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“I’m still not
sure if this is a good idea, sweetie,” I said.

Erin busied
herself about the kitchen, getting all the snacks ready for this
one last hurrah sleepover before she and all her friends went off
to college.

“It’ll be
fine, dad! You won’t even know we’re here,” Erin said, smiling at
me. She had the same cheek dimples as her mother.

She must have
seen something in my face, because she put down the mixing bowl
full of Cheetos and came up to me where I leaned against the
doublewide doorway that led into our living room.

“You know that
I think it wasn’t right for mom to go,” she said, “You’re the
coolest dad I know, and the best guy. If you weren’t my father I’d
date you!”

I gave her a
tight smile. I’d always been more the strong, silent type. Emmy,
her mom, had finally left after numerous complaints of never really
opening up about my feelings. About spending time out at work, or
at home doing projects around the house or working on the classic
Camaro sitting in the garage.

It hurt me
that she left like that, but I did my best to keep it in and move
on with my life.

And at that
moment, I wasn’t certain that having two of Erin’s friends stay
overnight was the best way to go about it.

Especially
those two friends.

“Why Heather
and Lauren?” I asked, “They’re a bad influence on you.”

Erin grinned
at me, those dimples deepening, “Ah, dad, you know that’s not true.
You just feel weird because you know they both had crushes on
you.”

I crossed my
arms. I thought the same thing as Erin. Just harmless schoolgirl
crushes. But I don’t think that was the true extent of it.

Those two
girls, both 18, the same age as my daughter, wanted me. They wanted
me bad.

As soon as
they found out that Erin’s mom had left, they started flirting,
teasing. Coming over every chance they got to use our pool. Walking
around in bikinis so minimalist they may as well have been wearing
a couple pieces of string.

I told myself
that it was nothing, just my general state of arousal giving me
some wishful thinking.

Except it
wasn’t just the frequent pool visits.

They checked
me out every chance they got. They put their hands on my biceps, on
my chest.

And at first I
resisted. But I’d been busting my ass at work for the last few
weeks to try and make sure Erin had some extra money to start
school with.

And that cut
into my time to hit the bar and find someone my own age to get my
rocks off with.

So now I often
found myself wondering what it would be like to fuck Heather or
Lauren. To bring them into the house, pull that bikini string
aside, and just slide on inside.

I caught
myself wondering how wet they got. If they ever touched their
tight, teeny pussies at night thinking about me.

In fact, just
thinking about it while I stood in the doorway, watching Erin work,
started getting me hard.

I closed my
eyes and willed my aching shaft to soften.

Of course, I
couldn’t tell Erin any of this. She’d be mortified, and rightly so.
I was old enough to be their father, too. I’d known them their
whole lives.

“But we’ve
been planning this for weeks, dad!” Erin said, still smiling. “Come
on, you’ll like it. We’ll throw a movie on, share our popcorn with
you. I think that a fun night is exactly what you need.”

You have no
idea. Though I think we’re talking about different sorts of fun,
here, I thought.

I knew that I
should've cancelled this whole plan when she first asked me. Nipped
it in the bud. But at this point I couldn't think of any excuse
that didn't come down, in the end, to "because I said so."

I hadn't used
that excuse on Erin pretty much ever. I thought it was a sign of
lazy parenting.

"Fine. But
don't expect to see much of me," I said.

I figured I
was a man. I could control myself. And the easiest way to resist
temptation was to avoid temptation. In this case, keeping myself
away from the girls as much as I plausibly could.

Erin put down
the big mixing bowl full of Cheetos and wrapped her arms around me.
After a moment, I hugged her back.

"Thank you!
You're the best dad ever. Have I told you that lately?"

I smoothed the
hair at the back of her head, "I'm sure you've met your quota for
the day."

 


***

 


My plan went
well.

For the first
half of the night. Heather and Lauren showed up a bit after supper.
I went up to my study and took some notes on a carb rebuild for the
Camaro while they splashed around in the pool outside.

I never even
got up to look out the window.

Then they came
inside and threw on that movie. It was something with Katherine
Heigl and I just hated the way that woman looked so begging off
when Erin invited me to watch wasn't a lie at all.

"Are you sure?
You're really going to make us eat all that popcorn and Cheetos and
Doritos all by ourselves?" Erin said. She'd poked herself into my
study, holding onto the door handle with half her body in the room
and half out in the hall.

"I'm afraid
you'll have to find someone else to jump on that grenade tonight,"
I said.

In fact, it
didn't even really interest me at all. I wanted to get out to the
garage and get some work done on the car. Nothing like wrenching to
get through some frustration.

"Ok," Erin
said, looking a little disappointed, "I'll put all the leftovers in
a container for you. If there's any leftovers, that is."

"Have fun," I
said, smiling back at her.

And that, I
figured, was that. They'd gorge themselves, watch their movie, and
then turn in for the night.

