at the hips and tugged them down my thighs, raising my legs and making my feet flick up as he dragged my underwear past my knees.  Once my soaked panties cleared my ankles, my legs fell neatly on either side of Mr. Rawlings, my pussy completely exposed to him. 
 
    If I had opened my eyes, all I would have seen was an extreme close-up view of semen, but even without that, the world was still turning too fast around me.  I felt the much older man’s hands slide up my thighs until his thumbs came to rest on either side of my labia and he spread my pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm.  Look at you.  A virgin with cum all over her face, about to be fucked hard.  Heaven on Earth.” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings bent down and I felt his tongue delve into my virgin slit before curling upwards and ending with a flick and a kiss on my still-sensitive clit.  I squealed in shock and almost opened my eyes. 
 
    He shuffled forward and then I felt something that wasn’t a tongue, wasn’t a finger, nudging at my unprotected pussy lips.  That thick, that hard, that hot, it could only be his cock. 
 
    “Um… please… I don’t think… it’s too big for me, I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Fuck yes you can, I don’t care how tight you are, you’re fucking taking it.” 
 
    With one hand pressing down on my stomach and the other presumably guiding his hard length, he pushed forward.  My pussy lips were pushed aside as he advanced, only made possible by how wet I was.  Even so, I was stretched so tight I thought I was going to break. 
 
    I whimpered and moaned, tried to use my one free hand to back away, but I went nowhere.  Slowly but surely, Mr. Rawlings took what he wanted from me.  Eventually, it couldn’t be said he was trying to get his cock in me, he was in me. 
 
    The tip of his cock met the token resistance of my hymen and he paused.  I went completely still except for my heavy breathing, not wanting to provoke him to go any further. 
 
    “Never forget this moment, Valencia, when you gave me your virginity.  You are mine forever.” 
 
    “N-” 
 
    Mr. Rawlings thrust forward enough to break through my barrier and then resumed his slow, inevitable, advance.  It had seemed impossibly big when he was using me to stroke his cock, but in my untouched pussy?  It just kept on coming and coming. 
 
    By the time I felt his balls come to rest on my ass, I was shaking with the effort of accommodating his full thickness.  Mr. Rawlings only stopped for a moment, perhaps to admire the view, and then started thrusting back and forth, holding on to my hips to keep me where he wanted me. 
 
    Whenever I’d spared a thought to what my first time might be like, I’d had some vague notion of slow, tender, lovemaking.  All in soft focus and taking place on cloud of course. 
 
    Getting fucked by Mr. David Rawlings was nothing like that.  It was raw, hard and fast.  He fucked me harder than any girl should be fucked for her first time, let alone by a cock as big as he was wielding. 
 
    My pussy was a volcanic eruption of sensation, so much that I couldn’t tell if it was good or bad, just that there was a lot of it.  I screamed and squealed under his relentless assault, feeling every impact of our pelvises meeting, every slap of his balls on my ass and the faint wobble of my small breasts. 
 
    Every time his hard fucking shook me, a fire started building up in my stomach, fuelled by the tingle of pleasure in my nipples, and every pulse of my clit when he would grind against me.  True to his word, he was making it last.  I lost all track of time behind my cum-mask, as my supposed-employer used my virginal body for his own pleasure. 
 
    Sometimes he was over me, sometimes he leaned back, maybe letting the cameras get a good shot, I didn’t know.  All I knew was that he was going to fuck another orgasm right out of me and I’d be about as capable of stopping it as I would be of stopping a train with my bare hands. 
 
    “You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you?  I can tell.  Say it!” 
 
    “Yes!  I’m c…c… uuuhhhhhhhmmmm…” 
 
    I lost my mind in another climax, soaring on the heat radiating from my hard-fucked pussy.  Mr. Rawlings groaned and I felt his cock twitch inside of me as he unleashed another load of creamy semen into my unprotected depths. 
 
    What would the Family Values Foundation say if I got pregnant out of wedlock to a man who could pass as my dad?  How had things come to this? 
 
    In the midst of my orgasm, I couldn’t think of any answers, only pure bliss, only of the way my pussy had found what it wanted to milk earlier, the way he said I was special, and beautiful and perfect.  How could I have denied myself this pleasure for my whole life?  I had no answers for that either. 
 
    After an eternity, Mr. Rawlings collapsed on top of me and then rolled off to the side, inadvertently freeing my trapped arm in the process.  With some struggle, I rolled towards him and he wrapped his arm around my shoulder.  All I wanted in that moment was to be snuggled, and he seemed happy to oblige. 
 
    ***** 
 
    At first I told myself I came back to Mr. Rawlings house to negotiate the destruction of the video he had made.  Instead he forced me to watch it, watch myself begging for his cock, saying how much I wanted the money, and other things I had no recollection saying. 
 
    I looked like a pure slut, and somehow he managed to get me in his bed again and make another video.  After we rinsed and repeated this process a few times, I had to admit to myself that I wasn’t there for the video… I simply craved his cock and would do anything just to feel it inside of me again. 
 
    Thankfully, Mr. Rawlings can’t seem to get enough of me or Laura, and he never did tell the Family Values Foundation about how slutty the girls in my family truly are.  So everybody won in the end :) 
 
    ### 
 
    Connect with me online for More FREE Stories! 
 
    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
 
    ### 
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 Description 
 
    For the best grade possible, she'll do anything her teacher asks, including giving up her fertile body... 
 
      
 
    When her dog eats her homework and she has nothing to turn in to her professor, Sasha has no idea how she's going to make up the grade. But when Professor Rivera asks her to participate in a very special lesson about reproduction, Sasha will have to bare herself to the class, and experience all the pleasures that this lesson calls for, no matter their messy results. 
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    ***** 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what the mating rituals of a bunch of monkeys had to do with human sexuality. Professor Rivera, though, told us to do some research on it for our college papers, so here I am, just about to polish off an essay on monkey sex, old school style, longhand. Printers were expensive, and I didn’t think I could fit one in my tiny collegiate apartment anyway. 
 
    Rubbing my temples, I groaned in pain. Bored, burned out, the quicker I was done with this paper, the quicker I'd get to bed. At least I had Donny here, my golden retriever, with his shaggy coat and snout warming my bare thighs. I only bothered to wear panties and a camisole since I was just around the house, alone. Donny wouldn't judge me for that, only caring about keeping me company, because God knows no one else would.  
 
    I wrote out the last few words. Done, done, done. Yes. Awesome. I urged Donny off my knee, taking the report off the table. He was relentless, ever hungry, but I didn't want to take my focus off bonobo bumping for anything, otherwise I'd never get it done. I lead him to the kitchen, dropping my papers on the table, and treated him to something nice, the good stuff. The kind of dog food with all the gravy that looks better than the canned beef stew meant for humans. I poured him a great big bowl of it and let him get to work. 
 
    This spring was unusually warm and I noticed the kitchen was stuffy. I went ahead and cracked a window, letting some air in. 
 
    With my dog taken care of, there was only me to worry about. I wandered to the bathroom, and started to wash my face, digging through the cabinet for moisturizers. I came across my birth control pills, mostly unused. You have to take them every day around the same time to get the maximum effect. Since I don't do random flings and don't have a boyfriend, it's more effort than it’s worth to keep up with them. 
 
    Ugh. Sasha, you're twenty, in the prime of your life. A cute face, nice hair, great breasts – well, I think so anyway. The guys should be begging me for dates. Were they just intimidated or something? Stupid boys. It just reminded me I desperately craved a good hard fucking, but I wasn't going to get it at this rate.  
 
    Wandering back into my room, I dug into my bottom dresser drawer, for something hidden way in the back. I uncovered my good old friend Johnny, a hyper-realistic spongy dildo. It was my birthday present from my parents. Okay, it was really a hundred dollar prepaid credit card, but this is what I bought with it. Thanks, Mom and Dad!  
 
    I closed the windows and curtains. I didn't want anyone to see or hear me do what I was planning. Sexy time is strictly private. I threw myself onto my bed, hiking down my panties, letting the air of the room brush against my pussy. As it often did, my mind drifted off to fantasy as I let Johnny roll against the outer walls of my tender folds. Exhausted, I could only conjure the topic of my paper – monkey sex. 
 
    All right, not the actual thoughts of monkeys doing it, but something tore at me, the primal nature they enjoyed. I let Johnny slide into my slit, letting the sudden surge of electricity pass through me as I began to slip it in and out with increasing pace and fervor. The desire we shared with all animals, the desire to fuck, bond with another, baked into us at such an instinctual level. 
 
    We mammals increased the intensity. Raw energy, passion, I reminded myself, as my fingers brushing up against my clit. As essential as food or water, these urges led us, and followed through our passions. Johnny spiked through me, the surge of delight thundering within. 
 
    Touch, the pressure of that crafted dildo – the texture teasing my sensitive folds and channel, rubbing against the passage to my womb. If only it were a real guy, making me feel his heat pulsing, twitching within me.  I wanted a man there, fucking me with endless and reckless abandon, using me, and letting me relish being used.  
 
    I let the orgasm build, not even wanting to tease myself by drawing it out. I needed it now, I needed that release, to free my higher mind from being dominated by biological urges. I shuddered, building delight going through me, letting my mouth hang open with a moan, electricity swirling through me, allowing pleasure to claim my nerves so completely. 
 
    I let myself doze on my bed, my toy slipping out, and awaiting sleep's hold to take me. The winds howled outside, and all I could think of was how this was a short term fix, and I needed the real thing sooner than later or I was going to drive myself crazy in the process. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun bore down on me as I cracked my eyes open to look at the clock.  
 
    I was thirty minutes late because I forgot to set my alarm. That's awesome, Sasha. Good job.  
 
    Panic struck and I had to throw my clothes on and dash through my morning routine. A wonderful way to start my day. I was about to crash through the door and dive into my car, when I remembered my paper. I wandered back to the kitchen, and it wasn't on the table. My eyes darted to the open window. The wind... 
 
    I looked down at Donny's bowl. Tattered pieces of paper, covered with dog food gravy, a trail leading up to my beloved dog – who had the luxury of sleeping in this morning. 
 
    My dog ate my homework. 
 
    I didn't think that could actually happen. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Not having the paper was bad, but being late would just make it worse. So as a sleepless disheveled mess, I rushed toward class, Professor Rivera's lecture already in full swing. I saw him watch me as I snuck in, his eyes bearing down on me as I sat down and tried to smile to look less guilty. I failed pretty badly. 
 
    He paced in front of the chalkboard. "Has anyone in here decided they are definitely not having kids?" 
 
    Two or three hands shot up, mine not among them. I was undecided, maybe with the right guy? 
 
    "All right. Typically have a few like that. How about you, Emily? Any particular reason why?" 
 
    Emily responded without much hesitation. "Kids are disgusting. They make a giant mess, make you fat and useless for nine months. I'll pass, thanks."  
 
    "Fair and understandable reasons. You are sexually active, Emily, am I correct?" 
 
    "Yeah," she responded, flustered. Professor Rivera had earned a reputation for pushing the envelope in his classes. He could make students squirm without batting an eye, but I always thought he was a good teacher. He sought to get the lesson across more than just run the clock out, like some of my other professors.  
 
    "I'm taking it you like big, strong men. The pretty boys? Not just any random dick will do?" 
 
    "Uh huh." Emily just laughed, overwhelmed with embarrassment. 
 
    "Even though you've decided that you don't want to have kids, your instincts push you toward those who would be the best fathers, give your theoretical children the best chance of survival." 
 
    "I guess." 
 
    "No 'I guess' about it. The will to breed is very strong in all of us, as animals. This was why I asked you to study primate mating habits. I wanted you to see that animal brain take shape, so you could compare it to the more complicated field of human sexuality." 
 
    I watched him studiously as he continued his lessons. John Rivera had always been one of my favorite professors, in more ways than one. His hair was a dark silver, and my guess was he was in his late forties. I liked the look of him more than the college boys, and I won't even admit it to myself – he has nothing to do with nicknaming my dildo Johnny. I swear! 
 
    "Humans introduce a complicated player into the scene." He pointed to his head. "The brain. Our level of sapience throws understanding it into an indefinite science. The human brain can suppress that urge to breed, but can't be rid of it. It still guides us, but through the filter of our mind it manifests itself in ways you'll never expect." 
 
    He sat down behind his desk and pulled a stack of papers toward him. 
 
    "We'll further discuss the unique characteristics of the human mind in sexual response tomorrow. I'll also have your papers graded." 
 
    Just a reminder I'd screwed up, bad. I had no classes for a few more hours, and honestly it would have been wiser for me to pick classes closer together, but this was the only opening for a class with Professor Rivera, and I knew after I had biology with him last semester I wanted to take any credit I'd be able to manage with him.  
 
    It hurt me to disappoint him, but as the class filed out, I started my walk of shame up to his desk. "Hi, Professor Rivera." I averted my eyes.  
 
    "Sasha. So. You were late. Do you have your report I requested?" 
 
    "I'm sorry, Professor Rivera. I, uh, don't have it." 
 
    He sighed. "Do you at least have a good excuse?" 
 
    Truth is stranger than fiction. "Would you believe my dog ate it?" 
 
    He darted a crooked eyebrow at me. "Come again?" 
 
    "My dog ate my report. Wind blew it into his food bowl when I was sleeping. I guess gravy-coated paper is delicious." 
 
    "Disregarding the absurdity of this, don't you have a back up saved on your computer?" 
 
    "I wrote it longhand." 
 
    He placed a palm on his head. That's... not a good sign. "So, as a young adult in the twenty-first century, you're telling me that you wrote out your report longhand, despite the ready availability of storage media and the Internet so you'd be able to print it elsewhere, and then your dog ate your only copy. Your excuse is your dog literally ate your homework?" 
 
    He did make me feel a bit dense for not realizing I could have done that instead of using a pencil. "Yes. I'm telling the truth, Professor Rivera. Honest." 
 
    "You're one of my favorite students, Sasha, but I'm insulted you're trying something so brash on me. This is going to hurt your grade." 
 
    Ugh. I needed a B average to keep my scholarship, and while I loved Professor Rivera's teaching style, he didn't give out that many assignments. The few he did mattered, and missing one would hurt like hell academically. "Is there anything I can do to make up for it, Professor Rivera? Anything?" 
 
    "Hmm." He rested his chin on his hands, deep in thought. "Tell me, Sasha..." 
 
    "Yes, Professor Rivera?" 
 
    "Are you on birth control?" 
 
    "Excuse me?" My eyes went wide. 
 
    "I asked Emily such personal questions, and I'm not even asking you to answer in front of the class." 
 
    "No. I don't have a boyfriend right now, so I don't bother." 
 
    "And how far are you from your last period?" 
 
    I ran the schedule in my head. "About two weeks, give or take a few days." 
 
    "Excellent." 
 
    That's... an odd response.  
 
    "Sasha, I want to do a very special lesson in class tomorrow. I believe you would be a great assistant for the lesson. I'll be willing to forgive your failure here for your participation." 
 
    "What do I have to do?" 
 
    "It'll be your lesson too, Sasha, I can't give you advance information. That wouldn't be fair. But I'll require a quick examination of you to make sure you're a proper specimen for the lesson." 
 
    "All right, Professor Rivera. I'll do it. What do you need me to do?" 
 
    "Strip." 
 
    Was he speaking Greek just then? I didn't really understand what he said, and I looked at him as such. 
 
    "I need to do a physical examination, Sasha. Strip." 
 
    "Uh..." 
 
    "Come on, we're adults here." 
 
    "If you say so, Professor Rivera." My heart started beating a thousand times a minute. I began to hike up my t-shirt over my head, stopping at my breasts. I shook my head and pulled it over. I had the same camisole and panties on from the night before. What if he thinks I'm a slob? I placed my shirt on the desk.  
 
    "Don't worry about a thing, Sasha, I have this entire wing of the college to myself at this time of day." 
 
    I undid my jeans and began to push them down. Why does he need me naked? If I asked for one of those paper gowns, would I get it? Probably not. Those things are useless anyway. I kicked off my shoes as I let my pants hit the floor behind them. I suddenly felt really self-conscious, not being able to fully prepare myself this morning, especially with his eyes crawling all over me.  
 
    "You're looking fine today, Sasha. Two more pieces, then I can begin." 
 
    My camisole weighed as much as lead as I worked it up and over my head. I psyched myself up and hoisted it over, showing my favorite teacher my tits. My hands instinctively rushed to cover and shield them from him.  
 
    "You're going to have to get over that shame sooner rather than later. Get those panties off so we can continue." 
 
    Was he just doing this to look at me naked? Was my favorite teacher a pervert extorting sexual favors from his students? If he was, why didn't I mind too much? I sighed, removing my arms from my breasts, hooking my fingers into my panties and pushing them to the floor, stepping out of them. "What now, Professor Rivera?" 
 
    "Now we can begin." He approached me and I didn't dare look him in the eye, but I sensed the heat of his body near mine, his presence bearing over me, naked and vulnerable before him. My heart roared in anticipation of what he was planning. It almost morphed into a heart attack as he seized my breast, making me gasp. "Ah, breasts are definitely sexually responsive." 
 
    He rolled my nipple in his fingers, letting the tingling build in my tits. He did the same with his other hand, and I gritted my teeth, trying not to let it out that I was enjoying this – but did he want me to enjoy it?  Fingertips slid down my sides and abdomen, every hair on my body standing to attention from his warming touch.  
 
    "You're taking pleasure in this, aren't you Sasha? Ah..." I nodded, but fingers plunged down past my mound and into my folds, another sudden shock, a stronger one, surging through my body. "Of course you are. Your sexual response and arousal are responding excellently. You'll do great for tomorrow’s lesson, but there's one more thing I have to be certain of." 
 
    The way he spoke as he ground two fingers deep inside my pussy added to my confusion, but somehow, I only wanted him to keep doing what he was doing. I knew there was something wrong about all this, but I didn't care. All of his violation suddenly reminded me of my need for release, and I was more than actively responding to his fingering. 
 
    There was a smile on his face, despite his clinical approach as he slid his digits in and out of me, teasing my clit with his thumb on every pass, spiking my desire with every motion. I wanted more from him, but he was focused only on fingering my pussy. I reached for my breasts, not receiving the stimulation I sought quickly enough, twisting myself in my own hands. 
 
    I couldn't hold in my voice anymore, my groans escaping my mouth as he continued pistoning his fingers. Ruthlessly efficient, the electricity concentrated on my clit, overwhelming me, I let out a massive moan. Powerful and direct, orgasm exploded through me, my legs giving out, and I expected myself to hit the floor. He was there, catching me, patting me on the back. "Good. Orgasmic responses are more than appropriate. A healthy, fertile young woman who is ovulating, you'll be perfect for the lesson, Sasha. You may get dressed." 
 
    I caught the grin on his face again, him holding me steady until I regained enough strength to stand on my own two feet. He then departed, leaving me alone in his classroom. 
 
    What the hell just happened? I picked up my panties and slid them on, trying to put on the rest of my clothes while letting my heart rest and my breath steady. Professor Rivera just finger fucked me – and I liked it. Way too much. That's not proper student-faculty relations. In fact, I'm pretty sure there's something in the handbook against that.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The rest of the school day was agonizing, my thoughts only focused on what Professor Rivera had planned for me, and what he had already done. I couldn't focus at all, and given my other professors were older women, I doubted they were interested in fingering me to make up for my academic failings.  
 
    Even when I got home, my mind was consumed with the thoughts. I knew one thing for sure though, I definitely wasn't going to be late to class tomorrow. Through the clouds of uncertainty there was something clear as day. I needed to be at that lesson tomorrow, and experience it. Whatever Professor Rivera was going to teach, it had to be important. 
 
    Alarm definitely set, clothes laid out, everything was perfect. I was going to be the first one there this time. My dreams were filled with endless possibilities, and as I headed out the door, I petted Donny, rubbing him behind the ear. Somehow, I didn't know how to thank him for opening this alluring mystery box for me.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He watched me as I took my seat, the other students filing in behind me. Professor Rivera paced a bit in front of the board. My mind raced as he cleared his throat. "Good morning, everyone." 
 
    Many people waved or mumbled their greeting. Mornings aren't the best times to speak to teenagers and twenty-somethings, but I was wide awake. 
 
    "Today, we have a very special lesson. I spoke yesterday of how breeding was the driving force behind human sexuality, a primal instinct we share with all animals. The biggest difference, of course, is the brain. For humans, it enriches the entire process from start to finish. I'm going to demonstrate this by showing the entire class a live breeding. Sasha, would you come to the front of the class, please?" 
 
    A live breeding? I swallowed as I stood. I did agree to this, didn't I? I tip toed to the head of the class and saw their eyes on me. They were confused and curious in their own way, but the uniting factor was all of their eyes were on me. 
 
    "Sasha here is a twenty year old woman, fertile, healthy, and most importantly, at the peak of her ovulation. Under the correct circumstances, she is at her best chance of conception. By those metrics alone, she is an excellent candidate for breeding." 
 
    Horror took my face. I had to have suspected this, but I had no inclination to run away from this class, especially since I had strong idea of who I would be bred by. 
 
    "So let us begin. I will expect you all to take notes throughout this lesson. This is a classroom, not a sex show." He stood close to me. "Take a look at Sasha here. Right now, she is nervous, uncertain of our agreement. But we are all nervous when we enter into an intimate situation, even if we don't show it. Will we please our partner? Can we trust them fully? Will they care for us in return? These are human concerns. Dogs care not about this." 
 
    Some people in the class took notes. Some just stared, and some had pulled out camera phones. They were recording this, and it'd probably go up on the Internet somewhere, the entire world seeing what was going to happen to me. Professor Rivera grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and began pulling it up. I resisted for a few seconds before letting my arms raise. I couldn't be bred with clothes on, could I? 
 
    "Shame is another uniquely human concept. You can see it on Sasha's face." He pulled down my skirt, kicking off my shoes again to facilitate the process. His strong hands were on my hips, mine at my sides. "Sasha isn't comfortable being in a state of undress before the entire class. Society has conditioned her that this is wrong, our increased cognition working against our happiness in some ways. A chimp, for example, doesn't care if you can see their genitals." 
 
    Professor Rivera's hands slid up my skin and pressed into my breasts through the bra, a sensuous touch, each hand getting more than enough flesh and fabric as he jiggled them and presented them to the class. 
 
    "The brain also plays with us in other ways. The same shame that represses us can drive us. What evidence is showing of Sasha embracing these ideas, her shame becoming her arousal?" 
 
    Answers were called out, from boys very focused on the lesson. "Her tits are hard!" 
 
    Heavy eyes devoured my body, going down to my last vestiges of modesty. "Her panties are wet!" 
 
    "This is a classroom, gentlemen. The proper phrasing is that her nipples have become erect and her vagina has lubricated itself. But semantics. Sasha here has started to like the idea of everyone here watching her. A paraphilia, perhaps, but it has turned something taboo like public nudity to something that's so wrong that it’s right for her. And that's just fine. The only reason we don't walk around naked is because we're nonsensical prudes, after all." 
 
    He unhooked my bra, swiping it away from me, exposing my breasts fully to the class. Was I being turned on by the class watching me like he said? All of their eyes on me. The attention focused on my nudity. I was usually the quiet girl, studious, but today I was the star, boys admiring my body, those cameras wanting to share my secrets with the world. 
 
    He pushed my panties to the ground and I stepped out of them, keeping my hands at my sides, letting eyes devour me fully. He ran a finger down into my folds, slicking against the building wetness already there. "You can now see plainly her face is flushed, and yes, that she is more than ready for a good, solid fucking." 
 
    "I thought we weren't supposed to use words like that, Professor Rivera?" a voice from the crowd piped up, but their eyes never left me. 
 
    "Ah, but this is part of the lesson. Dirty talk. We don't do it just to be funny. We do it to heighten the arousal, our communications of our intent making our brains crazy with desire. Foreplay, as we call it. It also takes a physical form." He bent in front of me, a hand guiding one of my breasts toward his mouth, latching onto me. 
 
    A moan escaped. My favorite teacher was now suckling on my teats, in front of the whole class. I should have been panicking, his tongue slathered on, tracing my areola, letting that good tingling build and ripple through my torso and spread through the rest of me. 
 
    He pulled away, much to my regret. "Now, the breasts aren't a part of the reproductive system. They have no direct relationship to the act of breeding, except in our minds. Our brain’s subconscious turns us to these cues. Sasha’s breasts are ripe for suckling and are delicious. I know that any children I sire with her will be well fed, so I worship them as much as anything else on her body."  
 
    Thoughts of being bred by Professor Rivera. Why did I like it so much? It was wrong, this was all against the rules. Something so wrong could be so right, however... 
 
    "The term child bearing-hips, as another example." He placed his hands on my hips, his teasing, stopping and starting nature on my sensitive parts only making me long for him to do more. "Hips aren't a prerequisite to motherhood, but hips like Sasha’s mean she will give birth easier, and that I am more likely to get even more children out of her, the greater chance to pass on my genes." 
 
    He ran fingers through my hair, and lowered his head toward me. He wanted to kiss me, and this suddenly seemed so much more intimate. I gulped and realized through the fog of uncertainty, I wanted this, so bad. I kissed him back, allowing his tongue to delve into me, and explore me in return, letting my mind rush with the sweeping sensations he brought me with his hands, his clothes against my skin, and everything else. I cried out when he snapped his mouth away from me. 
 
    "A kiss means nothing for the furtherance of procreation. But to our primal minds, it soothes that nervousness, builds that bond of romance and love, telling the insecurities we have to shut up and let us enjoy it. Also, it feels pretty awesome." He lifted me off my feet, and sat me on his desk, the hardwood pressing against my skin. He started to take off his own shirt, button-by-button. "Ultimately, the purpose of foreplay is to build that desire further. While it’s not necessary for successful breeding, you increase your chances of fertilization, as I will elaborate upon later." 
 
    I clawed at his back, seeing the class still watching us with utter enthrallment over his shoulder. I was such a slut – in a good way. He kissed me again, this time on my neck, down my chest, across my abdomen, before pushing me down onto his desk, his warm breath flowing over my labia and soaked folds.  
 
    Without hesitation, he plunged his tongue into my slit, lapping up and down and sliding the organ inside me. His fingers followed, prodding my moist and tender channel, poking into my clit, building electricity and intense pleasure within. I grabbed him by the hair, trying to keep him there, to make him deliver me to nirvana. 
 
    I moaned loud enough for the entire class to hear, my head rolling to the side, watching them watch me. My thighs tensed, pulsed, letting me build toward release, the sensations of pleasure so great. My final orgasm was on the horizon, only for him to again pull away, my cries becoming sorrowful as he departed. 
 
    "Sasha is now yearning for me more than ever, her sexual frenzy preparing her for the most basic of goals in our life – to breed. She wants me inside her, more than anything else in the world, for me to finish bringing her to climax. In response," he took off his belt and pushed down his pants, showing off his already rigid member spilling forth, lacking the shame I did. "She has appealed to my desire to please. We all have things that individually turn us on sexually, and for me, it's turning quiet girls like Sasha into cock-hungry sluts." 
 
    He loomed over me, expecting me to say something in return. I couldn't dispute the accuracy of his statement, only wanting him to do exactly what he said. I wanted his sexual essence flowing inside of me, giving the bliss I so desperately sought. Out of my ecstatic haze, I snapped back onto my attention on him, his ample cock leveled against my slit, the situation now more real than ever.  
 
    "Notice how she is reaching for me, letting her anticipation drive her. Anticipation – remember, it’s a huge part of what drives our minds wild with lust, the thought just as much as the act." He eased himself into me, sliding in with no resistance, my pussy soaked from everything he had done so far. "She cares not that the entire class watches her get fucked, that she's about to get bred like an animal, but instead relishes it, letting that primal instinct take over." 
 
    I pushed myself right back into him as he began to rock in and out of me, the ridges of his dick felt by every spot in my slit. I shuddered and cooed loudly as he pumped into me, his weight pressing down on my body and chest, his warmth against me wholly, the hairs on his pecs teasing my nipples. He placed a small kiss my lips, never ending his relentless assault on my pussy. 
 
    "Another curiosity, ungh, about humans and their sexuality is that there is no default way for us to fuck. There's no human style in the way of, say, the ways dogs have doggy style. We have many ways to explore the pleasures of the journey to the same destination." He slowed his pumps, urging me onto all fours, a forceful hand on my abdomen, never leaving me as he climbed up onto the table with me. I would do anything he said right now if it would get me more of him, my mind solely focused on my own ecstasy. "Watch her, as I drive into her from behind, giving her what she seeks, and deliver her a child, ungh..." 
 
