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Chapter 1

As I hung up the phone, after another long, aggravating phone call with a group of idiots who worked for me, I leaned back in my chair and took a deep breath. To say my life was not going well was an understatement. I was only 35 years old, and my life consisted of nothing but anger. I was a bitter man that no one really wanted to spend time with, and I didn’t really blame them. I had had a terrible, miserable marriage to the “wicked bitch of the west”, that thankfully ended a few years previous. She had destroyed me, filling my life with darkness and misery. She truly was a hateful woman, and she ruined my life.

The crazy irony was, I had more money than I knew what to do with. I had an amazing, huge house on a grand estate on the top of a hill overlooking the city. I had every car I had ever wanted and every luxury. But none of it made me feel anything close to happy. The old saying about money not buying happiness was well illustrated by my life. I had grown up a happy, optimistic young man who had fallen in love with a girl. Parents and friends had warned me that she was not who I thought she was, but I refused to listen.

I married Sheila and spent 10 years being lied to, taken advantage of and cheated on, until I was a shrunken, empty shell of a man. Then, ironically, once I made enough money that the “half” she would get in the divorce was enough for her, she divorced me, leaving me filled with so much rage about how my life had progressed, that there was no room for any other feelings at all.

I put all of that rage into my business, and it became 5 times more successful than it had been when we were married, due to the fact that it was the only thing I had to put my energy into and was my only escape from my otherwise dreadful existence. In a strange way, I also owed the added success of my business to her, because I became a cut-throat, ruthless businessman who had no need for niceties or feelings. I got results for my business in any way that I could and had no concern for who I might hurt along the way.

Any sign of the optimistic young man I had been were completely gone, and what I had become was an angry, bitter beast of a man who ran my business and my life with an iron fist, and had no tolerance for anyone or anything that got in my way.

I found dating to be extremely annoying as well. I had no trouble finding women who were eager to date a rich, single man like myself, but I found most of the women I dated to be self-serving, narcissistic creatures who used their sex appeal to try and achieve whatever goals they were after. They all seemed to be trying to “capture” a rich husband, rather than get to know me at all. I had dated everyone from powerful, intelligent businesswomen to bar-hopping socialites, and found that they were all more willing to unzip their dresses than give a genuine smile and have an actual, real conversation.

On dates, I always felt like I was being sold something. The fake smiles and laughs, and the short skirts and high heels always made me feel like they were offering a product, and anxiously waiting to see if I was buying. It was all so tedious and predictable. On my most recent date last Friday, a gorgeous twenty-three-year-old model named Susan had stripped naked in my driveway and bent over the hood of my Bentley. She reached down between her smooth, golden legs and parted the soft lips of her pussy for me and said as if reading from a script “I can’t take it any longer. I need you inside me right now.”

As just about any man would have done, I slipped up behind her and mounted her from behind without hesitation. She was overly enthusiastic and multi-orgasmic, and I had no idea if any of it were real, but it didn’t seem so. It was a physically enjoyable release, but empty and dark experience, like many before it. There was no connection aside from the physical one, and the result was a naked, exhausted young woman who hoped she had used her God-given assets well enough to earn my appreciation, and somehow improve her social status at the cost of her self-respect.

Like all of the others, it was not great, or fun, or happy, or really all that enjoyable. Though I had become so coarse and jaded, I still reflected on my younger days with great fondness. It was the last time I had been happy. I remembered college girlfriends and parties and really fun sex. Happy romps with smiling coeds who weren’t trying to prove anything, and had no other goals or pressures in mind, besides a good fun fuck. I cursed the fact that I had left those times to pursue a woman whose primary goal was to destroy me as a man. If there was a single ounce of hope left in me, it would be that I could one day experience that happiness and fun once again. But I wasn’t holding my breath.

Suddenly, a movement out in the yard caught my attention, breaking me from my dark reflections. I looked in the direction to see what it was, but it was gone. Then there was another blur in the bushes and another. I was quite far away, but I could tell that three trespassers had just slipped over my fence and through the hedges and into the landscaped gardens in my backyard.

The anger instantly grew inside of me. Some of the local kids used to think it was fun to hop the fence and screw around in my backyard until I had once caught a few, and pointed a shotgun at them, threatening them if they ever came back. Word quickly spread and I had not had a problem since, but it appeared that a few had decided to try again.

I quickly passed down the hall to my bedroom and opened my safe. I removed my shotgun and stormed back to my office to see where they were in my yard before I headed downstairs and outside to give them a scare they would never forget.

I stepped back up to the window and stopped. Three girls in Schoolgirl uniforms, with V-neck shirts, short skirts and long socks and saddle shoes, were walking through the hedges and across the expanse of my backyard. They were moving fairly quickly, and two of them were holding hands. They weren’t just walking, they were bounding playfully and… smiling. Three of the happiest, most gorgeous, genuine smiles I had ever seen. It nearly took my breath away at first, and I forgot for a moment that they were trespassing on my private property.

I watched as they ran and laughed and bounded casually across the yard. I decided that I didn’t need the shotgun, but these trespassers still needed to be taught a lesson, so I ran downstairs as fast as I could. When I reached the back door, I decided to use a different tactic. Instead of busting out the door in a rage, I was going to sneak up on them and startle them. I silently opened the door and stepped quickly across the patio and behind a decorative hedge at the edge of the pool, where they could not see me.

I peeked around the hedge and watched as they made their way towards the far side of the yard. I heard their laughter and playful talking, though I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I was fully prepared to jump out when they were close to the edge of the yard, but something held me back. Instead, I just watched them. From up closer now, I could see that they all appeared to be older teenagers, and they were absolutely gorgeous. All three of them.

I was suddenly and unexpectedly entranced, staring at these three beautiful girls, smiling and laughing as they made their way up to the fence at the edge of the yard to my left. It was my last chance to jump out and scare them, but I still didn’t move.

Suddenly, one of the girls started to leap up over the fence. Her short school uniform skirt lifted in the air as she jumped, giving me an amazing view of her bottom, clad in a pair of small, frilly yellow panties. As she climbed, she parted her legs, providing another astounding view of her curves and panty clad crevices, straddled the fence, and leaped out of view on the other side, smiling and laughing the entire time.

A second girl hopped up to the fence, and I was treated to a view of her amazing bum as well. She was wearing an even cuter pair of blue and white polka-dotted panties and while she was partially up the fence, the third girl reached out and gave the exposed part of her bum a friendly little smack, eliciting a laugh and few words before she crossed over to the other side. The third girl looked around the yard for a minute, taking in all of the beautiful landscaping. She gave another cute smile to no one in particular and then repeated what her friends had done. As she hopped onto the fence, I could see her selection of undergarments as well, which were pink, with cute rows of overlapping frills.

A moment later, she was over the fence and the girls were gone. I stood in my spot, unable to move. My heart was racing, and I was not sure why. This was my private property and three girls had just decided that it was OK for them to use it as a shortcut home from school. It was not OK, but I was no longer angry at all. As I had watched them, I felt something I had not felt in a very long time. They were cute and bubbly and happy and fun, things that were practically non-existent in my life.

I decided to head back into the house, and not report the incident to anyone. I decided just to forget about it and assume that it was a one-time thing. They had caused no harm. As soon as I entered the house, my phone rang and I was back to dealing with my annoying employees and their petty issues and problems, forgetting about the incident entirely.


Chapter 2

The following afternoon, sitting at my desk fuming through another horrendous teleconference, I caught sight of movement again out of the corner of my eye. I put the phone on speaker and stood up and looked out the large bay window. There, just as the day before, were three beautiful young girls, frolicking through the gardens in my backyard like they were in some sort of fairytale and my backyard was the setting.

For an instant, again, the feeling of anger at strangers on my private property hit me, but quickly it subsided as I watched them, all three holding hands this time, stroll through the green grass with permanent smiles on their faces. They were absolutely stunning. They all three had amazing, firm young flawless bodies, and their smiles were like rays of sunshine in my cold, dark world. I pondered for a moment how most women just don’t realize that a girl with a genuine, happy smile had a much more significant effect on a man than any super-tight dress or fake breasts. At least it did for me. I could have all the tight-dressed girls with fake breasts that I wanted, but glancing at these three beautiful girls with the natural, bright, shining smiles made me feel more drawn to them than any of my recent runway model trysts.