With any luck,
they wouldn't even stick around for breakfast.

So I went out
to the garage. The Camaro, the shell of it anyway, sat on jack
stands so I could get underneath it more easily. Various other
parts of the car sat in heaps of varying levels of organization
around the rest of the garage.

I changed into
some well-worn Levis and a cheap, disposable white t-shirt that I
didn't expect would remain white very long.

So I went and
lost myself, getting my hands good and greasy the whole time.

I didn't even
know how much time passed. I got into the zone, I guess.

When I finally
rolled myself out from under the car, my shoulders pressed hard
into the canvas of the mechanic's dolly, I glanced at the
clock.

It was almost
two in the morning.

"Damn," I
said.

I stood up,
pushing my fists into the small of my back to ease the tension in
the muscles there.

My white shirt
was more streaky black and gray now. I stripped it off and tossed
it into the garbage bin in the corner by the workbench.

I kept myself
in good shape. None of that dad bod shit for me. Broad shoulders
from football in high school. A waist that still narrowed to a nice
V.

I didn't even
think twice about being shirtless. I figured the girls were all in
bed.

I went over to
the shop sink and started washing the grease and oil from my hands,
watching the murky water swirl its way down the drain.

I liked the
satisfied ache that working on the car gave me.

I turned off
the tap and started for the door back into the house. Before I
could reach it, I noticed that it stood ajar.

I distinctly
remembered closing it tight to make sure the noise didn't disturb
the girls.

I frowned,
stopping short of the door.

I got that
sensation of being watched.

Watched from
the black gap between the door and the jamb. My skin prickled with
the sensation of it.

I didn't back
down. I never backed down. There was a baseball bat, an old
Louisville Slugger, resting in the corner by the garage door.

If there’s
some sicko in here after the girls, he’s going to be leaving on a
stretcher with his skull caved in.

I turned and
started for the door. Then I stopped in my tracks before of
something I heard.

A giggle.
Giggles, rather. From more than one person.

It wasn’t a
pervert. It was the girls, probably bored with the TV.

I squared
myself, put my hands on my hips and marshalled my best dad voice.
“All right, you guys can come on out now. Fun’s over.”

Someone
gasped. Quietly, to their credit. But I still heard them. Her.

I stood and
watched that dark gap with my best dad stare. There were whispers
in the darkness. I didn’t relent.

Perseverance
was another key to parenting, I knew.

And it paid
off.

The door swung
slowly into the garage. The shop lighting spilled into the little
closed-in breezeway between the hour and garage. I made out two
shapes that gradually resolved themselves into two teenage
girls.

Shit, I
thought.

Heather and
Lauren stood barefoot on the tile floor, both of them smiling in at
me.

Lauren had
something of a Mediterranean look to her with a dark complexion and
dark, wavy hair that bounced off her shoulders. Smoky looking,
really.

Heather was
the pretty cheerleader type. Perky, with lovely porcelain skin and
platinum blond hair that she always kept in a pair of pigtails.

And they both
wore similar outfits. Loose fitting shirts that hung partway down
their thighs.

My heart
rammed up into my throat when at first I thought that they didn’t
have anything on but those shirts.

Except then
Lauren wrapped her arms around herself, lifting her shirt up a bit
to reveal a pair of frilly pink panties. She had one of those thigh
gaps all the girls wanted, and I couldn’t stop myself from
wondering what it might be like to slide my fingers into that
gap.

I shook my
head, trying to get rid of those thoughts.

“What are you
guys doing here?” I said. I ignored the way I could see Heather’s
perky tits and her even perkier nipples pressed against the thin
fabric of the old AC/DC shirt she wore.

It’s just
cold in the breezeway is all, I told myself.

“We got bored.
Erin went to sleep and we’re not really tired yet,” Lauren said,
smiling at me. I wished she’d stop hugging herself so that her
shirt would fall and cover that delicious thigh gap and those pink
panties.

Heather
stepped forward, standing in the cusp of the doorway. “We heard you
out here,” she said, “And thought you might be more
interesting.”

“I’m about to
turn in for the night, actually. You two should do the same,” I
said.

Then I caught
Lauren openly eyeballing me. I remembered my shirtless state. I
swallowed hard against a lump in my throat.

“Mr. Jones!
You are fit!” Lauren said.

Heather looked
at her, then at me. My balls tightened from the way she looked at
me.

“Told you!”
Heather said.

I tried not to
think about how that last thing meant that they talked about
me.

I moved
forward, meaning to hit the light switches by the door and move
past them to what I hoped was the safety of my bedroom.

But then
Lauren pushed past my into the garage.

“Holy! That is
one cool car, Mr. Jones. Is it a Mustang? My uncle has an old one,”
Lauren said.

She still
hadn’t dropped her arms. I spun around to address her while she
looked at the car. Her lifted shirt now gave me a pretty nice view
of her ass. It was shapely and round and perky and everything I
missed from being a teenage boy with a teenage girlfriend.