    In my blissful haze, I looked out over the classroom, Professor Rivera quick to resume his vigor. They watched as he slammed into me, sending my breasts flying loosely, my face contorting in pleasure, being so overwhelmed by the experience I was so very much relishing. My professor then grabbed my arms, pulling me harder onto his cock, and displaying my entire body more completely to the class, to enhance their sexual education. After all, he was fucking me for the sake of teaching. 
 
    "Sasha, ungh,  do you care to share your experiences with the class, give them another perspective on the lesson?" 
 
    "Ahh, please, Professor Rivera, fuck me harder!" It wasn't a very deep perspective, granted, but it was genuine. 
 
    "Sasha, urgh,  is so consumed with mad desire, she's barely coherent. Note how she is so close to orgasm, nature's reward for letting our primal urges carry out and be served, ungh, damn, she is a little animal, isn't she?" 
 
    I did everything possible to push him over the edge, realizing I needed my final climax, needed his seed inside me to attain that. My cunt tightened around him, pulsing and quivering with its lust for my teacher. I was moaning, calling for my continued violation as he pulled back on my arms harder, experiencing his cock tense within, his strokes slowing, his groans matching my own sounds. We pushed ourselves ever forward, working together to fulfill our instinctual calling. 
 
    My entire body exploded with orgasm, all tightness giving way to the soothing ache of warmth washing over me in its entirety. His rod deep inside me fired its virile seed into my womb, flooding me with copious amounts of cum. He released my arms, my body going limp, unable to cope with anything besides the sore bliss. His breaths were ragged, leaning into me, letting his cock soak in my well used pussy. 
 
    He huffed. "The orgasm is your body’s way of saying the job is well done, knowing you have carried out your duty in the grand picture of evolution." He slid out of me, nudging me around with a gentle touch to display my cunt to the entire class. "Now I mentioned arousal's role earlier..." 
 
    He pushed my legs away from one another and splayed my slit open. "By playing up her animalistic desires, Sasha did more to please me, increasing my own pleasure, and my body took note of this, sending notes to produce more semen. The result you can see clearly, I shot more seed into her than she can contain, greatly increasing our chances of conception." 
 
    His cooling juice dribbled out of me, and the thoughts of his sperm rushing toward my unprotected eggs filled me with an evil delight all its own. Getting knocked up in such a naughty and public way was in no way how I expected to ever have my first child, and I somehow wanted more if it was going to be like that. 
 
    "Also note how she has a glow about her skin. It's maternal, wouldn't you say? A smile is on her face, happy with what she has accomplished in the act. I am drawn to her, wanting to ensure that continued happiness as the father of her child." The warm grin on his face confirmed every word he said. "Remember this lesson, class. I'll be using it as a foundation for the rest of the unit, calling Sasha back up, as she's proven to be an excellent helper today." 
 
    The eyes of the class continued to roll over me as he called dismissal. Worries about what was yet to come were easily overpowered by the desire of the future lessons that Professor Rivera would teach with me. I couldn't wait. 
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 Description 
 
    Is she willing to risk everything to experience the thrill again? 
 
      
 
    To say that Professor Rivera's lessons all those years ago had an impact on Sasha would be an understatement. Now a professor of a class of her own, Sasha feels compelled to review the very lesson that inspired her to become a teacher. In front of the class, she seeks to make sure every student pays attention, by offering her fertile body to further their sexual education. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Breeding/Impregnation, School/College, Student/Teacher, Exhibitionism 
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    My life has been a hectic blur for the past ten years. I threw my purse on the table and glanced up at the clock. With Little Johnny at elementary school, I had an hour to myself, a rarity for me. As a single mother who had to bust her ass to become Professor Sasha Reese, the youngest college instructor the school ever had, free time was this abstract concept I didn't fully understand.  
 
    What can I say? I really was inspired by my own professor a decade ago. Professor Rivera, the reason for - well, everything about my life right now.  
 
    Rumors got out about him. Apparently while most of his students were perfectly fine with the explicit specifics of his lessons – myself very much included – some were a bit more prudish, thus scandal started to brew. He vanished one day, to who knows where. Some Internet searches turned up that he had become a billionaire young in life from stock trading. He didn't want to stay in the game, and instead sought his true passion of teaching. 
 
    I wandered over to my fancy leather sofa and collapsed into it, wanting a bit of relaxation. Since he wasn't doing the job for money, he was free to teach however he wanted, not particularly caring if it cost him his paycheck. So he had some - very carnal lessons for students. If too many people got snippy, well, buying a new identity is easier than I thought. 
 
    He left me with a nice check to remember him by, and Little Johnny – a product of one of his very in-depth lessons. Since I never had to care about money again, I was able to pursue my own passions, and Professor Rivera very much showed me that teaching can be wonderful and rewarding.  
 
    Those lessons. I'll never forget them. I let out another big breath and glanced at the clock again. I certainly had time, and my pussy watered a little just remembering. It really should have been horrifying, and maybe it was for me at the time. I let my hand slide down to my skirt, a bit shorter than what is professionally acceptable for most professors, but I didn't care. 
 
    I liked when people looked at me. When they saw me for my most base, lusty self, their eyes devouring me. Professor  Rivera turned me onto that on all those days, parading my body, using me as an example of a sexually attractive individual, what the boys should lust after. My round, soft breasts, their nipples poking right through the fabric from the slightest touch of my own fingers. 
 
    He often took them entirely in his hands, jiggling them before everyone, letting their tips poke through his fingers. Always his model, always hands on and firm with his demonstration. Letting his palms rub over my abdomen, then swelling with his child, reminding the class that motherhood was sexy, alluring, to keep the mate with the woman through those months when she needed him most. 
 
    Grabbing my hips, using them as levers to hold my body steady as he did things to me - wonderful, marvelous, great things to me. His breath running over my neck, kissing me up and down, suckling my teats, making sure I was ready to care for his child. Always explaining that foreplay was so very important to the human sexual experience, what separated us from the rest of the animal kingdom.  
 
    Their eyes would never leave me. Boys and girls alike were more than intent on the lessons, watching me be used and worshiped as a sexual goddess, especially when he descended to my pussy, splaying it open, his fingers poking in and out, teasing my clit with every movement during his long, elaborate lessons. Driving me crazy the entire period – it was hard to take notes, but I could always remember all of it to write down later, the experiences so vivid in my mind then, just as they are now.  
 
    In front of the class, he would take me, his cock driving into my pussy, clinical, yet loving in his demonstration, tears of joy running down my face. I would moan louder with every pleasurable sensation for the entire lesson. He wanted genuine responses for his instruction, and I never wanted to disappoint Professor  Rivera. Especially since he gave me such wonders, letting my breasts swing free for all to see, and for me to enjoy letting them see. 
 
    Every time he pounded me hard, manipulating my clit so I wouldn't come until he wanted me to. He would edge me closer and closer, until I was a mess, demanding it from him, a part of his curriculum he always told me, but I was convinced it all to build a lusty anticipation, because whenever he finally let me reach that peak, I reached that peak hard. 
 
    I would collapse in a moaning scream, a gibbering mess of orgasm right on the table in plain sight of my peers. Always letting everyone see what he'd done to me, from my limp exhausted form, to displaying his seed dripping right out of my worn cunt for all to take an up-close look at. 
 
    Memories, though, are just that. Throughout my recollections, I emulated the scenes as best I could, but I was only a girl with her hands. I could find my orgasm, but it was nowhere near the same as I had all those years ago. Still, it'd stave off my lust a bit longer. I mean, with the whole single parent thing and busting my ass to become the youngest professor at my college, well, dating is hard to work do.  
 
    With that little release, I picked myself up and sighed, realizing I should probably eat breakfast or something before starting about my morning drives. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "You will have twenty minutes to finish this assessment. I've drilled you on everything about it, so I expect success from all of you." I stood behind my desk, hands on my hips. I gazed out over my class. All of them, attentive and looking at me. It always got me a little antsy, really, but I had to just remind myself I was on the other side of the classroom now. 
 
    "You may begin." 
 
    I sat and pushed in my chair. Paperwork, as usual, built up from all of the periods. I didn't really like giving tests, but I did have the school's board of directors bearing down on me a bit. They were uncertain they wanted to hire someone so young to lead college classes. Most of the other teachers were older than forty, at least, leading me by a couple decades. I busted my ass. I put in all the extra work.  
 
    All the qualifications, one after the other. I studied long and hard under another professor, was at his beck and call, wrote a dozen research papers, applied for every university and college in the country, completed my masters degree and earned my doctorate - my official title is Dr. Sasha Alexandra Reese. It would seems snobby of me, so I chose to remain simply Professor. The last thing I needed with the board up my ass was to seem like I had a chip on my shoulder. 
 
    In spite of everything I've done, I was still encouraged by the snobby higher ups to go teach general education for a while. Ignore my decade of study in human sexuality, get another degree in elementary education, go teach a five year old how to read, and then when I'm all nice and wrinkled up, then try to become a professor. Crazy. But no. 
 
    That was never an option for me. I'm drawn to these young adults – these young adults I caught myself gazing over. Davey Roberts, as I knew the one I was gazing down on in particular. He was cursing under his breath about something. I wondered if I could ever teach a lesson like Professor  Rivera did, to let me experience such joys once more. 
 
    Don't think of doing such crazy things, Sasha. The board will jump on you in an instant, and all that work to get hired here in the first place will go up in smoke. It's not like you need the job, and isn't this why you refuse to teach for anyone besides college students? 
 
    I shook my head clear of the thoughts. As tempting as it would be to call someone like Davey up here and seduce him in front of the entire class. 
 
    My head was forced down by my will. Fill out these papers, Sasha. You're a teacher. The responsible adult. Act like one.  
 
    Agony. Waiting out the rest of the period was truly torture with the seeds of bad fantasy planted. The twenty minutes coming up was a weight off my shoulders. "Good, good. Turn the papers in, and I'll see you all tomorrow. Have a nice evening."  
 
    More and more tests were thrown in front of me. I was overjoyed by them, really.  By really, I mean not in the least. All the students flooded out right afterwards, except for one. The sturdy, shaggy-headed and freckled face of one Davey Roberts, who carried his test with a bit of concern. "Professor Reese. Uh, I don't think I did very well." 
 
    "Didn't you study? Take notes? I covered all of it like three or four times, Davey." 
 
    "I know you did, but everything's been Kind of hard. All these games, practices, um, other things." 
 
    "Girls and parties, I presume?" 
 
    "Yeah, those." He scratched his head, disappointed in himself as he handed off his paper. 
 
    I took his test and glanced over it. It was pretty bad. "It's just one low grade. It's not going to be the end of you."  
 
    "Might be. I'm Kind of falling behind in all of my classes, Professor Reese. I need to catch up or I'm not going to be allowed to play football. No football, no scholarship." 
 
    I swallowed a bit. Deja Vu. Big time. "I empathize with you, Davey. I had, umm, similar issues in my own college years." 
 
    "What'd you do to get through it?" 
 
    "Uh, extracurriculars. Extra credit stuff for my professors and such." Technically true. 
 
    "Is there anything I can do for you to make up some points, Professor Reese?" I gulped. Here he was, throwing himself at me. I could have him do everything I wanted – coerce him into letting me have this fantasy fulfilled. Did I want to? 
 
    It ran through my mind again and again. Eyes on me, my naked body on display, being speared by a hot young man, filling my womb with his seed in another public breeding. My tits perked up, and my panties grew a bit damp just from the mere thought.  
 
    "Professor Reese?" I had blanked in front of him, so lost in my thoughts. 
 
    "Davey. Uh, I'm doing research for a study, on, uh, the penis. Yeah." 
 
    "What do you need me to do?" One of his eyebrows raised in confusion, but he was legitimately curious. 
 
    "I - need you to strip. Naked." I gulped again, letting out my dark desires. You're not going all the way Sasha. It's like smoking one cigarette, a little fix, then you can go back to kicking the habit.  
 
    "Uh, you sure?" I nodded to him rapidly. "Okay, Professor Reese, for you. You're one of my favorite teachers, you know?" 
 
    Why did he say that? A voice in my head was screaming for my full indulgence. I picked up a piece of paper, a clipboard, and a pen. I had to at least look like I wasn't some sick pervert  who got her jollies off all this. 
 
    He wore the school's t-shirt and took it off quickly. The smile on his face reminded me – he was a college kid. He wasn't hopelessly naive. He kicked off his shoes, and started to undo his pants. I mean, don't feel guilty Sasha. They probably have fantasies about Professor Reese all the time, what with all the other teachers being old men and women with beehive hairdos. Professor  Rivera was certainly a one-of-a-kind teacher of mine. 
 
    His jeans hit the floor and he stepped out of them. Still wearing his boxers, but there was enough to drive me a bit nutty. The toned chest of an athlete, calves and thighs to match, and he was under my command, taking orders from me. I giggled a bit, but tried to stay professional. "Well, Davey, please remove your boxers." 
 
    "If you insist, Professor Reese." He pushed them down, and I got a full sight of what he hid from me. A big, smooth sack and a cock that hung loose, though not realizing its full potential. Davey had nothing to be ashamed of.  
 
    More deep breaths. It wasn't even me stripping – it just reminded me so strongly of what I'd done. "I'll need you to get erect, if you would."  
 
    Without a beat, he started to play with himself, and I think a girl like me watching him, wanting him, more than encouraged him along in getting himself primed and ready. "May I ask for some help, Professor Reese?" 
 
    Innocent, yet so evil. "If that's what you require." Cold, clinical, yet my movements betrayed my tone, reaching for him, my hand taking that soft, yet warm flesh into my care. I gently jerked, petted a little, my fingers going to his balls, caressing him.  As I returned my palm to his shaft, he came to life, big, thick.  
 
    "You're good at this, Professor Reese." I stroked him, watching his cock twitch in my hand. A youthful vigor from an athlete, sliding into my slit - my imagination ran wild on me.  I kept stroking, even though he had already reached erection. He stood back, hands at his sides, letting me do my thing. My other hand, its fingers hidden by the clipboard, teased myself through my clothes ever so subtly.  
 
    His head titled back as I kept my gliding pace onto him. "I uh, need to see an ejaculation. For research." I remembered I needed an excuse to keep petting him, teasing him, to make him come, like Professor  Rivera did for me all those years ago. I don't think he cared though, so perhaps the excuses were for me and me alone.  
 
    I stepped it up, my hand closing tightly around him, pulling at his skin, yanking him forward, molding him under my hand, enjoying the breathless gasps I was dragging from him. I kept trying to be subtle with my own movements to touch myself, fanning a flame in me that was aching for more stimulation. 
 
    His balls tightened, my massaging never relenting as I aimed him away, towards the side of me. He let out a loud, lean groan, his pulsing cock jerking in my hand, and he began to spurt. Streams of hot cum escaped him, one after another, and then another. It must have been a half dozen shots coming out of him, and my mind only wished that it had been firing into me, filling my womb with its excess. 
 
    "Uh. Excellent results, Davey, that will –" 
 
    "You need some help there, Professor Reese?" He stared at my other hand. My subtle moves had failed. "Cause I can help you with that." 
 
    "That won't –" 
 
    Before I could object, he knelt down, hiking up my skirt and yanking down my panties. "It's only fair, Professor Reese. You really want some help. Just let me, okay?" 
 
    I leaned back in my chair, spreading my legs further for him, to facilitate his actions. He wasted no time, a tongue delving right into my slit, his hands rubbing my thighs, circling my labia, then sneaking up under my blouse. 
 
    I needed it so much. Ever since my thoughts this morning, I couldn't get the lustful thoughts out of my mind. His licks sent shocks through me, wanting to get me off as I just did him. His hands were so warm against my skin, stoking my passions so well. This kid had eaten plenty of pussy, and he was using me as an excellent example of his skills. 
 
    I grasped the desk tighter, letting little moans escape me, doing nothing to hold him back from his work. A finger found my clit, twisting it a little bit, another sudden surge of pleasure exploding through me. There was something bigger coming behind it, and I smiled at my audacity, letting my student please me. 
 
    This wasn't exactly a part of my nostalgia, but I couldn't bring myself to care as again and again I was pushed to new heights, the sounds escaping me ringing out through the classroom. The heat within me was aching for him to push me over, and he sought to deliver. 
 
    Pumping his tongue so rigidly around every sensitive nerve in my pussy, his palm brashly rubbing my clit with the sole intent of pushing me over that wondrous cliff, I screamed out as he shoved me over, the orgasmic explosion forcing my body to twist and writhe in ecstasy, panting heavily. 
 
    He stood back up, and I saw that he was more than ready to continue, himself. Part of me wanted to let him fuck me right here. "No, no, that's enough, Davey. You were very helpful." 
 
    "I, uh, thought you wanted me to fuck you for grades?" 
 
    "No, it's not that." Well, not exactly anyway. I tried to get back to a presentable state, but it proved kind of hard, my body so sore from the intensity, something I hadn't enjoyed in years, yet I knew if I fully got what I wanted, it would surpass even that. 
 
    "Then what was all this for? This is certainly a very weird study, Professor Reese." 
 
    "You did well. But, uh, I might call on you tomorrow for a very special demonstration." 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. "Okay. Can I get dressed?" 
 
    "Oh, uh. Yes. Thank you." 
 
    I stood as he gathered his clothes. I said might. I'm still rational enough to back out of this – this whole episode was just between us and can be swept under the rug. I'm not doomed. If I went all the way, well, there's no way that's going to be kept a secret. 
 
    I glanced down at the puddle of Davey's cum all over the floor. Could I really resist? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I wanted to be free of the ideas. After I picked up my son and brought him home and he finally went to bed, I sought out some alcohol, hoping it would distract me. Nope. The numbness of inebriation only let my thoughts wander further towards my nostalgia for my old teacher, spiked with the pleasures of the present that Davey had given me. 
 
    All day, all night, and all of the next day my mind didn't relent. The last period of the day finally came Davey's class. All of my students had filed in. Most of them flashed their usual glances at me, their sexy young teacher who liked showing herself off with little skirts and short blouses. Davey never bothered looking away, wondering what I had in store for him - if anything. 
 
    "Today class," I swallowed. "We are going to discuss procreation." 
 
    I paced back and forth a bit, still unsure. I glanced at Davey, his interests piqued. At times like this, I look to my idols and ask, what would they do? What would Professor  Rivera do?  
 
    Say screw the rules, I have money.  
 
    "We're going to do this with a very special demonstration. Would Davey please come up to the front of the class?" He pushed himself out of his desk, less cocky than he was yesterday. He never suspected my perversions might single him out, I'm betting. "We've often discussed that in human sexuality, the brain is a massive player in it. Can I hear some examples of why?" 
 
    Hands shot up, and I pointed out for them. "We try to argue with people why we're the one they want to be with?" 
 
    "That. But not the answer I'm looking for." I replied, Davey stood in front of the class with his own look of confusion. 
 
    "Uh. We obsess over things? Fetishes?" 
 
    "Exactly. We develop a wide array of likes and dislikes from our past experiences, or for whatever other reasons. Certain things get us hot, going, and wanting to be fucked so badly." I'm suppose to restrain from saying fuck even in a college class, but I kind of doubt I'm going to be getting in trouble for language at this point. "Anyone brave enough to share?" 
 
    "I like asses." 
 
    "Tits." 
 
    "Really big cocks." 
 
    There was giggling all through the classroom. I rolled my eyes. "That's small. Everyone likes all of those, given their sexual preferences, anyway." 
 
    "I, uh, like being watched?" 
 
    Glances shot to the student who spoke up. "Ah. Exhibitionist tendencies. Don't judge her, class. Fantasies are amoral. They are what lurk in our minds in ways we can't ever really fully explain. Really, I empathize, so, so much, Becky." I started undoing my blouse. 
 
    "Miss – Professor Reese?" Becky's voice was uncertain. 
 
    "We can try to explain, of course. We have varying success in doing so. Exhibitionist tendencies may lie deeply in the desire to reveal your true self." My blouse draped open and I let it drop to the floor, my lacy white lingerie of a bra on display to the class. I dressed this morning for this, no matter how uncertain I was. "We want to let people around us see us for what we really want, depraved creatures, only out for our next orgasm." 
 
    "Umm, Professor Reese, what's this have to do with procreation?" 
 
    "There are those of us who fetishize the very most base purpose of sex. Breeding." I moved toward Davey, who waited, curious yet intrigued. He was wearing loose athletic shorts. Probably not intentional, but damn sure convenient for me. "To have your unprotected womb totally filled with seed, fulfilling your biological purpose, and your body more than thanking you for it. These fetishes, whatever they may be, serve to amplify our desire and pleasure, as you will see with me this afternoon." 
 
    I yanked down his shorts, and the boxers right along with them, not wanting to fuss around when revealing the treat I so fully wanted. His eyes widened and jumped back as I revealed his equipment to the entire classroom. My hand went down to him, scooping up his balls again, caressing them as I dropped to my knees. 
 
    "But taking a step back a bit, our brains push us to acts that do little for our own chances of procreation, but we do it because it pleases us, or pleases the ones we want do things to us." Yesterday, I was tempted to go further than jerking Davey, and for today, I wasn't going to show any restraint, my tongue slithering up and down his shaft, perking him up. 
 
    "Professor Reese –" he gasped as I took his heavy yet still mostly flaccid cock into my mouth. I wanted to feel him come to his full strength inside me, and I gently suckled at him and battered him with delicious licks, surely sending the pleasure through him, converting him for my deviant goals. His warm rod bent to my will soon enough, becoming a spear in my throat. I glided my lips over his shaft slowly, sure to tease him more intensely with every delectable moment. 
 
    "Sucking cock, ladies and gentlemen, is solely to create a more complete bond between lovers. No true evolutionary purpose beyond that. But we love to do it anyway and I'm certain every boy here loves a good blow job." I licked him a few more times, hearing his groans, looking up at him. He didn't get aroused or be pushed to near bursting so quickly yesterday. 
 
    Davey never expected that when I spoke of demonstrations, I meant sucking his cock in front of the class. Maybe I was grooming another exhibitionist myself right now, since I had little intent of stopping at some piddly little oral. My hands hiked up under his shirt, wanting the feel of that football player's body under my fingertips, enjoying the youthful vigor in front of me, our eyes meeting, and sharing a message. 
 
    He reached back behind my bra, and unhooked it, pulling and tossing it away. The cool air of the room, as well as the studious gazes of my class, poured onto me. It was more than enough to make me grin like a fool, as I nudged my torso closer to him. Davey's hands grabbed my chest, lowering to his knees and bringing his lips to my tits."Ah, you can see that vocalization isn't the only way we communicate. With cues, we tell our lovers what we want, where we want to be touched. I presented my chest, ooh, to Davey, and he went right to work in pleasing me." 
 
    His rough hands barraged and petted my areolas, the tingling making me continue my moaning in front of the class. I let him go at me for a time, wishing only for these little pleasures to continue. His warm hard-on pressing against my thigh reminded me of my ultimate intents for Davey this afternoon. I unhooked my skirt, and he slid it right off me the moment it was clear he could do so. 
 
    "From a little teasing and being fired up, ahh, Davey here is a most excellent example of a virile human male, ready to breed, ooh." It was harder to teach and get fucked than I thought it would be. My lovely student was right there to claw at me and pull my panties down my leg, finally fully exposing me to the class. I looked over to them, watching most of the boys look at me lustily, occasionally adjusting themselves. Everyone else just stared with a cocktail of amazement and curiosity. 
 
    Davey had tossed off his own shirt as well. My back pressed against my desk as he climbed up on top of me. "Uh, you sure about this Professor Reese?" 
 
    "Completely. Look, students, at the moisture and arousal that sits in my pussy, aching for a nice hard cock to thrust into it. My body wants Davey, and Davey's body is so ready to oblige." Oblige is what he did, sliding his shaft deep into my slit, adding searing energy to the fires he and how we living up to everything I had imagined. He began to rock in and out of me, breathless gasps escaping my throat. 
 
    The gasps turned to low moans, his pace steady, letting my mind roam wild. It's been years since I've had sensations this intense, and I welcomed them, sharing a kiss with my student in an expression of gratitude.  
 
    "Ooh, ahh, see? And look how much I am enjoying him, ahh, my moans, my movements, the feelings he's given me, yes, oh, everything is dedicated to this moment." My hands around the back of his neck, I urged him to stop for brief seconds as I let my feet drop to the floor, and perched myself over my desk. "We need to let the class get a better look, you know." 
 
    His hands covered my breasts once more, reminding them of warmth, his cock sliding down my ass, and finding my aching pussy once again, wasting no time returning to its home, and hammering away at my body, and I wasted no time letting my delight be heard, crying out as he brought himself to his hilt with each thrust.  
 
    His hands went to my hips, grabbing them firmly, allowing my breasts to swing freely as he sent me flying again, and I loved the sensation of their flesh smacking against my chest. I was letting my true self be revealed once more, a shameless woman who wanted only the whole world to see her bred like an animal.  
 
    The building pressure of his pounding against my pussy was making my body crazy with lust, electricity mounting within me, aching for that final surge to send me over. I couldn’t even focus on trying to teach that lesson anymore, but it was never really about the lesson, was it? 
 
    Both of his hands slid down to my clit, alternatively prodding at it, and I quickly experienced the result, moaning louder and louder from this extra shock, and the sudden burst that little additional stimulation brought me. My body went rigid from the intensity, one scream of ecstasy tearing out of me as the bliss flowed through me.  
 
    Every muscle within me contracted and shuddered with delight, including the tight walls surrounding his cock, suddenly sucking him in, not wanting to him go until it gave up everything I had been seeking, and that it did, his own groan hiding under mine, his shaft rigid, as it began unleashing all of that majestic seed deep inside me, all of it rolling toward my womb, my waiting eggs. Just the sensations of that wonderful warmth inside me was ambrosia.  
 
    I collapsed into a heap of short breaths on my desk, Davey withdrawing from me. With the little strength I had left, I pushed myself back up onto it and lay on my back. "My body glows with orgasm from a job well done. You can see some of his seed leaking out, running down my leg. Most of it has been absorbed inside me, likely impregnating me. If not, well, we'll have a review lesson in a few days." 
 
    The entire class stood and proceeded by me as they were about to leave for the day, Davey included. They looked down at my cunt, still pulsing slightly with orgasm, semen leaking out of me. I smiled, enjoying their curiosity. It was a good quality for students to have, after all.  
 
    My mind raced with all the related lessons I could plan until the school's board of directors stepped in and told me that having my students breed me was inappropriate. They'd hit me for indecent exposure and probably a foul language charge, too, just to dogpile me with nonsense. 
 
    I'd slip out in the night with little Johnny and his little brother or sister growing within, pay off some people, find a new college to hire me. Teach this lesson again.  
 
    I grinned, my fingers going down, massaging my pussy, already yearning for more despite getting so much.  
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 Description 
 
    Abby's first lessons in sexuality will be anything but private... 
 
      
 
    Abby has only been in a college for a day, and she's already got a huge crush on Patrick, a man who literally walked into her dreams. When he signs up to participate in Professor Reese's curious project in Human Sexuality class, Abby is right behind him, hungry for any chance to catch his eye. 
 
      
 
    But the project is far from what Abby expects. She must be prepared to bare it all in front of her class, and give up her purity as well as her fertile body if she wants to get closer to the man she desires, and experience everything he can give her. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Breeding/Impregnation, School/College, Student/Teacher, Exhibitionism, Virgin/First Time 
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    The first day of college. The world around me suddenly seemed so new. I stepped out of my car, grabbed my books and headed toward the university's social sciences building. Psychology. I wanted to help people work out their lives. It felt like a noble calling. Of course, sex is a big part of all of us, no matter much we won't admit it. So I made sure to enroll in Professor Reese's human sexuality course, my first class of the day.  
 
    Newness came in other ways, too. College was going to be different than high school. I wasn't going to be the girl everyone ignored any more. I was going to be the talk of the class, I was going to have the man of my dreams sweep me right off my feet. 
 
    I found out I was more right than I could ever imagine. I walked into the building, and was taken aback at the majesty. I came from a pretty mediocre high school, so seeing a building actually taken care of got me looking up at the walls, admiring the murals painted along the interior. By the way, have I mentioned I'm a serious klutz? Because I am, and I walked myself right into what I'd been looking for. 
 
    The books hit the floor, and I would have stumbled right on top of them - if the person who I just ran into wasn't quick to catch me. "Oh - Oh - I'm so sorry!" I pleaded. Wandering collisions weren't an atypical event for me. 
 
    He helped me back to my feet, and kept looking right into my eyes. He was built lean, but strong, maybe a basketball player or something? His hair was nice. He smelled nice. He smiled nice. I smiled right back. He broke our silence. "Uhh, it's no problem. No one's hurt, so no big deal?" 
 
    "Oh, right, right." He helped get my things back in order, and I did the same for him. 
 