I suddenly realized that I was still on a teleconference and said: “Chuck, sorry I’m going to have to call you back.” I heard him start to object before I simply hung up the phone and went back to watching out the window. The girls walked and talked and smiled and laughed. I was entranced, hypnotized by the mere sight of them. These three girls were so sweet and so inherently, and perhaps unknowingly, sexy. I found the vision of them, holding hands as they walked in and out of the decorative shrubbery, so adorable and so erotic at the same time.

They had on such short school skirts, I imagined they could not possibly be in dress code with any normal school, and then I remembered there was an all-girls school a few blocks away. That made sense, as I could not imagine any male student, or male teacher for that matter, getting anything accomplished with beauties like these around, wearing such short skirts, revealing their tanned, flawless legs all the way up to the very tops of their thighs. The skirts were so short, I imagined there was hardly a time in the day where some portion of their panties was not visible.

At one point during their stroll, one of the girls, with black hair in a ponytail took off running, and the blonde with pigtails took off after her. They were both laughing and squealing and the second girl eventually caught up to her and tackled her. Their hair was bouncing and their skirts were lifting and flying as they played, and I was treated to another wonderful glimpse of their panties, both cute and colorful again, which I found to be far sexier than any lacy black item from Victoria’s Secret.

The third girl eventually got the two back up with a smile, and they trotted off to the same spot, where they jumped the fence again and disappeared. I stood there and realized that this had been the highlight of my day. Of my week or even year. I suddenly did not want to go chase them off. I suddenly wanted them there, every day if possible.

I worked through the rest of the day but was distracted. I kept thinking about the three angels that had twice passed through my backyard. I found myself actually smiling a real smile a few times that evening, thinking of their laughter and their playfulness. And I found myself with an erection a couple of times as well, thinking of their lithe bodies and their short skirts.

The next day was Friday, and I could hardly wait for the afternoon. I made sure I had no appointments at 3:00 in the afternoon, and when the time came, I stood in the window waiting. I had actually brought a pair of binoculars to my office, though I thought it might be a bit too “dirty old man” of me to glare through them at these girls. I had not yet decided.

At 3:05 on the dot, through the shrubs on the right side of the backyard, came one gorgeous young girl, and then another and then another. It was like some sort of magical fairytale, with three gorgeous forest nymphs appearing magically in the woods. I instantly decided that I would use the binoculars. If it was OK for them to trespass, it was OK for me to watch them. I stared longingly at the three, holding hands again, frolicking casually through the manicured gardens of my backyard. Again, they smiled and laughed and talked, and beamed with happiness.

As they reached the fence on the right side of the estate, two went over as usual. Then, completely unexpectedly, the third girl looked directly up at my window and waved at me.

It wasn’t a sarcastic, “I see you checking me out you pervert” wave. It was a happy, smiling wave, the way a person waves just to say hi, and nothing more. I quickly lowered the binoculars. I kept looking at her, and she kept smiling and waving. I finally managed to give a small wave back, which seemed to have been what she was waiting for. She then quickly hopped onto the fence, crossed over, and disappeared.

She had seen me. She knew I was there. Not only did she know I was there, she knew I was watching them, and with binoculars no less. And, on top of all of that, she didn’t seem the least bit bothered by it. It was a strange and bizarre feeling like I had just been busted doing something wrong. But I was in my own house, and she didn’t seem to care at all.

The weekend went by slowly, grudgingly. I worked through most of it, anxiously awaiting Monday afternoon, around 3:00. At some point over the weekend, I decided that on Monday, I was going to be in the yard, and talk to the three angels. I would make sure to let them know that it was OK that they walk through my yard. Hell, if it wasn’t too strange, I would put freaking doors on the fence on either side, though I did really enjoy watching them climb the fence in their tiny skirts.

Monday afternoon finally arrived, and I executed my plan. I made myself a drink, put on my sunglasses and went out to stroll in the gardens as if I was just enjoying the sunshine and the afternoon. It was my backyard, so I felt there was little need to put on too much pretense. I headed out far into the back, where I would be sure to see them, and was sure to be seen.

As expected, three young beauties promptly passed through the shrubs on one side of the yard, with tiny skirts and smiles as usual. I turned in their direction as if they had startled me. All three of them stopped, startled as well.

The black haired girl with the ponytail spoke first saying “Oh Gosh, you startled us.”

I stepped towards them slowly and said “Sorry about that.”

The blonde smiled and blushed and said “We hope you don’t mind us taking the shortcut here through your yard to get home from school Mr. Brandt. My mother said you probably wouldn’t mind.”

They knew my name, which caught me by surprise. Though I certainly didn’t mind, I wondered why her mother thought I wouldn’t. Had she not heard about the shotgun?

The third girl with brown hair in pigtails bounced up to me with a bubbly smile, extended her hand and said: “I’m Julie”.

I shook her hand and the other two followed suit. The blonde was Candy and the black-haired girl was Sally. I introduced myself “Well, it sounds like you already know who I am. And, No, by the way, I don’t mind at all if you three want to take this short-cut.”

Julie giggled and said “Thanks, Mr. B. It’s a long walk home, and this makes it quite a bit shorter.”

Sandy said “Your yard is so beautiful. Do you take care of it yourself?”

In truth, I had very little to do with the yard. Up until a few days ago, this backyard meant nothing to me, other than another decoration for the house. I said, “No, I have a grounds crew for that.”

I motioned towards the other side of the yard and said: “Shall we walk?”


Chapter 3

We all started walking and Candy said “It’s like paradise out here. Every time we come through here, I want to stop and hang out and just enjoy it for a while.”

I thought for a minute, hardly believing what I was about to say, and said: “Well, why don’t you?”

She said “Oh no Mr. B., we don’t want to be a bother. We don’t want to be, like, trespassing or something.”

Sally said “Though I guess technically, we already are” and they all laughed.

I didn’t really know what to say. I didn’t want to sound too creepy, but if these three angels wanted to enjoy the gardens, I certainly would not mind. I just said “Well it’s OK by me if you want to hang out in the yard here sometime. There is hardly ever anybody around to enjoy it. Someone might as well get some pleasure out of it.”

Even though I was pretty sure I already knew, I asked: “So where do you girls go to school?”

Julie said “We go to Woodmont, the girls school a few blocks down. You can probably tell by the way we are dressed.” She did a little twirl right there in front of me, showing off her cute (and super sexy) school uniform, and causing her skirt to rise enough for me to get a quick glimpse of her amazing bum, and the purple pair of panties she was wearing. The other two just laughed at her.

Candy rolled her eyes and said, “Gosh I hate these stupid uniforms.”

The other two seemed to agree. I was looking for a way to keep the conversation moving, and I said: “Well, it’s not a bad thing for a school to have a uniform policy.”

Sandy said with a little pout “I know, but they are so lame. Especially for us. I mean we are all 18 years old, we’re adults now. We should be able to decide what clothes to wear.”

Then she said “The only thing we get to pick for ourselves is our panties.” and to my utter shock and amazement, she lifted her skirt with both hands to show me the same cute pair of blue and white polka-dotted panties that I had seen the other day when she hopped the fence. This time I got a much better look, and it was absolutely amazing. Her young, firm body was just as flawless as I had suspected from afar. Her ass was spectacular, soft and shapely and on the front of the panties, at the top, sat a little blue lace bow.

It took everything I had not to react, in any way. The moment was completely bizarre, but even more bizarre to me was the fact that she, nor either of her friends seemed to think that it was any big deal that she had just lifted her skirt and shown her panties to a grown man. A stranger no less. She simply let her skirt fall back down after a wonderful moment, and we all just continued walking as if this was a totally normal, pleasant conversation.

After a moment, when I regained my ability to speak, I said: “So, do you like the school?”

Julie answered, saying “it’s fine I guess. There are no boys there, which we like. Boys are dumb.” All three giggled quite a bit at this remark. Then she said “But it’s different. With no boys, there are a lot fewer things to worry about, and they don’t have to be so strict on us.” Then she stepped ahead of us and said in a louder voice “Which is why it seems to dumb that they make us wear these stupid uniforms.”

Then, shocking me once more, Candy said “I know. I think I’d rather go to school naked than wear these stupid uniforms.”

The girls laughed at this statement, and Sandy looked at her and said “You’d rather be naked just about anywhere. We know you.”

Candy smiled back and said, “Oh like you two are any different.”