My cock
stirred in my pants, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I could
hide it.

“No, dummy,”
Heather said, also rushing inside, “It’s a Charger! Definitely.
Isn’t it, Mr. Jones?”

She stood
beside me. Really close beside me. So close I thought I could feel
the buzz of her body heat.

And her
nipples were still erect. Didn’t they ever go down?

This time I
couldn’t quite swallow that lump down.

Then Heather
put her hand on my arm, just above the elbow. Her skin was soft and
warm and the touch sent my heart into palpitations.

“It’s a
Camaro, actually. A 1968 Camaro. Come on, let’s go. It’s past my
bedtime.”

They giggled
at my joke, but didn’t move.

My animal
hindbrain told me that I should grab Heather up in my arms and kiss
her hard. The desire slammed in my mind to the tune of my
heartbeat, which grew faster and harder the longer she kept her
hand on me.

Except they
didn’t go.

Lauren saw the
Camaro’s rear bench seat on its stand against the wall. I’d just
finished reupholstering it. New springs, foam, covers.

“Look at
this!” she said, bouncing over to it. She sat on it, then patted
the seat beside her.

Heather
finally released me and skipped over to sit beside her. Their
thighs touched.

“This is
great! Hey, Mr. Jones, we wanted to ask you something,” Heather
said.

“What’s that?”
I said. I could feel myself losing the struggle to keep the shaft
of my cock from bulging against my jeans. They looked so beautiful
and vibrant and youthful, their legs so smooth, skin so clear. From
the way they sat, I could see both of their underwear.

Lauren’s
frilly pink panties and Heather’s white cotton ones. They made no
effort to hide or cover themselves.

“You never
came out to see us. We wanted to say hi,” Lauren said.

Her nipples
had perked up, too. My mouth watered when I thought about sucking
one of those nipples between my lips and teasing it with my
tongue.

“Well then,” I
said, “Hey there, Lauren. Hey there, Heather. Glad we could do
this.”

I almost
escaped at this point.

Would have
escaped, with a bit more willpower. I even turned and started for
the door.

“Turn off the
lights and close the door when you guys come back inside,” I
said.

“He’s
leaving!” Lauren said, sounding panicked.

“Wait!”
Heather said, “We have something to show you!”

“Show me
tomorrow,” I said.

Then something
soft hit me on the arm. I looked down at the floor. It was a shirt.
I could see the AC half of the AC/DC logo.

Then another
shirt hit me. Then there was a wet sound.

I looked back
and found myself staring at two beautiful 18 year old teens making
out with each other while sitting on the backseat of my Camaro.

My body
responded on some visceral level. My cock strained hard against the
cage of cotton and denim around it. The muscles in the small of my
back tightened again. My breaths came quick and hot.

My eyes drank
them in. Every detail. Every curve. I noticed how Heather’s breasts
defied gravity. How they were perfectly symmetrical. How she
groaned a little when Lauren tweaked one of her nipples.

Lauren was a
bit smaller in the chest department, but just as perky. Her nipples
were darker than Heather’s, but just as sensitive apparently.
Because Heather reached up and rolled one of them between her thumb
and index finger until Lauren let out a moan that made my balls
tingle.

Somewhere,
somehow, I marshalled what was likely the last few wisps of
willpower. “What are you two doing?”

They stopped
kissing and looked at me. That smoky, hooded-eye look that could
bring a man to his knees instantly. And it came from both of
them!

“Just kissing.
Don’t you like it, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked. She sucked her lower
lip in between her teeth and let it slide out slowly while Heather
squeezed her plump, pert tits.

“Don’t you
want to come over and join us?” Heather said. She put a finger into
her mouth and withdrew it all glistening with her saliva. She ran a
thin, wet line down between her breasts with that finger.

Down to her
navel. Lower. She spread her thighs apart and pushed the tip of
that finger against her mound, leaving a little wet spot behind
when she withdrew the finger.

God
damn, I thought. My cock ached. I wanted nothing more than to
free it from the confines of my jeans.

Free it from
those and then sink it into the undoubtedly tight, slick pussies of
my daughter’s closest friends.

Lauren kept
looking me up and down, her eyes fixing on the bulge of my shaft in
my jeans. She smiled that seductive smile again.

“Look! He’s
even bigger than we thought!” Lauren said, “Come on, Mr. Jones,
don’t you want to fuck us?”

“Because we
want to fuck you,” Heather said.

I’d had enough
of this. A deep, hot feeling started low in my stomach. My balls
ached like I was a horny, frustrated teenager again. And Heather
couldn’t stop from licking her lips every time she fucked me with
her eyes.

These girls
didn’t know what they were getting themselves into. What they’d
woken up inside of me.

I stood my
ground. Actually, I pointed at a spot on the floor just in front of
where I stood. “I want you both here, now.”