    "Uhh..." He nodded. "I'm Patrick, nice to meet you." He offered a hand. 
 
    I froze. What's my name? Do I even have a name? Wait, yes, you do have a name. I overcame my brain fart and accepted his handshake. "I'm A - Abby." I managed to spit out like a bashful six year old. Oh God, Abby, you're coming off desperate as hell, your dorkness is shining right through. 
 
    "You're looking good, Abby. Chill out. Relax." He tried to remove his hand from my grasp, but it locked around him. Patrick strained a bit, but freed his hand from mine a moment later. 
 
    "Oh - thank you. You're beautiful too." I replied, and immediately regretted it. You don't call boys beautiful, Abby. 
 
    He laughed. "Thanks. Never been called beautiful before. So where you heading, Abby?" 
 
    "Human Sexuality. Professor Reese." I was blushing from even mentioning anything remotely sex-related to the guy I just met.   
 
    "Same here. Maybe we can be study buddies."  
 
    "I'd, I'd really like that." I nodded. We started to finish our journey to the class. Professor Reese's lectures were held in this huge hall, with raised back rows, but all the desks ultimately created a semi-circle around the front of room. Oddly, for a psychology course, there was a padded table in the center. It looked like it belonged in med school classes instead of here. 
 
    Professor Reese herself sat at her desk, looking out the window. She was quite young for a college professor, but that only meant she was about thirty, give or take a few years. I saw her eyes draw over the students entering her class. It wasn't a casual glance. it was more studious, curious. Maybe studying people was just part of the psychology aspect of the class. 
 
    I found a seat and blushed more as Patrick was quick to sit beside me. Did he really like me?  
 
    No, of course not. He smelled nerd on you. He just wants to mooch all the answers, like that asshole Darren did in tenth grade. Fake interest and use you. 
 
    Self-esteem and me didn't play along together too well. When I turned nineteen over the summer, my big sister celebrated my birthday by taking me out and giving me with a whole new look. "Abby," she said, "You're a beautiful young woman. But the Princess Leia with thick glasses thing just isn't working for you." 
 
    She didn't mean the sexy slave girl Leia either. In high school, I was the dork, obsessed with the straight As, an endeavor that got me into one of the best schools in the country. I didn't care about how I looked one lick, dressing myself from thrift stores, the cheapest glasses that got the job done, ratty old sneakers, and hair was just an inconvenience I bundled up and shoved away. As such, the boys didn't pay me any attention. Well, not any positive attention, at least. I've had my share of traumatic experiences. 
 
    So after my sister got done with me, I started looking the way a smart young woman should. A low cut shirt, framed by a short sleeved blazer, and some cute shorts. A hair cut that was manageable as well as looking good - my sister was a miracle worker. She made me into a fine package that showed off everything nice about me, displaying my better assets without flaunting them - although knowing I wasn't hideous like I thought I was made flaunting much more tempting. Underneath all the new glitz and glamor, I was still the same geeky girl I always was. Breaking myself free of that self-image would be by no means be easy. 
 
    "Good afternoon, class." The room settled as the professor spoke and snapped me back to the present. "Welcome to Human Sexuality 101. I'm Professor Sasha Reese, and I'll be instructing you over the coming year. Yes, this is a year-long course. Human sexuality is a broad field that can't be covered in a simple semester schedule." 
 
    I did find that odd when I registered for it, but it was a valuable credit for my degree. It did count for double, though. 
 
    Professor Reese took up a stack of papers and began to hand them out. "This class has subject matter that is viewed as controversial, but as an educator I view it as excellent source material for understanding the topic. As such, I'm forced to present all of you non-disclosure agreements. You are not to talk about what happens in this class to people outside of the class. Strict confidentiality. If you break this, I will be forced to drop you and the university will take disciplinary action." 
 
    She began to drone on, but my sights drifted back to the guy sitting next to me. I admired his face, nearly swooning. Clean shaven, well maintained, a jaw I could cut stone on. I wanted to reach over and lay a kiss on him right now, and do things to him. I'm being vague because I only have the slightest clue what to do, being a virgin and all. All I know is that it's wonderful and I want to experience it, if not with Patrick, then with someone as hot as him. 
 
    I snapped my gaze away when he turned his head. "Abby? The professor's NDA?" 
 
    He held it under my face, me not taking it until it was there for a good five seconds. "Oh right. Thank you." You keep making yourself look like such an idiot, Abby. He'll think you're stupid and not even want to mooch answers off you and you'll totally lose your chance completely. 
 
    Professor Reese called out. "If you disagree with these terms, you are welcome to leave. The counselors will work with you to reassign you to an appropriate class. I'm not going to force anyone to do something they don't want to." 
 
    I stared down at the paper. The professor wasn't being oblique. It said everything she just said. That her classes lessons are to remain a secret. I'm suppose to keep confidentiality as a psychotherapist, so I figured I could consider this training. I signed it no issue, the scribbling throughout the the room told me that everyone else agreed too. Not one person went for the door. 
 
    The papers were handed back, and Professor Reese collected them. "Excellent. This brings us to the second part of the legality. I will need two volunteers. One male, and one female for the coming year. This will call for actions beyond what is expected of a student, so this part is not compulsory." 
 
    She dug out more forms, thicker, almost contract like.  
 
    "The two chosen will work closely together, and I expect them to get along. They should have little fear, and be ready to test their comforts of being the focus on the class." Reese sat down behind the desk. "Of course, if you carry out your part as volunteer, I will guarantee you a full A-plus without question of other performance, among," she hesitated, "other perks." She shifted her eyebrows. Something wasn't right with the situation, but I couldn't put my finger on it.  
 
    "Sounds like a good deal to me." Patrick said out of the side of his mouth, aimed in my direction. 
 
    "All those interested, please come forward and take a copy of the contract. I'll expect it filled in and returned tomorrow." Reese leaned back in her chair. 
 
    A few people, including Patrick, got up and went down to Professor Reese's desk. Those who made no moves I gazed over. They were quiet, not making eye contact, meek. They reminded me of, well, myself. All those going down were the confident and beautiful of the class. 
 
    I was sketchy of what Reese was selling. I knew I could get an A-plus the old fashioned way, my academic skills being the only thing I truly had confidence in. My sister told me I should have confidence elsewhere in my life as well. Patrick was signing up, though. If we got matched together for the year, I'd certainly get to know him a lot better, and maybe get to show him I wasn't just some bumbling foolish girl.  
 
    Jumping to my feet, I rushed down and grabbed a contract, and bolted back to my desk, almost embarrassed to be seen showing interest. Patrick was already reseated when I returned, shoving his papers in into his stuff. "Oh, you're going for it too, huh?" 
 
    "Trying to live a little." I responded, my voice barely audible. Our eyes met again, his a blue ocean I could get lost in without regret. He was lost in mine too, but they were brown, and I'm pretty sure there's no good romantic metaphor for brown eyes. 
 
    "If I could have everyone's attention and bring the class back to order." Some voice said. I didn't pay it any attention, instead focusing on Patrick. "Eyes to the front of the class, please." 
 
    I cracked a smile. Maybe he did like me beyond just being some nerd to latch on for the year for easy answers. 
 
    "Ahem!" Coughs. A few more moments passed. Then the thunder of a text book being dropped between us rang through the room. 
 
    We couldn't ignore her any longer. Together we glanced up. 
 
    "I do have a lesson to teach today, kids. They'll be plenty of time for you to be boyfriend and girlfriend outside of class." Professor Reese shot a scornful glare. 
 
    "We're - we're not..." I blushed, breaking eye contact from her as well. 
 
    "So you're not, then." She rubbed her chin, as she started back to the front of the room. "Alright then class, open up to page 7, and that'll start our introduction to today's lesson." 
 
    I did my best to give her attention, but I couldn't help but fantasize about getting closer to Patrick. 
 
    \ 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As I returned to my dorm room, I was faced with the behemoth of a contract. I pulled out my pen and made myself comfortable on my computer chair. The first part was basic information, my birth date, my gender, my name, my hair and eye color, it was like I was applying for a driver's license.  
 
    I flipped over the first page, and I was hit with odder questions. What do you consider your sexual orientation? While college was for experimenting, I considered myself straight. for now anyway.  
 
    How many sexual partners have you had thus far in your life? I saw a list of options: 1, 2-4, 5-9, 10+, and lastly one that said 'I am a virgin'. I blushed a little as I went ahead and checked it off. Professor Reese was all about confidentiality and non-disclosure, so it wasn't like she was going to pull me in front of the class and point to me, and say 'Hey everyone, Abby's a virgin! What a loser!' 
 
    They only got weirder from there, as I got into the female only portion of the contract. Are you currently using any sort of hormonal contraception?, a yes and a no box, and an 'if yes', box with a blank line. I checked no and moved on. Not like I've needed the pill right now, although I'd be on it in a hot minute if someone like Patrick started to get serious. I mean, I like the guy, but I just met him. It wasn't the time to start making babies. 
 
    Do you have any sexually transmitted infections? Nope.  
 
    Do you have any hindrances or disorders with your reproductive system? Still nope.  
 
    When was your last period? I had to stop and think, about a week and a half or so ago, give or take.  
 
    Weird. Really, really weird. Why was she so concerned with my fertility and sexual history? I mean, it was a human sexuality class, but that didn't mean I'd be fucking anyone. Would I? She did say something about being comfortable in high pressure situations in front of everyone. It really bugged me how vague the whole thing was. 
 
    It didn't help the next few pages were thick in legalese. My eyes glazed over, and I just sort of got the gist of it. I had to do whatever Professor Reese ordered during class hours, or else face deferral to the university's disciplinary committee and face high risk of expulsion. Bizarre terms for a class project, but there they were. 
 
    Pushing the papers to the side, I turned to my computer, and brought up a search. I figure even if she was crazy about the NDA and such, some student must have been disgruntled about it. So I typed in 'Professor Sasha Reese', and hit enter. In an instant, the first results were some rate-my-professors sites. I clicked through, and found that all of her former students loved her. Rave reviews about how awesome she was. Some guy named Davey gushing about how she's his favorite teacher ever and he was really sad he had to leave her class, and how she changed his life. Like really over-dramatic, like she fucked him or something. Another entry from one of her colleagues raving how good of a student she was, some guy named Rivera or something. 
 
    Not many negative reviews. Just some people complaining that they got booted out for not signing the NDA. I clicked back out to the search engine and tried to find something else, that wasn't one of those rating sites. Not a lot of luck, until I got to the bottom of the page, which stated Did you mean Sasha Reese? with the Professor part left out. My mouthed dropped. 
 
    The first results were porn sites. Could she have done? No. Sasha Reese doesn't sound like some sort of super rare name. Some porn star just shares it. Then I saw the titles. Sasha Reese gets fucked in front of the class! 
 
    I'll be perfectly honest. I don't do porn sites. I prefer using my imagination, maybe aided by a nice book with a racy romance, or perhaps something that just dumps the romance part entirely. You can be discreet, and I can fill in the details how I like them, like the heroine in every story I read is a frumpy naive virgin who the hero finds beautiful no matter what everyone else thinks. Not like I'm self-inserting or anything like that. 
 
    On a gamble, I clicked on one of those links, and expected a barrage of pop up ads for doing so. Luckily, my browser was well equipped to deal with it, and only had to deal with one or two. The video loaded quickly, teaching me that the university had really good broadband. It was a shaky cell phone camera, blurry, but I could make out what was going on. There was no audio.  
 
    On the table was a young woman, around my age, completely naked. An older man paced around her, touching her breasts, and her vagina. She was a nervous wreck. The face, the hair, they were unmistakable. It was Professor Reese. 
 
    Or at least someone who looks a lot like her. I mean, I don't believe everything the internet tells me. Maybe she has some misogynistic ass of a student who wanted to attach her name to some porn videos? There's billions of people in the world, so it had to be possible for someone else to have an appearance similar to someone else. The video continued, as the man pulled out his penis and began to mount the Sasha/Sasha-look-alike. He started to fuck her, turning to the class, saying things. I wished so much there was sound. 
 
    In the related videos section, there was another 'Sasha Reese' video. I clicked it, same crappy quality. This time it was a younger man on top of her, pounding into her from behind, her breasts swinging back and forth. Mesmerized, I found my free hand drifting down into my skirt, and into my panties. I watched as my professor, or person who looked like my professor, got fucked from behind. Students all around, watching her. 
 
    Shame? Does she have any? She smiled like mad as she was pounded. Everyone was watching her. If the video had sound, I'm sure there would be rude comments thrown at her.  It wasn't like she was only naked. She was fucking in front of everyone. Without regret.  
 
    I'd never been naked in front of anyone who wasn't a doctor. Even when my big sister gave me a makeover, I refused to let her come in the changing room with me. I had to admit - the idea was hot, so unbelievably wrong. I thought about what would happen if I was in Sasha's position, of being fucked in front of the class. That all of my peers would know every sexy, sinful desire I had underneath my nice, good girl facade.  
 
    My fingers slid in across my clit, my imagination taking over even as I watched the movie. I didn't see Professor Reese anymore, I saw me.  
 
    A ripple of pleasure went through me, a bit more intense than before in my lonely times. My pussy leaked, and I started to slowly fingerfuck myself as I watched, trying to match the rhythm as I saw it. Harder, faster her student went into her, his balls slapping up onto her skin. My mind created the sound of flesh smacking between them. I was enraptured, and my hands were creating something so special building in my core. My fingers pumped faster through my pussy lips. Quicker over my clit. I became relentless in my pursuit of bliss, that last bit to put me over the top. 
 
    A big wave hit me, my body shuddering as the orgasm lingered through. I knew there could be more for me if I had an actual man fucking me, that reality would blow away my fantasies. I gasped, and my eyes which had closed for my climax opened, watching the boy fucking Sasha groan himself, clutching her hips, and the professor tossing in her own throes of pleasure. 
 
    She turned herself over, and presented her pussy to the class, her fingers spreading her lips,  cum leaking out of her. The feeling of hot cream inside you, there wasn't anything I could imagine being more intimate.  
 
    That was so risky. Especially if you're not on the pill. Wasn't she worried about getting pregnant? 
 
    I glanced over to the contract, and all of the fertility-based questions. Wait, could that be the entire point? 
 
    Absurd. Like she would recruit students to breed in her class. 
 
    Then again, one man, one woman, a year long course. If the man was Patrick, you'd get to have sex with him. Feel his seed inside of you. 
 
    Really, really, absurd Abby. You said you didn't want to make babies with guys you just met. 
 
    My hands still soaked in my juices, I picked up the pen. I shouldn't even be considering this. This whole thing is shady, and what if it is your worst fear? 
 
    What if your worst fear is your greatest desire? 
 
    You won't even get picked, Abby. She probably wants someone with a bit of experience for whatever they're discussing. Just sign it, hand it in, forget it. I did just that. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next Human Sexuality class was more of the same. Patrick and I exchanged a few more awkward glances. I expected him to speak to me, ask me out, but he kept looking away when I looked at him. Could he be as nervous as I was?  
 
    That nasty voice in my head just reminded me he didn't really like me. 
 
    I pushed it aside. I noticed that Professor Reese seemed to be more concerned with the contracts that were set in front of her than the class, only passively lecturing, telling us to study and discuss things about the books ourselves. The fact that I had seen her in those videos stayed fresh in my mind. Those must have been years ago if it really was her.  
 
    The following day though, first thing in the morning, the seats were filled, and Professor Reese had more than a little spring in her step and smile in her face. "Good morning, people!" she called out. 
 
    There was a mumbed greeting in return. College students weren't usually equipped to be awake this early, even at 9 am. 
 
    "I've made a decision regarding our two important volunteers for the year." 
 
    Goosebumps hit my skin. I wondered if I knew any more than the rest of the class what Reese had possibly done in the past. I pushed it out of my mind, reminding myself that, yes, this was all far too absurd. 
 
    "I got many applicants, but unfortunately, I had to reject a good deal of you for various reasons. STIs, birth control selections, or having to wait far too long for your ovulation." She paced as she explained. 
 
    Glancing around the room, I saw confusion on a lot of the faces of her students. I wasn't in much of a better position, as it suddenly seemed as if there was more credence in my absurd thoughts.  
 
    Reese picked up her clipboard, and took a heaving breath. "But there was still a hard choice. It ultimately came down to something intangible - chemistry. Yes, chemistry. It's not just about combining chemicals, there's an unseen factor in human relations, of how we work with one another. This applies to sex as well." 
 
    She glared up toward Patrick. 
 
    "First, I'd like to announce my choice for our male participant. Patrick Keaton, if you would come to the front of the room." 
 
    I turned my head and watched as Patrick stood, carefully pushing his chair in. He was taking deep breaths. I wasn't the only one nervous as all hell about this. He walked down, and took a place next to Professor Reese, who started to pace around him. 
 
    "Ladies in the room, raise your hands if you find Patrick here sexy. I want honesty from all of you. One of the parts of signing up for this class is that we don't be shy about what we find attractive." It was almost unanimous. Nearly every girl had her hand up, and even two or three of the guys. I meekly raised my own, and noticed that Professor Reese had hers up as well. "Good, good." 
 
    The blood rushed to Patrick's face. It wasn't everyday the teacher asked everyone to rate your sexiness like some sort of tacky website. 
 
    "Patrick here is in the prime of his life. Strong, potent, virile, He's what, if humans practiced such cattle-like ideas, would be called prime breeding stock." Reese ran her hand over his arms, petting him, and running her fingers over his hands. I could feel the nervous sensations he was feeling, it was almost overwhelming. "But we all know that breeding isn't all about the man. It takes two to tango if you will. That's why I requested a female volunteer as well." 
 
    I swallowed. Was it going to be me? Did I want it to be me? I did want to be closer to Patrick, and I had ideas that no matter what it was Professor Reese had planned, I'd be getting very, very close to him. 
 
    "Abby Thomas. Please come down to the front of the room." 
 
    I stared at Professor Reese. I didn't move, my muscles weren't working. 
 
    "Abby?" 
 
    With great will, I managed to move my leg, and then my head. The whole room had brought their eyes down on me, watching as I struggled to stand, and stumble down the stairs to the front of the room. Reese was there to throw her arm over my shoulder, and comfort me in my time of nervousness. 
 
    She made sure I was facing the room before continuing her lecture. "Same question for Abby, boys, - and girls, given the response for Patrick. Do you find her sexy?" Hands shot up, all over the room. Only one boy in the entire room didn't raise his hand, and he was crossing his arms with a scowl on his face, so I got the idea nothing would please him anyway. Four girls had their hand up, and one flashed me her tongue making a phone gesture. Professor Reese had her hand up as well, but the most important hand in the room was right next to me - Patrick's, and it was way above him. 
 
    Reese took her hand off me and stood in front of us. Patrick and I exchanged glances, us having one important thing in common between us right now. We were both nervous as hell and didn't know what was to come. 
 
    "Abby, much like Patrick, is prime breeding material. Healthy, nice breasts that her children - and lover - will love, good thighs. The only evolutionary flaw could be her glasses, signifying her nearsightedness. But this is human sexuality of course, we're more complex creatures that trying to find the best physical traits in our mates. The glasses add a quality of cuteness, kindness, telling you something about her without her saying anything." 
 
    I just thought it made me a dork no one wanted to hang out with. Very few people paid Ms. Reese any mind. The eyes of the classroom were curiously on Patrick and I, pondering just what was coming our way. 
 
    "Of course," The professor continued, "Why am I going on and on about this? Human sexuality is so firmly rooted in our primal nature, it influences everything we do. And why is it such? Simple. Procreation. We live to breed, to pass on our genes, we look to find a mate to build a family with. Some of us shun this path, but the vast majority of everyday people are driven by finding the perfect man or woman in their lives. Every act, from the first flirtations to the final climax is driven by this." 
 
    On and on about procreation. All those questions about my fertility. No birth control, I was ovulating. I was a perfect candidate.  
 
    "Anyone paying these two any attention whatsoever these past few days can see they can't keep their eyes off eachother. Too bashful to pull the trigger, I think we're going to give them an ice breaker, by examining the mating habits of the human male and female this morning. That's right, I'm going to help Abby and Patrick conceive a child." 
 
    Her smile was slight, as if she didn't just say something as crazy as what she just said. Over the classroom, confused and bewildered glances were exchanged.  
 
    "I know this sounds controversial, but this was the purpose of the non-disclosure agreement, as well as the contracts Abby and Patrick signed. I have complete cooperation from the university's faculty for my lessons, so no one has to worry anything about us doing anything that would be considered illegal." 
 
    My breathing matched my heart rate. I connected all the dots. I wasn't ready to be a mother. That contract, though. It said I agreed to follow Professor Reese's orders without question.  Even still, there was Patrick. 
 
    He couldn't even look me right in the eyes. He wasn't going to be carrying a child, but this was still completely nuts for him.  
 
    "So, my faithful volunteers." She spun around to face us. "I'm going to need you to strip. You can't procreate very well fully clothed." 
 
    "In front of everyone?" I meekly responded. 
 
    "Why, yes, of course. If I let you two go do things in a back room, no one's going to learn anything. Get used to showing off your body, Abby. You'll learn it's really quite beautiful." She stepped toward me, and placed a hand onto my abdomen. "It'll be even more beautiful as your belly grows. A lot of people find that motherly bump sexy as hell." 
 
    I just entered into an agreement with a crazy person. You know what, Abby? You probably knew more than anyone else what this could have led to. You saw the videos. You still signed the papers. "Oh - okay." I meekly kicked off the sandals I was wearing that day. It was a start. 
 
    Patrick heaved, and started untying his sneakers, placing them off to the side. He was probably more conditioned to being naked in front of others, I'd bet he had been in locker rooms throughout his high school career, and he didn't really fight too hard in taking off his shirt, revealing that the firmness of his arms didn't lie. There was a rippling yummy chest underneath, shaved. If I wasn't scared shitless, I'd go over there and trace my fingers over those pecs. 
 
    "Note how Abby is devouring Patrick with her eyes." Reese began to explain. "She's been crushing on him for the past two days, and is now enjoying what she's been wanting to see. If she wasn't already panicking from the fear of what was about to happen to her, her heart rate would be increasing with mild arousal from seeing a healthy, attractive man in front of her." 
 
    Was she going to narrate everything I was feeling? Did she do this often? She was right, as I didn't want to take my eyes off him as he started to undo his jeans, and slide them down his legs, revealing that his choice of undergarments were practical boxer briefs. Even his legs were sexy, just lean muscle everywhere. I'd file the sight away for later fantasies, no matter what was about to happen. 
 
    "Feel free to admire Patrick too girls - and guys - he really is quite the specimen." Patrick flashed a half-hearted smile. Reese turned back to me. "Well, Abby? We're still waiting for you." 
 
    I'd opted for a t-shirt and some skinny jeans myself that day. I've had my hands at the bottom of my shirt for awhile, trying to work up the guts to pull it over my head. I had to psych myself up. Big sis said you have wonderful breasts - and they all thought you were sexy. I kept repeating it as I began to pull the shirt up and over, revealing my plain, black utilitarian bra. As I threw the garment down, I glanced over to the crowd, all eyes on me, whether if they wanted me or not. As was Patrick's. His eyes shifted in a way that gave me a loud and clear message - he liked what he saw. 
 
    Bottom. I thanked myself for wearing clean panties today, as I undid the button. I tried to call back to a yoga class I attended once, to control my breathing, calm myself, as I began to push the denim down and let it slide around my bare ankles. I stepped out of them, and placed them nicely to the side. I closed my eyes, trying to pretend that if I couldn't see them they couldn't see me, my mind shouting at me that the notion of that was idiotic. I wanted to be in denial a little longer. 
 
    "I think they're looking even better than they have before, aren't they class?" Reese acted as cheerleader, raising her hands, and getting some positive vibes sent our way. Cat calls, though, just reminded me that I was a good girl. The nerd. The nerd doesn't get naked in front of her class. The professor patted me on the back. "Now come on you two, off with the rest of it. I need some naked bodies, not underwear models. You're going to be spending a good deal of the next year in front of us nude, so you're going to have to get over your modesty sooner rather than later." 
 
    She was right, of course. I could run out of the classroom screaming, yes. I'd ruin my academic career before even starting it. I glanced over at Patrick, as he was quicker to get over himself. I watched as the first cock I ever saw in person sprung out as he slid the garment down. I wanted that. I wanted to experience that. I had no idea if I'd ever be able to outside this classroom.  
 
    Cheers from some of the girls as they admired the now fully naked Patrick. He got in the thick of things, showing a bit of pride, hands on his hips, having a good excuse to whip it at the girls. I realized his bravado was simply a mask, trying to be cool in front of a tense situation, get laughs, put off the thoughts that you had to fuck in front of your entire class. 
 
    Soon enough, eyes were back on me. I didn't have the bravado to urge myself forward. I kept telling myself that I shouldn't be afraid, that they loved me. In an instant, I snapped the latch of the bra. My hands covered the cups. Closing my eyes, entering my childish world of denial again, I lowered the bra away from my boobs, letting them hang loose. Honestly, I hated my bra, and loved the sudden freedom I was feeling. Just I didn't typically embrace this freedom with my classmates getting an eyeful of my nipples. 
 
    "Check these out, class." Professor Reese suddenly got very hands on with her lesson. Her hand covered my breast, running a finger over my areola. I gasped, enjoying the little tingling that spread through my body. It was the first time someone besides my doctor had ever touched them. "Aren't these wonderful? Breasts are great things. Sensitive, tender, a great source of pleasure, on top of the practical purpose they bring. Big ones like these are good indicators that Abby here is going to be a wonderful mother." 
 
    That term still stung my psyche. I was nineteen. Motherhood wasn't in my short term plans.  
 
    "How about the rest of you? We can't teach a lesson on reproduction if you insist on wearing panties, Abby." 
 
    God. The biggest secret for me weighed heavily on my mind. The thing is, relatively, I wasn't that scared of exposing myself to my class.  
 
      
 
    I was scared of my class finding out that I was enjoying doing so. 
 
    Somewhere in psyching myself up, telling myself I was sexy, repeating it, I started to believe it. That after years of only negative attention from others about my appearance, I had blossomed into a beautiful swan, who wanted to share her new-found beauty with everyone. 
 
    I was soaking wet, and I wouldn't be able to hide it.  
 
    "Abby? Would you remove your panties please?" She draped her arm around me.  
 
    Thumbs into the waistbands, I pushed them down, got it over with. The panties hit the ground, and I stared at them, not wanting to watch everyone gawk at me, even though I was more than certain they were. 
 
    "Ah, now we can see her genitals, and that she is highly aroused, her labia spreading its lips for us and producing its own lubrication, making it easier for a penis to penetrate her. Can anyone in class present an explanation for her excitement?" Reese stepped away from me and pointed at the class. 
 
    "She's - uh, a slut?" One guy suggested, stinging me. 
 
    "Let's be nice. Abby and Patrick are volunteers here. A less profane answer?" 
 
    "We're all looking at her?" A girl suggested, a more honest response. 
 
    "Closer to the mark. This is the wonderful yet confusing thing about human sexuality. We create situations that honestly, should bring us no stimulation." She paced away from me. "Such as being naked in a public space. Abby here is in her natural state, as God or nature or whatever you believe intended her. Yet she is excited by it. Aren't we, Abby?" 
 
    "Yes." I murmured, remembering my agreement to honesty. 
 
    "Because we have created a taboo. We aren't suppose to be naked except around those closest to us. When we share our bodies so freely, most people are frightened, even if there is no reason to be. For some, the idea that they are being bad, breaking society's rules fills them with excitement. And sometimes, shame from their excitement. Abby here, much like myself, has an exhibitionist streak that she may have never even known about." 
 
    She was completely right. My body had become the new toy I wanted to share with everyone. Of course, I didn't want to admit to it. I was a good girl. A virgin. Virgins don't gleefully show their bodies to their class.  
 
    Professor Reese continued her hands on approach to education, her fingers sliding over my slit, tingling me ever so slightly with her light touch. Firmer she became as she intruded into my pussy, her finger pressing back against my walls, the friction and wetness shuddering all over. I heaved a breath, the ripples roaming through me, and the intrusion of fingers stopping so soon. With a finger still in me, she brought her mouth to my ear, speaking soft enough so that only I could hear. "So you are a virgin. I was pretty sure you weren't lying, but you can't always be sure." 
 
    Past her head, I glanced over at my lab partner for the day. Patrick watched with great intent as my teacher molested me, his hand shaking, wanting to touch himself but his mind reminding him that it's inappropriate to do so in public.  
 
    "Do - do I have to do this?" I asked my teacher, barely above a whisper. 
 