We reached the fence on the other side of the yard, after what they seemed to feel was a totally normal, totally casual conversation. They all looked up at me and Sandy said “It was very nice to finally meet you Mr. B.” and she stepped over and gave me a sweet hug. It threw me for a loop. I was still reeling when the other two girls came over and did the same.

I stood stone still, unable to react as I watched Candy jump up to climb over the wall. Sandy, right behind her reached over and smacked her on the exposed part of her ass again, causing them all to giggle. Candy said, “Are you going to smack me on the butt every time I climb this wall?”

Sandy said “Probably. It’s such a cute butt, and when you put it right in my face like that, I just can’t resist.”

Candy made her way over and then Sandy jumped up, revealing her panty clad ass to Julie and I. Julie giggled and then she went over to smack Sandy’s ass. Sandy squealed and then said, “Hey you copycat.” She made her way over the fence and then Julie leaped up into position on the fence.

She held herself there on the edge for a minute and then looked back at me. I looked at her, a bit startled that she had caught me looking directly at her ass, but she said: “Well, aren’t you going to smack me on my bottom?”

I mumbled a few words like “well, I…” “not sure I…” but she smiled her huge beautiful smile and said “Go ahead. It won’t be fair if you don’t.”

As if I was having an out of body experience, as if I had lost total control of my limbs, I stepped a bit closer and gave her cute little pink panty clad ass a little smack. She squealed and said a sweet little “Thanks” and then disappeared over the fence.

I could still hear them giggling and talking from the other side of the fence. I heard one of them say “He was so nice” and another girl say “Yeah, I hope he walks with us again some time.” Then, their voices and their laughter drifted as they made their way out to the road and off to their homes.

I didn’t move from the spot. I couldn’t. I was awestruck. I was completely blown away by how beautiful these three girls were. Not just physically beautiful, but bright and vibrant and full of life, like rays of sunshine. I was also blown away by how bizarre the walk and the conversation had been. Here I was, the “grumpy old man” of the neighborhood, that everyone knew, and they had just walked and talked with me through the yard as if I was a close friend.

Their personalities were just so bright and open. They seemed quite smart, and yet so naive at the same time. They had flashed their panties and talked about being naked, and it didn’t seem the least bit inappropriate. It all seemed so innocent. It was not dirty or indecent. It was pleasant and fun.

All three seemed totally unaware of the effect that the walk and the conversation had on me. Or they just didn’t care.

I finally started walking back to the house, trying to solve this mystery. Were these three girls truly so innocent and naïve that they had no idea that panty flashing and butt smacking could give a man certain… feelings? Or did they know, but not care. Or worse, were they trying to evoke some sort of reaction.

For a moment, my suspicious mind took over. Were they trying to manipulate or seduce me in some way? But after spending just a few moments with them, the thought seemed laughable. I truly felt that as strange as it seemed, these three were just innocent, naïve girls who seemed incapable of a mischievous thought or action. The fact that their looks and their actions sparked my libido so strongly, was just a happy accident.


Chapter 4

As much as I tried not to, I began obsessing over the three angels who had decided to pass through my yard each day. They were really the only ray of sunshine in my dark, miserable life, and I couldn’t stop thinking about them. I found that at the end of each day, I couldn’t wait for 3:00 the following day to come.

Over the next few afternoons, I met them and walked and talked with them a couple more times. I learned that they had all been friends for many years, and they were all about to graduate in two weeks. Those were the things they told me. From observation, I learned that they were all completely open and free and happy, and seemingly completely unashamed to talk about or do anything. They each showed me what panties they had selected for that day, as it was the only fashion choice they were allowed to make, and they talked completely without filter about anything and everything.

On Friday afternoon, I had decided I would not meet the girls again, but just watch and see what they did. At 3:05 they popped through the shrubs as usual. They walked part of the way, and then it seemed they decided to stop and play “hide and seek” in the various bushes around the yard. Apparently, they had taken me at my word, that it was OK to stay a while in the yard.

I watched them play hide and seek for a bit, and then they headed up through the yard, to the door on the back porch. I heard the knock from downstairs, and I ran down to answer. All three were standing there, as beautiful as ever, a bit winded and glistening with a bit of sweat. I opened the door and said “Hello ladies. It’s nice to see you again.”

Julie said, “Sorry to bother you, Mr. B., You wouldn’t have some bottled water that you could give us, would you?”

I said, “Sure, come on in and I’ll go get some.”

They all stepped into the air conditioning and all three said “Holy shit” at the same time. I looked back at them and they said: “This house is even more unbelievable that it looks from the outside, and that’s saying something.”

I smiled and went to the kitchen and brought out 3 bottled waters. When I returned, Sandy said, “How many people live here?”

I said, “Just me, actually.”

All three girls made sad faces and said “That’s so sad. You don’t have anyone to keep you company here?”

Candy joked “What if you get lost in this giant place?” causing everyone to laugh.

I said, “I see you have discovered that this yard is great for hide and seek.”

They nodded and Sandy said “Oh” like she had an idea. She said “We should come play hide and seek out here at night. That would be so much fun.”

The other girls seemed to agree, but Julie said “But it’s Mr. B’s yard. It’s not like it’s a public park or something.”

Then they all looked at me as if asking permissions. I thought for a moment about how I would love to have them around, any time. But then I considered whether they would return alone, or bring a bunch of heathens from the neighborhood with them. There had to be scores of boys all over the town that followed these girls around, hanging on their every word.

I decided to try and break the subject lightly. I said, “You know, I like you three, but I’m not a big fan of a lot of the people in the neighborhood.”

Candy said “We know. We’ve heard about the whole shot-gun thing.”

I pondered this and said, “Well, I would be glad to have you three come play in my yard, any time you would like, but I don’t really want a bunch of other people I don’t know coming with you.”

The bounced with excitement and Sandy said “Oh, it will just be the three of us. We don’t really like a lot of the other people around here either. Especially the boys. It’s pretty much just the three of us, most of the time.”

I smiled and said, “Well then, my yard is your yard.”

They bounced with excitement again and took their bottled water and headed out the back door. Julie said “We’ll come back around 7:00 this evening to play. If you don’t have anything planned and you want to hang out with us and be a spectator, that would be cool.” And then they wandered off to climb the fence and disappear. I did want to be a spectator, very, very badly.

For the next few hours I worked alone, I ate dinner alone and I watched television alone, but I didn’t feel quite as alone as I normally did. I had been feeling a little bit guilty, like a strange man who was watching and taking advantage of these three girls in some way, but their pleasant nature and open attitudes really made that fade away. I liked having them here, and even though I was the “grumpy old man” of the neighborhood, they seemed to like being around here too.

At about 6:45 I poured myself a rum-and-coke and went to sit on the back patio. I wondered for a minute if they might actually come to the front door and ring the doorbell this time, so I left the door cracked a bit so I could hear it. But right around 7:00, from the opposite direction they normally came, all three girls came crawling over the fence.

They were all smiles and giggles as usual, and were not in the school uniforms anymore, though what they were wearing was no less exciting. All three had on the tiniest of tiny shorts, that were skin tight, like bikers shorts or work out shorts of some type, and small, tight t-shirts. It was the first time I had seen their upper bodies in the form-fitting material, and it was not a disappointment.

None of the three had what I would call large breasts, but all three had medium sized, prominent breasts that were real and perky and very attractive. They came over to the patio and greeted me sweetly, all three giving me hugs and thanking me for letting them come over again. They sat down and we talked a little bit. They explained that Sandy was currently living with Candy and her mother at their house, since Sandy’s parents had to move away for work recently, and she wanted to stay in school with her friends.

Julie lived with her mom, also a single mother, but they were almost always together. They took turns hanging out at Julie’s house and Candy’s on a regular basis. I thought for a moment, and then asked “The other day you said, even though you knew about the shotgun incident, that your mom told you I probably wouldn’t mind you walking through my backyard. I don’t mind by the way, but I’m curious why she thought that.”

Julie explained “Oh, my mom has this thing. It’s kind of silly.” She paused, and I waited for her to explain. She said, “She says that the three of us are so cute, that we could probably get away with just about anything.”

All three girls giggled, and then Candy said “Well, we are cute” and she struck a little pose, causing more laughter.


Chapter 5

After a pause, I finally said: “So, you are going to play hide and seek, huh?”