I grabbed
their discarded shirts and spread them on the ground in front of
me. Then nodded to the girls.

Heather
slipped down off the couch first, followed by Lauren. They came to
me on all fours. It was all I could do to keep my cock from
exploding right out of my jeans while I watched them.

While I
watched those lovely, shapely hips sway so seductively, like they
were a pair of cats in heat, while they slunk towards me.

They both took
position on the shirts I’d spread over the concrete of the garage
to protect their knees.

They both
looked up at me. This close, I could smell them. Smell the
lightness of their perfume, of their youth and desire. My cock
throbbed. My stomach tightened.

Heather’s lips
were plump, luscious things that begged to be kissed. Lauren’s
breasts seemed to perk up the more I looked at them.

Am I really
doing this? Is this really happening? It was, though. My
manhood wouldn’t ache so much if this were a dream.

“You, button.
You, zipper,” I said, looking first at Lauren and then at
Heather.

They obeyed
gleefully, Lauren reaching up to pop the button on my jeans while
Heather went for the zipper.

Of course,
Heather had her eyes on the prize. She squeezed my cock through my
jeans and my whole body shuddered. I slapped her hand away.

“Only when I
tell you to,” I said.

It didn’t take
them long to have my jeans undone. The bulge of my cock kept the
pants from sliding down my thighs.

I pushed them
down myself. Then I reached into my boxers and grabbed my cock with
one hand and shoved the elastic of my waistband down with the
other.

My cock sprang
free. My balls ached.

Both girls
gasped when they saw me. Saw all of me. Every straining inch.

“You’re so
big!” Lauren said.

“Too big for
you, I think. Maybe I should keep him all for myself?” Heather said
with a grin. She eyed my cock and then let her tongue play out over
her lips.

“There’s
enough for the both of you. One hand each,” I said.

They looked at
each other with anticipation. Then reached up. One hand each, just
like I told them.

Their small
hands couldn’t grip the entirety of my girth. I swallowed hard when
I felt the touch of their smooth skin against mine, Heather’s hand
near the root and Lauren’s fingers wrapped just below the purple
mushroom head of the tip.

“Stroke the
shaft,” I said.

They did,
joining in a steady rhythm within a few strokes.

It didn’t take
them long to milk a glob of sticky, clear precum out of me.
Heather, always the eager beaver, leaned in to lick it off.

I grabbed the
lovely blond hair at the back of her head to stop her. Then I
reached down and grabbed Lauren’s dark, silky locks.

I brought
Lauren’s mouth close and I groaned when I felt the heat of her
breath on my shaft. The groan turned to a gasp when the rough
wetness of her tongue slurped at the tip of my cock, licking the
precum off in one swipe.

“Now, kiss,” I
told them, bringing their faces close together.

Lauren shared
her taste of me with Heather. They locked lips, locked tongues,
while my cock trembled close by.

Then I made
them slide their lips down the side of my cock, one on each side. I
kept Lauren’s mouth close to the root, where she kissed and licked
me. I slid Heather’s head back until the waiting warmth of her lips
pushed against my tip.

I urged her
harder. My own lips parted in a quiet groan when the tip of my cock
slipped into the heat of her mouth.

I could barely
stand to look down and watch these two beauties work my shaft. My
cock tingled from root to tip. My balls ached with the heaviness of
the load they longed to release.

I made them
switch positions, let Lauren take my cock into her mouth.

They were
hungry, starving girls. Their combined spit soon slicked the
entirety of my shaft.

I watched the
way their bodies moved and shifted while they worked me. I watched
the pert sway of their breasts. The way their hips started rolling
a little, their youthful desire for my cock overwhelming them.

My own desire
for their bodies was about to overwhelm me.

My cock ached.
My balls tightened. If I continued, I’d be shooting a hot load down
Lauren’s throat shortly.

Something I
thought she’d definitely enjoy. But I didn’t want to end this so
quickly.

I wanted… no I
needed to feel the youthful, silky tightness of their cunts
sliding all around my cock.

Still gripping
their hair, I pulled their mouths away from my manhood. A few long,
glistening ropes of spit hung between Lauren’s lips and my tip for
a few moments before they stretched and broke.

Her lips
looked so red. I couldn’t resist leaning down for a moment to kiss
her, to feel their slickness and warmth with my mouth.

She kissed me
eagerly, and let my tongue poke into her mouth.

I kissed her
for a few heartbeats, then kissed Heather the same way. While I
kissed her, I slid my hands down their lovely bodies to cup their
asses.

I almost came
again right then when I felt those firm crescents of flesh, only a
thin layer of cotton between my palms and their bare skin.

“Let’s go back
over to the seat… Good. Now, get up there on your knees, facing the
wall,” I told them.

They did.

I took a
moment to admire the lithe beauty of their youth. My cock trembled
and pulsed.

