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“How many times have I told
you to clean up your room?”

He looked pissed this time. I guess it
was understandable, just coming home from his shift and there I am,
still in my nightdress and on my bed, at one in the afternoon,
surrounded by…

Well, what was on my bed, sharing my
space? I looked at him blurry eyed, and then looked on the ruffled
sheets. There it was, my favourite dildo, the big pink one with the
clit stimulator and the anal plug. That was the reason I wasn’t up
yet. That was why I was still unshowered and dirty, hair in a mess
and eyes bleary and half closed from sleep. Fucking myself and
dozing, my favourite way to spend the morning. But not one that my
Daddy wanted to see when he had been hard at work all night,
bringing home the bacon for me and my Mom, a job he had taken on
when he had married her some three years ago.

Didn’t I say that? Yes he wasn’t my
real, biological Daddy. I would never have such confused feelings
about a blood relative. God no! But my step daddy, a man who I had
only met a few years ago, who was there for me, a kind smile and a
sexy older man’s body, in a way that my real loser Dad could never
be. It was no wonder I wanted him so much! And in reality, the
reason that I spent so much of my time, precious time when I should
be doing college work or seeing my buddies, fucking myself hard in
the ass with my plastic pal!

Of course, there was more to this story
now. Much more! Every since I had gotten pregnant. My first time
and my only time, my loser boyfriend, when all I wanted was a real
man, the man of the house!

My folks though, my stepdad and my mom,
they could have been a lot worse. They took me in, they forgave me,
they promised to support me.

But my my, since my tits had started to
swell with milk my stepdad had been looking at them, more and more.
I swear, if he could have licked his lips he would have. And do you
know what? It turned me on that he looked at me, looked me up and
down. And what’s more, I wanted to feed him!

He did look pissed off mind you.
Standing there with his hands on his hips, sweat on his T-shirt,
grime on his face, no doubt contemplating a few hours sleep before
my Mom got home and he would have to start looking after her,
fixing dinner maybe, changing my baby brother perhaps. He was
staring, eyes wide. Not quite at me. No. More at what was on my
bed. Day old knickers, my laptop still open at the Pornhub page I
had been frigging myself off to, and of course the big pink
elephant in the room, so to speak!

Well, I could wrap this older
man around my little finger. I knew that he liked me. I mean,
really liked me. I had seen him watching me as I flounced around
the house in my too short skirts, and my barely there night
T-shirt. I knew the effect I had on him, no bra, breasts swollen
with my milk, nipples hard through the fabric, pert titties
bouncing as I wafted past him. I made sure that he could smell me,
almost taste me, as I teased him with my nubile, teenage
body.

Of course, there was more than a
measure of teasing from him too. He was in such great shape for an
older man! It helped that he did such a physical job, probably
burning more calories every day in the course of his normal day
than any businessman who hits the gym after work. His strong
forearms rippled with veins, tattoos shining through the sweat and
muscle tone. He ass was a perfect peach that you could cut bread
on! His chest was defined without being bulky, and when he took his
shirt off, as he did a lot! (maybe a little too much, you might
say) he had the kind of effortless abs that most guys half his age
would kill to achieve. And yet he seemed to be blind to his
attractiveness. Or was he?

My Mom had certainly fallen head over
heels for him. I remember the first time I met him ,when she
brought him home for a tense meal where they laughed at each
other’s jokes and I sat in silence, wondering if this was just
another in a sting of post-divorce guys I would meet one time and
never see again.

There was something different about
this one though. A confidence. Easy with himself, not trying too
hard. Mind you, that night when they went to bed, and I heard them
loudly humping through the thin walls of our apartment, he
definitely seemed to be trying then! Oh yeah, my Mom had found a
keeper alright, and she screamed as he fucked her for what sounded
like all night, and I vowed that one day I would cum like
that.

And preferably with him!

So where was I? Ah yes, he was staring
at my dildo, and I was thinking about how I might turn this
situation to my advantage.

He broke the silence first.

“Well, I can see you’ve had
a productive morning!”

It was a good one. A good move on his
part. Enough wiggle room for me to be indignant or coy, and for him
to turn this into either an admonishment or something
more.

“Hey, sometimes a girl has
to kick back and you know…”

It was a quick response and perfectly
filled the gap his question had left. He seemed to think for a
moment. I guess even at that point we both knew where this might be
going.