Julie laughed and said “Yeah, I know it may seem silly, but this yard you have was like it was made for hide and seek. As soon as we saw it, we knew we had to play here. And we still love to play all sorts of crazy games. Kids games and grown-up games.” All three girls giggled, and it seemed there was an inside joke I was not aware of. Then they all bounced up and went off to play. It was already dark, but the moon was very bright that night, which was perfect for hide and seek. Enough darkness to hide in, but enough light to be found as well.

I watched them play for a bit and wondered what could be more fun than this. Watching these three stunning young beauties in skimpy clothing frolicking and playing in my own backyard. I could think of no better way to spend an evening. They used the patio as the their “home base”, and made frequent trips back to it. After a couple of quick rounds, when they were all back together on the patio, Sandy said “I think we should make it a bit more interesting. How about, when you find someone, you have to make out with them for 1 minute?”

The statement threw me for a loop, but all three of them squealed with delight as if it were the most fun idea they had ever heard. Sandy was it, so she closed her eyes and counted, and Candy and Julie quickly headed off to hide. I was now even more interested in the game than I had been before.

I watched as Sandy wandered through the backyard, carefully scanning the area. After a few minutes of looking, I heard a squeal. Sandy had found Julie and had pounced on her, scaring her. They laughed together for a minute, and then Sandy took Julie's hands in hers. They interlocked fingers, and then Sandy slid right up to her and started kissing her. They kissed each other softly and sweetly for a moment, breaking away to smile and giggle, but then their kissing grew a bit more passionate. Their tongues intertwined and their heads turned and they continued to make out for far longer than one minute. It was an amazingly erotic sight.

Finally, they broke off. They hesitantly let go of each other’s hands and smiled again, and Julie started walking towards me to the patio, while Sandy went off to try and find Candy. Julie came up to the patio with a huge smile on her face and said: “I’m the loser” and plopped down into the chair next to me. We watched Sandy continue to scan the yard, and I said: “So you girls always play games like this?”

She smiled at me and said “Oh yeah. We love playing games together. They usually start off pretty silly, but end up turning naughty.” I was very curious exactly what she meant by “naughty”, but just then we heard another pair of squeals from the yard. She sat next to me and watched as Sandy approached Candy, and the two of them embraced and kissed each other, gently at first, and then passionately, just as she had done with Sandy.

After the two were making out for quite a while, far longer than one minute, Julie coughed and said “Ah hem. Are we going to get back to the game, or are you two going to go for it right there in the grass?” I was completely startled and thrown by what she said. We looked out into the yard, and Sandy and Candy broke off their kiss laughing, and Candy made a face like she had to think about it for a minute. Sandy grabbed her hand and the two headed back up to where we were on the patio. They plopped down next to us, still all smiles and laughter.

They rested for a minute, and I wondered what they must think of me. They were obviously completely comfortable being themselves around me, and not holding anything back, but I wondered why. What was it about me that made them decide they didn’t need to be shy or cautious? I decided quickly not to second guess my luck, and just go with it.

As we sat, Candy sprung up with excitement and said: “Do you two remember playing hide and seek at camp last summer?”

Sandy sat up as well and said “Oh yeah, I had forgotten about that. Let’s play with those rules.”

All three were quickly on their feet and Julie said “OK, but we still have to do the making out thing too.”

Everyone agreed with eagerness, and Candy and Sandy went off into the yard to hide. I looked at Julie and said, “What are the camp rules?”

Julie looked at me as if telling me something completely normal and ordinary, and said “Whoever gets found first has to take off their clothes. Then they stay naked while it’s their turn to find the next person.”

Then she closed her eyes and started to count. I was once again stunned. Had she said what I thought she just said? Were they going to take off their clothes? Their little game of hide and seek was definitely taking a naughty turn, and I couldn’t believe my luck. I got to be a spectator. It was shocking, but I was deciding now that not much more could shock me about these three girls. I looked at my glass, which was now empty. I wanted another drink, but there was no way in the world I was going to miss a second of this game.

Julie searched the yard for what felt like forever. I wondered if she would ever find anyone. But finally, she took off running around a tall, decorative shrub and shouted: “Found You!”. It was Sandy she had found. She tickled her for a minute and then stepped back and held out her hand. Sandy pretended to object for just a moment, but her giggles and smiles betrayed her. Then, in a scene that I could only have imagined in my wildest dream, she started removing her clothes.

She shimmied out of her skin-tight, tiny shorts first. She was wearing a very cute, small pair of pink panties with a flowery design on them. She picked up her shorts and handed them to Julie, who was smiling from ear to ear. Then she slipped her shirt up over her head and handed it to Julie as well, revealing a simple, plain pink bra.

Without the slightest hesitation or nervousness or embarrassment, still smiling brightly and giggling, Sandy reached behind her and unclasped her bra, and slipped it off, handing it to Julie as well. I couldn’t see too well from the distance, but what I could see looked amazing. Then she slipped her fingers under the sides of her panties, and shimmied and shook her hips, as she slipped them down and off. She handed them to Julie as well. Julie looked at her as if she was inspecting her, and then they both broke out into laughter.

The now completely naked Sandy turned and started to walk in my direction, but Julie coughed again. She said, “Um, are you forgetting something?” Then Sandy turned back to her and said: “Oh yeah, sorry, forgot.” Then she quickly leaned into Julie and started kissing her. They kissed quickly and passionately, and Julie’s hands caressed Sandy’s back and her soft ass with gentle touches as they kissed.

It was amazing and quite surreal to watch. After a moment, they broke off, and Julie handed Sandy her clothes. She took them and walked in my direction. As she grew closer and came into the light of the patio, I realized that I was seeing absolute perfection.

Her naked body was startlingly beautiful. Her breasts were absolutely amazing, so smooth and firm and perfect in every way. They were smallish, but an absolutely perfect handful, with small nipples sitting high atop, that were rigid and pointed in an upward direction.

She came closer, holding her clothes at her side, making no attempt to cover up. I looked further down her body and was astounded by what I saw. Her pelvis was completely bare. She had completely shaved her pussy. My eyes followed the smooth bare skin, leading down to a gorgeous smooth slit that disappeared back between her legs, in the sizable gap between her thighs. I had seen between a number of girl’s legs before in my life but never had I seen a pussy that looked so soft and smooth and wonderful.

I took another, broader view, and was absolutely in awe. Her body was thin, but curvy in all the right places. Her skin was tanned and smooth and flawless. And the most beautiful part of the entire naked vision of beauty approaching me was the sweet, innocent, unashamed smile on her face.


Chapter 6

I sat motionless as she approached. She dropped her clothes on the table and stepped over and sat in the seat right next to me, as casually as any fully dressed person. With great effort, I averted my eyes to look at her face, instead of her bare body. She was, of course, still smiling. I wondered for a moment if these girls ever stopped smiling.

She made a little fake pouty face and said “They always find me first. I guess I’m not very good at hiding.”

Then we heard a noise, as Julie found Candy, and we watched as the two began kissing immediately. They kissed deeply for a few minutes, and Sandy finally shouted “Hello, I’m naked up here. Let’s get this game moving.”

The two girls stopped kissing and made their way up to us, still holding hands and laughing. Candy saw Sandy sitting naked beside me and said in a silly, sarcastic tone “Oh My Sandy, you seem to have lost something.”

Sandy jumped up and smacked her on the arm, and all three laughed with glee. Then Sandy said, “OK, let’s play again.” Julie and Candy ran down into the yard to hide, and Sandy turned. She stood to face me, a few short feet away, with her hands over her eyes, gloriously naked and completely unembarrassed about it.

She counted and then bounced down off of the patio to pursue the other girls. It was wonderful to watch. Not only did her body look perfect in every way standing before me, but it looked even more gorgeous in motion. The gentle bounce to her bare breasts and the swaying and flexing muscles of her small round ass were almost painfully gorgeous to behold. She truly was a moving, breathing, naked work of art.

I savored every moment, watching this naked angel wander through the backyard, trying to find and kiss her friends. After a few long moments of searching, she finally found Julie. I watched their interaction with rapt attention. Both girls giggled and laughed, and then Sandy extended her hand, as Julie had done for her. Julie giggled and repeated Sandy’s actions, slipping out of her shorts and her shirt, revealing an adorable, matching yellow panty and bra set, and then slipping the bra off, followed by the same shimmying out of panties.