“Stick them
out for me, girls,” I said.

They smiled at
each other, both of them resting their hands on the top of the
seat.

They pushed
their asses out towards me. I could see the damp spots on their
panties where the slickness of their arousal soaked through the
thin cotton.

I moved to
Lauren first. I grabbed my cock and guided it between her thighs. I
rubbed the taut tip of flesh against the thin cotton covering her
quivering mound. She groaned and pushed her body back against mine,
as though trying to drive the hard spear of my shaft right through
her panties and deep into her waiting sex.

While I did
that, I ran my other hand down the cleft of Heather’s ass, shafting
my fingers down until I felt just how wet she’d gotten her own
panties.

I pushed the
tip of my thumb against her asshole while I rubbed at her slit with
my index and middle fingers.

Heather
groaned like the little slut I knew her to be and started rolling
her hips, adding some friction of her own to the touch.

“Are you going
to fuck me now, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked, looking back over her
shoulder at me. Her pretty little face kept twisting up every time
I increased the pressure of my cock against the lips of her
pussy.

“Call me
Daddy,” I told her, “And soon. When I decide to.”

“And what
about me, Daddy? Are you going to fuck me, too?” Heather said.
She’d almost completely soaked the crotch of her panties. Every
patch of flesh on her looked flushed with heat and desire.

The ache in my
balls intensified.

“You’ll both
get your turns,” I said.

Then I went
down onto my knees behind Lauren’s perfect, pert behind. I reached
up and grabbed the elastic of her panties with both hands. When I
started drawing her panties down she whimpered a little, the
sensitive skin on the back of her thighs pebbling with
goosebumps.

I had to peel
the sopping cotton off the swollen lips of her pussy. Her mound was
bare. Her lips quivered. Wetness glistened between them.

“Kiss her
while I kiss you,” I told her.

I watched
until they kissed each other.

Then I reached
back up and put my hands on Lauren’s ass. I pulled her cheeks
apart. Made the lips of her pussy part so I could see the pink
slickness of her opening.

I leaned in
and tasted her. Slow at first. But I was thirsty. My tongue lapped
out, found the stiff little nubbin of her clit.

She started
moaning like a whore right away. Pushing her ass back against me.
Grinding her pussy against my mouth.

It wasn’t long
until I had her whole body trembling and flexing in her first
climax. The juices came gushing out of her, soaking my cheeks and
chin.

While this was
happening, I reached over to Heather. I hooked a finger through the
crotch of her panties and pulled them to the side.

I sank first
one finger, then two into the welcoming, slick tightness of her
cunt. I knew just how to touch a woman by my age. Knew just how to
curl my fingers, how to rub against the sensitive places inside of
her.

Soon I had
them both cumming for me. Had them making out with each other
viciously, like a pair of bitches in heat, while I tortured their
little pussies with my mouth and fingers.

I pulled my
fingers out of Heather’s snatch and used her slit as a guide to
find her clit. I pinched and rolled it between my fingers while she
groaned and shuddered in another orgasm.

My cock ached
and trembled, begging for me to touch it. Begging for me to slide
it first into one girl and then the other.

And I didn’t
want to wait any longer. It was my turn for some fun.

I stood up. My
knees hurt from the concrete floor but I ignored the pain.

“Me first!”
Heather begged.

“No, me!”
Lauren said.

I clapped a
hand down on each of them, my bare palms smacking against their
skin so that they both shared a grimace and a sharp intake of
breath. When I pulled my hands away, I watched the prints rise in
red welts on those perfect cheeks.

Every time I
breathed I could smell the scent of their desire. My lips were
almost numb from licking Lauren’s delicious cunt. The flavor of her
need coated my tongue.

Lauren got the
tongue first. Only fair for Heather to get the shaft next.

So I pulled
Lauren down onto her knees beside me, onto the floor.

“Spit,” I told
her, turning to flop my cock near her face.

She did.

“Again,” I
said. She did as she was told, her eyes wide with the heat of her
desire.

Then I put a
hand on Heather’s lovely hip. I pushed a little, making her angle
her ass a little bit higher up.

The lips of
her pussy parted so I could see her pink hole more easily. I
watched all the youthful muscles in her butt and the back of her
thighs tremble with anticipation.

“Fuck me,
Daddy. Fuck me hard,” Heather begged, “I want your cock so bad. I
need it in me. You got me so fucking wet…”

“Shut the fuck
up,” I said. I didn’t want any of this to wake Erin up.

I grabbed my
cock and shoved it against her waiting mound. Her lips peeled back
from her teeth even while the lips of her cunt spread out around
the thickness of my cock.

She was so
warm on the inside. So hot. So tight. The slick walls of her pussy
felt silky as they wrapped around me, as I sank deep into her
folds.

I sheathed
myself slowly at first, letting her youthful tightness stretch
around my girth.