    "Stop worrying. I'll make sure your first time is something that you're going to remember for many years to come." Her thumb rubbed my clit for a sudden surge through my core, her own unique way of teaching me what was coming. I stifled my moans out of embarrassment for my plight as my professor continued to fingerfuck me. Her voice rose to meet the class again. "Abby here is more than ready. There are so many indicators. Class? What do you see besides the wet pussy?" 
 
    "Her nipples are rock hard." 
 
    "She's fighting to not moan in front of us." 
 
    "Her pupils are dilated!" Everyone in the room turned to the girl who had called that out. "What? I already read the textbook. Not my fault you don't have the same passion for this I do." 
 
    "Right." Professor Reese continued, her fingers still pumping in and out of me, as if it were no different than writing on a chalkboard. "Good. You're all not oblivious that there's more to arousal than a hard cock. Speaking of which..." 
 
    I forced out another gasp as her fingers suddenly left my pussy. Subconsciously, my fingers went to replace hers, liking the stimulation. I fought to stop myself, remembering Patrick's own struggle for decency. I mean, people were watching me. 
 
    Reese, using the hand covered with my juices, grabbed Patrick by the cock, which wasn't yet fully hard. It quivered a bit from her touch, and more as the professor slathered the wetness all over him, grabbing him and guiding him. "Abby, if you would please get down on your knees." 
 
    I glared at my teacher. Did - did she want me to? I obliged, knowing that I had agreed to her terms. One knee, then the other, and she pulled Patrick forward, his cock and balls right at the level of my mouth. The musk of his scent filled my nostrils, hinting vaguely of sweat, but it wasn't repulsive in the slightest. It was oddly enticing, actually. 
 
    "Oral sex. Truly, from an evolutionary standpoint, it serves no obvious purpose, beyond the social bond formed by the two participants. It is a selfless act to do for another, an act with no immediate reciprocation. But we do it, and we love to do it, don't we Abby?" 
 
    "I - I don't know." I replied, eying Patrick's cock, which Reese had released. It trembled in the cool air of the room. A curious first timer, I admired every detail, wanting to do my own in-depth study of it. 
 
    "You want to please Patrick, don't you? You want him to like you, so that he'll do things with you, of romantic and lusty nature?" Reese stood at my side, arms crossed, observing me. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Then what do you want to do, Abby?" 
 
    I swallowed. "Suck his cock." 
 
    "Good. Why not give it a try?" 
 
    My fingers shot out, and ran my hand over his flesh, the whole package shuddering from my touch. My eyes eased up to him, Patrick looking down with a strange emotional cocktail of concern and desire. He was about to get blown by the girl he was crushing on, isn't this what all boys want? I turned my focus to the heat under my fingertips. It was something I'd never enjoyed before, but was curious to further explore. 
 
    "Why not try using your tongue to start with?" Reese suggested, taking on the teacher role in a way I never expected. I snaked my tongue through my lips, and down to the sack, and gave it a curious lick. The sound of a gasp out of Patrick. He liked that, so I did it again, longer, thicker licks all around his balls. I teased the base of the shaft, holding his slowly rising cock up to get at him, and then dragging my tongue up each nerve of the underside, tasting his flesh and enjoying his staggered breathing. 
 
    Out of the corner of my sight, I noticed the whole room watching me intently sucking my first cock. There's no turning back after you've seen someone at their most base and sexual, and I was somewhat anxious that I'd be seeing these people almost every day for the rest of the year. They'd know that no matter how sweet I outwardly presented myself, I was, deep down, a filthy cocksucker. For the first time, a smile came to my face as I laid a kiss right on the head of Patrick's dick.  
 
    I began to slip him through my lips, my mouth as tight as it could be and still take him in. I didn't know much about sucking cock other than maybe I should be sucking on him. He liked that more than enough, his kind fingers running through my hair. I felt another hand on my shoulder, Professor Reese's. "Remember to use your tongue when he's inside you too, Abby." 
 
    A faint nod, and I did just that, letting it wrap around him stimulate him on top of my sucks. My hands massaged his balls, and jerked the base of his cock, helping him get fully hard. All my work soon started to pay off, as I felt him reach his full strength inside, his size poking and stretching my cheeks. 
 
    "Excellent! Now try to take him deeper down your throat. It may be uncomfortable, but the joy of pleasing your partner commonly outweighs any personal discomfort. If you truly want nothing more than to please him, you do anything you can." 
 
    Patrick gasped, his head slowly nodding back, managing the pleasures I was massaging into his cock. Professor Reese was right. I wanted Patrick to like me. Love me. Do unto others seem to also apply to sex, I was quickly learning. Slowly, I took one deep breath, and took my crush deeper down my throat. I gagged, but fought it. All of him inside my lips, all of it. The pressure jerking his flesh, my tongue lubricating his penetration. I loved it. It was uncomfortable as Professor Reese said, but the way it made me feel, a dirty, sexual being. It was all worth it.  
 
    He helped guide his cock in and out of my mouth, his breaths staggering bit by bit. A salty substance touched my tongue. My smile went further. If I wanted to, I could make him cum right down my throat, and I was tempted by the idea, desiring to get a nice big taste of him. 
 
    It wasn't to be. Gently, Professor Reese pushed Patrick away from me, his cock sliding out of my mouth, my tongue giving it one last rub as it did so, a trickle of precum dribbling out of the corner of my grin. "You're going to have to wait, Patrick. I can't have you wasting your seed in her throat. The lesson calls for your testicles to have their full reserve ready." 
 
    A sigh. He really wanted to cum right then and there, but for me, I was wondering what the next part of the lesson was. The class watched intently, the boys admiring me, chatting about me to the others in the room. I couldn't make out all of the conversations, but I did catch one guy asking his girlfriend why can't she do that to him.  
 
    "Abby, please stand, and lay back on the table here, and spread your legs." Professor Reese took my hand, guiding me to my feet. I enjoyed the sudden freedom to breath unhindered by cock.  
 
    The precarious padded table in the center of the room - this is what it was for, what she had planned all along. I laid back on it, the cold leather warming quickly to my body heat. I spread my legs and closed my eyes to think. I was about to lose my virginity. In front of the entire class. I always expected it to be a tender, loving experience, not something cold and  clinical like this.  
 
    She loomed tall over me, running her fingers over my flesh. My body was still fired up, taking my crush's cock down my throat turning me on even more than before. She waved Patrick over, him hovering over me. We shared another look. Television had always told me that boys wanted nothing more than to shove it in you. I didn't get that headstrong boldness from him. His glance told me he wanted it, but maybe he didn't want to get it this way, that he wanted my permission to do these things to me, instead of just following the teacher's instruction. 
 
    Professor Reese crossed her arms before the class. "Modern sexuality is a more balanced relationship. While giving oral is innately a selfless act, we expect to receive the same in return. So if Abby sucked Patrick's cock, it's only fair that Patrick eat Abby out. Have you eaten pussy before, Patrick?" 
 
    He nodded eagerly. "Not much I love more, Professor Reese." 
 
     My heart skipped a beat, realizing I could put off the inevitable a bit longer. Not to mention my curiosity about Patrick's enthusiasm. His coarse hands ran down my thighs, gliding into my folds, replacing Reese's hands with his own. While my professor had her own graceful way of pleasing me, I knew that I liked men, Patrick's touch was much more wonderful. Those thick fingers digging into my pussy, pushing into my walls, his head lowering, and his hot breath tickling every sensitive part. His tongue replaced fingers, licks going over the sensitive areas and circling the outside of my sex. Moist, warm, it was intoxicating as it sent waves of delight over me. 
 
    I could sit back and enjoy it. Patrick was doing all of this just for me, and it was wonderful. That tongue pushed past my lower lips and delved into my walls, pushing against it and tickling me. He kept his thumb on my clit, massaging with his touch, a shock each time he brushed over it, ripples of sensation flowing through me. My hands went to his head, pushing him deeper, doing my part to encourage him to keep going, my breaths short, my neck dropping my head so the class could view my moaning face. 
 
    There was something special about being seen like this, letting people see you worshiped as a goddess by some hot guy. Denied attention for years, my body wanted it so much, and it was now getting it. I was beautiful. It wasn't a mantra to get me to take my clothes off anymore. I now fully believed it. 
 
    I had to release his hair, and let him do his thing. My body began to tense, and I pushed myself up to deal with the onslaught of delights that were being given to my body. I still fought the moan, the quiet virgin inside me still finding great shame, not yet ready to accept my delight. "Please - Patrick, Oh..." 
 
    "Watch Abby, closely, class." Professor Reese, continued, gently petting my hair as I coped with the building pressure in my core. "Unlike the male, I have no reason to deny Abby the opportunity to cum this moment. Many women aren't multi-orgasmic, but finding out one's sexual appetite and limits is one of the great joys of sexuality. Abby will answer that question shortly, because she must know that she's not done after this." 
 
    Not done after this? I didn’t know whether to dread or embrace the statement, the sensations through my body dangling me over the cliff of something greater. I had to stop biting my tongue, letting a low moan come through me. More rapidly, Patrick rubbed his thumb over my clit, sending a pounding pleasure over me, again and again. Just a little more and I'd find something greater than anything before. 
 
    That little more came as my devious professor leaned behind me, and began to rub my nipples, pinching them around the areola. Patrick slapped his tongue onto my clit, the moist press at last sending me over to orgasm. I cried out loud, and despite every eye in the room being on me, I didn't notice them. I only knew the feelings that pounded through me at that moment in time.  
 
    My crush dragged it out, pressuring my tender clit, and I think I loved him for it. Professor Reese cupped my breasts as she continued her lesson. "There are some that believe the female orgasm helps with conception. This isn't a unanimous belief, but I personally believe we should embrace it anyway. There's nothing sexier than knowing the man you're with has the ability to bring you the greatest pleasures you'll ever know."  
 
    Panting, I started to decline from my high, and the professor lowered me down to the table gently. I looked up at her, adding gratitude to my bewildered appearance.  
 
    "Now the main event. Foreplay is invaluable as you've seen, but penetration is absolutely necessary if we're discussing the foundation of sexuality - procreation. Patrick, prepare to penetrate Abby here." 
 
    That brought me down to Earth real fast. I grabbed my Professor's hand concerned. Could I trust Patrick to be gentle with me for my first time?  
 
    She didn't pay me any mind beyond continuing to caress my breasts and stomach. "Abby, as some of you may have figured out, is a virgin." 
 
    I shuddered with vague embarrassment. She did announce it to the class, just not in the way I expected. 
 
    "What you have seen thus far is her first sexual experience with another person. She's taking to it quite well. But the human body has flaws, flaws that bring us anxiety. I speak of course, of the hymen. Vestigial, serving no real purpose, society has taken it as a symbol of purity. A woman with one, of course, must still be a virgin. Disregarding the the many other ways to lose this flap of skin, it leads many girls to be quite afraid of their first times." 
 
    Patrick loomed over me, breathing deeply. His cock head bounced against my pussy lips, filling my imagination with thoughts of the immediate future. His face read uncertainty as he looked to me. His lips moved, and although I couldn't hear his voice, I read them clearly. "Are you okay with this?" 
 
    He didn't want to take me unless I wanted it. My heart told me, that even as I barely knew the guy, if I shook my head with a firm 'No', he'd march out of this classroom and eat any punishment rather than do something that could never be taken back. 
 
    "Now, you can choose to get rid of it via a finger, a sex toy, or other ways, but western culture has attached a great deal of intimacy to losing it to penetration by a penis. Abby here is doing us a great service, sharing with us one of the most memorable moments of her life for us to observe, and we should all thank her for volunteering." Professor Reese led a round of clapping.  
 
    I gazed over to the rest of the students. Their eyes never left me as they clapped. Like watching a virgin suffer through her first time made it all the more interesting, that my pain was going to make their day. I squeezed my pussy's muscles, as if I were bracing myself for a blow that was coming down on me.  
 
    "The loss of the hymen doesn't have to ruin the first sexual experience by any means. There are ways to overpower that pain, such as overwhelming the female with pleasure." In an instant, Professor Reese's hand went down to my clit, still tender from the orgasm Patrick brought me. She gently massaged it, glancing down at my crush. "Push into her pussy slowly. Class, pay attention to Abby's face, read her reactions to a cock in her slit for the very first time." 
 
    Patrick still had his sight locked with mine. He was awaiting my answer. 
 
    Enthusiastically, I nodded. 
 
    I closed my eyes, expecting pounding blood and agony everywhere. So many horror stories. I was going to suffer in front of my whole class, all of them seeing me at my most vulnerable. How would I be able to look at them after all of this?  
 
    Simply bliss as he began to slide his cock through my tender folds. That pulsing organ was something unlike what my vibrator or even his tongue could ever hope to bring me. Maybe it was all over-played nonsense, and I wouldn't feel a thing? 
 
    Wrong. Stabbing pain shot through my core, a grimace overtaking my face. The gradual and calm nature of Patrick didn't rush it, and Professor Reese was right there, her finger on my clit, rubbing the aching nub again, sending a counter to the pain through me. Utter delight. My body was overwhelmed and conflicted, and I think I even smiled through it, and Patrick continued to push in, the flow of blood trickling out of my pussy from around his cock. 
 
    "Oh. I forgot to put a towel down. Oh well." The professor mused as she saw our juices starting to flow. She never let up calmly petting my clit, letting Patrick lift up my legs and bring that cock deeper inside. The pain of virginity was as gone as my virginity itself, as Patrick began to rock in and out of me over and over. No pain, no grimace, only joy on my face, wave after wave of sensation rippling through my body from the friction between us.  
 
    Faster and faster, Patrick picked up his pace, seeing I was far past the point of the innocent virgin anymore. His balls slapped into my ass, the slick sounds of our meeting filling my ears rhythmically, as I reached up and placed my hands around his head, and did my best to move into him, bucking, and this time squeezing my pussy muscles to please him even further. He leaned down, his bare, shaved chest squeezing against my breasts, and laid his first kiss on me. 
 
    It amazed me how such a simple act could bring me into lust even further. Our tongues tangled, and sparks ignited in my head much like they were surging through the rest of my body. It was tender, almost romantic if you'd believe. If we weren't fucking on a padded table in front of the whole class and our professor, anyway.  
 
    He broke the kiss, and looked right into my eyes, never slowing his growing pace of pounding into me. "You've been dominating my mind the past few days, Abby. Getting to see your body, and everything about you this soon? This is beyond something I could ever even dream. To be fucking you on top of it? And being your first? God, the pressure is on me to fuck the ever living shit out of you and give you something to remember for a lifetime."  
 
    "Ohh..." I struggled to reply, but I think a smile and a moan got the message across as he pistoned in and out of me, the orgasmic pleasure I had felt only minutes before rapidly coming back. I didn't want this to end, but I knew it would, eventually.  
 
    "What you see here class," Professor Reese began again, "Is the classic missionary position of intercourse. The man on top, controlling it. It is often regarded as the most boring position, but there is something great it brings that many others fail to do. You can look right into your lovers eyes, see their soul, their passions, their reactions to every little move you make. It is also an ideal position for procreation, and why for centuries reactionary prudes said this was the only Godly way to enjoy the fruits of marriage." 
 
    Reese slapped Patrick's ass as she continued to pace around. 
 
    "But this is a secular university, so I am requesting that Patrick and Abby adjust themselves, and experience a new position." 
 
    Patrick looked at me and sort of shrugged. "What do you want to do, babe?" 
 
    I looked over, and considered my position through my haze, as Patrick slowed down. His own body shielded mine from the eyes of the class, giving me a vague sense of modesty. I was no longer a virgin. Nothing should hold me back from fully expressing my sexuality without restraint. I wanted the real me to come out, not the quiet dork who kept my spirit locked away. "Let - let me ride you, Patrick." 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. I felt him leave me, a regrettable sensation. I slid myself off the table, sweating, and already sore from everything I had experienced so far. I had it in me to drive myself to experience something else, and complete the lesson that Professor Reese wanted us to teach. The lesson that would let his cum flood my womb, for me to experience that sensation for the very first time.  
 
    Patrick laid back on the table, and I climbed up, my hand wrapping around his cock. My breasts were open for the entire class to see, my pussy as well. Nothing was hidden as I straddled him, lowering my wanting slit onto his ample cock. My body ached for him, from even the brief moments of not having his love. With him well aimed, I dropped, letting gravity plunge him deep inside me, feeling him fill me almost entirely, the head of his cock in prime position to get his sperm where it needed to go. 
 
    I looked over the classroom, my captive audience. It was suppose to be a lesson, but it was just as much a show, and I was the star, center stage. With my hands on Patrick's chest, I pushed myself up on him, his cock rubbing against my walls as he withdrew, and the sudden shock that came with the plunge back inside. The surge of delights was quite potent, more sudden and powerful than him simply fucking me. It was a different flavor of the same great dish, all wonderful in their own way. 
 
    Patrick placed his hands on my hips, and used all that lean muscle to help me ride him, letting me pop up and down on his cock, harder, and faster. The pressure so completely building through me. This was going to be something marvelous. 
 
    "Our volunteers have switched to a cowgirl position." Professor Reese said, breaking her own amusement at our show, and remembering her job as teacher. "This position allows the woman to be in greater control of the intercourse. We can see that Abby is readily and fiercely fucking her partner now, a vast change from when she started and she was reluctant at best. The downsides of this position, of course, are a decreased chance of fertilization due to that pesky gravity, but we'll have plenty of times to try for conception the rest of the week." 
 
    Again? I'll get to feel this again? Yes! I was lost in myself. My body bounced happily on top of Patrick, my breasts whipping against my chest, my hair going wherever it wanted in my frenzy. My eyes opened and saw that I had created a captive and driven audience, and that I wanted them to see the real me. I was a sexy woman, a sexy woman who wanted everyone to know her lusts. I let my moans be my roar of affirmation. I wasn't fighting them anymore, letting my mouth hang loose. Any sound was free to escape.  
 
    "Note the moaning that Abby is now doing. A theory of some sociologists is that mankind isn't meant to be a monogamous creature. That the woman's passionate moans during intercourse are meant to be her call for other men to come and fuck her as well. It could be said that the gangbang is truly the natural human way of procreation." 
 
    Even in my lusty haze, I managed to flash my professor a look. 
 
    "But perhaps that's for another day, another lesson." 
 
    I didn't need a gangbang right now. Patrick was enough. I kept up my gleeful bouncin fuck onto his cock, and he did his part in helping me keep up the pace. One hand of his slid in, and placed a thumb on my clit, already quite stimulated by the running of his rod into my sex. That little bit of extra stimulation kicked up my journey up toward nirvana, and pounding sensations throughout my core were overtaking me quickly. 
 
    Until I couldn't fight it. One last thrust and I wasn't bouncing anymore, it was on Patrick's powerful hands and hips to keep that cock slamming in and out of me, my body submitting to the great pleasures I had been working toward for the past hour. All over, my nerves flared with wild delight, my back arching so profoundly, my muscles tightening all over,  most profoundly in my pussy, bliss forcing it quiver around his pounding cock. 
 
    I collapsed forward onto my lover, his arms crossing my back, pulling me close as his rapid rate slowed, his groans sounding into my ear, and one last thrust drove his cock deep into me, our bodies embraced and tangled with one another.  A shudder, and I felt his cock begin to pulse, his hot cream following. 
 
    The final part of my experience. His seed emptying out of his ball sack and being funneled so completely into my vulnerable, unprotected womb. Burst after burst of the heat coursed through me, the sensations lingering, and I knew that this was my most perfect ending to fucking, making love, I don't know what the hell you'd call what me and Patrick just did, but I wanted more of it. 
 
    In one another's arms, his cock still plugging up my pussy, we shared another kiss, each stewing in the others grasps. 
 
    "And that class, is the act of breeding between humans. I hoped you all took notes and didn't just think this was a free porno show. There will be a test." Professor Reese continued her spiel to the class, letting Patrick and I enjoy our rest for however long we needed.  
 
    Chairs started to shuffle. It entered my thoughts that I too, still had classes. My womb had guaranteed me an A in this one, but there were other things I still had to study for. Patrick realized this as well, his deflating cock slipping out of me. I slid off him, sitting legs spread onto the padded table, looking down at my pulsing, tired pussy. A mixture of cum and blood leaked out of me, the cum clinging to my skin. I smiled, realizing that wasn't a first time just anyone got to experience.  
 
    "You two did great." Professor Reese approached us, a huge smile on her face. "I know it was kind of shady for me to spring something like pregnancy on you out of nowhere, but the surprise aspect is just part of the fun." 
 
    Thoughts stirred in my head, concern claiming my face. Motherhood at nineteen. It wasn't exactly cheap. 
 
    "Oh, don't make that face. You'll be taken care of. I have connections." She patted me on the shoulder. "Now don't be late for your next classes, you two. It'll be tiring for a few days, but trust me, all the other students I've put through this got used to it. They all told me at the end of the year it was more than worth it." 
 
    She took off, a spring in her step. It was the gait of a woman who loved her job. 
 
    My feet touched the floor, my legs aching, visible pain in my face. Patrick was right there to hold me up. He brought me my clothes before his own, and helped me get dressed. Soon enough, we were both ready to get to our next class, the filthy, smelling of sex messes we both were. 
 
    An arm around my shoulder, he started to walk me up the aisle and out of the classroom. "This is going to sound weird, since you know, I just knocked you up and all," 
 
    "Hmm?" I turned my head toward him. 
 
    "You want to go get something to eat after school? My treat?" 
 
    He was asking me out. Oh my God. It was odd, feeling those butterflies after everything we just went through. "Absolutely." I gave him the biggest smile I could manage. 
 
    It was going to be a great year.  
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Bareback 104 
 
    By Eliza DeGaulle 
 
   
  
 

 Description 
 
    The terms are clear: her professor wants her reputation, her modesty, as well as her fertile body. 
 
      
 
    June was struggling to keep it all together - her job, her boyfriend, and her academic career all at the same time, trying to be the hard working student everyone around her wants her to be. 
 
      
 
    But when her life falls apart like a house of cards, she's left struggling for some way to pick up the pieces. Her human sexuality professor, John Nikolas, offers her help. It seems he needs a female volunteer to put on a presentation for his controversial teaching method, in order to convince the university's dean to allow it. 
 
      
 
    However, Nikolas isn't the least bit straight what the method entails. June discovers that if she wants her professor to solve all of her problems, she's going to need get in touch with who she really wants to be - a shameless woman who wants nothing more than to be filled by both her favorite professor and the dean, all in the name of teaching the class a very important lesson regarding procreation. 
 
   
  
 

 Kinks/Sub-Genres 
 
    Breeding/Impregnation, School/College, Student/Teacher, Exhibitionism, MFM Menage 
 
   
  
 

 Navigation 
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    ***** 
 
      
 
    Bare feet against linoleum, I ran. Late, always, always late to Professor Nikolas's class. My first in the morning, it was so easy to oversleep and miss it. My books were heavy, but I was going to be there, only five minutes late. 
 
    I pushed open the huge double doors and found my seat in the back of the class, hoping he wouldn't notice. He had a very strict no lateness policy. If you were late ten times over his class through the year, you failed the class. I'd been running on eight for quite some time. Two more mistakes and I was done - they were two mistakes I desperately didn't want to make. 
 
    No such luck. There was a test already laid out for me. Given I just got in, I found it odd, but maybe he's expecting this by now. I picked up my pencil and got to work. Filled in my name. June. Then I hit a wall. The test itself was written in Greek. 
 
    It was literally written in Greek. I'm not lying. There were those weird characters that fraternities and sororities use for their logos. Sigma, Epsilon, Chi, whatever you want to call them. I stared blankly, gazing over the rest of the room, everyone else working intently. Was this some sort of prank on me? I broke the rules of academic honesty and peered over to a classmate's test – it was in Greek for him too.  
 
    I broke into a sweat. I was doomed to fail no matter what I did. No matter how hard I worked, it'd be useless. Tears flowed down my cheeks and I buried my face in my hands. 
 
    "June. Nice of you to join us. A half hour late." I pulled my soggy face up. Wait, did I lose track of time that much? Professor Nikolas stood over me, tall. He was a lean, yet muscular man. Although in his forties, he wasn't some decrepit old fogey. A nice chest, a hell of a nice butt, his hair was groomed impeccably, black with hints of gray that, like the commercials say, show that he had the energy of youth but the experience of age. I'll admit I put him in my thoughts and fantasies sometimes. When I had time to fantasize and release some pressure, anyway. 
 
    "Sorry, I overslept again. I didn't mean to show up late, Professor Nikolas. It won't happen again." 
 
    "It's only September and you've been late nine times. Why don't you just give up now, June? It's inevitable that you’re going to fall apart. Just like everyone expects you to." I was trying so damned hard to succeed, but what was it for? "I mean, you showed up to class today and you forgot to put on clothes." 
 
    The weather did seem exceptionally cool, and as I looked down, yes, I was buck naked, sitting in my class. I stood up, as if that would make me less naked. 
 
    "Have you no shame, June? Aren't you going to cover yourself?" 
 
    I peered over the class, all of their eyes on me, checking me out. I waited for panic to strike me. The class started to chuckle, sour comments coming my way, both complimenting and deriding my boobs, butt, and everything else in between. 
 
    What came, though, was only a smile. I raised my arms, and spun for the class, and walked to be the front of the room to be the center of attention, let everyone see everything I had.  
 
    "Ah, you seem to want to show the class something. Very well." Professor Nikolas was still right behind me in spite of my swift movement to the center of the room, and I didn't even see him follow me. "Let us demonstrate human sexuality in its rawest form." 
 
    He cradled my head, bringing it towards his and forcing his tongue into mine into mine and beginning a passionate kiss.. A hand under my leg, he raised it, and I felt his firm, hard cock press at my stomach through his pants. I reached down to stroke him, as I stared over his shoulder. 
 
    The weighty gaze of my peers on me, comments from my class ringing into my ears. "She can't pass the class, so she's fucking the professor." "Really? She's doing that?" "What a slut!" 
 
    I didn't care. Nothing was hidden, and I was happier because of it. 
 
    Nikolas's hand explored my body, brushed across my flesh towards my pussy, rubbing over my clit, pushing a finger in... 
 
    Light. Blinding light as my eyes slowly opened. Then the screeching, yet quiet, sound of an alarm filling my ears. I reached over and pushed it off the nightstand again, and it crashed into the ground. Maybe if I stopped abusing it, it might work properly and it'd be loud enough to wake me up more swiftly. The first thing that came to mind was always ending the annoying racket, and impulse didn’t care about electronics. 
 
    I sat up. Why do my dreams always end before the good part? Stupid alarm. Just because I didn't get to sleep until two hours ago, it has to interrupt me making out with Professor Nikolas. I'll never get to dream-fuck him at this rate. I shook my head of the cobwebs, considering the combination of the common elements. I am a student of the mind in its many disciplines. Freud, Jung, countless other smart dudes are my required reading. 
 
    Failing the test. The fear that you won't stack up to what everyone expects of you. Pretty basic. The naked in public dream though? It's suppose to be tied to the fear of everyone finding out who you really are. We all have secrets, of course. What nagged at me was the fact that I wasn't freaking out, but celebrating it.  
 
    A glance down at my poor, abused clock told me it wasn't time for me to over-analyze my dreams. I was thirty minutes late in the dream, and I was already thirty minutes late in reality. One word: FUCK. 
 
    I leaped off my bed, and realized I had to get ready. I slept in the nude, which did me a great favor as I got into the shower and hit the hot water. Scorching, I didn't have time for things like adjusting the water temperature, so I just endured it. It wasn't that hot anyway, just enough to thoroughly annoy me. I grabbed the shampoo and dumped it in my hair, before realizing that it wasn't shampoo at all, but mouth wash. Because this will totally help my split ends. Why is this even in the shower? 
 
    Oh yeah. I put my tooth brush and related things in the shower because I thought it'd save me time. I'm such a fuck up.  
 
    Rushing myself through, and just accepting the fact that my hair would be more minty fresh than usual, I opened the medicine cabinet, running through my routine on automatic. Birth control pills, I usually pop one of those when I wake up. Empty. 
 
    Right. If I actually had time to do anything, I was suppose to get those refilled. Like, I was supposed to do that two weeks ago. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    No breakfast, I got dressed in the most simple things possible. Dressing nice is for people who have time to spare, and it suddenly didn't seem to so crazy for me to show up naked – just think of how much time I'd save. 
 
    My beater struggled to start. I didn't have time for this either. Some futile violence against it later, it finally sputtered on. You know what else I didn't have time for? General auto maintenance.  
 
    Oh shit. I finally got to the college and dashed through the halls, the flimsy sandals I wore not remotely suitable for something like running. 
 