As soon as Julie was naked, she pressed her body tightly against Sandy’s, and they kissed even more passionately than before, both of their hands exploring each other’s soft bare bodies.  After kissing each other deeply and passionately for a long moment, they broke off. Julie took her clothes and, like Sandy, walked in my direction, with her arms at her sides, not making any attempt to hide her nakedness.

As she approached, I was hit with a startling realization. She was every bit as amazingly perfect as Sandy. She had slightly larger breasts that bounced and swayed a bit more with her movements, but the rest of her amazing bare body could have been a carbon copy of Sandy’s. Completely comfortable and carefree in her nakedness, and smiling, as usual, Julie came over and sat next to me on the patio, and watched as Sandy continued to search for Candy. Eventually, Candy was spotted, and Candy and Sandy enjoyed each other for another sweet moment of kissing and caressing. Then they both returned to the deck.

Candy, now the only one still wearing a stitch of clothing, announced: “You guys suck at finding me.”

Julie bounced up and joined them and said “You can put your clothes back on if you want to Sandy. I’m ‘It’ now.”

Sandy looked at the pile of clothes on the table. She hesitated for a moment and then finally said: “Do I have to?” She did a quick little spin and said: “I’m kind of enjoying the game, just as I am.”

Julie shrugged and said “OK. Fine with me. I guess we’ll just say the new rule is, once you’re naked, you stay that way.”

The other two girls agreed eagerly, and then Julie turned to face me, and Sandy and Candy went to hide. I was staring longingly at Julie’s amazing bare body a few feet in front of me when I noticed she peeked at where the girls were heading. She turned back to me and said “Don’t tell. I need to make sure I find Candy this time. She’s the only one still dressed.”

Having seen where Candy went, Julie finished counting and then bounded off the porch to search, while I took in every aspect of her small, soft, bare bum, moving and bouncing and flexing as she went. It was an unbelievable sight and was turning out to be an unbelievable night all-together. Like something out of a dream. A very, very good dream.

Without too much trouble, because she had peeked, Julie found Candy. After the mutual squeal of discovery, Sandy went right to work, slipping out of her clothes and revealing her amazing body to the outside world. They paused to kiss, pressing their naked bodies together as they did so. Their kissing seemed even more heated than before, and their hands explored each other’s backs freely as they did. Eventually breaking off, Candy walked in my direction, giving me the third amazing naked reveal of the evening.

As startled as I was to see Candy’s unbelievable body, as perfect as the rest, with even slightly larger breasts than Julie, I was just as amazed at how free and unashamed these girls were. Candy bounced up onto the patio and plopped down into the chair next to me, without ever making the slightest attempt to cover her nakedness or even blush about it. And while doing so, the naked Julie continued to scour the backyard in an attempt to find and make out with her naked best friend Sandy. It seemed completely out of control, in a very good way.

Julie eventually discovered Sandy and somehow ended up tackling her to the ground, where their very vigorous kissing and body exploring session took place. Candy finally stood up and said, “I’d better go break this up before they get too carried away.” She stepped down and headed to where the two girls were still in their tight embrace. I heard her from a distance say “you two better not be getting each other off without me.” Then she dropped down and tackled them both.

For a few long minutes, I got to watch the pile of 3 amazing, naked girls wrestle and tickle and fondle and kiss and play and giggle in the grass. I was fairly certain at that moment that I had actually died and gone to heaven, and heaven was even more wonderful than I had imagined. I felt a slight pang of guilt, being such a casual observer to what appeared to be a private moment between three friends, but they all knew I was there and it didn’t seem bothered about it at all.

Eventually, they all made their way up to the patio. I assumed the game, and the fun I was having, was coming to an end. But instead of getting dressed, they all took seats on the loungers around. They were slightly out of breath, but still smiling and giggling, when we heard a cell phone ring.

Julie hopped up and reached into the pocket of her shorts on the table and pulled out her phone. She rolled her eyes and said, “It’s my mom.” She answered with a sweet “Hey mom.”

I could only hear Julie’s side of the conversation. She said, “We’re just at Mr. B’s house…”

“Playing hide and seek…”

She smiled a big guilty smile and said, “No mom, we’re not naked.”

She wiggled her bare bum a little and looked around at the other two naked girls who giggled uncontrollably. After another pause, she said “I know, I remember camp last year. But we’re not naked this time. And there is no park ranger around to bust us this time anyway.”

“Yes, Mr. B. is right here…”

“I will thank him for letting us play in his yard.”

“OK mom, we’ll be home a little bit later.”

She said an exaggerated “Bye Mom” and hung up the phone. Then she said “She worries too much” and sat back down in her lounger.”

Sandy asked, “Is there any way we could get some more water, Mr. B.?”


Chapter 7

I awoke from my dreamlike state, staring at all the smooth, bare skin around me and said “Certainly.” I headed to the door and looked back at them. Then I said, “Do you all want to come in?”

They all hopped up and came right to the door, and followed me in into the kitchen. They stared at the house and made comments just as they had done before, but this time, they didn’t have a stitch of clothes on. They followed me into the kitchen where the light was far brighter than on the patio. I handed them all waters and they stood there in the naked glory and drank them.

Sandy commented “I can’t believe you live in this huge, amazing house all by yourself. How many bedrooms are there?”

I said “Eight, actually. All of the bedrooms are upstairs, along with my office, and the main living area is down here, as you can see.”

Stealing more glances at their naked bodies, and not wanting the evening to end just yet, I said something I had no intention of saying that night, or really any night, to anyone. I said, “Would you like me to show you around?”

They all beamed with excitement and said “Oh yes please.”

I spent the next fifteen minutes showing my three naked angels the house. I showed them downstairs first, the living area with multiple large screen televisions, the grand foyer, and a number of other downstairs rooms, and then we all went upstairs where I showed them the guest bedrooms, my office, and the grand master bedroom and bathroom.

They gushed and squealed and gasped at the grand house. It truly was a magnificent house, though I didn’t notice that much, living there alone. I was appreciating it again more than I had in a while, by seeing through their fresh eyes. Eventually, the parade of lovely naked beauties made its way back downstairs and back out to the patio. They all gathered their clothes and put them back on grudgingly. They each came over and gave me a hug and a sweet kiss on the cheek, and then as if waking from a beautiful dream, they hopped the fence and disappeared.

I spent the rest of the night feeling a strange mix of excitement about the evening's events, and sadness that it had to end. I couldn’t imagine a situation where a night like this could ever happen again. I certainly couldn’t go find them on another day and say “Hey, don’t you all want to come play ‘naked hide and seek’ again?” And to make things worse, they would all be graduating in just a week, which meant most likely, I would never see them again at all after that.

I didn’t see the girls all weekend, and so on Monday, I was waiting when they came over the fence. This time we all walked up to the patio, where I had bottled waters waiting for them, and we all sat down to chat. They were even giddier and happier than before since it was their last week of school before graduation. In the interest of making conversation, I said: “So what are you all going to do after graduation?”

Sandy said “Well, we are working on trying to find a place where we can move out of our moms’ houses and live together. We are all going to take a year off after school ends and just have a bunch of fun together before we go to college.”

I said, “Oh, and how is that going?”

Julie said “Not too great so far. We haven’t found a place we like, and they are all so expensive. I’m sure we will find something, I just hope the summer isn’t over before we do.”

The mood went sour for a minute, and then Candy said “We’ll find something. It’s going to be the greatest summer ever. I know it.”

We chatted for a bit longer as they drank their waters, and then they disappeared over the fence once more, leaving me again in awe of their beauty and radiance. That evening, as I watched the news alone in my large living room, the seed of an idea hit me. It seemed ludicrous at first, and for that night, I simply set it aside.

But the following afternoon, as I watched from my window as my three angels passed through my backyard, the seed of an idea planted roots. I considered if I could find a way, some way, to invite them to come live in my house with me.

It was a ridiculous idea really. Strange and inappropriate, and maybe even creepy. I felt certain that they would not want to come live in my house. Teen girls just didn’t enjoy being around older men, especially bitter, grumpy men like me. But nevertheless, the idea would not leave me. I had to give it a try. This whole situation with these girls was so other-worldly, that I just couldn’t let it all come to an end at the end of the school year, without trying to do something.

The following Wednesday, I met the girls in the yard, and we walked to the patio to sit and talk once again. At some point in the conversation, I mentioned their search for a place to live.”