But he wanted more. He wanted to hear
my say it. It was turning him on, I could see that.

“No actually I don’t know.
Why don’t you tell me exactly what you were doing before I got
home…”

I smiled at him.

“You really wanna
know?”

“Yes Princess. I really want
to know”

“Well, you know I was watching porn on my PC. I was thinking
about you, and I was imagining that this big dildo you see here”
(at this point I picked up my dildo, and began to stroke my thigh
with it) “was your big cock stuck inside me!”

He looked at me for a moment. If he was
shocked, he certainly didn’t show it.

“Well, I don’t know if mine
is as big as that one, Princess” he responded. This really was a
naughty, bad guy! I loved it!

“Well let me be the judge of
that” I replied. I didn’t wink, that would have been so very corny,
but there was a definite wink implied in that response

Just to emphasise the point, and
because my soft T-shirt which served as nightwear was riding up
anyway, exposing my soft, neat, shaven pussy, I parted my legs and
began to gently rub my toy on myself. I was brazening it out, and I
loved where this was going now!

I continued, because I could see how my
dirty talk, and my clean pussy, was affecting him.

“It looks like yours is
growing. Maybe it’s catching up?!”

He looked down at his growing bulge,
misshaping his oil stained jeans, clearly hard and very clearly a
big one. There had to be some good reason why my Mom screamed,
every damn night!

He started to rock on his feet, maybe
coming over, but perhaps also conflicted about this, maybe wanting
to leave it as a flirtatious conversation as opposed to something
more. I made it happen.

“Come over here you. I want
to taste your cock”

The directness of it shocked even
me.

He moved over to me and was on his
knees in front of me in a moment. I lifted up my T-shirt and pulled
it over my head. I was naked in front of him now, the cold or the
situation turning my already sensitive nipples into hard points of
pleasure. I shivered a little, with excitement rather than the
ambient temperature. He stroked my hair, and then moved his hand
down to my pert, full breasts and cupped each one in turn, then
with his thumb started to stroke my nipple. As he worked, I took
hold of his belt buckle and started to undo him, struggling at
first, but then managing to pull the leather from the Levis and pop
each button in turn. Then I was inside them and on the soft white
cotton of his boxers, feeling the hardness of him, the slight
wetness from the already leaking pre cum that I knew was
there.

He kissed my face, gently with his soft
lips, warm on my skin. I let my hand fall over the top of his
waistband and gripped the hot shaft that lay within. Clearly big,
definitely hard, with ridges and veins circling the stalk, I began
to stroke him up and down, so that his breathing started to deepen,
and his eyes closed. He leant over and his tongue now flicked over
my nipples where his thumbs had done such a good warm up job. He
took them in his mouth, working them expertly, and I could feel how
wet I was becoming, and how much I wanted this to
happen.

I pulled his jeans down to his knees
and quickly followed with his boxers. His cock was now fully out
and standing to attention, like a good soldier on parade. I allowed
myself to take a look at it. A good, long look. Very large, girth
and length. Dark purple end, bulging out, way bigger than my toy
and a possible challenge to fit him inside my virgin cunt, except
of course that I was so wet I was sure it would make it!

I started to stroke him again, my
fingers around his hard shaft, squeezing so that some of that clear
liquid pre-cum ran over my knuckles. I lifted it up to my mouth to
taste him. He was sweet and slippy. He took his finger and rubbed
that clear cum on my lips. Then he closed his eyes and leaned in,
and as I cupped his warm ball sack in my hand we kissed.

It was a sensual and loving embrace.
Our tongues inside each other’s mouths, eyes closed and hot breath
on our cheeks, we merged into one. All I could taste was him, all I
could hear was his breathing, all I could feel was the warmth of
his breath. His cock throbbed in my hand and our bodies
melted.

I let him go and bent down. My head now
over the top of his huge cock, I kissed the end of it, taking in
some more of that liquid. Then I opened up, and kissed down his
shaft, around the base, his balls, and then back up to his rounded
end. I held his shaft in one hand, and dove down onto him, my mouth
enveloping him, sucking on the end of it, my premier blow job, and
loving it. He started to moan, I was clearly a natural! Then I let
him further into my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth so that
now I was deep throating him. It was hard to keep from
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