    Why am I so stressed out you may ask? Well, I'm a college student for one. Not one blessed with a good scholarship, or something merciful like that. I did have one, but it was awful. I still have to work to pay for my tuition, books, and just general survival. Full time, of course. A full class load, a full time job, and if that wasn't enough, I decided I wanted it all and had a boyfriend who ate up whatever time I had left, and sometimes time I didn't have left, with his clinginess. I glanced at my phone – forty-five messages since yesterday. Probably all from him. I liked the guy, and the infatuation was charming, but damn, where the hell is this break thing people occasionally think they get? 
 
    Throwing open the class doors, I sat down in the back. It was pretty obvious that Professor Nikolas noticed me this time, his eyes staring at me with disapproval as he took a sip from his 'World's Greatest Dad' mug. 
 
    Because I was the only person in the room besides him. I missed the entire class. 
 
    My head thudded on the desk. I didn't have any other class for an hour. All that nonsense and for what? Nothing. 
 
    My phone rang. I answered it, since class was over. "Hello?" 
 
    "June? Hank from Burger World. I've gotten about two dozen complaints about how you handled the drive thru last night. Almost every single order was wrong." 
 
    "I'm sorry Hank, I've been a bit stressed out lately." 
 
    "I'd be more forgiving if this wasn't a chronic thing, June. I'm sorry, I have to let you go. You can pick up your last paycheck on Friday." 
 
    He hung up, not even giving me a chance to plead for my job. It was a shitty, hellish job with no bright spots whatsoever, and a shitty paycheck to match. I needed that shitty paycheck to get by, though. I didn't exactly have savings stored up.  
 
    Anxiety building, I tried to calm myself by going through my text messages. Okay, they weren't all from my boyfriend. Some were from my mother, reminding me that I was making a mistake by going to a secular university instead of a good Christian one. Tempters out to steal your virginity at Jefferson State, she claimed. To her, I was still the sweet little girl. A hard worker, doing everything herself. In spite of my heathen school choice, she was proud of me for that. Knowing her, my supposed work ethic was all that was keeping her from disowning me. 
 
    The boyfriend flooded me as well. Asking where I was, how he hasn't seen me in a week – has it really been that long? Complaining how I never respond to his texts. A picture of his cock, trying to encourage me to respond. I enjoyed the picture, but I think that's just because I liked cocks more than anything else. The final one: 'sry i dont think this is gnna wrk out'. He broke up with me with a text message. I was offended, angry, but then I finally noticed the time on them. The message was from four days ago. I thought I was checking them daily. Was I going mad? 
 
    My life was falling apart before me. How could this get any worse? 
 
    Footsteps against wood and the shadow of Professor John Nikolas loomed over me, and my eyes greeted him. "June? This is the tenth time you've been absent or tardy to my class." 
 
    "Tenth? No, this is only the ninth, Professor." 
 
    "It's the tenth. I can go get my files if you don't believe me. You know I said right on the first day that I hold attendance in very high regard. If you can't even be bothered to show up, why should I believe you care about the subject matter? I'm going to have to fail you, June." 
 
    It got worse. My vision went blurry with tears.  No job. No boyfriend. If I didn't pass this class, my GPA would be shot, my awful scholarship would be revoked, and I'd be kicked out of school. "Please, Professor Nikolas, you can't do this. I need another chance." 
 
    "I can't change the rules for you for no good reason. Do you need a tissue?" 
 
    "No, I'm fine," I lied as snot started to drip out of my nose, my hands soaked with my sobs. "There's gotta be a way I can make it up to you, Professor. Please?" Like maybe let me spread my legs for you and have your way with me. 
 
    That dirty voice of mine liked to speak up now and then. Even in this tense situation, it gave me ideas. Maybe I just needed to get laid. I haven't touched my boyfriend in a month. 
 
    No wonder he dumped me.  
 
    Our conversation was interrupted. "Nikolas!" A boisterous voice declared. Through the open doors of the classroom came another man. 
 
    "Dean Myers." Professor Nikolas replied, turning away from me. 
 
    That was the dean? My eyes sparkled. When I thought of the dean of Jefferson State, I thought of some fat balding man in a suit who would look just as suited to being a sleazy politician as he would school faculty.  This guy was as far from that as that you could get and still be the same age. I don't know if I just had a thing for older men, or maybe men with power just have to have a certain charisma to them to succeed. I shouldn't have been surprised that the dean was at least passable in appearance. 
 
    Passable, for this guy, of course, was an understatement. He was lankier than the muscular Professor Nikolas, but he definitely had a certain charm to his face. His hair was gray, well kept, but natural looking and full, no gels or excessive maintenance.  There weren't enough wrinkles on his face to match his hair color, and along with being clean shaven, he was, for lack of a better term, simply dashing. Thirty years ago girls would be hanging off him. I didn't rule out hanging off him now. 
 
    "About your – what did you call it again?" Dean Myers asked. 
 
    Professor Nikolas was not flustered at all by the arrival of his boss. "My teaching method. It could be seen as controversial, and I'd like to clear it with the faculty to get permission to carry it out on a regular basis."  
 
    "Why can't you just tell me, or fill it out in your papers like the rest of the professor who want to run experimental curriculums?" 
 
    "I believe you need to see the lesson in action, Dean, for you to truly understand and appreciate it. That's why I asked you to sit in on one." 
 
    The dean sighed. "If you really insist. I need to keep an eye on you anyway. I mean, your credentials are rock solid, don't get me wrong, Nikolas." 
 
    "This is about my work history, I presume?" 
 
    "Yes! Where the hell have you been teaching these past fifteen years? I wouldn't have taken you if you didn't agree to work so cheap." 
 
    Nikolas flashed a big smile. "I'll fill you in after you see my method in action." 
 
    The dean rolled his eyes is disbelief. "Fine. Two days from now, first thing in the morning. I will be here. You better damn sure make it worth my time." Hmm. That was my next class with Professor Rivera. 
 
    "Without a doubt it will be, trust me, Dean." 
 
    Myers shrugged, clueless of what to make of the professor, and left as swiftly as he came. 
 
    "Got my foot in the door at least. God, I hope she's right about this working. I could do with a little settling down for a change." Nikolas rubbed his chin and turned to me. "As for you, June, since you had to eavesdrop on me talking business with the dean..." 
 
    I perked up. Maybe if I got on his good side, he'd overlook his hard-ass rules on lateness. "What's up, Professor Nikolas?" 
 
    "My method calls for a long term female participant. This is short notice, and I'd prefer to have my pick of the girls in the class, but it may be your lucky day." 
 
    "Would this make me not fail?" 
 
    "Exactly the opposite. You'd be guaranteed a full score for your participation throughout the school year. I'm certain that would help your GPA." 
 
    Oh, it would. I floundered in this class, but I wasn't exactly being the best student ever in my other classes, either. "I always wondered why this is a year-long course." 
 
    "Yes, my method calls for it. I cleared permission for that aspect, but the other, well, it's going to take a bit more convincing." 
 
    "Alright, sure. I guess I don't have much of a choice." I did have a choice, fail the class. Not like he deliberately forced me this situation – it was my own fault. It'd be too harsh to accept failure without a fight after being dumped and fired already today.  
 
    "I'm going to need you to come to the front of the room first, though. I need to be certain you can fulfill what I need in a volunteer." He beckoned and I followed. On his desk, which was far larger than I expected of a desk, sat his computer, and he urged me take a seat in front of it. "Normally I'd just ask you these questions directly, but a former student  who has become a peer of mine, as well as a strong advocate for my method, has developed a program to make it more efficient. I'm not crazy about computers, but this old dog can still learn a new trick or two in the name of progress." 
 
    Leaning over between me and the monitor, he minimized something, and brought up another program. It was pretty bare and plain, but I guess it was designed with function in mind more than looking pretty. "So, just answer all the questions? Honestly?" I asked. 
 
    "No, I expect you to lie, June." He shook his head with a smile. "Yes. Take your time, I'm heading off to get some lunch, I'll be about fifteen minutes. This will determine if you are an eligible participant for my method, as well as let me know your limits. I trust you can handle that?" 
 
    "Yeah, I can fill out forms." I mentally shuddered, anticipating the amount of forms I'd have to fill out over the next few days when looking for a new job. 
 
    "Good. I expect you'll be just fine." He reached towards me and mussed up my hair, turning and heading out of his classroom. 
 
    Name, gender, date of birth, and all of that, pretty basic stuff at first. Then it turned to sex questions. Well, it is a human sexuality course, so it's to be expected. Amount of Sexual Partners? One, my clingy ex-boyfriend. Yeah, my mother thinks I'm a virgin. She also thinks I'm a dedicated hard worker who is perfectly happy being so. My mother loves a lie. 
 
    Have you ever engaged in anal intercourse? Twice. It was painful the first, and mediocre the second. My boyfriend had no clue what he was doing. Maybe I was better off without him. 
 
    Do you have this STI? times a billion. No, I'm perfectly clean, never even touched a dick that didn't have a condom stretched over it.  
 
    Are you on any birth control? Given my utter failure to keep up with a simple medication, I chose no. 
 
    Then it started to ask me about my sexual fantasies. No, I don't want to call anyone Daddy. Or Mommy. No, I don't want people to piss on me. No, I don't find being sealed in plastic with only a straw to breathe through arousing. Do you find the idea of being naked in public arousing? 
 
    Now there's a question. I never thought of myself as an exhibitionist. Your dreams do talk to you, as they say. It was sexy having my dream classmates look at me, and enjoy my body. I thought I took good care of it and wanted to share it. I checked 'Very arousing'. 
 
    Are you aroused by the idea of having intercourse in a public setting? Oh yeah. Definitely. If I'm going by my dream, dream-fucking Professor Nikolas was made better by my dream-classmates watching, making them watch my audacity. 'Very arousing'. 
 
    Are you aroused by the idea of being creampie'd (having a man ejaculate inside of your vagina)? Thanks, computer. I'm sure there's college students out there who don't know what a creampie is. I stared for a time, thinking. I've never felt it. All condoms, all the time, even when on the pill. My mother would freak if I got pregnant, so doubling up seemed like a good idea. I shook my head. Always having to avoid mother's judgment. 
 
    I put 'not sure'. I was interested, but I honestly couldn't say yet. 
 
    The rest blurred together. More questions about my kinks, a few more about my health, but I was done in no time flat. I looked at the clock. He said he'd be gone for fifteen minutes, and I finished in five. Well damn. 
 
    I stared at the ceiling for a bit, trying to figure out how to pass ten minutes. I looked down at the computer. It was just a screen saying 'Thank You!' Copyright this year, Sasha Reese. Then I looked down at his toolbar. Professor Nikolas wasn't exactly a technical savant. His e-mail client was right there, open. He couldn't be that careless, could he? 
 
    A click, and it brought up his mail. His inbox. I clicked back in a panic. Okay. He could be that careless. I still had nine minutes. Did I want to read this guy's mail? That was wrong, wasn't it? 
 
    What Professor Nikolas doesn't know won't hurt him. 
 
    I snapped back. The top e-mail was from a profsashareese@gmail.com. The Sasha Reese who made the program? He wasn't really clear what I'd have to do in the project, so I was more than curious to find out more. 
 
    Another click. The from field was addressed to a John Rivera. Huh. I know Professor Nikolas's first name is John. Maybe it's his middle name. I decided to read his correspondence with Ms. Reese. 
 
      
 
    Professor Rivera - 
 
    I'm so glad we're finally back in contact. I missed you when you took off after you bred me, although I get why you always have to take off and change names. Most people don't get your method. Philistines. 
 
    But I've been applying your method for awhile, and I've done it without having to change my name every time I let a student knock me up. Or I make students knock each other up. I love it. It's a rush, and they always love it too. Last year I had this wonderful pairing, a cute little virgin and the boy she was crushing on. I made romance happen, Professor Rivera. My heart is fluttering, I think they're going to be together for a lifetime.  
 
    Back to your method and getting around the whole illegality and ethical concerns. I think you'll find that the faculty is more open to negotiation than you realize, Professor Rivera. We're both professors of Human Sexuality, and we must never forget the power of sex. Give your Dean a demonstration. If he complains, make it hands on. I guess with your volunteer, unless the dean, you know, swings that way. 
 
      
 
    I stopped reading for a moment. The volunteer? Me. It would be me. 
 
      
 
    Once they are sated, they should be open to letting you do whatever you want. You can put your roots down, and breed a volunteer in every class, not having to worry about a thing. Get some papers signed, and you're a well oiled machine. Besides, Nikolas. What are you pretending to be now, Russian? 
 
    Always thinking of you. Although I've had countless young men impregnate me, the memory of you doing it is the time I treasure most. 
 
      
 
    With love, 
 
    Sasha Reese 
 
      
 
    I tabbed back to the program. Breed the volunteer? What the hell was I signing up for? Footsteps in the distance, Professor Nikolas – Rivera, whatever the hell his name was, was coming back. 
 
    Play it cool, June. You totally didn't feloniously read someone else's e-mail. "Hi, Professor Nikolas, I finished." 
 
    "Good!" He was carrying Burger World bags. I almost lashed out in anger at the sight of them. "I brought some for you, June. You don't look well, you could do with a good meal. Your health is important to me." 
 
    Of course it is. You want me to have your child. "No, I'm trying to watch my weight. Fast food goes straight to your ass." 
 
    "You look just fine to me, June. You're an attractive young woman any man would love to have." He dropped the bag on the table. "I'd like my chair back now." 
 
    I stood, and let him have his seat. I paced anxiously in front of his desk. I still had a good half hour before my next class.  
 
    He started clicking through my answers as he chewed a French fry. "You're looking like you're just perfect for this. Trust me, it'll be a lot of fun for you, I promise." 
 
    I can't just roll over and take this, no matter how much I need the grade. "Hey, Professor Rivera?" 
 
    "Yes?" It took him a moment, but he gazed at me with shock. Half a French fry fell out of his mouth. "How – how do you know that name?" 
 
    "I'm sorry, Professor Rivera, Nikolas – " 
 
    "Rivera is the real one, so you may call me that in private." 
 
    "I, um, looked at your e-mail when you were away. I know it's wrong, I know I'm not supposed to. But, uh, is being bored a good enough excuse?" 
 
    He sighed. "Surprise is suppose to be the fun part of the lesson for the volunteer." 
 
    "You want to impregnate me in front of the class. You and this Sasha Reese person have apparently been doing it for years. This is some sort of crazy sex ring, where you sell the babies on the black market?" 
 
    "God, no." He shook his head, horrified. "I do this for a love of teaching, June." 
 
    "Really? Fucking a student in front of the class is to educate the class? You expect me to believe that, Professor Rivera?" 
 
    "I have told you I value enthusiasm very highly in my classes, June. The results don't lie. I had about only a seventy-five percent graduation rate from my classes when I began as a teacher." He stood, taking a deep breath. "I was hurt by such a low rate. When I took my first student in front of the class, I was expecting it to be my last hurrah, my retirement at a young age." 
 
    "I guess that's one way to go out." 
 
    "As absurd as it sounds, that year, the graduation rate was one hundred percent. I didn't change the requirements to pass, but enthusiasm was all they needed to apply themselves. It was a rush for me, not only sexually, but professionally. I had touched these kids." He paused a moment. "That's a bad term to use given what I am confessing. But I had managed to make them care about the class. As an educator, there is no better feeling than your student’s success." 
 
    "Why, why can't you just hire two porn stars or something? And why do you need to breed them? This whole thing is crazy, Professor Rivera." 
 
    "I considered that. But one, I wanted real, human emotions from starry eyed students in their prime. And to make it as real as possible, I touch on the base of all human sexuality – procreation. No condoms, no birth control, no anything, I want it to be raw, true passion between me and a student. I feel that best communicates the lesson." 
 
    "You – you can't just get someone pregnant as a teaching aid. I can't afford a child right now, I can barely afford myself. I can't do this, Professor Rivera. The idea that you would spring this on me when I didn't know what to expect kinda disgusts me, actually." 
 
    He let out a breath, and dragged out a stack of papers. "Sasha has done so much to refine my method. I do love that girl, and have a bit of love for all of my volunteers." He flipped open the contract, and pointed a finger at a certain paragraph. "This is what awaits you if you agree, and would have awaited you if had I surprised you." 
 
    The figure I often hear cited is that it takes $28,000 a year to raise a child. The figure on the paper would more than take care of that - and me - and probably a dozen more kids if I wanted to pop them out. Even if it stopped coming at the eighteenth birthday, if I planned wisely, my child and I would be set for a lifetime, without ever lifting a finger in labor again. Well, there'd be labor, it just wouldn't be in a fast food place. 
 
    "You'd receive payment monthly, throughout your pregnancy and until the child born of the method is eighteen years old." 
 
    "How – how the hell can you afford this? You're a college professor! There's no way you get paid enough to cover this." I trembled a bit with the contract in my hand. It was definitely less disgusting than I originally thought.  
 
    "Decades ago, right out of college, I made a series of excellent investments that continue to pay me dividends. Because of such, I'll never have to worry about money again." 
 
    "Why the hell are you teaching then?" 
 
    "I need something to do with my life, June. Do you expect me to sit in mansion somewhere doing nothing? We all have passions. I've always wanted to teach, and I'm here because I love teaching. That I can supplement my budget with my private finances lets me love it without the frustration of making ends meet." 
 
    Blink. A few more blinks. He wants to breed me in front of the class, and he's a secret billionaire. What's next? He reveals he's actually a demon, that contract is a pact with Satan to conduct a ritual that plants the spawn of evil in my womb?  
 
    "Those are the terms I give every girl who participates. Most of them don't know until after the fact, which is why I make them so generous. So, now that I've laid it all out for you, are you still up for it? I'd love to have you June. I mean that in every way you can imagine." 
 
    I flipped through the contract some more. I'm to do anything he says within reason during my time as his volunteer for this course. I get the money even if I fail to conceive. I doubt he's going to take one shot and be done with it. He's going to fill me over and over until it finally takes.  
 
    There was also the fact that I needed to do this to pass. Without this class, the crappy scholarship I do have is up in smoke. The money, fantastic as it is, would solve that job problem for good. Hell, given I'm sure if he's breeding me in class he'd be using me for much of the next nine months, I'd solve the boyfriend problem for a while, too. 
 
    "I do have to warn you about something though," he spoke up, breaking into my thoughts. 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "I will be making every student sign a non-disclosure agreement, a NDA. It's part of the contract you're holding now for yourself. They, and you, are not suppose to speak of what happens in this classroom during classes that use the method. But it isn't perfect." 
 
    "How so, Professor Nik... Rivera?" If he was going to potentially knock me up, I figured I should use the real name of the father of my child. 
 
    "People talk, June. Something will get out. I don't know how much you value your reputation, but I've heard awful things about my volunteers in the past. How they're sluts, whores, teacher's pets, teacher's cock-wallets. People may be jealous of you, people will judge you. Everyone in my class is technically an adult in the eyes of the law, but they haven't shed the status of being kids just yet, and kids are cruel." 
 
    My reputation? The few times I got to talk to my friends, I was the goody-goody. The sweet innocent girl who was all business and no fun. She works herself to the bone. June is the role model that all young people should be like. My mother talked about me to her church, like the fact that I had absolutely no joy in my life was something they should celebrate. 
 
    Thing is, I'm not that person. I loathed working myself to death – it drove me mad. I was in no way the perfect daughter my mother thought I was, I wasn't even the virgin she thought I was. Why do I insist on continuing to pretend to be that person?  
 
    I peered over the papers, and looked at the last bit of the puzzle between me and signing this contract. John Rivera was an incredibly handsome man. A literal man of my dreams, since I've actually dreamed about him. I'd get to fuck him, and if he's been doing this for years, that man has to know how to make a girl scream with delight.  
 
    The decision suddenly became a load easier."I don't care what people will think. I'll do it. I'll be your volunteer, Professor Rivera, I'm ready to be bred." I put a little smile on my response. 
 
    "Excellent! I was hoping you'd say that. We're going to have  a wonderful year together, June. Now, get to your other classes, and I want you to get a good night's rest for a change." 
 
    "Yes, sir." He handed me a pen, and I signed the papers without hesitation. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The rest of the day dragged. It may have been because I was running on two hours sleep and possibly just made the most daring decision of my entire life. Between the two, it was a hard call on which was torturing me more. I couldn't stop thinking about Professor Rivera - and what would come. When it comes to being used by a man like that, calculus seems so completely boring. 
 
    Having an evening free was supremely liberating. I could catch up on things. Refill prescriptions. Like my birth control pills. At my bathroom sink, cell phone in hand, I stared at the touchpad. I found myself at an impasse. I could lie. I could start taking these pills, and hope they kick in before I get pregnant. I get the money no matter what happens, right? The term is nineteen years from signing the contract, an extra year to cover the pregnancy and give time to assure conception occurs. Strictly speaking, it has nothing to do with a kid existing or not. If this plan worked, I'd be set, and I wouldn't even have to deal with a kid. 
 
    I dropped the bottle in the garbage and turned off the phone. It was tempting, but if I was going to start being honest with myself, being a con artist isn't a good way to start. He wanted me pregnant, and I agreed to be so, so that's that. 
 
    As I crawled into bed, I was shocked at how early it was. I could sleep, really, truly sleep. For more than two hours. I was almost too excited by the concept to actually sleep. 
 
    I did, and the mind floated away like it always did. It brought me back to the dream I was in before. It looked like I missed the good part. I was standing in front of the class, completely naked, taking in their eyes. My skin was covered with cum, head to toe. Some of it dripped out of my pussy, running down my thigh, more of it just landing under me in a puddle.  
 
    The smile on my face was truly wide, ear to ear. My hands caressed my belly, which started to swell under my touch, and it made my smile somehow grow wider. Like not-physically-possible wider. Dreams are weird. Right behind me was him. Professor Rivera. He wrapped his arms around my round stomach and pointed breasts with a loving embrace. This is what I wanted. I wanted everyone to see that I wasn't that overstressed prude who told them off because of it. That I was a free-spirit waiting to break out, and embrace lust. Despite being nude in a big, drafty classroom, I was warmer than I ever had been before. 
 
    My eyes opened slowly, before my alarm ever went off. I preemptively stopped it, and noticed I had a full hour to get ready for Professor Rivera's class. I took a deep breath and pushed through my morning routine. A shower with correctly used shampoo and mouth wash. A good breakfast. Time to get dressed. I wanted to look good for today, even if everything would eventually be coming off. I opted for a nice skirt and blouse – classic school girl. The guy had to have a fetish for that if he'd been fucking school girls for years. I thought about not wearing any underwear, but remembered I did have other things to do today, and I wasn’t quite ready to make that leap. Maybe tomorrow. 
 
    The sun blazed brighter than ever before. Okay, it was the same intensity as yesterday, I just could appreciate it now. Even my car started on the first try. The first one into Professor Rivera's class, outside Professor Rivera himself, and one other person. My professor flashed me a warm smile, and I did the same, my attention being drawn to the man next to him. It was the dean, Hunter Myers.  
 
    He'd be watching this lesson. As would the rest of the class who started to file in past me one by one. They were my peers. A lot of them I shared other classes with, and I wondered if they'd ever look at me the same way again after today.  
 
    Soon enough, the classroom was packed to the gills, and Professor Rivera took the initiative. "Good morning, class!" 
 
    "Good morning, Professor Nikolas." They droned in return. My voice was the only enthusiastic one in the room. 
 
    "Today we have a very special lesson. I'm making a presentation to Dean Myers here about my highly effective method and bringing it here to Jefferson State's Human Sexuality curriculum."  
 
    Myers nodded, and waved, sitting with leg crossed on a chair near a wall. Did he have any remote clue of what was about to happen? 
 
    "To conduct this lesson, I have sought out a volunteer. I usually take a choice from the class, but once in awhile, you see the winner immediately, no need for a contest. June, would you come to the front of the class, please?" 
 
    The moment of truth. Despite psyching myself up for it, I was nervous. It's easy to bare yourself to everyone in your dreams, but when you're doing it for real, it gets quite a bit more difficult. I stood, pushed in my chair, and approached Rivera.  
 
    "June here caught my eye. She's a fine young woman, isn't she? You may not know her, she's been struggling to make it to class on time. Because of her beauty, she's earned a wonderful opportunity. It's a sad fact, but the thing is, sexuality is driven by attractiveness. She's gotten this chance because of how she carries herself. Don't take it as an offense, girls. You're all very pretty." He smirked, trying to control the damage to self-esteem he was doing to the room.  
 
    I stood, arms to my sides, waiting. Rivera approached me, and placed his hands on my shoulder, giving me a shoulder massage through my blouse. It was something wonderful, even something as innocent as this brought me joy, making me wonder how long it really had been since I paid my ex-boyfriend any attention at all and got attention from him. 
 
    "To continue my lecture, we're going to need June wearing a lot less," he began, his hands moving from my shoulders and down my blouse, opening it button by button for me. My breasts tingled a bit as he brushed over them, as he reached the bottom of the top, and pulled it right off my arms.  
 
    I swallowed, gazing over the room, their eyes gazing right back at me. I had convinced myself, through my dreams, that I wanted nothing more than to bare my body to my class. Now, even just down a shirt with my bra showing, I suddenly felt bashful. Blood rushed to my cheeks. I wanted to show myself off, right? I told myself I'd stop lying about what I wanted. Did I just come right back around and lie to myself again? 
 
    Rivera's hands went to my breasts, massaging them over the cups of the bra. "Part of what brought me to June were these wonderful tits. Round, firm, youthful, perky, all in one. They are wonderful things to touch and to play with. Show of hands, who agrees with my assessment of June's breasts?" 
 
    Hands shot up all around, all except Dean Myers, who looked surprised that one of his professors was fondling a student, shifting uncomfortably. Rivera was undeterred. He pulled down on the cups of the bra, popping out my nipples and areolas to the entire class. My heart pounded, the cool air of the room brushing against them, perking them up. Modesty was quickly fading away for me.  
 
    He stood behind me, undoing the bra and removing it. There were murmurs among the boys in the class. I was now the star, the focus of the room. Rivera took my erect nipples into his hands, rolling them wildly, sparks flowing through my torso, and I cooed a bit. It was as I expected. He knew exactly where to touch a woman and make her bend to his will. My ex just clumsily pawed at them, so I never knew that my breasts could make me feel this good. 
 
    "Class, you may be wondering why I am stripping June in front of you all this morning," he spoke, his hands still full of my breasts. "I'm demonstrating a teaching method I have devised that I believe will communicate the curriculum more effectively. Educators all have different ways of communicating their lessons. I have used the lecture often in the past few days. Sometimes teachers make you read from books or watch a video. Occasionally, they will have to perform science experiments in a lab. This is something akin to that. I trust you will all pay close attention." 
 
    I gasped again, his hands in a flash tearing at my skirt and tossing it away. He was quick back onto me, hands tracing the outline of my pussy in the fabric, pushing it into my slit, forcing me to let out a mild, almost inaudible purr. It was going to be the first of many pleasures he was going to deliver me this morning, or at least I very much hoped os. 
 
    "June here has kindly volunteered to allow us to use her body for a very important study in human sexuality. She has decided she will put away her shame and present herself at her most base, her most vulnerable, allow us to see her as she really is in the most intimate of moments." Rivera's fingers wrapped around my panties’ sides and pushed them down. My eyes closed as I knew that I was now completely naked in front of the class. Just like my dreams. 
 
    My passions were slow to be realized. More than anything, I didn't want to be what other people wanted me to be anymore. I wanted to experience everything, all the lusts, the world, and everything else. I wanted to have fun. My life the last couple weeks had been completely devoid of any sort of happiness, and maybe being late to Professor Rivera's class all those times was the blessing I needed to truly realize that. 
 
    My pussy began to dampen, and a grin came to my face. Dreams are simply your mind telling you what you're too stupid to realize. For me, it was that I was tired of living under the charade of something I'm not. I wanted to indulge in life, in the most extreme ways possible. 
 
    Still at my back, River's fingers poked over my now naked slit, clipping my clit with a shock, making my mouth drop open with a breathless gasp. He continued to massage me. "Today, to continue the complete study of human sexuality, I will be impregnating June in front of the class." 
 
    More chat murmurs from the students. I opened my eyes to meet the people staring at my body head on. They were far more surprised than I was. Which struck me as ironic – they weren't the ones about to be knocked up by their professor. 
 
    "If you would, June, please take a seat on my desk." 
 
    He released me, and I could see him sucking on his fingers, tasting my juices. The sight allowed my pussy to quickly replace them – watching him taste my juices was just sexy. My bare ass on the wooden desk, he slapped my thighs and I took it as the command to spread my legs apart for him. I did just that, leaning back to allow him the most complete access I could. 
 