Sandy said, “We still haven’t found anything, and if we don’t find something soon, my mom is going to make me come live with them in Baltimore.”

There was a sad silence for a moment, and I took a deep breath and said “Well, I was thinking that I might have a solution for you. I mean, it’s a bit unusual, but it could work I think. How about the three of you come to live here in this house.”

They all go quizzical looks on their faces, and then Julie made a disturbed face. It was the face I was afraid of seeing. The face that said, “You have gone too far, you creepy old man.” But instead, she said “There is no way you would want the three of us living here. We would drive you crazy. You would lose your mind with us always around. We’re not exactly ‘normal’ you know.”

I was a bit taken aback by this and didn’t know what to say. I said “Well, I’m sure it wouldn’t bother me at all. I mean, I have really enjoyed the time we have all been spending together. I enjoy having you all around. You all brighten up my very dul life.”

Sandy said, “Awe, that is very sweet, but I think you would probably get tired of us really quick.”

I said “I certainly doubt that. I have more than enough bedrooms for you each to have your own space, and most of the house hardly gets used at all. It’s not good for the house to see such little use.”

Candy said, “That is a very sweet offer, but if we can’t even afford an apartment, we sure as heck couldn’t afford to live here.”

The idea of them paying rent had never even occurred to me. I wanted to have them around. I needed to have them around. I would have paid them if that were appropriate. I said “Oh, there would be no need for you all to pay me anything. You would be doing me a favor. You would be filling my house with laughter and happiness, something it’s really never seen.”

They all seemed to be considering it but still seemed quite apprehensive. Sandy said, “We wouldn’t want to just be freeloaders in your house, Mr. B., I know you enjoy hanging out with us, and honestly we enjoy hanging out with you too, but having us around full time would probably be more than you could stand.”

Candy chimed in and said, “Yeah, I mean, you don’t really know what it’s like to live with us.”

Julie smiled and said “Yeah, I mean half the time we are barely dressed, and we have some… unusual habits.”

I looked at her inquisitively and she smiled at the other two girls and said with a smirk: “Well, let’s just say I have a really bad habit of eating candy right before bed every night.”

Sandy looked at me and said, “Me too.”

I was very confused, trying to figure out why they thought eating candy before bed was really that big a deal. Then I looked up and Candy said “Hi, I’m Candy” and they all broke out into outrageous giggles. I suddenly got the joke. They saw the look of realization on my face and Julie said “Yeah, that’s the big secret I guess. One of our favorite pass-times is fucking each other’s’ brains out, pardon my French. Like I said. We’re not normal.”


Chapter 8

I continued to look awestruck, and Sandy said: “I kind of doubt you would be totally comfortable with three annoying, half-naked girls running around getting each other off all day in your beautiful mansion.”

They giggled again as I tried to take in this new information. These girls really were different, and so naïve to the world. How could these girls possibly believe that red-blooded male would not want to have girls running around their house “getting each other off”? Many men have paid great sums of money for just such an experience. Again, I suddenly felt like I was being the creepy guy who was taking advantage of their naivety.

I finally said “Well, you three don’t know much about men, now do you. I can’t think of a single man I have ever met who wouldn’t jump at the chance to have three gorgeous girls such as yourselves, doing whatever it is they wanted to do, in their home.”

Sandy said “Well, we’re not that naive. I mean, we know men like that sort of thing. We know what men like, but we’ve never really been that fond of men. But honestly, it is a little bit different with you for some reason Mr. B.”

Candy gave a wry smile and said “We’ve been talking about it and, there is just something about you Mr. B. We just love being around you. I don’t know what it is. We sort of feel like you have this deep, dark soul, and we just feel the urge to help you brighten it.”

I blushed and paused a bit and said “Well then, at least consider my offer. Come live here. It will be wonderful to have the house filled with beautiful smiles and laughter and happiness…”

Sandy smiled and added, “And orgasms, don’t forget those” which actually caused all four of us to laugh.

There was an awkward pause and Julie smiled and the idea appeared to be sinking in. She said “You know, I actually kind of like the idea. I mean, besides the fact that I’m certain you will get tired of having us around Mr. B.”

Sandy looked at the house and said “It is an unbelievable house. When would we ever get a chance to live somewhere like this? Never I’m sure.”

Candy said, “Can you imagine how amazing it would be to live HERE, all the time?”

I let their minds wander, and didn’t interrupt them. Suddenly, they all seemed very excited by the idea. They talked about swimming in the pool, having one of the amazing bedrooms for each of them, and more.

I finally said, “So?”

Julie said “Well, I think we should do it. But we have to make a deal. We’ll come to live here, and make ourselves at home, but any time you get tired of having us around, you just say the word, and kick us to the curb.”

Sandy beamed and said “I promise Mr. B. we’ll try not to bother you too much. And we will find some way to repay you.”

I simply said “Deal”

They all three jumped up and did a very girly group squeal and said: “Oh my God this is going to be so amazing.” They hugged each other and then all three came over and hugged me and covered my face in sweet little kisses. They then ran off and said, “Let’s go tell our moms right now.”

I laughed as I watched them scamper over the fence, and then another worrisome thought set in. I realized that there was likely very little chance that any mom of an eighteen year old girl would let them move in with a strange, older man. I had realized the flaw in my plan, and I waited anxiously to talk with them the next day. 

The following day they all bounded into the yard, straight at me and hugged me as soon as they saw me. Julie said “Our moms think it’s a great idea. They loved it. So, we’re going to do it.” This lead to another group squeal as we walked through the yard. I had been worried for nothing.

Candy asked, “So, I don’t want to push you Mr. B., but how soon can we move in?”

I looked at them all and said “Any time you want, really.”

Sandy smiled and said “Well, we were thinking how about this weekend. We graduate Friday night, and then we could move on Saturday.”

I smiled a big smile and said: “That will be fine.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out three keys. I handed one to each one and said “I already had keys made for you. My home is now your home. Just move your stuff in whenever you are ready.”

We walked up to the backyard and into the house. They all looked at the house again, in even more amazement, knowing that they would soon be living there. When we reached the front door they bounced with glee and Julie moved in and gave me a huge hug, and then surprisingly, kissed me on the lips. It was a sweet, soft kiss, that lasted a few seconds and then she broke off with a big smile. I was feeling shocked and surprised and trying to figure out how to react when Candy stepped up and did the same thing.

Her soft, wet lips felt wonderful on mine, and she broke off so Sandy could hug and kiss me as well. They all stood at the front door with their keys in their hands and giant smiles on their faces. They opened the door and I joked “Well, I AM going to miss watching you three jump the fence in your short skirts.”

Sandy smiled back and winked, and flipped up the back of her skirt as she walked out the door, showing her spectacular ass, and the frilly pink panties she was wearing. Then Candy and Julie did the same. They waved and skipped down the driveway to head back to their houses as I sighed and hoped to God that I would never wake up from this amazing dream.

The next day I woke in the best mood I had been in in a very long time. I had the maid service come in and get the upstairs bedrooms set up for long-term guests, and the rest of the house prepared. Then I waited. I had no idea what time they would be arriving, and a part of me thought they may not ever arrive, that this was too good to be true, and my crazy wonderful dream might be over.

But around 3:00 that afternoon, I heard a couple of vehicles pull in. I went to the front door and was greeted with a frenzy. A very attractive older woman came bursting in with a happy smile and hugged me before she even said a word. After a quick hug, she said: “Oh Mr. Brandt, it is just so wonderful to finally meet you after all this time.”

I shook her hand and smiled back and she said: “I’m Tammy, Candy’s mom.” She looked over her shoulder at Sandy, Candy, and Julie hopping out of different cars and said “It is just so generous of you to let these three crazy girls come to stay with you. They have been dreaming of finding a place to live together for the summer, and you have made their dreams come true.”

She then turned to Julie who was standing behind her holding a small box of things, and said: “You were right sweetie, he is very handsome.” Then she gave me a little wink and walked back towards her SUV.

She finally stopped shaking my hand and walked back out, as another attractive older woman stepped past her and said “Hi, I’m Julie’s mom, Meredith. It is such a pleasure to meet you.”

It was quickly apparent where these girls got their bright smiles and happy demeanors from, as their moms were just as radiant and stunning as they were. Meredith said “Julie has told me how nice you have been to these three. I am so glad that they met you. And thank you so much for letting them come to stay with you. You’ve made their year.”