“Holy shit,”
Lauren said, “He got it all in! You’re such a little slut,
Heather.”

I reached out
and put my fingers beneath Lauren’s chin, turning her head to face
me. I cuffed her. Lightly. But hard enough for her to get the
point.

“Shut up,” I
told her, “Do something useful with that dirty little mouth.”

I pushed my
thumb against her lips and she swallowed it up and started sucking.
It was a heavenly feeling.

Which made the
feeling of Heather’s tight cunt a devilish delight, I suppose. But
it was worth going to hell for, I figured.

The muscles of
her pussy kept quivering around me. Rippling like waves that ran
down my shaft.

It was the
wettest pussy I’d ever been balls-deep inside.

Her juices
dripped off me as I pulled out. I pulled out slowly, to watch the
way her tightness gripped me.

Lauren watched
as well. Watched and sucked my thumb, trying to swallow it
practically.

I rammed
myself back into Heather. Shoved every inch into her again. She
arched her neck. Her mouth opened in a thankfully silent scream.
Our bodies slapped together.

On the next
thrust, she picked up the rhythm, driving her pussy down my cock
even as I shoved it up into her.

It was the
most delicious tightness I’d ever experienced.

And each
thrust seemed to make her tighter.

It took only a
few strokes until…

“Oh, Daddy!
Daddy! I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming all over your dick!” she said,
her eyes squeezing shut and her lips pooching out almost as in a
sob.

I sheathed
myself in her again, eager to feel those massaging squeezes of her
youthful pussy.

I wasn’t
disappointed. Her orgasm was deep and strong and I almost blew my
load then and there at the noises she made.

I didn’t pull
out because I couldn’t, she held me so tautly.

I held on for
dear life, gritting my teeth in the effort not to splatter her guts
with all the batter in my balls.

Then I felt
her silky walls relax around me. She collapsed forward against the
back of the bench seat, her body a quivering, languid mess. Her
lovely back glistened with the dew of her sweet sweat.

And Lauren
kept looked at me longingly. During the whole escapade, she’d snuck
a hand between her smoking thighs and was currently teasing and
torturing her pussy with her inexperienced fingers.

“Your turn,
sweetie,” I told her.

I helped her
to her feet even as I pulled out of Heather. Her orgasm had turned
her juices milky and thick and gobs of it coated my cock like
spittle.

Lauren sat
back against the seat. I grabbed her knees and spread her legs
apart, then pushed them back, angling her cute little sopping cunt
up towards me.

“Fuck me,
Daddy. I want to slide down your cock so bad…” Lauren whispered.
She bit down on her bottom lip in the cutest way.

I wasn’t in
the mood to argue.

I hunkered
lower. I couldn’t grab my cock without releasing one of her legs
and I didn’t want to do that. So I bounced the head of my shaft
against her wet gash. Then I slid down until I found the sopping
pink opening of her sex.

I pushed.

“You’re so
big!” she said, pushing her head back against the seat.

I did the same
thing as with Heather, sliding in slow at first to loosen her up.
Then I picked up a rhythm

Except I held
Lauren pinned against the seat so she couldn’t add her own momentum
to the rhythm.

All she could
do was watch wide-eyed as I sank every inch of my cock into her
little stretched pussy over and over.

She came even
faster than Heather.

“I’m cumming!
God, Daddy, I’m cumming for you!” she said.

Her body shook
and bucked against the seat.

I couldn’t
hold on any longer.

I buried
myself in her. Sheathed myself in the silky tight folds of her
youthful body. Then I relaxed the hold of willpower I kept on my
tightening balls.

They
squeezed.

My lips peeled
back from my teeth.

It was my most
forceful orgasm in years. I spurted into her. Hard. Over and over.
It felt like I’d completely empty myself inside of her.

“He’s cumming
in you! Oh, fuck, he’s nutting in you!” Heather said, watching
wide-eyed as well.

Lauren’s
trembling intensified. I could feel the walls of her cunt squeezing
and milking me, trying to pull all of my seed up into her youthful,
fertile womb.

It felt so
fucking good I didn’t even worry about knocking her up. If
anything, that felt like the hottest outcome of this.

My balls ached
and pulsed and finally emptied. Lauren kept thrashing a few moments
longer, her whole body shaking.

When I
realized what I’d done I withdrew. A white flow of my cum sprung
out of her and threatened my fresh new upholstery.

“Lick that
up,” I told Heather, hauling her down onto her knees. I watched her
lick the cum from between the lips of Lauren’s pussy while my cock
slowly softened.

“Are you guys
on birth control?” I said when she finished.

The shaft of
my cock ached hard. I couldn’t remember the last time sex felt so
good.

“No,” Heather
said, turning and smiling at me. She reached up to her mouth and I
saw her wipe some of my cum from her tongue onto her fingers.

She snuck
those fingers between her thighs and pushed them deep into her
waiting snatch.