    "Look here. In fact, everyone gather around." The scratching of chairs rang out as the class came down to the center of the room. Every single one. There was even some shoving in a rush to get to the front. Girl or boy, they wanted to be a part of this strange method of teaching. Rivera reached down and with two fingers, spread my labia apart and gave the entire class a clear view of my pussy. "How are you feeling, June?" 
 
    "Uhm. Just fine." I began to sweat a little. From sheer excitement. I could hide nothing from my peers, who were looking at what most people would never show anyone but their closest lovers.  
 
    "Take in the sight class. June is highly aroused at this moment. Her vagina is well lubricated, and very slick. This, of course, is to facilitate the penetration a penis inside her, guiding it to her waiting womb. Other mammals have periods of heat where this happens automatically, but the human creature, in one of the many ways it is unique, can become aroused at any time, proof of the species’ relatively insatiable sex drive."  
 
    I tried not to laugh. It was exactly what I wanted at that moment. For him to clinically insert his penis into my vagina and use the friction caused by their contact to massage himself to ejaculation inside of me. A man with experience like Professor Rivera wouldn't rush this. He knows the best things come to those who are willing to build to it. 
 
    "Note that most women are shy, bashful in the face of so many eyes, and would be covering themselves in fear due to society’s conditioning. But June here is unaffected – the act of breaking society's rules is only making her wetter, knowing that she's being such a bad girl by being naked in front of people who are not her doctor or her lover. Exceptionally so, she's far wetter than most women would be under a similar situation." 
 
    I broke my silence with the laugh I had stifled. It was so true. 
 
    "Excuse me." A gruff voice rang out from across the room. "But I fail to see what this has to do with human sexuality, Professor Nikolas." 
 
    "It has absolutely everything to do with sexuality, Dean. For instance, allow me to demonstrate one concept." Rivera's fingers left my pussy, and tapped me on the back. He whispered into my ear. "You agreed to help me make this presentation. Go suck the dean's cock." 
 
    I shot him a surprised glare. 
 
    "It's okay, June. Just do it." 
 
    Sliding off the table, my bare feet hit the floor of the classroom. Remember, have fun with it. I put on my best seductive swagger as I walked up to the dean, the other students making way for the naked chick. The dean looked at me with curiosity. I said nothing. Words weren't necessary, and anyway, it's rude to talk during a lecture. 
 
    "Young lady, you really shouldn't be doing this," the dean stated as I stood before him.  
 
    I dropped to my knees and flashed him a grin. There's some sort of sixth sense you have where you know people are looking at you even if you can't see them, and that was going crazy right now. Being naked in front of them was one thing, but I was about to go well beyond just being naked in front of them. I was going to be doing sex acts. If I saw a classmate sucking the dean's cock, I'd be quick to file them under the slut category. Even knowing this, I didn't stop. 
 
    Screw what other people think of me. Sucking the dean's cock in front of the class sounded fun, so that's exactly what I was going to do.  
 
    "Young lady?" He repeated, my lithe hand bolting to his buckle, as I threw my strength into tearing off his belt and throwing it away. I snapped away his pants button, and caressed his package from outside his underwear. "Don't do that. This isn't proper conduct for students of Jefferson State University," he pleaded. 
 
    "If you don't want me to do this, Dean Myers, you can stop me." I spoke seductively, looking up at him. "But I don't see you trying very hard to do so." 
 
    "Class, it's not a very natural segue, but let's step aside from female arousal to other applications of sex." Rivera took back his teaching voice over the room. "June is stroking the dean's cock. The dean is a married man. But it's a sexless marriage, He's frustrated, and he wants nothing more than to go ahead and let this nubile young woman in front of him jerk him, suck him, do anything she wants. But there's that fear that someone will tell on him." 
 
    "I don't want this in the slightest, Nikolas," the dean spoke loudly. I fished his cock out through a hole in his boxer shorts. I stroked him as he hung limply, feeling the blood start fill. I've given my fair share of handjobs and blowjobs in private, so I had a decent idea of what I was doing. I leaned in and gave a playful lick to his cock. "Oh, God!" He shuddered suddenly. 
 
    "But the dean has nothing to fear. As per the suggestion of a former student of mine who also strong advocates my teaching methods, everyone in here has signed a non-disclosure agreement. Anything that happens in here, stays in here. Or legal action will be taken. We can all agree – lawsuits are just not sexy." Rivera flashed a cunning grin towards the dean, who suddenly seemed a lot less concerned that a teenage girl was playing with his cock. 
 
    "So, you're not going to tell my wife?" I slathered my tongue around his head, watching as the cock started to pulse and rise under my touches. 
 
    "That's the idea, Dean. Enjoy yourself, as I continue my lecture." Rivera walked over to where the dean and myself were, the class following, watching as I brought him into my mouth. A guy getting hard inside my mouth was a sinful pleasure that I loved, his arousal completely due to me. It was a fitting tribute to my ego as I sucked him deeper down my throat. As deep as his not yet erect cock could go, my tongue tied itself around him, his rigidity starting to overwhelm me. He started to become more receptive to my mouth as well, his hands pushing my hair out of my eyes and letting me focus on his hardening cock even more.  
 
    "God, she's talented, Nikolas."  
 
    "I'm glad she's enthusiastic about her participation. Now class, many apes, such as bonobos, share a certain special attitude toward sex. That is, we use sexual pleasure as almost a currency of favors. I'll be perfectly honest. June here has agreed to do what I say of her own free will. I'm using that agreement to have her suck the dean's cock. Why? Because I want to convince the dean that my method, although highly unconventional, should be allowed to be used at Jefferson State." He placed a hand on the dean's shoulder. "Is her argument convincing, Dean?" 
 
    "Very much so. Jesus, where do you young girls learn to do this?" The dean gasped under my slithering lick, the last thing I needed to make him fully hard. With that rush of success, I started working him deeper, making my mouth tighter around him, the sounds of my sucking going on in background of the lecture. The dean's cock tasted wonderful, the rush from the situation making it all the sweeter. 
 
    "We use these favors to convince people to see things our way. At times, a blowjob can be worth more than any amount of money. It says something that our base instincts desire sexual pleasure so much that we are willing to risk so much for it. Such as the dean here taking a bribe in the form of June sucking his cock to let my lesson continue." 
 
    The dean shot him a concerned glare. I reclaimed his attention with a powerful bob and suck. A tiny bit of his seed escaped him, and I savored it on my tongue. 
 
    "Calm down, Dean, your secret is safe with us. Other factors of course, demonstrate how we can be manipulated by this. If the dean's wife still cared about him and wasn't having an affair, he'd be less likely to allow this to continue. But that's fortunate for us, isn't it class?" 
 
    "My wife is cheating on me? Oh God." It wasn't an 'Oh God' in sudden realization. That 'Oh God" was completely my fault, as I ran my tongue up his shaft with a another skilled lick. 
 
    "I'll talk to you about it afterwords. Sorry about you having to learn about it this way." Rivera shrugged. "There are so many ways we can weaponize our sexuality, and it's endlessly fascinating. Pay attention class, and remember this blowjob. It's an excellent study piece on sexual extortion and blackmail." 
 
    Blowjobs were one of my talents, I thought. I loved sucking cock, for many of the reasons outlined before by myself and Professor Rivera's ranting. It was a rush, a pet of your ego, that you controlled a man so completely with your mouth. His pleasure was in your hands – well, mouth. I wasn't making Myers cum, however. I sucked, and used every trick I had, but he kept on gasping, holding on, drawing it out. 
 
    "June, please, come back to the desk. Bring the dean with you." I took him out of my mouth, one last sound of suction between us. I shook my head with disbelief of his stamina, and rose, my hand wrapping around his dick as I did as my professor said. I stood, waiting for my next order eagerly. "Please, get on all fours on top of the desk." 
 
    He gestured to the desk that was conspicuously clear, free of his computer or his 'World's Greatest Dad' Mug, which suddenly had a whole new series of connotations.  
 
    "Why not get more comfortable, Dean?" Rivera suggested, as he pulled off his own belt, and started to push down his own pants. He went commando today, perhaps to more quickly present himself for the lesson. Professor Rivera's cock was already hard for me, reminding me that although he claimed he did this solely for the love of teaching, that was more than a lie. He got hard on the idea of fucking a young woman in front of everyone. Maybe even harder at the thought of filling her with cum and knocking her up. I tried not to dwell too much on the getting knocked up part, the last bit of fear pulling at me. 
 
    Myers followed, pushing down his boxer shorts to around his ankles, revealing his total package, a nice big set of balls, heavy with the cum that I had been failing to coax out of him. I reached for him, urging him to come back to me now that I was on the desk like my professor wanted me. I felt his big, warm hand on my behind, rubbing my cheek.  
 
    "Now, boys, what's one of your biggest fantasies?" Hands shot up from the guys around the room. "Yes, you, Derrick." 
 
    "Um, two chicks at the same time?" 
 
    "Exactly. It's a wonderful fantasy. It plays into our desires to be loved, to be the attention of two people you sexually desire, and who sexually desire you as well. One of the great myths that is spread by society is that men and women want fundamentally different things. This, since I'm about to fuck my student and I shouldn't worry about my language, is bullshit."  
 
    I started jerking the dean's cock again, having him tremble within my hands as I pulled him closer. My focus was interrupted by the plunge of two fingers deep inside my pussy. Professor Rivera began to finger-fuck me, spreading my lips apart and awakening every nerve in my channel. I cooed from his touch, not realizing how aroused I was getting just from my sheer audacity of sucking off the dean. 
 
    "The fact of the matter is, the parallels between men and women's sexual fantasies is clear. We both want healthy, attractive members of our preferred gender. It's incredibly common to desire bigger sexual organs, be it a dick or breasts. And most tellingly? We all fantasize about being ravished and taken by two people at once. Say, June? Are you enjoying the fact that not only am I going to fuck you, but the dean is as well?" 
 
    "I am?" The dean said, keeping himself steady through my stroking. 
 
    "Uh, ah, yes. Give me anything you want, Professor Rivera." I was trying to keep my cool. It was really difficult to do when you had a man as skilled with his fingers as my professor pumping at me. 
 
    "Excellent. I want the class to watch her face, as she moans and cums from my tongue." His tongue? I didn't get to consider it for long as he leaned down and plunged it into the divide his fingers had created. I had to release the dean, the surge of electricity from Professor Rivera's moist, hot tongue being too much. I struggled to keep myself up on all fours through those licks, his head between my legs.  
 
    The class watched as I purred in excitement from his touches. Surprised, I saw the dean take some initiative himself, his hands grabbing at my breasts, wanting to explore them. He leaned in and began to suckle on me, both men bowing to me in worship. A counter wave of delight from my tits ran through me against the surges from my pussy. Both of their hands warmed my body, tickling my nerves, allowing the bliss to spread further through me. 
 
    Lips and tongue were replaced by his fingers. I hated that he slowed down, but I understood. It's difficult to talk with a full mouth. "Listen to June. She's almost incoherent with lust from the ways me and the dean are using her, teasing her most sensitive spots. This is likely the greatest thing she ever felt in her young life. Isn't that right, June?" 
 
    "Ugh – yes, Professor Rivera, oh God." I didn't even know what I was responding to. I wanted everything they could bring me. His tongue was so adept at pushing me to a wonderful orgasm that his fingers wouldn't cut it, even as the dean worshiped my breasts. I needed his tongue to finally cum. 
 
    "Professor Rivera?" Myers spoke up. 
 
    "Later, Dean, later." He stroked me kindly, not punishing me for my slip up. "I'll confess she's not the most reliable source at the moment." 
 
    "Please, Professor Rivera, please. Please, please,  please." I kept murmuring the words. At that point, I think I only had a vague idea of what they meant. 
 
    "Interestingly, one of the greatest tortures you can invite on someone is keeping them right on the verge of ecstasy, but never delivering them. June is experiencing this right now. However, this isn't a class about torture. This is a class about sexuality, so if you would pardon me class." 
 
    His tongue plunged in, flicking at my clit as it entered. He twisted it around, pumping in and out of me. The tongue found places in my pussy that spiked the pleasure, quickly rising me higher and higher to bliss than I thought possible. His fingers came in around my slit, stimulating me even further, everything plugged up down there.  
 
    I couldn't hold on anymore, my muscles giving out, my core exploding in utter bliss. All my nerves surrendered themselves to lust and I collapsed uselessly into a heap on the table, feeling my heart pound against the wood of the desk, and unfortunately forcing the dean's hands and mouth away, as well as Professor Rivera's. My body shuddered in bliss, trembling in front of everyone, realizing everyone had just seen me cum. The way people look when they cum? It's something you never see elsewhere. It may be ridiculous, it may be just your mouth agape, it may be your face going stupid, but it's something so very private.  
 
    My entire class watched me do it. I had no more secrets. I was perfectly fine with that. 
 
    "Now, an interesting note about the female orgasm. It's evolutionarily completely useless to the prospect of reproduction. But on the duality – while it's useless, there's also no refractionary period for women. A single digit percentage of men are multi-orgasmic, but in theory, every woman is capable, under the skill of the right lover. We're going to see if we can make June cum again." 
 
    Again? I would have been happy with what just happened, but I wasn't going to turn down an encore. 
 
    His hands took my hips, and pulled me up onto my wobbly knees. "And of course, this time we're going to make her cum by filling her womb with my sperm, completing the primary goal of today's exercise." Professor Rivera's cock bounced onto the firmness of my ass. My pussy was sore from the orgasm he had given me, but I could tell it was ready for another round. The head slid down between my cheeks, past my asshole, and hung outside my pussy lips. "Note how she's still wet despite being eaten to orgasm moments ago. She's so turned on by being exposed to the class, she's fully ready to go again. Aren't you, June?" 
 
    I nodded enthusiastically, a slight smile on my face. It was the best I could manage. 
 
    "For some girls, all they care about is getting their next dick. Just like how so many boys only worry about their next fuck. June, as long as she has fought it, is one of these people." Hands firm on my hips, he plunged himself inside me – to the hilt, every inch rushing past my sensitive lips and into my folds, bursting through me like ecstatic lightning. My mouth gaped open, feeling the head of his cock nearly nudge my cervix, but just short, as if I were a perfect fit for him. He wasted little time pulling himself out of me and slamming himself right back in. 
 
    The dean stroked his cock in front of me and grabbed my head, taking advantage of my moans to reunite my mouth with his cock, my lips closing around him and sliding up and down his rod as I was rocked back and forth across that desk by the two of them thrusting in and out of me. Two cocks at the same time, how much of a slut will the class think I am now? They were feet away, watching me be used like this. My mouth couldn't smile, but you could see the joy in my eyes as the dean fucked my throat and Professor Rivera took my pussy.  
 
    My muffled moans escaped over his cock, and Professor River spanked my ass, the sound echoing through the room. I loved that too. The sensations on top of everything else, and I didn't know why, but at some point I decided I want to be most degraded thing possible. I wanted more - more stimulation, more audacity, more so called humiliation - simply more. 
 
    His cock was more wonderful than his tongue by far. I struggled to buck myself into him harder, the dean grabbing my hair and yanking me right back onto his cock. The precum continued to trickle from his rod, bit by bit, and I struggled to suck him, wanting him to flood my throat. 
 
    "Goddammit, John. Oh God – she's quite the cocksucker, but this isn't going to work for me. Jesus!" He pulled himself out of my mouth, letting my moans now escape freely. 
 
    "Ugh. Tell the class what your problem is, Dean. This is a learning experience like any other." 
 
    "I can't bust a nut through blowjobs. I always need something tighter. You wanna switch off, I'll take her pussy?" 
 
    Professor Rivera slowed, again to my regret and understanding. Teaching and fucking your student at the same time really is quite difficult. "First, take note, class. Despite the generalizations I have been making thus far, one must remember that we are all different sexually, with different needs and wants. What may work on one girl may not work on another, even if it does apply to the vast majority. Dean Myers is accustomed to finishing in a proper hole, so while his cock can quite enjoy a good sucking like he has been, he needs something more." 
 
    "So how about it? Let me finish in her pussy." He stroked himself, keeping himself hard, taking another step to my pussy,  still fully occupied by Professor Rivera.  
 
    "How about no? This is my class, Dean, so my rules. However, I do believe June did say she had anal experience."  
 
    "Fuck her ass, eh? I'll more than settle for that. Gonna move over?" 
 
    "We're going to share her, Dean. With a minor adjustment, of course." He pulled out of me, and urged me to stand.  
 
    Fear struck me. My experiences with anal sex didn't properly prepare me for this. I didn't think I was ready for either of them back there. 
 
    "Please, Dean, lay down on the table." He did so, his thick cock standing tall. Professor River opened a drawer and withdrew a tube of lube. "June, please prepare to sit on his cock." 
 
    "But – " 
 
    "You agreed to do as I said, June." 
 
    "Within reason?" I pleaded. 
 
    "It's to teach the class, June. It's certainly within reason."  
 
    It was absurd. So was everything I had done so far in front of the class, though. 
 
    I climbed up over the large desk, and squatted over the dean's rod. "Present your hand, June." I did so, and he squirted some lube into it. "Prepare the dean for penetration." 
 
    I reached down between my legs towards his cock, and stroked the goo all over him, lathering it, feeling him twitch from the sensations I was giving. Sensations visited me as Professor Rivera brought some of that lube to my asshole and lathered it over my pucker, sliding his fingers in. 
 
    The shock of intrusion hit me, and I struggled to stay in my squat. "Anal sex, class. A curiosity in human sexuality. Again, useless except for the pleasure it can bring us. Of course, it is one of the greatest risks and rewards for many women's sexuality. It could be an agonizing and painful experience, or it can be the most fulfilling thing they'll ever know. I'm sure June here, as adventurous as she is, is willing to take it up the ass for us here this morning." 
 
    He thrust his fingers in and out of me, trying to bring back some of that muscle memory from my clumsy encounters months ago. Those wise hands prodded around and stretched my hole further with yet another finger, pulling me apart. I grit my teeth, and endured the feelings coming my way. In some ways it was quite pleasurable, but in no way was it what I actually expected. A few more thrusts and he left me, my asshole slowly losing the space he created.  
 
    "It's important, though, for those who enjoy it, to take it slow. Because in all honesty, that hole isn't made for this sort of thing. Evolution sides with the 'exit only' philosophy, but as always, mankind is creative, and will do anything it can for an orgasm, including testing and abusing their own bodies. Watch closely, as she endures, and hopefully begins to enjoy the dean's cock up her ass." 
 
    My back to him, the dean's hands spread my cheeks, massaging them. Professor Rivera was right there for me lowering me gradually. Myers' thick cock pressed against my hole, and slowly but surely, I began to take him in. Stretch, discomfort. Painful would be too harsh a word. The rod started to fill me so completely, sliding past my dirt path, and teasing every single nerve back there. I kept my breathing steady, calling back to what my idiot ex told me. Relax, and you'll like being violated back there more. 
 
    It didn't help back then with him, but in the care of two older, far more experienced men? It was helping a great deal. As my ass swallowed the dean's cock entirely, it began adjusting to the invader. Full, so unbelievably full, like there was something missing back there up until this moment. Then just as gradually as he entered, he departed my hole, Professor Rivera grabbing my ass, and guiding the pace of our fucking. 
 
    "Oh God, your student's ass is great, Nikolas." The dean spoke between his grunts, as if I wasn't even worth talking to, only the Professor's tool. His cock slid back into me, his insertion like a tide of sensation rolling in, his withdrawal like the tide rolling back out. "I have to say, I'm really quite enjoying this lesson you're teaching." 
 
    "I knew you would, Dean," Professor Rivera replied. The dean pulled my body back, the disheveled button shirt pressing against my spine. His hands gripped my breasts, and tweaked my nipples, teasing them, and offering a distinct contrast to the delights he was delivering to my ass. 
 
    My professor stood tall over me, having been helping me gradually adapt to my pucker being fucked by the dean. His fingers went to my clit, spiking me, adding a third heavy dose of sensation to me besides my ass and breasts. "Now interestingly, while most men and women desire to be in a three way situation, only the one woman two men pairing can result in natural simultaneous penetrative fulfillment for all parties, because the woman offers two places to be fucked, whereas a man only bares one, leaving one woman with two unfulfilled holes and waiting her turn with the man." 
 
    He pulled open my pussy lips and exposed them to the class more. It shook in his hand, the slow, steady pounding into my ass from the dean never ending. 
 
    "As such, June will demonstrate this togetherness as both the dean and I will penetrate her at the same time." 
 
    Say what now? 
 
    Onto the oversized table Professor Rivera climbed, and over myself and the dean. "June here is quite the trooper, and experiencing thrills many women never get to. It may seem frightening, but she's going to feel something that will surpass everything she has endured so far." 
 
    Professor Rivera's thighs crossed my own, his still rock hard cock bouncing off my clit. Its heat slid over my button and into my slickness. Did I even have room down there? It didn't matter if I did, the head of his shaft beginning to push itself into me, yet another powerful pleasure searing through my body. Inch by inch, my professor urged his dick inside, and I could feel my body crushing both of them with overwhelming pressure. I had done it, though. I had two cocks in me at the same time. 
 
    "A nice side effect - " he grunted, straining out his lecture as he drew his cock slowly out of me only to slam it back in. "On top of the overwhelming pleasures June is enjoying, is the fact that this also brings increased pleasure to the male participants in the act. Both of her cavities so completely filled, it makes each of them tighter. You can think of it as a sandwich effect. I'll confess this is the first time I've been in this situation, and I have to admit, this feels really fucking good, class." 
 
    "Urhm Hmm." I grunted in agreement. Although I had the strangest wish to have a cock in my mouth as well, I was simply just too overwhelmed to speak properly. My insides were all compressed together, every pleasurable nerve in my core flaring and causing little explosions inside of me, everyone of them bigger than the last, building to something greater. 
 
    One after the other, the dean and my professor pounded their cocks into me in an alternating fashion. As such, one moment I felt my pussy and my clit spike with a terrific pleasure, and the next, a pounding tsunami whipping against me from my ass, all while the dean played with my breasts, a storm of delightful sparks, almost a dessert to the fantastic main course I was enjoying.  
 
    That wasn't enough, as Professor Rivera leaned down and kissed my struggling mouth on the lips, sliding his tongue in. Mine followed his, my arms draping back uselessly. The way our lips met and explored one another, it really was too much. Being fucked in two holes was enough, but everything else was sheer extreme lust. My body struggled to contain the pleasure dominating it. 
 
    He broke away from his oral embrace. "Watch her, class. I expressed my appreciation for her performance today with that kiss. A simple act, almost devoid of eroticism, but not lacking in passion. It was the straw that broke the camel's back for her, and she is giving herself away to the orgasm that is surely about to claim her, as the moans you are hearing now clearly suggest." 
 
    Professor Rivera continued pumping, bracing me tightly as his cock drove deep inside, straining himself and adding the sheer pressure building in my body. My ass howled in exquisite sensation, pushing against those pleasurable nerves hidden inside my pussy. It was truly too much, the pressure inside me making me feel like I was about to burst. 
 
    When I did, it was huge. I think I was literally screaming, but I couldn't tell you, on account of my hearing being one of the senses I cared about least. All of them, beside simple feeling, held no purpose for me, a pulsing, powerful rippling through my body, everything that could orgasm did. My heart thudded through my chest as I began to descend that mountain, the sweet aches following a brief reprieve as the two cocks pistoned out of me just sent me right back into exquisite sensation. 
 
    The incredible feelings that shuddered through my body spasmed deep into my core. The walls of my pussy and ass trembled into squeezing both men, milking their cocks, pulling them inside. The dean's hands wrapped hard around my breasts, squeezing them tight, and holding me so close to him. A brief moment later, I felt his cum begin to fill me. A pulsing, strange, but exciting feeling of my anus being flooded with hot cream. 
 
    I found myself far more concerned with Professor Rivera. His eyes gazed into mine, and my sense of vision was back enough to realize his gaze was right into my soul. He pumped his cock inside me, my pussy helping by sucking him up, my pussy lips never releasing him. The story his stare told was clear. He was the architect of all my pleasures here tonight. No matter how much I had enjoyed having my ass fucked, it was because he demanded it. I had agreed to give my professor my body, my womb. He was claiming it right now as his cock slammed into me one last time. 
 
    Virile seed spewed deep inside, one shot after another splashing against my cervix, rushing into my womb. Hands firmly on my thighs, he groaned, more of his potent sperm spewing out of him. My pussy kept shuddering, taking the seed where it needed to go, where, hopefully, my egg would be waiting for it. I wondered if he came like this with every girl he bred, as more and more of the juice started to leak out of my pussy, and out onto my skin, cum leaking out of my ass as well. 
 
    Both out of breath, they slid out of me, leaving me panting. My legs dangled off the table, spread wide open, giving the entire class a clear view of my ecstatic, exhausted pussy, and the wonderful gifts left inside me by the dean and my professor.  I managed a smile, murmurs from the class commenting on my ravaged body.  
 
    I felt zero shame.  I was someone who wanted nothing more than a powerful fucking and the joy of bliss, to live for pleasure now instead of tomorrow or next week. It was hedonistic and people would call me a slut. I wouldn't contest the label, but instead wear it with pride. 
 
    "Ultimately," Professor River began, after he recovered his breath, "Everything I said was useless for the sake of procreation, class, can be viewed as bullshit. The facts of having her suck cock, eating her pussy, having her ass fucked, wrangling her tits, planting a kiss on her all added to our arousal, the intensity of our copulation. We became more infatuated with one another, giving ourselves to the other, bringing us closer, allowing us to find greater pleasure, and encouraging us to revisit this act, thus increasing the chances of conception and encouraging the survival of the species." 
 
    Murmurs among my classmates. The dean started pulling up his pants, stuffing his cock back into his boxers. Every eye remained on me. 
 
    "The little things. They appeal to our brain, our most powerful sexual organ." He placed his hand on my abdomen, letting it lightly pet me and drift down over my sore clit. "Even now, as June lies here, leaking cum, I can't think of anything sexier in the entire world. I can feel my cock twitch with lust for her, wanting to rise again in spite of my own lack of energy, and the organ's need for rest. Even then, our brain leaps into action, creating pills to counteract that very issue. As tempting as it would be, class, our time draws to a close." 
 
    Slowly but surely, the crowd started to pass. I could hear their voices to one another. 'Man she's a slut', 'Bet she'd put out real easy', 'Bitch be crazy' 'Totally cray cray'. 
 
    I still didn't care. 
 
    "Remember the NDA, class. I expect you back here on time next class as I will continue to explore the complex nature of human sexuality with June. It will another learning experience everyone will enjoy."  
 
    The classroom emptied and I heard the jingles of the professor's belt, finally redressing himself. I still couldn't summon the strength to do anything but lie there, and enjoy the afterglow. 
 
    "Gotta say, I like this approach, Nikolas. I was, um, captivated, to say the least." The dean approached him and placed a hand on his shoulder. "You have Jefferson State's full support in your application of your 'method'." 
 
    "Thank you, sir. It'll be good to settle down for a change."  
 
    "Now about my wife cheating on me." 
 
    "How about me and you discuss this over a beer? I have a lot to talk to you about, Dean." 
 
    "Will do, Nikolas." 
 
    "Rivera." 
 
    "Sure, I suppose." He scratched his head. I wished I could be a fly on the wall as Rivera dropped his story on the dean. The dean shot me a nod and smile. "As for you, young lady, if this doesn't work out for you, you have a strong future as an escort. Seriously, your ass is better than anything I've ever paid for." 
 
    "Thanks, I guess." It was the strangest compliment I've ever received.  
 
    The professor and the dean shook hands and the dean started out of the room, a bit of spring in his step.    
 
    "Blackmail about that was the backup plan if this didn't work." Professor Rivera stood over me and petted my hair away. "But that's hardly necessary, thanks to you. You did incredible, June. I'm sure we'll be teaching some wonderful lessons together." He caressed my belly. "I can't wait for this sexy little baby bump to grow, too. You're going to be a hot momma, I can see it right now." 
 
    His calming touch left me, as he started to collect the items he threw on the floor during the course of our lesson, cleaning and preparing his room for the next class he had to teach. Now having the dean's blessing, would there be other girls he was doing this to? Perhaps even later today? 
 
    What a difference a day makes. Yesterday I was working towards a future I couldn't see or understand, hoping my life would get better. Now, more than ever, I had a clear vision of my future. It was a pretty fucking awesome future. 
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    With one last filthy lesson on her mind, Professor Sasha Reese is going all out, and wants the entire class to participate. 
 
      
 
    Sasha has had a long, successful, and very fruitful career as a human sexuality professor. But when an old flame returns to her life, she finds that her time as an educator draws near its end. With one more big lesson on reproduction she needs to teach, she's going to go out with a bang, and she seeks to do just that, spreading her legs and getting ready to take each and every one of her students. 
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    My students gathered around my oversized lab desk, watching my lesson intently, not unlike any other demonstration in a class. Like a chemistry professor showing how chemicals react, I had them watch and observe so they could best understand the topic we were to discuss. 
 
