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Mike enjoyed
the summer not just for the heat, but also for his neighbor.
Rather, his neighbor’s daughter, Morgan.

She was a co-ed
in college now, just finishing her first year. And she’d decided to
come back home for the season.

His own son new
her, but he had moved out of state for school and had decided to
stay out there and find work instead of coming back home for a
while.

This suited
Mike just fine. He didn’t think his son would react well to seeing
the way he liked to watch Morgan go for a dip in the pool in her
family’s backyard.

Or, even
better, tan.

It just so
happened that the master bedroom window looked down onto their pool
area, the angle so good that even their privacy fence did
nothing.

He knew he
should feel bad about looking at her like that, but he really
couldn’t help himself.

Morgan was
youthful lust incarnate for him. Her breasts were high and firm,
her stomach flat and toned.

And her
ass!

Her ass!
Like two perfectly shaped half-crescents of taut, squeezable
flesh.

She liked to
wear these skimpy little bikinis. But it didn’t take her long to
start tanning in the nude when her folks left for the day.

Mike stood by
the window, his cock a shaft a steel in his shorts. Usually he’d go
and finish himself in the shower, not wanting to attract any
attention to his leering.

Although he
felt pretty confident that she hadn’t seen him lusting after
her.

What he fixed
mostly on were his fantasies, though. Because he thought that she
used to have a bit of a crush on him.

He imagined her
knocking on his door, asking to come inside. He imagined her giving
herself to him.

It took no time
at all for him to come when he thought about what it would feel
like to have her slick, warm pussy wrapped around his cock, sliding
that tight ring of flesh up and down his length until he just
couldn’t take it anymore.

And lately,
he’d been thinking of something even dirtier. He couldn’t stop
picturing that perfect ass of hers. He couldn’t stop wondering what
it might taste like. What little noises she might make if he ran
the tip of his tongue in sensual circles around the puckered flesh
of her rosebud.

He wondered if
she’d let any guy give it to her there before.

He didn’t kid
himself that Morgan was a virgin. A girl dripping incredible
hotness like that could get, and probably had gotten, any guy that
she wanted.

But he had a
lot of time on his hands now that his son was away for school, so
he let himself have his fantasies.

Then one day he
went up to his bedroom, hoping to catch sight of her in the nude
out back. He’d heard the distinctive creaking of their back screen
door opening and closing, and figured that she’d gone out
there.

He rubbed his
shaft through his jeans, mind already awash with desire and
lust.

But when he
parted his curtains with one hand, he frowned.

The lounge she
usually sat on was empty. No one was in the pool. He opened the
curtain wider, peeking around.

Morgan? Where’d
you go? Daddy needs to see that ass!

Then someone
knocked at the back door. His heart jumped up into his throat.

It had to be
the back door; the front had a doorbell. Except the thing was, a
fence surrounded his backyard.

How could
anyone be back there?

They knocked
again.

Mike went
downstairs, his bare feet padding silently along on the carpet.
“Who’s there?”

They knocked
again.

He opened the
door. His cock throbbed and his balls squeezed tight.

“Hey, Mike,”
Morgan looked up at him, her lovely full lips smiling. She wore a
bikini, her nipples pushing against the thin fabric.

She smelled
fresh and airy. The scent made the front of his stomach brush
against his shirt.

“Morgan? What
are you doing back here?” he said, glancing around her. “Did you
jump the fence?”

She shrugged
and bit down lightly on her bottom lip. “Maybe. I know that you’ve
been watching me while I sunbathe, Mike.”

Mike swallowed
hard. He leaned forward a little to hide his growing erection.
“Morgan, I’m old enough to be your father! I wouldn’t watch
you—“

She held up a
finger to silence him. “I know that you have. Why do you think I’ve
been going nude the last while?”

His balls
squeezed again. “You did that for me? I mean… I mean… You’re not
going to tell your father, are you?”

She smiled up
at him again. God, she smelled so good. He just wanted to reach out
and pull her body against his.

“I think we can
come to an arrangement. Mind if I come in?” Morgan said.

She didn’t wait
for him to answer, instead brushing past him. Her hand brushed
against the growing bulge in his jeans and he stifled a groan,
hoping she hadn’t noticed how hard she’d made him.

“What do you
want?” he said, his eyes moving immediately down to watch that
magnificent ass of hers sway as she walked in front of him.

It was so
mesmerizing that he didn’t notice how she led him upstairs, right
into the master bedroom.

She stopped and
turned around, close enough to the bed she could sit on it if she
wanted. “I want you, Mike.” Her hand cupped his bulging hard-on and
gave it an encouraging squeeze.