I felt my cock
start hardening again. Fuck, when did these girls turn into such
little sluts? I didn’t care.

“Good,” I
said.

Then I went
over and grabbed their shirts from the garage floor. I threw them
at the girls. “Clean yourselves up and then get your asses to bed.
And don’t bother me again tonight.”

“Don’t worry,
Daddy, we won’t,” Lauren said with a teasing smile.

I washed some
of the sweat from myself in the sink and then went upstairs to bed,
wondering just how deeply I’d just buried myself in shit.

I grinned into
the darkness that shadowed my ceiling. I wondered if I could
convince Erin to have them over again sometime soon.









 His Son’s Girlfriend

 


Adam

 


I did a quick
walkthrough of the house. I liked everything ordered and in its
place. And without Brent here with his usual young adult clutter,
it was a fairly easy job.

Upstairs, I
walked past the door to his bedroom and shook my head as I did. I
wished that he’d been like me. Joined the army (or even the
marines, if he felt strongly about it) made a real man out of
himself.

Anything but
what he did. Which was to head off to school for an undergrad
degree in that most useless of all subjects: philosophy.

I let my hand
slide down the banister as I went downstairs to the main floor.

Scratch that,
it could have been slightly more useless. It could’ve been gender
studies or whatever they were calling it now.

And his mother
supported his decision! Of course she did. She always did try to
keep Brent soft and pliant.

Disagreements
over how to raise him were one of the reasons we split.

I didn’t dwell
on that, though. What was past, was past.

He was a
sophomore at college now. A man. Legally, at least. In all the ways
that actually counted? I wasn’t so sure. And that didn’t sit well
with me.

The kitchen
was well-ordered, not a dish on the new granite countertop or in
the dishwasher. The tile floor gleamed.

No dust
bunnies beneath the couch in the living room. All the picture
frames lined up and straight.

Down in the
basement, I kept my workout room in order. All the dumbbells on
their racks, the machines wiped down. I spent an hour in that room
every morning. Just because I wasn’t in the service anymore didn’t
mean that I shouldn’t keep myself in fighting shape.

I finished up
my inspection and proceeded back upstairs, where I grabbed a Miller
out the fridge and downed a few mouthfuls of the foamy suds.

I checked my
watch while I walked to the front door.

“Hnh,”
I grunted, “Late. Nothing new about that.” I took another gulp of
beer. I had the feeling I’d be through the entire case before the
weekend finished up.

The weekend
Brent was home from his hippy-dippy college.

And this time
he was bringing alone a girl. Girlfriend, that is. I wanted to see
what sort of woman my boy could bag,. Though, and I blamed myself
for this, I didn’t think he’d know what to do with a girl even if
she were spread-eagled on his bed begging for it.

Not the most
masculine type, like I said.

I felt a bit
of a tingle down under at the thought of a beautiful young woman
naked on my bed. Youth was wasted on the young, I knew.

Especially a
youth like my son. Like as not, she’d have him wrapped around her
thumb. Pussy-whipped. Whatever they called it these days. It all
amounted to the same thing: not getting any action because he
didn’t know how to keep a woman in her place.

I took another
thoughtful gulp of beer, relishing the way the little foam bubbles
tickled the roof of my mouth and then my throat. Relishing the spot
of warmth that started in my stomach.

I didn’t have
long to relish either, though.

Because my son
pulled into the driveway in the old Tercel I’d bought and fixed up
for him. The exhaust was a little blue and I shook my head. Oil
leak. And Brent wouldn’t have a clue what to do about it.

I watched him
climb out. Sure enough, he ran around to the passenger side and
pulled the door open.

“Oh,” I said
when I saw who stepped out.

A petite,
perky blond. Her legs impossibly long. She turned and bent over to
grab something out of the car and that familiar tingle ran down the
front of my stomach.

A perfect
figure. The very picture of youth. When she smiled across the car
at him and said something, I could swear the whole damn day
brightened up.

Brent came
scurrying back across and grabbed the tiny tote that she’d pulled
out of the car.

They proceeded
up the few steps to the front porch, where I already waited with
the door open.

“Brent! You’re
late,” I said.

He glanced at
me, then at the girl. His eyes went down and I suppressed the urge
to sigh.

“Yeah, sorry.
Danielle wanted to stop at the mall for a bit first,” Brent
said.

“That so?” I
said, the three of us standing at the cusp of the front hall.

“Brent?” she
said, “Aren’t you going to introduce us?”

He looked at
us dully for a second before cluing in.

“Oh, yeah, uh,
right. Dad, this is my girlfriend, Danielle. Danielle, this is my
dad, Adam.”

I smiled and
offered my hand, “Mr. Sedgewick will do for now.”

She took my
hand daintily, gripping on my fingers since hers were too small the
get a good grip on my palm. Her skin was soft and smooth and warm
and it made me wonder if the rest of her felt that way.