After the brief introductions, the chaos of the move ensued. I helped carry boxes as the girls bounded around, up and down the stairs, picking out rooms and ogling the rest of the house with their moms. Many boxes of brightly colored, girly things were moved from the SUVs in the driveway into the rooms upstairs as each girl claimed a room and bounced on the beds and giggled with the group.


Chapter 8

When the moving of boxes was done, we ordered pizza and all sat to eat together. It was surreal, sitting at the table with the three young beauties, and their beautiful mothers, having fun, silly conversation. It was so far from how my depressing life had been just a couple of weeks before.

At one point in the midst of the normal dinner conversation, Candy’s mom Tammy looked out the backyard and said “Oh my gosh that pool is just so beautiful. I hope you girls packed your bathing suits.”

Meredith then said, “Oh come on Tammy, what do you think the chances are that these three little nudists will actually wear bathing suits when they go swimming?”

Tammy smiled and looked around the yard some more and said with a sigh “I’m sure you’re right. With this big, secluded house and the privacy fence in the backyard, I’d be surprised if these three ever wore anything at all.” There was a pause as she looked at the three girls, and they all gave silly smiles back. Candy stuck out her tongue at her mom jokingly, and then Tammy said “I know I probably wouldn’t” which brought a laugh from the group.

It was all so strange, how these girls and these women talked almost as if I wasn’t there, or this was all just normal talk to them and I had just never met anyone like them before. These two women were talking with a grown man about how their teen daughters would likely be running around his house naked, and they thought it was all just silly and funny and entertaining.

Then Meredith looked at me and said “I hope that these three warned you about what you are getting into. They can get pretty crazy.”

Tammy laughed and said, “Do you remember that time on Julie’s birthday when they tied her up naked on her bed and spent hours licking her pussy?”

Everyone laughed at this and Meredith looked at me and said: “Poor Julie came so many times she nearly passed out.”

They looked at the girls who were looking a bit embarrassed, but then Julie said “That was a really good birthday” which brought another laugh from the group.

Then Meredith jumped in and said “Oh, remember that time we sent them to go clean out your garage, only to go out there and find them asleep in a big naked pile in the back seat of your car. They had spent the afternoon fucking each other silly, and then all passed out right there.”

The two women laughed, and the girls chuckled a little too, but Candy said “Mom, you’re going to freak Mr. B. out. We don’t want him to kick us out on the first day.”

Tammy looked at me with a smile and said “Oh, I’m sure he won’t mind honey. He is a man after all. Men enjoy it when girls behave the way that you three do. Don’t act like you don’t know that.”

She was about to continue when Meredith jumped in again and said “Oh, and once when we were at pizza hut, these three slipped off their little panties under the table and fingered each other off, right there under the table. They said it was ‘dessert’.”

Julia said, “Mom, Jeez, do you have to tell him all of the stories?”

Meredith said “Oh come on honey, it would take me all night to tell him half of the crazy things you three have done. Masturbating at the car wash, the movie theater, at the public pool… And I can’t count the number of times we have caught you three bare-assed naked in the strangest of places.”

Meredith and Tammy got a good laugh out of this, and though the three girls tried to act embarrassed or offended, they had to laugh a little too.

Tammy said “I guess we are just trying to warn you up front. These are three crazy girls. But they are good girls. And they are turning into wonderful young women right before our eyes.”

With that, a bit of sadness overtook the room, as the realization that their little girls were moving out of their houses, set in once more. After a bit more normal, less stimulating conversation and some tearful goodbyes, Tammy and Meredith left. The three girls did a little dance and gave a squeal as the excitement of being in their new home together hit them.

Julie said, “Let’s go get our rooms set up.” All three took off, headed up the stairs, but then stopped. Julie came running back down and ran right into me, hugging me tightly and then kissing me again on the lips. She broke off and said, “Thank you again so much for letting us move in here Mr. B.” The other two girls came running back down and joined in one giant group hug, and smothered me with kisses on my lips and my cheek and my forehead. Then they sprinted off to their new rooms.

While the girls got comfortable in their new spaces, I sat out on the patio with my rum and coke. Thoughts of the conversation with their moms ran through my head. I pondered just how daring and crazy these three girls really were, and how lucky I was to be a part of their lives now. I wondered just how crazy things would get, but decided to just relax and enjoy every moment of it that I could get.

After a bit of relaxing on the patio, I decided to go upstairs and see how the girls were getting settled. I headed upstairs and rounded the corner and found Julie in the first room. She was setting up a couple of pictures on the dresser. She smiled when she saw me and I said: “You all getting settled in?”

When the other two heard me that came out of their rooms to Join us. They all said how amazed they were with the rooms, and appreciative they were. After a bit of conversation, I said: “I guess I’m going to go on to bed now.”

Candy said “Yeah, I think I will too in just a few minutes. I’m going to go get my PJs on” and walked back to her room.

The other two decided to get ready for bed as well, and I headed back down the hall to my large master suite. I put on my night clothes, brushed my teeth and got ready for bed. As I came out of the bathroom, I was confronted by a bit of a dilemma. Should I shut my door?

I had never shut the door before, but I had never had guests living with me either. I decided to leave my door open and see how it went, which turned out to be a good decision.

Just after I climbed into bed, as I was about to turn the lamp off, I saw a figure walking down the hall towards me. As she came into the light of my room, I saw that it was Julie. She was wearing a tight-fitting t-shirt with some cartoon character on it, that came down just below her breasts. And that was all she was wearing. Her body was completely bare from her stomach down.

Without saying a word, she climbed into the bed next to me, and snuggled up beside me and started kissing me. She kissed me passionately and wrapped her legs around mine. We kissed passionately for a couple of minutes, and she let out soft gentle moans as she gently pressed her pelvis into my leg, and ran her leg across my hardening cock. After a few moments of passionate making out, she broke away from me, her breathing a bit ragged and said: “Good night Mr. B. And thanks again.”

As she slipped away I was left speechless, not even noticing Sandy standing behind her. As Julie climbed up from the bed, Sandy, also wearing only a small shirt, took her place and she too began kissing me passionately and rubbing her bare lower half against me. Candy slid in on the other side of me and wrapped her body around mine as well, and I turned to kiss her. After a few moments of heated kissing and rubbing, they both leaned back and said “Goodnight Mr. B.”. They climbed out of the bed and all three held hands as I watched their beautiful bare asses walk back down the hall. Instead of splitting into different bedrooms, however, they all went into Julie’s room. They did not shut the door.

I turned off my lamp, and just a moment or two later, I started to hear gentle moaning and ragged breathing coming from the room. The moans grew a bit louder, and almost without realizing it, I reached down and began to stroke my painfully rigid cock.

I listened as moans turned into growls and whispering turned into panting. I had no idea who was giving and who was receiving the pleasure that caused the sounds I was hearing, but it didn’t matter. I envisioned a pile of beautiful naked girls, with hands on flesh and tongues hard at work. I heard a few “Oh God”s and then as I heard a ragged voice say “I’m…. cumming” I also began to cum. I struggled to not make a sound as I pumped my cock roughly through an intense, powerful orgasm, all the while listening to sweet moans and squeals and other announcements of orgasm from the room down the hall.

I lay there in my bed, a mess of cum on my night pants, trying to catch my breath. I didn’t want anyone to see, but the sounds of joyous sex kept on and on from Julie’s bedroom, letting me know that I did not need to hurry to clean up. I listened for a while longer, and I eventually changed my pants and cleaned myself up and returned to my bed. The sounds from the other room had calmed to only ragged breathing and the sounds of gentle kisses.

I watched down the hallway as Sandy and Candy came quietly out of Julie’s room, naked, carrying their shirts in their hands, and tip-toed back to their rooms. A few minutes later, all lights in the house were off, and I drifted off to sleep in a way I had not in a very long time. With a smile on my face.


Chapter 9

And then things got even more amazing. In the middle of the night that night, around 3:00 AM, I awoke and could not go back to sleep. The excitement at the thought of the three lovely angels now asleep down the hall from me kept me awake and made me hard again. I decided to go to the kitchen and get a bottled water, and maybe relax on the patio until I felt sleepy again.