    What I was doing was kind of like chemistry. 
 
    Molly's moans filled my lecture hall. I had paid for better sound proofing in my room, paid for it out of my own pocket, but it didn't stop me from getting strange looks from my neighboring professors. My students would leave my class sweaty, horny, and sometimes reeking of sex. It made people talk.  
 
    I had a good purpose, I swear. I raised my voice to try to speak over her moans, something of a challenge, but after you gave this lesson several dozen times, it got easier. "Class, listen to Molly's voice ring through the room. The human female is traditionally a very loud creature when it comes time to breed, a direct contrast to the male. Marcus here's grunts and groans are from exertion, not pleasure, and we can barely hear him over Molly and my lecture. Does anyone have an idea why the female moans so loudly?" 
 
    Their attention was glued onto the act in front of them. Marcus had Molly's legs pinned into her as he drove his cock deep inside her, again and again. It was prime breeding position, and Molly was one of those rare cases where her cycle aligned perfectly with my lesson. I was certain I was watching her impregnation at this moment.  
 
    I gazed over the class, gesturing. "Anyone?" 
 
    "Uh–" One boy began. "To show the male how much he's pleasing her, Professor Reese?" 
 
    "That's a good guess, and there may be some truth to it. But I offer a more primal answer. That the moans are the human equivalent to a mating call." The class broke from their dedicated viewing of the act in front of them to give me a confused look. Only for a second, though. It's quite hard to ignore a girl being carnally pounded in front of you. "Some evolutionary psychologists believe that the female's moans are a signifier that she's ready for sex, and wants any male in proximity to come to her and fill her with his seed, so that she may begin her journey to motherhood." 
 
    Molly screeched especially loud. I loved the look on her face. It contorted in utter bliss. I've seen this scene so many times before, but it still gets me hot and bothered, making me wish I was the one being fucked in front of the entire class again. I've tried to moderate my indulgence. 
 
    I gently pushed Molly's hair out of her face, comforting her. "Yes, what I'm getting at is that I believe that the gangbang is the standard for human procreation, that monogamy is in fact something our more complex brains have created, not something instinctual. It is something we've adapted as we became a society with rules and taboos. Strip all that away, leave the primal woman who wants only to pass her genes onto the next generation? She wants every dick in sight inside her. The cavemen likely entertained themselves with nightly gangbangs with any woman willing." 
 
    Molly's eyes were stolen by fear for brief moments before another deep penetration by Marcus ripped her attention right back. As hard as their being fucked, a gangbang sounds daunting, and something few are prepared for. Given I had announced that I was breeding her in front of the class a short while ago, me suddenly declaring every boy in the room drop their pants and fuck her didn't seem as crazy as it sounded. 
 
    Instead, I smiled, dragging my hand gently over her rumbling breasts, petting her. She was a beautiful twenty year-old after all. "Don't worry, Molly. I tend to focus on modern perspectives, and as I said, the higher thoughts of our mind are what make human sexuality such an intriguing subject." Although the thought of every boy in the room dropping trou and filling my unprotected pussy with their cocks - I have to say, I may I have to change my panties before my next class. I tended to wear short skirts, and panties stained with juices you'd see if I sat in a chair in a certain way? That's just unprofessional. 
 
    Marcus pounded faster, harder. His breath came ragged as I went behind him, pushing his bare buttocks deeper, helping his cock plunge through Molly's pussy. Molly's body began to tense, and I knew the signs. Orgasm was overtaking her, the sum of everything she had experienced.  
 
    "Pay close attention. Molly is about to cum – and very hard. I'm going to go out on a limb and suggest it may potentially be the hardest orgasm of her life. Why? Because the complexity of our minds raises our arousal beyond the primal levels. The fact that all of you are staring at, admiring her beautiful young naked body. It pets her ego, letting the dopamine flow. The fact she's fucking in public is huge. She may develop an exhibitionist fetish from today." I know that's what I did. "And to top it all off, a fellow student, who she's only known a week, is about to make her carry his child. Ideas to why all these facts are contributing to her fantastic orgasm?" 
 
    One girl raised her hand. "He's rubbing her clit as he fucks her? I love when my boyfriend does that." 
 
    "While that is a good skill, that's not what I'm getting at." I blushed. "I'm looking for a mental perspective." 
 
    "She's being bad?" A boy spoke up. "She's not suppose to be naked in public. She's not suppose to be f– copulating in public. And she's not suppose to be having a man's child outside wedlock." 
 
    "Very good, Antonio!" I gave him a smile. "Although, I allow the use of the word fucking in my class. Feel free to use it in the future." I shook my head – I was advocating this as a lesson. I shouldn't get my panties in a knot over language. "Molly is breaking society's rules. Nudity is the natural state of the body, and there's no such thing as privacy in the animal kingdom. Society has also dubbed that the only proper way to form a family is one man, one woman – although, thankfully, old archaic rules give way to progress." 
 
    I leaned down, gazed into Molly's eyes. I was getting so good at reading my students, seeing the tinges of embarrassment, thrill, and lust all battling within. 
 
    "And even then, rules are meant to be broken. Doing so means we defy the world, and it excites us to no end. We're trail blazers, we're nonconformists. It makes us feel special, further petting our ego." 
 
    Her hot breath brushed over my face as I heard that final powerful moan sweep through her. She was coming.  
 
    "Watch, this moment that we're forbidden to experience in public. When we cum, we lose control. The release of everything feels so completely wonderful. If you took a picture of Molly's face right now, and showed it to her later, she'd die of embarrassment." I heard the click of a phone. "No, Huey, give me your phone after class. The NDA strictly says no pictures or videos." Although having those spread through the internet is exciting in its own way, to be quite honest. 
 
    Marcus grabbed her ass, his fingers clawing into her. His deep groans following, his cock buried in her pussy to the hilt. The little bit that remained outside her I could see rippling. 
 
    "Everything we discussed about Molly applies to Marcus as well, although chastity is not valued in males as much as females, one of society's more questionable double standards. The paraphilia of being watched, of being bad, is causing Marcus to cum especially hard – you can see as his cock continues to pulse, emptying a higher quantity of his sperm than usual into Molly's fertile pussy." 
 
    The two students who were the subject of my lesson fell into one another, ragged breaths their only sounds, trying to recover from what may have been the greatest sex either of them had ever experienced. 
 
    "Also note, that in spite of having no connection between one another before tonight, how they gaze into one another's eyes. They have shared something so very special. This might not be even sexual, it can be compared to brothers in arms, surviving a war with each other. Or in this case, surviving fucking one another in class together." I grinned, and slapped Marcus on the ass. Knew that he had quite the nice ass to view. One of the reasons I chose him. "Any questions?" 
 
    "Um, can I get bred tomorrow, Professor Reese?" A girl shot her hand up excitedly. 
 
    "No, Rose. We only need one pregnant woman for the class. I'm sorry, but I have to show some restraint."  
 
    "That's not fair, why does Molly get the easy A?" 
 
    "Sorry, it's just how it is. I thought deeply about my decision." It was down to her and Molly. I chose Molly because I like alliterative name pairings. Marcus and Rose just doesn't roll off the tongue as well. This was, of course, after eliminating candidates for far more practical reasons. 
 
    Rose pouted from my declaration. 
 
    "That's all the time we have for today, class. Remember, practice safe sex – procreation should be saved for a committed relationship or for the furtherance of education." I sighed, watching them start to file out.  
 
    Marcus was slow to pull himself out of Molly. "Uh, thank you, Professor Reese," he said, finding his clothes and pulling them on. "I didn't expect that to be the project that I signed up for, but it was, uh, enlightening?" 
 
    "I'm glad you enjoyed it Marcus. Make sure you get plenty of rest, I'll need you at your best for the lessons the rest of the year." 
 
    "Yes, Professor Reese." He nodded, dragging himself out of the room, walking kind of funny. It brought a smile to my face when I made the boys cum hard enough for that to happen. 
 
    "Professor Reese, I–" Molly pulled herself up, sitting off the edge of her desk. "I don't know if that was a good idea. My parents will be pissed if I get pregnant. I can't afford a child right now." 
 
    "There, there, Molly." I placed my hand on her shoulder. "There's nothing to worry about." 
 
    Typically, this was where I made it a point to calm the girl who was just bred in my class, as they usually didn't know that was going to happen when they walked into the room today. Today, though, I was distracted by the figure standing at the top of the stairs. 
 
    Professor John Rivera. My heart skipped a beat. 
 
    "Molly, don't worry yourself. Calm down, enjoy your day. I have your e-mail, I'll shoot you one explaining it all later. You'll be taken care of." I spoke, never taking my eyes off my old professor as he slowly approached the front of the room. 
 
    "What do you mean, Professor Reese?" she asked. 
 
    "Asking questions is invaluable for learning, but right now I'd like you to leave, Molly."  
 
    "Oh, okay, I guess." She shrugged, and got herself dressed, taking a tissue out of a box to wipe off the cum running down her leg before putting her panties back on – I suppose she didn't find cum-stained panties sexy. Her loss.  She was on her way out as Professor Rivera reached me. 
 
    He started to clap. "Quite the lesson, Sasha." 
 
    My faced blushed like crazy. It was like I was a teenager again. Like I was when I first saw him, my first college crush. "Professor, what are you doing here? I thought you wanted to settle at Jefferson State." 
 
    He sat down on the desk to my side. I remained standing, trembling in excitement. He's your peer now, Sasha. Calm down. You've been talking to him for over a year via e-mails. You're his comrade, his friend – and the mother of his child. Granted, the last wasn't that exclusive of a label, given his curriculum. 
 
    "I figured if I could finally stop roaming the country, making up fake names, I may as well be close to a friend. I'm taking over for one of your fellows – she quit because of this ghostly moaning during her classes in the next room. She couldn't take it anymore, so I leapt at the opportunity." 
 
    "You're going to be teaching the other Human Sexuality class instead of Professor Chapman?" I grinned. Chapman was prudish as all hell, and I always wondered why someone who was essentially a puritan was teaching the topic. I expected her to launch a moralistic campaign against me at some point. If she ever found out what the source of the moaning was, anyway. "That's awesome, Professor Rivera!" I fell onto him with a hug. 
 
    "Having a peer who understands my teaching methods will be something special. A great way to spend my last year." 
 
    "You're retiring?" I gasped. John Rivera was a beautiful man. A decade older than me, late forties, but he was still as sexy as when I first saw him, with a few more gray hairs. Even before that fateful lesson, I fantasized about him in my private time. With a dildo I named Johnny. You can guess why it's named Johnny. 
 
    He kept himself in fantastic shape, from the hobby of being a gym rat perhaps, but not bulky in the slightest. His arms were manly, his jaw was square with the right amount of shadow on it. Everything I've done for the past thirteen years has been because of this man, the fantasies he made so true. "But you have at least two or three more decades in you." 
 
    "I could. And I do love teaching. But I've dedicated so many years to it, and only it. It's not like I need the money, Sasha. I want to do some other things for awhile. Maybe I'll return, maybe I won't. I demand my students enjoy it as much as I do – being reamed by some sixty year old man no matter how well he takes care of himself isn't for everyone." 
 
    "Join the club. Men have the option of aging like fine wine. I'm fighting off age and gravity," I muttered, sitting on my desk at his side. 
 
    "You look fantastic, Sasha. You've matured, but you're just as sexy as you were as a college freshman. Especially since you've given birth." 
 
    "Twice." I rolled my eyes, as if it were no big deal. 
 
    Professor Rivera raised an eyebrow. "Ah yes, when you offered yourself as the class project – as the professor." 
 
    "I got my own little family with lil' Johnny and Daiva. Just not a man to share it with." I made it a point to take it to my grave that my son shares a name with one of my old sex toys. 
 
    "You're single, still? A girl like you, Sasha?" 
 
    "Aren't you? You're quite the catch yourself. But I doubt you're going to find a wife who's okay with what you do. You think I'm going to find a man okay with this?" 
 
    "That's true. One of the reasons I came back to be near you." A tingle down my spine. He came back for me. 
 
    I raised my eyes to him, and tried to look into his soul, encouraging him to do the same to me. "I've missed you so much, Professor." 
 
    "You know you weren't the first I did this to. And far from the last." 
 
    "I know. But how many others followed in your footsteps? Took it as an inspiration?" 
 
    He broke our gaze, pausing a moment to enter deep into thought before speaking. "None that I know of. Was surprised when you did, so enthusiastically." 
 
    I heaved another breath. "I've tried to recapture the bliss I felt that day. The first time was always so wonderful. I've had some great times, but I can't get over that I wanted you again. Especially as you've looked after me from the shadows. The financial stock trading tips made it all possible, without spreading a plague of impoverished single motherhood." 
 
    We sat, enjoying one another's presence. There was a whole minute of silence, which felt like an hour to me. "Did you want to come with me, Sasha? See the world? Try a normal life and romance for a change?" he managed to finally let out. Thoughts of love stewed in him for awhile as well. 
 
    We'd talked about that since we've reconnected. We had so much in common despite our age difference. He knew I'd wanted to see the world one day, but I thought it was just going to be years down the line, when I had gone gray.  We liked the same music, the same foods, the same movies. My affection for him only grew, and I knew it was becoming more than a silly school girl crush on an old teacher. 
 
    We, of course, also had the same ridiculous kinks. The very thing that brought us together in the first place. 
 
    "You mean, retire with you?" I spoke, after giving another half minute of silence to think. 
 
    "Yes. You certainly don't need the money either. Me, you, Daiva, and the son I ought to visit, who possibly resents me for not being in his life, ever, but I want to make it up to him somehow?" 
 
    "Please. He can't hate you if he doesn't know you. Not like I've been telling him his father is a deadbeat. I've pretty much acted like you were a wonderful man who left me far too soon. He'll probably hate me because he assumed you were dead and I was lying to him." 
 
    "The actual parenting part of being a parent is really quite difficult." 
 
    I giggled, poking him in the arm. "It's tough. Worth it. But tough." 
 
    "Well, I can't expect you to make up your mind quickly. We have a year to think about it, don't we? To see if we have a love for each other instead of just a friendship." 
 
    "Sure thing, Professor." 
 
    "I'm your fellow educator now, your peer, Sasha. Call me John." 
 
    "Okay, Prof – er – John."  
 
    "I have my own class to do. And plenty of things to set up. It may well be my last round of doing this, so I'm going to enjoy the nostalgia." 
 
    "I'll do the same. I have one more round of classes and a lesson involving our 'method'." 
 
    "If you're thinking about it, I'd make it a big one. Go out with a bang, instead of business as usual." 
 
    "Will do." Professor, I mean John, jumped off my desk and headed toward the door. My heart rate started to calm. If this was going to be his last year, there was no doubt in my mind that this was going to be my last year as well. I had no idea how I was going to go out with a bang, as he suggested, though. 
 
    Five minutes until the last of the day, and as they file in, I prepare for another session of the 'method'. Crap, I'm falling behind. I hopped over my desk and started rifling through the papers, all the people who had signed up to participate in my most carnal of lessons.  
 
    Quickly, I gazed through them. Girl on birth control pills. One used an IUD. Nuva Ring. Another set of pills. Barren – I felt for her. Patch. Shot. More pills. Another IUD. The last class of the day was enthusiastic, a lot of sign ups, but none of them met the standards. 
 
    You could always just use yourself, Sasha. You're never on any sort of protection. You love the adrenaline of having a man cum inside you and risking it all, too much. You do it on one night stands all the time, so why not in class? You're ovulating right about now, too, aren't you? That'd be one way to go out with a bang, the sensation of being fucked and bred in the lecture hall all over again. 
 
    No. You agreed to pick a student, and it’s not good to renege on that. I finally found one, breathing a sigh of relief. Natalie it is. 
 
    Boys, of course, were much easier. No pesky pill yet, and getting a vasectomy before thirty is possible, but it's really hard to convince a doctor to do it. I typically just picked the one who I thought was the most handsome. Which turned it from much easier to so much harder. All those young firm bodies and I had to pick one to strip down in front of me and give me something to fantasize about? It was like having to pick your favorite flavor of ice cream when they were all so delicious. 
 
    Sometimes I just picked because their name alliterated with the girl's. Alliteration is fun, what can I say? 
 
    No such loophole here. None of them really went with Natalie. Damn. I turned my head to side, blindly shuffling the forms of acceptable boys I wanted to see naked and fucking. Then I flipped the stack over, randomly picked one, and turned it over. Dennis, you're the next contestant on Breeding 101! 
 
    The next set of students had already begun to file in. I spotted Dennis, then started mentally undressing him. It's typically unethical, but impregnating your students kind of invalidates that concern. I couldn't wait to see what he was wearing under that tight t-shirt, and those jeans that showed every muscular contour of his thighs. Rightfully so, a big time player on the university football team. 
 
    I sighed when I saw Natalie emerged, my reluctant only choice for females. A whole other story. Her hair was blue, she had piercings all over, and she looked like she hadn't slept in a few days. I started to doubt if it was the best idea to pick a girl like her, then reminded myself that even the punk-rock girls can be responsible. It's not right to judge them on appearances alone. I had that phase in my junior year of high school, where I had rainbow hair and was convinced it was sexy instead of making me look like a clown. Natalie will be fine. 
 
    Grinning, I stood to greet the class. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Natalie throw something in her mouth and follow it with a gulp from her water bottle. I was certain you weren't suppose to be taking your prescriptions in class, but I wasn't going to narc on her. "Hello, Class!" I drummed up my enthusiasm quickly. This was your favorite, Sasha. Breeding day! 
 
    "Hi, Professor Reese," some said in return, but most mumbled something that may have resembled it. 
 
    I couldn't match the usual spirit though. My talk with Professor Rivera had taken a big share of my mind. "Today we're executing the most important aspect of our year-long human sexuality course. Many of you applied, and the choice was hard, but it was made. Would Natalie and Dennis come to the front of the room please?" 
 
    Natalie's eyes shifted, as she stuffed something in her pocket and came up. Dennis had quite the bigger spring in his step and rushed forward.  
 
    "Here we have two young people, in the prime of their lives. Young, attractive, sexy. Today, class, we're going to be viewing them taking advantage of their prime, their virility, their fertility, to study the most primal, instinctual nature of our sexuality: procreation." 
 
    The class murmured. Natalie's eyes widened in shock. They always did. I mean, the professor just said she's going to have a baby put in you. It's a pretty shocking declaration. 
 
    "I'm going to need our two volunteers and future parents to strip down to nothing. You can't copulate very well fully clothed." 
 
    Not to say Dennis didn't have his level of shock as well. His eyes darted over to Natalie, looking her up and down, and then back to his peers, some of them on his football team. They gave him a knowing nod. They were young frat boys – getting some was the ultimate prize to them.  
 
    He peeled off his shirt and tossed it off to the side. Twirling himself, he got some cheers and whistles from the girls. His team cheered too, although their pitch was perhaps less lustful and more jovial. He shook his head, bashful, but overpowering it with pride. I liked what I saw too. While not cut from granite, there wasn't much to complain about. A strong body, and legs that told you he had the stamina to go on for quite some time. Natalie was in for a treat. 
 
    Natalie herself though, shifted her eyes back and forth. "What do you want me to do again? Get naked? In front of the class? Are you crazy?" 
 
    "It's okay, Nattie," I began, walking up to her, and placing a hand on her shoulder. She was shaking. "I'm sure no one's going to judge you. Besides, when you gave me that form, you signed an agreement to do as I said as part of the lesson. We're all adults. Nudity's taboo status is a social construct. And understanding human sexuality is about trying to figure out what's driven by instinct and what's driven by society, which is why it's such a compelling topic." 
 
    "But everyone will see me!"  
 
    "Um, that's the point, sweetie." I sighed. 
 
    Dennis rolled with it. He was putting on a show, some weird combination of end-zone dance and striptease. I have to say, he has a future at Chippendale’s if he chooses to pursue it. He shoved his ass out, and shook it as he eased his jeans down over his ass, revealing boxer shorts. I still saw nothing to complain about, being happy with my random choice. 
 
    "Your partner isn't having an issue with it." Throwing my arm over her shoulder, trying to comfort her. Not everyone jumped into the lesson with glee, but some were more reluctant than others, even if after we finished, every participant was overcome with orgasmic delight. "Show the boys what you got, Natalie. No one's going to complain." 
 
    "But that'll – that'll make me a slut." 
 
    "You have blue hair and more piercings than a pin cushion. I doubt you're maintaining a good girl image very well." I rolled my eyes at her, my mind scolding my judgment of her. "Although we shouldn't judge a book by its cover. The most filthy perverted of us can come in the sweetest, most innocent packages. And I suppose the most timid of us can be marketed as crazy little sex-pots. Our sexuality sometimes is like a whole other identity." I shook my head, weaving encouragement into my lecture. 
 
    Dennis kept his ass to the girls, and I could see his shame had given way to laughter, the ridiculousness of the situation. That was always good, happy people are easier to work with. He presented his crack and then let the boxers slide and hit the floor. More gyrations as he turned around and presented that he was a shower, not a grower. I thought anyway, if he was a grower with that, I had chosen very well. 
 
    "Don't you worry about anyone calling you a slut. We have a strict non-disclosure agreement in place to encourage people not share what they see here. You're not doing this because you're a loose slut, you're doing this because you want to help further the class's education." 
 
    "I – I don't wanna." She trembled. I took a deep breath, and glided my hands sensually down the side of her body. I preferred men, but in my way of education, you figure out some tricks to ease women as well. A bit of pleasure is a social lubricant all its own. And stripping her myself may be the only way to get her to the next step anyway. 
 
    "Allow me to help you then." My hands gripped around her little short-shorts, frayed at the bottom and sequined with a bunch of designs I didn't really get – how artsy. "Personally, class, I'm a fan of getting the worst out of the way first when facing a difficult task. Most women would strip their tops off first, having less shame for their breasts. But the breasts will be no big deal once we've all seen Natalie's pussy." 
 
    "Wait, no, what are you doing?" My hands gripped the outside of her shorts, finding the button, and grazing over he pockets. Wait, that was a really weird texture. That wasn't a wallet, or a cellphone, or even keys. 
 
    "Natalie – what's this?" I let out a breath of disappointment as I pulled out a birth control blister pack, mostly empty. I stood, and looked down at her. "I thought you said you weren't on the pill. The agreement when you signed up for this class forbade dishonesty." 
 
    "Um. I wasn't on them when I handed in the papers yesterday." 
 
    "Wait, why is this mostly empty then?" 
 
    "I signed up because I heard there was money if you got picked, on top of the A. And I need money. But I also heard that whatever you did got you pregnant, so I started taking lots of birth control pills." 
 
    She heard? The NDA I made my students sign was far from perfect. People talk. They won't announce what they saw on public forums, but they'll discuss things with their best friends, family. Then they talk. Things get out. Videos get posted. I realized I forgot to take Huey's phone from him. Dammit. 
 
    That wasn't important right now. I gazed at the mostly empty blister pack. "Lots of birth control pills? Natalie, how many pills did you take?" 
 
    "Nineteen. I wanted to make absolutely sure I didn't get pregnant." She grinned, trying to look innocent. 
 
    I blinked at her. I'll always be surprised that people who are quite academically smart in some ways can be so stupid in others. Intelligence isn't an absolute. "Natalie, I'm sorry, but I have to expel you from the class. But more importantly, I need you to go to the infirmary right this second and tell them how many birth control pills you just took. You're only supposed to take one a day, sweetie. Not pop them like Skittles." 
 
    "Wait, I'm not? And please don't fail me, Professor Reese!" 
 
    "I'm not going to discuss your academic future when you've just horrifically poisoned yourself. Please, Natalie, head straight to the nurse, right this second." 
 
    "Poison?" Realization of her carelessness hit her. "Right, um. Thank you, Professor Reese?" She turned and headed out of the classroom, perhaps the first wave of nausea from her abuse catching up to her and reinforcing what she may have just done to herself. 
 
    The class was silent outside the sound of breathing. I took an assessment of the situation. You can never plan for everything to go your way. I have a hot, naked, young man, only feet away from me, no back up lesson plan, and a class curious yet so eager to learn. 
 
    "Class, well, I didn't expect that." I wasn't saying anything of value – I was stalling to buy time, to think. 
 
    You could always just use yourself, Sasha. 
 
    No. It's irresponsible. I can't let myself get knocked up just because it excites me. Just because I haven't cum so hard since I last did it all those years ago with my own student. Since I did it all those years ago with Professor Rivera.  
 
    "Professor Reese, can I get dressed now?" Dennis had a frown on his face. I could understand his disappointment, being robbed the chance to have a girl like Natalie.  
 
    "Um, uh..." You shouldn't do this, Sasha. Stop it. You could just teach this class like a normal human sexuality professor. You know, without breeding your students. In a way that doesn't require you to have seventeen types of blackmail on every member of the school board. You're qualified – your diploma isn't just in making students knock each other up. You're a smart, educated woman, skilled at what she does. Someone with your intellect shouldn't have to spread your legs for a lesson. 
 
    I didn't have to. I could do all that. Tell Dennis to get dressed, get them to open up a textbook, and just give a normal lecture. Yeah. Let's do that. Simple and to the point. 
 
    "Professor?" Dennis was holding his jeans. He wasn't even holding it against me for making me show his dick to the class. He probably even liked it. They'd just laugh and forget this bizarre incident. 
 
    I swallowed, and started to undo the buttons of my blouse, one by one, my eyes scanning over the classroom. "Dennis, please remain disrobed. Class, please come down to the table in the center of the room to observe today's lesson." 
 
    Chairs scraped across the floor as they did so, the last button of my blouse coming off and me throwing the garment to the side. 
 
    "Professor Reese, what are you doing?" One of my students asked. 
 
    Prof – John told me this was his last year. My heart wanted to go with him. He also told me to make my swan song something truly memorable. I didn't need to do something so brash and sexual for my class.  
 
    I wanted to, though. In the end, that's all there is to it. 
 
    I unhooked my bra. "Class, the reason I chose Natalie was because no other willing girl in the room was fertile for the lesson. Most of you were on some level of birth control, and that's a good thing, believe me. I support safe sex. But this lesson requires an ovulating woman who is ready to conceive a child." 
 
    Tossing it away, I had the complete attention of the class. Well, my breasts did, anyway. 
 
    I unhooked my skirt and let it fall to the ground. "There is of course, one other fertile girl – probably better to say woman, in the room who fulfills this qualification of fertility and readiness." 
 
    Sliding off my shoes, I clinically slid my panties down my legs, baring my entire body to my class.  
 
    "Me." Throwing my arms out, I let my head tilt back and let them consume my body. Everything started to click again, all the wonderful rush of lust to my mind, and to my private parts. 
 
    "Professor Reese?" Dennis raised an eyebrow.  
 
    "Class, take a look at Dennis's dick. In spite of me having a decade and some change of age on him, his cock is showing that it doesn't care. It sees a sexy, confident woman who he has deduced wants him. His base instincts feed his mind, my declarations of fertility and willingness, pressing him to prepare himself for one of our greatest primal purposes in life – to reproduce. Dennis, do you agree with my assessment?" 
 
    "Um, I was just going to say you're fucking hot, Professor Reese, but I guess what you said works too?" 
 
    "Most people go through their lives never understanding the causes of their attraction, their sexuality. The purpose of Human Sexuality studies is to understand these subtexts. 'Fucking Hot' is only the surface, Dennis. I know blood is flowing away from there, but I expect you to gain a complete understanding of the subject matter even as you knock up your professor." 
 
    "Yes, Professor Reese." He nodded.  
 
    "Also note that since I hold the authority and power in our relationship, Dennis will avoid saying anything that would deny him what he wants from me – people will so often bend over backwards for sex, even when in most situations, it's a mutual exchange of love. For example, I could ask Dennis to cluck like a chicken, and he would do it, with his hard cock bouncing everywhere, growing harder in anticipation." 
 
    "Okay, Cluck, Cluck..." He began to dance around. 
 
    "Stop. I was speaking as an example. Me tormenting you does nothing for our lesson." I shook my head with a smile. I hoisted my ass onto the room's front table, spreading my legs wide. "Please step in, class." 
 
    My fingers slid down my legs, towards my pussy, spreading my lips wide and letting my students gain a view of the juices leaking out of my hole. 
 
    "Note my high state of arousal, class. While I do enjoy the sight of Dennis's young, firm body, something I'm sure every heterosexual female in the room will agree with, this arousal isn't from sexual attraction alone. No, this is caused by something deeper, stronger than looking at a naked body of our preferred sex. Paraphilia, fetishes, kinks, they come by many names, but it boils down to something simple: it's what turns us on. Can anyone possibly suggest what paraphilias may be in play for me?" 
 