He stepped
back, shocked by her forwardness. “Are you saying what I think
you’re saying?”

“I see the way
you watch me… Especially when you can see my ass. And it got me
thinking, got me… fantasizing… So, Mike, don’t you want to
fuck me in the ass?”

She went down
onto her knees in front of him, undoing his jeans and pulling them
down.

He felt his
cock spring up, then felt her fingers grasp it again.

“Ooh. It’s
bigger than I thought. Gonna need to be good and wet if it’s going
into my asshole.”

God! Yes,
it’s happening! Mike said to himself as he felt her lips plunge
down over the head of his cock. He groaned as his neighbor’s tongue
slurped around him. She made gargling, choking noises as her mouth
slid up and down his length.

She was good at
it. Even with his eyes closed, he knew she’d soaked him with her
saliva already. He could feel gobs and strings of it being pushed
down his shaft by her lips.

Finally, he
opened his eyes and looked. She was staring up into his face as her
mouth slid up and down him. That wicked look returned to her eyes
when she noticed him watching.

“Fuck...” Mike
said as she pushed her lips all the way down him. He felt the tip
of her nose touch his stomach.

She moaned on
him, and he hissed. He felt those vibrations go all the way up his
back.

She cleared her
throat as she pulled her lips back all the way to the head. She
kissed it, nuzzled it, let the tip of her tongue press into the
little slit on the end.

“You’re so hard
for me. Are you thinking about shoving this into my little asshole?
Can you see it in your mind? Can you see my little asshole
stretched around this big cock?”

She pushed her
mouth down him again before he could reply. She laughed when she
pulled off him.

“Just think
about how I’m going to moan while you’re fucking me. God, you have
no idea how long I’ve wanted to have this.”

Working up some
saliva, she spat down on the top of his shaft. Holding the head
with one hand, she used the other to smooth the new layer of spit
over his flesh. Mike couldn’t keep himself from groaning as he
watched her hands lube him up.

As she stood
up, she pulled off top. Falling back on the bed and laughing, she
pushed her bikini bottoms down to her ankles and kicked them
off.

She let her
tongue slowly lick her lips and she pulled her knees back to her
chest. Mike found her couldn’t take her eyes off her pussy. She’d
shaved it completely. Her lips looked so sexy. He could see her
juices glistening in her slit.

“I made myself
ready for you. Do you like it?”

Mike’s mouth
went dry, and his cock flexed.

He took a step
toward her. She laughed, then turned over onto her stomach. The
next instant, she’d arched her ass in the air. She pulled her
cheeks apart so that he could see her tight little rosebud. She
wriggled her body at him.

“Come on, come
fuck me in the ass.”

Mike fell to
his knees by the bed. He moved her hands away from her cheeks and
replaced them with his own. He pulled her cheeks apart again,
squeezing them. When he spread them farther apart, her asshole
opened slightly. It looked so good.

She squealed
when he put his lips on her. His tongue flicked out, licking the
wrinkled ring of flesh. She kept wriggling as he rubbed his tongue
against her hole, getting it good and wet.

When he
finished with that, he let his tongue slide down to her pussy for a
moment. He stuck the tip into her, moving it around. She gasped.
The taste of her juices intoxicated him, and he felt his cock
pulse.

Standing up, he
gave her ass a small spanking. She kept laughing, smiling back at
him, as he moved closer to her. He put the sopping head of his cock
against her wet asshole.

Morgan’s mouth
opened wide as he pushed against the tightness of that hole. Her
laughs disappeared as her teeth gritted and she frowned in
effort.

“Get that cock
in there,” she said, pushing back against him.

Her asshole was
the tightest thing he’d ever felt around his cock. Even so, all the
lubing they’d done began paying off. Mike hissed as he watched her
rosebud begin stretching around him. He’d flexed his cock as hard
as he could; the head was so taut that he could see his reflection
in its purple flesh.

“Oh fuck, oh
fuck,” Morgan kept muttering.

Mike kept her
ass cheeks spread apart, trying to stretch her asshole as much as
he could.

After the ridge
around the head entered, it was almost easy from there.

Morgan’s
mutters and gasps turned to moans. She squeezed handfuls of his
comforter as Mike grunted. He pushed inch after inch of his cock
into her asshole. She cried out, begging him to shove it all into
her.

He did his best
to oblige her request. He watched as her tightness gripped him,
pushing back against his cock. Keeping himself flexed in her, Mike
moved his hands to her hips. When he pulled, they both groaned.
More of his cock slipped through that tight hole.