I entered the kitchen and stopped. Sandy was there leaning over the counter looking out the window and drinking a glass of milk. In the dim light of the kitchen, I could see that she was wearing her short t-shirt that came down to her stomach, and long socks pulled up to her knees, and nothing else. Her gorgeous bare ass was on full display, almost highlighted by the dim light of the kitchen equipment. Because she was leaning, I could see just a hint of the soft folds of skin between her legs as well.

I was already hard, but my cock grew fully rigid at that moment. I coughed so she would know I was there. She turned her head to me and smiled, but didn’t really move. She said, “Can’t sleep either huh?”

I said “No, just came down to get some water. Is your bed comfortable enough?”

She said “Oh God yes. It’s wonderful. All of the excitement about all of the fun we are going to have here this summer is keeping me awake I think.”

I stepped over to the fridge and grabbed a water, and then out of nowhere, Sandy said “Do you want to fuck me? That usually helps me sleep.”

She smiled and wiggled her bare ass a little in my direction. I paused, dumbfounded, not knowing what to say. Of course, the answer was yes, but was that… appropriate? She noticed my silence and said, “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

I coughed again and managed to say “Well, it’s not that I don’t want to… I mean… It’s certainly not that.”

She wiggled her ass playfully again and said: “Then get over here.”

My mind was racing with thoughts of how this was wrong and I would be taking advantage of her and she was so much younger than me. But I wanted it so badly. I wanted this gorgeous, happy, smiling young lady more than I had ever wanted anything in my life. It was like a do-over, a chance to relive the time in my life when sex was just happy and fun and uncomplicated. And I wasn’t going to miss that chance.

From previous conversations, I knew that these girls were not virgins, and were all on birth control. My mind was still quite hesitant about the whole situation, but my body was already moving in her direction.

I slid up behind her and placed my hands on her bare ass cheeks, caressing them lightly. Her ass felt amazing. I had wanted to get my hands on it since the first day she flashed her panties at me, climbing over the fence. As I caressed her ass, she lifted her shirt up and off and leaned back into my hands.

I reached around and slid my hand down to her pussy, feeling it’s soft folds already moist. She bucked a little bit at my touch, and sat her glass down, and gripped the counter, standing in her leaning position, letting me explore her body. Not wasting any time, I reached down and freed my rock hard cock from my pants and placed it at her entry. She threw her head back as soon as I made contact, and she cooed as I slid slowly into her. When I was fully inside of her, she gasped a little and said: “Oh God it’s big.”

I pressed into her, back and forth slowly at first, not missing the opportunity to reach around and feel her amazing, perky young breasts. I fucked her slowly for a few minutes, as she moaned and leaned back into me. Then she stood up straighter so her mouth was next to my ear and said: “Fuck me harder”.

She leaned down again, gripping the counter, and I gave her what she wanted. I gripped her waist and began fucking her with great force and speed. She began to cry out louder, her cries interrupted by occasional low moans. I thought for a moment that it was a good thing that I had masturbated earlier in bed, or this thing would be over almost as soon as it started.

She was amazing. A sex goddess with a body I had only ever imagined in my dreams. And the most exciting part of the experience was that, in the reflection of the window, I kept catching glimpses of her face, and through all of the lip biting and scrunching of her face that she was doing, she was smiling. She was enjoying herself, and my God, so was I. I was fucking her hard, and we were both having… fun. There were no promises or expectations. No tradeoffs or sacrifices. Just two people working to get off together.

I reached around and started gently rubbing her clit with my finger as I fucked her from behind, which seemed to double her reactions to the fucking. After many moments of forceful pounding, Sandy gripped the counter tighter, her back stiffened and she said quietly through gritted teeth “I’m cumming. I’m cumming”. This, in turn, pushed me over the brink, and as she shouted, I came inside of her, giving her everything I had in one final, forceful thrust that pressed her tightly up against the counter and caused her to gasp as we orgasmed together.

When I was completely spent, I released my tight grip on her and we slid down to a more comfortable position. I took a step away from her and she leaned down onto the counter. She was panting and making soft cooing sounds…. And still smiling.

I stepped beside her and leaned on the counter, resting myself, and staring at her amazing beauty. After a moment she finally managed to say “That was un-fucking-believable”

I simply said “You are unbelievable” causing her to smile even brighter.

I rested beside her for a moment, and she stood up. I said “So I’m guessing we need to keep this little ‘event’ as a secret?”

She laughed and said “Are you kidding me? I’m going to tell those two as soon as I get the chance. I might even go wake them up to tell them. They are going to be so jealous.”

With that, she leaned in and kissed me passionately for a moment, and then skittered off upstairs, wiggling her amazing, cute bare ass a little extra as she went.

I was quite exhausted, and I decided to not overthink things, and go on back to bed. I climbed back in bed and fell asleep almost instantly.

I was awakened in the morning by the sound of girly squeals and rapid footsteps in the hall, and then three partially dressed girls bounded loudly into my room and pounced onto my bed.

Julie said “You fucked Sandy last night? You jerk.” As she said this, she was trying to look upset but was still smiling. Then she said “That’s not fair. I was supposed to be first.”

She reached up and smacked Sandy on her bare ass and Candy said to me “We had a bet about who would get to fuck you first.”

Then Julie said “Yeah, and now we have to be her sex slaves for the next two days.”

Sandy stuck her tongue out at the other two, and Julie said again “That’s not fair.” Then she ripped my covers off and started grabbing the waistband of my pants. She said, “Well, I’m going to fuck him right now.” She pulled my pants down slightly, and my already rigid cock sprang into view. All three of them stared at it in wonder for a moment and Julie said: “Wow, Sandy said it was big but my goodness.”

Immediately Candy reached over and took my cock in her hand and the other two watched as she slid her hand up and down on it for a moment. She leaned over and said, “Well, you can fuck him I guess, but I want to suck it for a minute first.”

She went straight down and took as much of my cock as she could manage into her soft, wet mouth. She sucked my cock like an expert, using her whole mouth and her tongue to make me feel sensations I had never felt before. She was making all kinds of sounds that let me know that she was really enjoying it. As she watched, Julie leaned over sideways and reached around and started caressing her own wet pussy. She was enthralled with watching what Candy was doing to me, and was getting herself extremely turned on.

Then Julie pushed Candy away and sat up and said “OK, enough. You can suck his dick all you want later but I’m going to fuck him now.” Candy leaned away and licked her lips and said “Yummy. Kind of tastes like Sandy” which made all three girls laugh.

Julie quickly straddled me and set my cock at her entrance, and then sat all the way down in one long, smooth motion, moaning loudly as she did so. She fell forward on top of me a bit, and then Sandy took one of her hands on her left side, and Candy took her other. They helped to support her wait, smiling, helpful friends helping her keep her balance as she bounced up and down on my rigid cock.

The feeling and the scene were amazing. Within moments things started to get somewhat out of control. As I had come twice already in the past 8 hours, I had more stamina than I expected. The girls kept taking turns fucking and sucking, me and each other. We were four naked bodies participating in a massive sexual feast, and we were starving.

Each time I extended my tongue, a different mouth, or breast or pussy was placed there for me to taste and enjoy. The girls were fair and considerate of each other and ensured that they each had even amounts of time with my cock inside them.

So many climaxes were announced from so many sweet voices, that there was no way to know who was winning. I started to feel seeds of my own orgasm, rising up inside me, though due to the twisted position my body had taken, I wasn’t exactly sure who I was fucking.

It was like Russian roulette, I had no idea who I would be inside of when I finally went off. I removed my tongue from the soft wet pussy lying in front of me, and let out a low howl as I pressed deeply into… Sandy? Or Candy? I wasn’t quite sure. I gripped the ass of the girl I was fucking and lifted her into the air where I could see her as I came. It was Candy, and she was in the middle of her own climax at the moment I exploded into her.

I bucked and fucked her and came fiercely, depositing my cum deep into her core with great force. It was an amazing, powerful, overwhelming event. When I was finally spent, and my muscles and grip finally relaxed, I slid my cock from Candy’s warm, welcoming pussy, and all four of us crashed back into a comfortable pile on the bed. For what felt like hours, there was a pleasant afterglow of kissing and caressing and resting and recovering.

Somehow all three girls ended up turned in my direction, catching their breath and smiling. They each kissed me softly, and it was Julie who finally said “From now on, this is how we start every day, OK?” and I once again prayed that I might never, ever wake up from this blissful, unbelievable dream.
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