    "Are you an exhibitionist, Professor Reese?" one of my girls said.  
 
    "Absolutely, Karen. I love being exposed, having so many people look at my body. Enjoying it. It's exciting. It's wonderful! It's a fairly common fetish. Any others?" 
 
    "Um, you're excited that you're about to get fucked?"  
 
    "That's a given, Julian. While you're on the right track, think about what I announced as my intent was when it was going to be Dennis and Natalie." 
 
    "You're excited that you're going to get knocked up?" 
 
    "Exactly. It's a strange sort of fetish in that there is possibly nothing more natural. But for some women, albeit rarer than the love of exhibitionism, everything about the process gets the juices flowing. From the feeling of hot seed splashing against my cervix, him filling me up completely, the sensation of my belly swelling with child, everything is just so completely primal. Sexual ecstasy in its purest form." 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a figure standing at the edge of my door, arms crossed, looking on inquisitively. Professor Rivera. I was being evaluated by the master. Or at least fawned over by him. 
 
    "You combine these two kinks, and you have something leaving my pussy gushing with anticipation of what I want done to me. Now, how does this happen, class? Do you think it comes from complete random chance that physiology decided that I liked nothing more than people watching me get bred, or did something turn me onto it?" 
 
    "Something happened in your past, Professor Reese?" 
 
    "Yes. But what kind of event triggered my love of such things?" 
 
    "You were impregnated in front of a bunch of people before?" 
 
    "Thank you, Ron. Good. Yes, I had previous experiences very similar to what you are about to witness.. It was the greatest experience of my life, by the greatest lover I've ever known." I glanced up at John, our eyes meeting. "We could discuss why that was my greatest sexual experience, but that may be for a more advanced course – perhaps a 200 level class. For now, let us move on, to the main purpose of today's lesson: making our female volunteer, myself, pregnant." 
 
    Dennis stepped forward. His cock shook with anticipation. "I'm totally ready, Professor Reese, I won't let you down." 
 
    "I'm sure you won't, Dennis, but I've decided to explore another element of the primal aspect of breeding and the human female today. Who here is a moaner when the boy in their life is giving them a wonderful fucking? Show of hands." 
 
    Many of the girls shot up their hands, and I had mine up as well. 
 
    "Good. We moan because we enjoy what is happening. But also because we wish for everyone to know we are fucking, that we are in heat, and ready for as much seed as possible. It is our call to all virile men who are ready to come to us and fuck us one after the other. Monogamy, I argue, is a lie of society. The most natural union is a woman and many men. So therefore, I want every boy in the room to take off their pants and prepare to cum inside me." 
 
    Shock and silence fell over. Even Professor Rivera raised an eyebrow off in the distance. 
 
    He did tell me to go out with a bang after all. I chose to interpret it as gangbang. 
 
    "Well boys? I'm not going to force you, but I'll play fair and extend the guaranteed A that Dennis would receive to anyone who properly deposits a load of cum in my pussy." 
 
    They looked at one another with wide eyes. The girls also talked amongst themselves. 
 
    "No one wants to fuck Professor? Really? Don't think you can handle a woman like me?" 
 
    The clinks of belts being undone filled the room, followed by rustle of denim and other fabrics as the boys moved in. A sea of hard cocks approaching me and a wild smile dominated my face. I had to laugh – a sexy laugh mind you – a laugh that couldn't believe what was about to happen to me. My pussy dampened even more. 
 
    "Who wants to step up to the plate first?" I spoke, keeping my lips spread, ready for the first cock.  
 
    "Me! Me!" Poor Dennis, waiting all class to fuck someone, and having his emotions on a roller coaster, was quick to rush forward. His thick hands covered my thighs, his fingers replacing mine, his touch something my own could never emulate. His hands let the pleasures tingle through my body oh so wonderfully, and I greatly anticipated the next part of his touch, sliding around my pussy and tickling my insides. 
 
    Then he surprised me as he brought his mouth down between my legs, kissing my mound and over my clit, sucking on it ever so tightly. I shook from the sudden surge of delights through me, as his tongue followed it up, painting over my pussy with dedication. 
 
    "Ah–" I gasped. I remembered the last time I tried to teach a lesson while getting fucked, be it finger, tongue, or just plain cock-fucked. It'd take some determination, but I knew I had the educational chops in me to pull it off. "Note how Dennis is eating my pussy. I gave him wide open access to shove his cock straight in and get his pleasure quickly and efficiently – oh! – but instead he chooses to plunge his tongue inside my slit, a selfless act that brings me direct pleasure, but him none. Any observations as to why, class? Yes, you Owen. Ooo, quite adept, Dennis." 
 
    "Um, he wants you to think he's the best at this?" 
 
    "Ah! Correct. Many men take pleasing the women they're with as a matter of pride. Love and sex are another competition to some, one I'm sure most women don't mind. Even though this is destined to be a one-time thing – Oh!  – yes, Dennis. You're doing well, no offense – he wants to imprint that he brought me quite a lot of pleasure. If I were a romantic prospect to become his girlfriend, pleasing me – Ohhh – would definitely push me towards staying with him over other males. In turn, grant him greater chance to – God!  – for me to accept being the mother of his children." 
 
    He lapped his tongue deeper inside me as I spoke, doing his damnedest to break my focus. Showing disinterest in your lover is one of the greatest sins, but he had to understand – I had a class to teach. 
 
    "Oh fucking God." The orgasm rose slowly through me, me panting as I looked around the room. The girls looked on with great interest, watching how I tried to fight out my words as Dennis ate me. Professor Rivera's eyes never left me. "You're really quite wonderful, Dennis. I'm worked into – dear lord – quite the frenzy right now." I panted a bit before continuing. "I would greatly prefer to cum on your cock, if you wouldn't mind." 
 
    To my dismay, despite my command, my student stopped, standing, his hard rod slapping against my ass which hanged over the edge of the table. "Sure thing, Professor Reese. But um – isn't this a little crazy? You sure you want me to cum inside you?" 
 
    "Yes, Dennis. Don't try to argue absurdity. You just ate me out in front of the class. Now I want you to knock me up.  Please do so. Your grade depends on it." 
 
    He shook his head, as his other head shook between my lips. Doubt spoke up inside me. There's still time. No one's cum inside you yet, Sasha. You can tell him off. Give a lesson how one 'no' cancels out a million yeses, spin it as an important lesson on the value of consent. 
 
    My hand reached down, wrapped around his cock, and guided him inside me. 
 
    The electric surge of a man's first penetration was always so wonderful. My pussy's walls trying to adapt to the unique contours and texture that were ever so slightly different from one man to another. I'd never call anyone a slut, for it would be simply trying to condemn someone to enjoy life in all of its many flavors.  
 
    "Jesus – note class," I kept my breathing steady. I needed to control my own orgasm, as difficult as it was. I knew I was destined to cum at some point, in front of all of them, them seeing me at my most intimate. Thinking about that didn't help me not cum, but in fact only let the passions in my core burn hotter. "Thanks to how aroused I had become, how close I am to climax. Fuck – " I nibbled on my fingers between words.  
 
    Dennis started to thrust in and out of me at a quicker, more rapid rate. His fingers rubbed over my nub, doing everything he could to make me cum. It was quite disruptive to the lesson I was attempting to teach. He was pushing me quicker, higher, with devotion and dedication. His face contorted, him struggling desperately to make sure he'd win – that I would cum first. 
 
    I conceded to his victory, my moans filling the lecture hall. An explosion rippled through my body from the core, my back arching, my arms wrapping around him, hands grabbing his hair, bracing myself on the wonderful intensity that was powering through my being as he plowed into me. My walls tensed up from the aftershocks of the orgasm, making the hole he pummeled into even tighter, and his face on my breast, I felt his ragged breath blow over me.  
 
    He groaned, his arms stretching across my back, squeezing me deeper into him as well. My student and I locked so closely, I felt the pulsing of his cock firing his seed one blast after another . That sweet, wonderful feeling of being filled with a man's cream, lashing out into me, again and again, that intense heat filling an already hot core. There was nothing I loved more. Except of course, when it was done to me by certain individuals. My blurry vision made out my old professor in the distance, nodding his head in approval.   
 
    Dennis released me, and I fell back onto the table, my eyes wide open, trying to catch my breath. "One – One – God, one moment, class – and I – ah -" I panted a few more times. "I will resume my lecture. Very, very good, Dennis." 
 
    "Thank – thank – you Professor Reese." 
 
    He slid out of me, and stumbled away. The sweet after effect of a man's cum dribbling out of me... I couldn't see it, but I could feel it. Those who could see it, stared at it, filled me with a sweet wonderful feeling of how sinful I was being at this moment.  
 
    It was also the point of no return. There was now a pretty good chance I had put in motion the course of events that would knock me up, so full speed ahead, Sasha. 
 
    Slowly, perhaps after a minute of silence, I pulled myself up to my ass, holding myself up with my arms, but keeping my legs spread and ass slightly edged off the table enough so everyone could keep their eyes on my leaking creampie. "Note – definitely note, and don't take this the wrong way, Dennis, how long Dennis lasted inside my pussy. We all take different amounts of stimulation to get to our orgasm. Dennis is aware he can't last very long inside a woman's sex, as such, he has adapted his methods and taught himself to excel at other ways of adhering to the modern adage of GCF – girl cums first." 
 
    Dennis let out a nervous laugh as I pointed out his lack of endurance. 
 
    "But this is the wonderful thing about our minds. We know and understand how to compensate for our short comings. Do you think a dog knows how to get his bitch off? Not in the slightest. If he does, it's incidental to his own pleasure. But as higher thinking creatures, we link with others and understand the value of making sure everyone enjoys the experience. With that said, I demand another cock. I am demonstrating the non-monogamy of human mating, and I cannot do that with Dennis's cock alone. A volunteer? How about you Owen, you answered that question well." 
 
    Owen shrugged and approached me, and I leaned back to accept him. Unlike Dennis, he wasted no time in plunging himself inside me, my aching pussy waking up and rising to giving me that pleasure of penetration all over again. 
 
    "God – note how easily Owen entered my slit. Dennis's seed has produced additional lubrication for Owen, something colloquially referred to as 'Sloppy Seconds'." A long, breathless moan as he began inside me so gradually. "But it adds evidence to the gang-breeding theory of primitive human reproduction, allowing a woman to continue to be receptive to more cocks, even as her own body may exhaust its own reserves to produce lubricating moisture." 
 
    I ran my fingers through Owen's short yet straight hair, pulling on it, encouraging him to keep going. My body wasn't going to allow me to stay coherent for much longer. 
 
    "Another interesting fact, of course, is the arrowhead shape of the phallus. Does anyone know why the human penis is shaped like it is? Yes, you, Cody." 
 
    "Uh, so it can thrust inside quicker, to spread the pussy lips?" 
 
    "Incorrect. Oh Jeeze, God. Keep that up Owen. How about you, Jessie?" I gestured to one of the girls as the cock inside me began picking up speed, and demanding more of my attention. At this point I wanted to delegate the answers so I wouldn't have to try to talk through my moans. 
 
    She broke away from a circle of girls talking among themselves. "Uh, the shaft pulls other men's sperm out of the vagina?" 
 
    "Exactly. God damn! Keep it up. Oh jeez. It is a wa – war." Again and again, Owen taking my staggered speech as a compliment as he pounded into me. It didn't help as he leaned in and began to suckle my breasts, piling on the stimulation and letting that second orgasm rise up inside me, but he pushed me higher, him going faster. 
 
    Until he slowed down. His body tensed against mine, right as I loomed agonizingly over the cliff of ecstasy. That feeling of a quivering cock inside me, and the following sensation of the another thick gushing load being fired deep into me, one after the other. I didn't cum. What was usually a whipped cream on top of a fantastic sundae was like eating whipped cream right out the can – still delectable, but nowhere near as good. 
 
    Cum dripped out of me and onto the floor as Owen pulled himself away. 
 
    I breathed heavily, pushing myself to speak. "I was, distracted. In a situation like this, it is a war, a war to claim the egg waiting inside my womb with your sperm. So the evolution of the cock favored this design over any others." I hated being where I was, right at the edge. Women couldn't get blue balls, but if we could, I'd have them right now. So I seductively looked to the rest of the boys. "Think of it, boys, as a competition. Your sperm is competing for me. Prove you are literally the better man, the one who will be the father of my child." I gestured a come-hither finger towards them. "Come at me. I want a cock inside my pussy at all times." 
 
    One of them sprang forward and was quick to thrust himself between my legs. His cock was strong and ready for me as it lay on top of my clit, but someone tried to pull him away. 
 
    "Behave, class. I know I'm talking about primal nature and all that, but we're not savages. Everyone will get their turn to fuck me, let's be civil."  
 
    I grabbed the first boy's cock and brought him into my sloppy pussy. My aching slit was happy to be filled again, and my lust for something extreme kept my energy up even as I was fucked again.  
 
    "Um, Professor Reese, am I allowed seconds?" I glanced over to Dennis whose cock was already hard again. Ah, something about young men and their insatiable appetites for sex was charming, and utterly appealing when I wanted anything and everything. 
 
    "We only have an hour, class. Oh– " My newest student was already picking up the pace, his cock sliding in and out of me so quickly, restoring me to that level of orgasm where Owen had abandoned me. "Dennis, come to the other side of the table. God–" I muffled my voice and bit my lips.  
 
    He did so, as I continued to try to manage my building arousal. I wrapped my fingers around Dennis' cock, bringing that rod towards my mouth. I licked the tip of him, massaging his head lovingly. 
 
    I continued my gentle stroking as I was fucked, and tried to teach, putting my tongue temporarily back on talking duty. "Class, note, Oh God." Distracting me from my lesson by fucking me was almost a point of pride for these boys, them taking my advice of petting my clit as they fucked me and applying it oh so well. "Note how, oh, I'm sucking Dennis', Jesus, cock. Like him eating me out, Could you slow down, OH God, Faster, I want to keep him happy, faster, I mean slow down," I so enjoyed the pistoning rate as he pounded into me, my involuntary commands to him hard to contain. "I want to prove, oh God oh God, Oh Goooood, that I'm a dedicated lo– lo– ver as well." 
 
    Bringing Dennis's cock inside my mouth, I wrapped my lips around him and sucked, trying to use him to contain my moans, with limited success, as I heard myself gasp and groan even as I licked up and down his shaft and head, tasting what was left on his cock since he last came, as well as new precum.  
 
    I tried to remember some relevant information to the topic at hand. Something about sexuality and how it was being demonstrated. From the electricity surging through me again and again as I was fucked, and trying to suck a cock adeptly at the same time, my brain couldn't handle such a ridiculous amount of multitasking. 
 
    Trying to teach a class while being gangbanged turned out to not be the best idea.  
 
    I already started, so may as well embrace it. 
 
    I continued to stave off my orgasm from being fucked, wanting to make sure I finished off Dennis before I came. I massaged his balls, bobbed up and down on his cock, almost trying to match Cody’s pace as he fucked me.  
 
    It was hard. I knew I was on the edge. Any extra stimulation, like how he just seized down and jerked my clit – was all I needed to cum again. 
 
    I did, my mouth sliding off Dennis's cock and stroking him one last time with my supple lips, a scream of delight following as Cody finally pushed me over, his adept, thick cock hitting all my buttons and letting my body tremble with bliss once again, my heart feeling as if it were on the verge of an attack, my pussy with its fading stamina doing the best it could to milk and please the dick within. 
 
    The last efforts proved fruitful, because as I called out, I felt Cody paint the walls of my cunt with another fresh coat of seed, covering me so completely with the product of those heavy and full balls. Dennis, even as he only came minutes before, resumed being one to spurt so easily, as my last caress let him fire off his seed, the juices covering my face, some of it landing in my mouth. He was so sweet, his cream leaking down my chin, and Cody's cream leaking out as he pulled away from me. 
 
    More pants, my arms weak with orgasm, but enough strength to push my frame up and gaze over the class in front of me. Three loads of cum inside my pussy, and looking at all these young men before me, their cocks hard, made me realize three wasn't enough. There was more than a dozen boys in my class, and I wanted something from each. "Class–" I let out another breath, letting my lungs rest from my loud moans and screams. "I may have overestimated my abilities as an educator to be able to do so in such a situation. So I ask you continue to pay attention closely, as we will go over all of this in a detailed review tomorrow." 
 
    Good. There, I made my stand as an educator. Now I could embrace the slut inside me, who was loving every bit of this. Lust rotted my brain far too much. 
 
    "As such, I want all the boys to come here and use me as they please. I only ask that your first load of cum go deep inside my pussy – then I'll do my best to make you cum with any hole you wish." 
 
    I smiled seductively, wondering if the cum leaking out of the side of my mouth made it more seductive or just kind of gross. I leaned on the former, because to me, it was sexy as all hell. That I was the center of attention, that all these boys wanted to mark me.  
 
    The girls of the room, however, had gathered in their own circle. I knew the look on their faces. Disgust – no, it was a feigned disgust. When you want to hate something, but instead you only feel something more severe – envy.  
 
    It didn't take long for a new boy to take my cue and replace himself at my pussy and begin pounding into me, my aching flesh picking up the sensations of him sliding past my pussy lips and slamming into me with abandon. Quick, he was the only one on me at first, the downside of my cum inside me first rule.  
 
    I loved it. It didn't take this kid long to reignite my fires of passion, each of them taking my challenge to prove they were the best man in the room so seriously, each of them trying to pace themselves to please me. They were still young, still selfish, and soon they gave into those lusts and wantonly pounded into me, and I didn't particularly mind, every move feeling so wonderful, and bringing me closer to another orgasm. 
 
    Another load of cum surged inside me, and I still didn't grow tired of that warm filling feeling. It invigorated me actually, my brain spinning the thoughts of millions of little sperm battling one another, all for the chance to claim me. I was the queen of the world at this moment, the most grand of prizes. 
 
    He was quickly replaced, another cock inside my pussy, and Cody presented himself, taking my hand into his own and placing it on his cock. I jerked him – I did say I'd please them in any way possible as gratitude for doing their part in knocking me up. I pulled him towards my mouth, licking at him, playfully, tracing his cock over my cum-stained face with a smile. 
 
    More pounding, another load deposited inside me, my next orgasm was hanging at some sort of weird stasis point of everything feeling great, but remaining at a blissful plateau. Soreness was winning over my plans to cum so many times, and I knew exactly what I needed to do. 
 
    Maintaining Cody's new hard-on with gentle strokes, my other hand put a temporary stop to a new cock entering me. For now. "Will one of you fine young men come over here and fuck your Professor's ass? I'm deeming it as an acceptable place to cum for your guaranteed A." 
 
    I grinned, knowing I was just breaking my own rules left and right. Not like I was ever good at following rules to begin with. 
 
    One rushed to rise to it as I turned on my side, the next man who wanted my pussy so eager to fuck me and help me out, adjusting himself so that another boy could come finger my ass, preparing it for something far bigger and more pleasurable than his digit. 
 
    I'd never made anal a part of my lessons, since it was typically so counterproductive to the whole breeding part. I was no stranger to it. My lust for risky, primal fucking made birth control seem unsexy to me, so I often let my short term boyfriends, who would inevitably find a reason to leave when they found out the crazy shit I did in my classes, fuck my ass. I quite enjoyed it when it was done right. 
 
    As my ass fucker urged his cock into my hole, relaxed due to my body's fading strength, and another cock pressing back into my pussy, I realized with enough cocks inside you and enough eagerness, you didn't need it to be just right. This was new ground for me, I had never even been with two people at the same time before, unless you counted my hands on approach to lessons.  
 
    My ass stretched around him, and my pussy enveloped the guy in front of me. They eased into me, and I endured the penetration. They glanced at one another as if this were completely crazy, but shrugged,and fully ready to go through with the insanity.  
 
    My core was stretched and strained against the sizes of two young men who wouldn't have been small on their own. I endured, and although this was my first time doing such things, I was highly educated in many sexual manners, and I knew how my body would react once I got over the shock of such extreme separation of myself. 
 
    Discomfort gave way to a completely full feeling, knowing every centimeter of my two holes was so completely and utterly filled with cock. A surge of pleasure washed over me as they started to move, their cocks rubbing through the divide in my flesh, stimulating every nerve inside me, especially the ones that were dedicated to my pleasure. It was the awakening I needed. One cock wouldn't cut it for my sore body anymore. 
 
    I moaned softly, the following sounds increasing in volume, eyes opening to the boys and girls in the room staring at me. The girls looked on with their jealousy, one mouthing something breathlessly, but I read her lips loud and clear: "I wish that was me." 
 
    The boys surrounded us, stroking their hard cocks, patiently waiting their turn as their professor commanded. 
 
    The sheer audacity of the situation was never lost on me. I understood why this turned me on so much, the philosophy, the mental insights that go into everything sexual, but understanding didn't detract from my enjoyment. In fact, my knowledge gave me a sublime appreciation for the lusts and sensations overtaking my mind and body, allowing me to throw myself into them fully, thinking of ways to dive deeper into audacity. 
 
    Why stop at two? I leaned back, and yanked Cody's cock into my mouth, suckling him as those in my lower holes worked together in empowering me with immense waves of delight from both of them. My hands gestured for two of the other boys, and they listened, approaching me, as I jerked and petted them, letting my tongue do all the work on one with the helpful suck here and there. 
 
    Three cocks inside me, five cocks being pleased by me, a whole class worshiping me. I'm going to revise my earlier statement, I wasn't a queen, but a goddess, and these were my followers, all gathered to pay me tribute with their cum. I cackled as much as one could cackle with a cock going down their throat. Cody, being the helpful young man he is, guiding my head up and down his shaft, doing his part in making my crazy fantasy come true. 
 
    Hands of the men surrounding me, using me, also felt up my body, petting my breasts, twisting my nipples, massaging hips, sides, and everything else, allowing every nerve to get the pleasure it sought. 
 
    It was all becoming just too much. My core was like a steady tide of tsunamis crashing into me, as each slid into my pussy and ass, never letting the great orgasm building inside me rest for a moment, pounding higher and higher. I focused so much on jerking and sucking my students, but just like lecturing proved difficult when getting gangbanged, hand and blowjobs proved quite difficult too.  
 
    It started to boil down to the boys just using my body without my assistance for their pleasure. Cody fucked my face, other boys closed my hands on their cocks and ran them up and down their shafts. I sat back and enjoyed it, so much, so fast, something I didn't even know was possible. I couldn't hold on for much longer, and much longer was... 
 
    Not even a second later my thoughts against the pleasure were lost, my moans sounding out over the cock in my mouth, my body losing all strength, but almost involuntary convulsing, arching my back and letting the power of orgasm shudder over me like mad. My hands tightened and squeezed the cocks in my hands, further breaking my own rule by forcing those boys to fire all of their load over my skin and body, their heat hitting my breasts and sliding down my abdomen. 
 
    The intensity even went to my face, locking my lips around his cock, feeling Cody's next load of cum spurt down my throat, all of his sweet cream going down faster than I could manage to swallow, his seed leaking out of the sides of my wild grin and onto my cheeks as he finally wrestled his rod free of my mouth. 
 
    Lastly, the last quivering of my body came from my pussy and ass giving their last bits of strength to squeeze and spasm all around both of the men inside me. It wrangled them, massaging their dicks, and they too, had all the pleasure they could stand from my tight body. Inside my ass, I felt the strange yet curiously wonderful sensation of cum being fired deep where it shouldn't go, mirrored so wonderfully but the fourth, fifth – maybe sixth?  – load fired into to where all cum should go.  
 
    My mouth draped open, trying desperately to remember to do that breathing thing, fighting my body's temptation to die in exquisite orgasm. A cock slid out of my ass, the cream sliding down that hole and dripping onto the floor, and then a cock slid out of my pussy, the mixture of my own juices and many men's cum leaking out of me and down my legs. 
 
    The boys were good, and continued to use me as I had commanded them. I barely even noticed them, their fucking of me just drawing out the blissful haze I lived in, barely coherent, barely conscious. 
 
    At some point though, I recovered enough to look up at the wall clock. "Urgh." I strained myself to sit up, waving off a boy who may have been going for fourths at this point. "You've done wonderfully class. But our time ended fifteen minutes ago. We'll try to review everything we learned today next meeting." 
 
    I looked at the boys. I had exhausted them as much as they had exhausted me, and they managed to get dressed and stumble back out of the room. Each of them turned back towards me with a knowing and loving nod at what I had done with them. I was certain I'd earned their undivided attention for the rest of the year. 
 
    Gazing down at my pussy, I ran my fingers over the mess it had become. A pleasurable, ecstatic mess, almost hurting with bliss. There was evidence against my primal gangbang theory, but I would recover, and yearn for such things once again. I grinned, pushing the warm seed back in, giving it a second chance to be the sperm that bred me in front of the class once again.  
 
    "Professor Reese." I broke my focus on my own lady parts to face other people who shared my parts. "We need to talk." 
 
    One girl stood in front of the others, seemingly elected as representative. "What's up, Sami?" 
 
    She cleared her throat. "The rest of the girls and I would like to register a formal complaint with how you handled your class. We believe it to be sexist and unfair that all the boys got guaranteed As just because they have a penis and testicles full of sperm. We've decided it'd only be fair a similar opportunity would be made available for the rest of us." 
 
    "That was a very nice spiel there, Sami." Breath was returning to me quickly. I kept myself in shape, what can I say? 
 
    "Thank you, I'm going to law school after I finish my graduate degree here." 
 
    "Soo– " I looked over the girls. There was that look of envy focused squarely on me. "You girls want to be, um, gangbanged and bred as well?" 
 
    "We believe it to only be fair." She crossed her arms.  
 
    I created a brand new monster, and I could only smile. "Fine. I'll arrange gangbangs for everyone in the coming classes. You better get off your birth control or it's not happening, though." I had to stop to laugh at my command. "Besides, I am ashamed of my performance as a teacher during today's lesson. You'll all serve as excellent review subjects." 
 
    The girls shared another glance between themselves. I could understand their jealousy – what I experienced was truly wonderful. That I made them want something so ridiculous. The 'method' works in mysterious ways. 
 
    Sami shared a glance over the rest of her girls. "We find this an acceptable solution, Professor Reese. We look forward to our next class." 
 
    They nodded at one another. A few girls in the pack seemed shocked that they had suddenly consented to such a thing. Soon my lecture hall was empty for the day. All except for myself and Professor Rivera, who had waited until the room was empty before approaching me in the center. "Well done, Sasha. I have to say, I do believe the student has surpassed the teacher. You did that better than I ever did." 
 
    "I've taught better lessons Profess – John." 
 
    "But you've inspired your students. That's the mark of a good educator." He offered me a hand, wanting to help me to my feet. "Besides, I'm certain all your students will be more than fully educated in every aspect of human sexuality before the year's up." 
 
    "Not the way the school board expected, but yes, they'll be educated." I accepted his hand, his strength pulling me up on wobbly legs, me falling over into him, and him catching my helpless body with his own, not caring about the sticky and creamy mess I was. "Sorry, I think I'm getting student juice all over your suit." 
 
    He laughed, and caressed my hair, not giving a damn there was also student juice in that as well. "Did you want to go and get some dinner, Sasha? I'm sure you have to be famished after that." 
 
    My stomach did growl as he mentioned food. I looked up at the man who had changed my life, for better or worse, had inspired me, been my fantasy, and everything else. The one man who could truly understand why I did the things I did. So what if he was a decade and change older than me? He was still hot. "Should I get a shower first?" 
 
    "That's on you, dear. I'm fine with you the way you are. We might not be able to go any place with a dress code with how you are now, though. Even if, you know, you were actually dressed." 
 
    He guided me over to my clothes and helped me back into them. So much to discuss with him, and there was little I looked forward to more. 
 
    It was my last year, and I left with quite the memory that was going to stick with me, knowing deep inside I was certain to conceive. I'd try something more normal, with John for a bit, and see if I could tolerate that, I told myself. If not? 
 
    I have ten to fifteen more years of fertility and awesome teaching credentials. Making it happen again would be so simple. And oh so tempting.  
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    Thank you for purchasing this ebook, I hope you enjoyed it.  Please take the time to leave honest feedback in the form of a review, I very much care what my readers think and take it into consideration when planning new stories.  If you’d like to drop by my website you can find me at www.scarlettskyes.com and sign up for my newsletter for a free and instant download of my exclusive-to-subscribers stories. 
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    I also run www.shamelessbookdeals.com and you can sign up there for over 20 more free stories and regular notifications of the best erotica at the best prices! 
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