It was
different from anything he’d felt before. There was tightness all
around his shaft, and warmth. She felt so hot on him, as though the
heat of her lust permeated her entire body.

As his hips
bumped against her cheeks, he let out a little triumphant
laugh.

“Do you like
it?” he said. He flexed harder in her, and she yelped. Her body
stiffened, and she squeezed him harder.

“You feel so
good in me. It’s so hard and big.”

Mike gritted
his teeth, pulling his lips back in a snarl. He began pulling back
out of her. Her asshole pulled back along his length. It still felt
so tight around him. Then Morgan squeezed it around him, like she
didn’t want him to leave. He pulled back harder, watching her tight
ring stretch back along his shaft.

He stopped when
it started trying to stretch back over the ridge of the head.
Taking a breath, he thrust back into her.

Morgan got a
look that was almost pain on her face, and she pushed her nose
against the mattress.

The first few
strokes back and forth were the hardest ones. He started spitting
down onto his cock each time he unsheathed it. Soon, he found he
could fuck her harder and faster. When this happened, he began
slamming into her.

She moaned and
yelped as he crammed his cock as quickly as he could into her
asshole. The bed began shaking.

“Harder!”
Morgan cried out.

Mike squeezed
her hips harder. Her backside slammed against him every time he
pushed forward. She began shoving her ass back as well.

His cock was a
blur as it disappeared into her tightest hole and then pulled back
out, over and over.

“Fuck me, Mike!
Fuck me in the ass! Oh, yes...” Morgan said. She couldn’t even keep
her eyes open.

The urge to
change positions took him. Grabbing her around the waist, he turned
Morgan around on his cock, putting her on her back. She held her
own ankles up as he pushed at the back of her knees.

The lips of her
pussy darkened as her body had flushed with blood and desire.

Mike laid into
her again, giving her long, full strokes with his shaft. She
moaned, and kept sucking her lip into her mouth. From that angle,
she could put her chin against her chest and watch his cock as he
slid it back and forth.

When he put the
ball of his thumb on her clit, she started shaking. Morgan shoved
the back of her head against the bed, arching her back up.

Mike kept
playing with her little erect love button, moving his thumb in
circles over and around it.

He went faster
when he noticed how hard she was gripping her ankles.

“Are you going
to come?” Mike asked, feeling his own cock swell at the thought of
making her come on him.

“Mike, I’m so
wet, Mike. I... I think I’m going to...!” She couldn’t speak
anymore.

Mike just
rubbed her faster, fucked her asshole harder.

His eyes
widened as he watched her pussy trembled.

“Oh fuck!” Mike
said as she squirted on him. Her juices spurted from her pussy in a
torrent, landing on his bed and on his bare shaft.

Morgan let out
a wordless yell as her climax overcame all other senses. Her sex
glistened with her juices as her body shuddered. She pushed a
handful of the blanket into her mouth and bit down, trying to
stifle her screams.

As soon as she
was able, she spoke again.

“Come on, Mike.
Come in my asshole. Shoot your hot cum into me. I want it, I want
it so bad.”

Mike took his
thumb from her pussy. He squeezed her thighs as he gave up control
of his body to his desire. His cock slammed in and out of her
asshole as hard as he could make it.

“Oh!” Mike
groaned.

The long, full
thrusts stopped. He moved his cock back and forth against her
tightness only a few inches as he swelled in her. The first spurt
shot from him into her so hard it almost hurt. He gritted his
teeth, all the tendons in his neck standing out.

“That’s it,
Mike. Fill me up. It’s so warm in me...”

She squeezed
him with her asshole as he spurted into her again and again.

He couldn’t
believe how many times his cock flexed in her, shooting out more
and more cum.

His whole body
shook with exhaustion when he finally finished. He left his cock in
her for a little bit longer, savoring the tightness of it, letting
her squeeze out the last few drops of his seed.

As he pulled
out of her, some of his cum came out as well.

“Stay on your
back. I don’t want any of that cum getting into your pussy,” he
said.

She smiled at
him devilishly, as though she was considering letting it happen
anyway. Mike shook his head.

He sat beside
her on the bed. His cock had begun softening. It looked like he’d
rubbed it red. It was still coated in a mixture of her spit and his
cum. She put her hand on his thigh, and he looked at her.

Then she kissed
him, smoothing one hand up and down his softening length. She
tasted nice and fruity.

“I think we can
keep this our little secret,” she said when she pulled back, “That
is, if you want me to come over again?”

“Yes, I do,” he
replied.
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