“Nice to meet
you, Adam,” she said.

She started
pulling her hand away but I held on. “Mr. Sedgewick. Let’s get to
know each other before we get familiar.”

I held on
still. She glanced at Brent, who helped neither of us, then back at
me. “Sure, yeah,” she said.

I let her
go.

“I’ve heard a
lot about you,” she said.

“Whatever
Brent told you, I can promise you it was even worse,” I said with a
wink, then, “And I’ve heard almost nothing about you.”

I knew next to
nothing about her. Almost three months ago, Brent told me he was
dating someone. Then nothing.

She gave me a
sidelong look and I knew I already had her measure. Already in
control of the relationship. So pretty Brent wouldn’t think twice
about anything she asked him or told him to do.

She was a sly
one. It wouldn’t have surprised me at all if it came out that Brent
hadn’t even taken her to bed yet. Not in the way a man takes a
woman to bed, that is.

“You two have
your old room,” I told Brent, “If you guys want to get unpacked. I
figured I’d throw some burgers on the grill for supper.”

“Brent,
sweetie,” Danielle said, batting her eyes at him so prettily, “Can
you take everything up?”

He hopped to
like he was getting paid to do it. And it stayed that way the rest
of the weekend. By Saturday night I knew I had to do something.

She made him
fix her burgers for her. Made him turn down the damn bed before
she’d climb into it. Made him drive her around the city the whole
day.

And near as I
could tell, the only thanks she gave him was a chaste kiss on the
cheek for his trouble.

It was no way
to treat my son. And I aimed to do something about it.

I needed to
know that this Danielle girl could make my boy feel like a man in
the way only a woman could.

So on Saturday
evening I told them both to meet me in the den. They sat in the
leather love seat across the coffee table from my matching black
leather couch.

"What's up,
dad?" Brent said. He kept his hands stuffed between his knees, and
he kept glancing at Danielle like he wanted to put one of those
arms over her pleasant, slender shoulders.

I couldn't
blame him for wanting to. She wore one of those wide-necked shirts
that left one shoulder totally exposed. I didn't see a bra strap
and I figured she wasn't wearing a bra.

A pair of
black yoga pants completed her outfit. The kind that really showed
off her pert ass and hips. The kind that probably had every guy she
walked past doing a double take.

And probably
off limits to my boy, I figured.

The way she
shunned him like that steeled my resolve.

"I want some
alone time with Danielle," I said.

I couldn't
tell if the look that took over Brent's face was panic, relief, or
both. In either case he sputtered out a, "What? Why?"

"Yeah, why,
Adam?" Danielle said. She looked cool as a pint of vanilla ice
cream, not perturbed in the least.

I gave her a
tight, humorless smile, "Still not to Adam yet,
sweetheart.”

“I’m not your
sweet…” she started, but I just rode over her.

“Because I
want to know what sort of girl you’re with, boy. I want to know
she’s the right one for you,” I said.

“Oh,” he said.
He started looking first at me, then at Danielle. Neither of us
said anything to him.

“So,” I filled
in the silence, “I want you to take that car you’re not taking care
of to the mall, or the movie theater, or wherever. I don’t really
care where, so long as you’re not here for oh, let’s say the next
hour or two?”

Danielle
didn’t take her eyes off me. I could see her studying me,
considering me. I figured that before this she never believed
Brent’s hard ass stories about me. That a boy like him couldn’t
have had a father like me.

And this
weekend proved her wrong.

“Yeah, go on,
Brent,” she said, “We might as well get this over with.”

He reached out
and put a hand on her knee, “You sure about that, babe?”

She patted his
hand gently, “Yeah, go on.”

I almost
smiled at what she did. Almost. Made my boy get permission from her
rather than from me.

“Oh… okay.
I’ll be back in a bit, I guess,” Brent said.

Neither of us
said anything else until Brent left. We listened to the front door
close behind him. Listened to him turn the Tercel’s engine over.
The click of the transmission going into reverse, the quiet noise
of the tires as he backed out and then drove away.

She leaned
forward, her hands on her knees, “He’s not yours any…”

I cut her off
again, “You haven’t even fucked him yet, have you?”

Her pretty
mouth dropped open and little rosy spots appeared high on her
cheeks. “That’s none of your…”

“Just answer
me,” I said. I used the same tone of voice that I used in the army
to address privates who thought they knew something about something
when in fact all they knew was jack about shit.

“No,” she
said, “We’re not ready yet.”

“We? Just you,
I think,” I said.

“You’re an
even bigger asshole than Brent said you were,” she spat back.

“You don’t
know the half of it. We’re going to get this settled here and now,
so sit your ass down,” I told her when she started to stand.

She sat back
down, reluctantly. “And what does that even mean?”

“You need a
good breaking in. And I’m going to give it to you, here and now,” I
said. I could feel my shaft begin hardening against my jeans. I
hadn’t put on any briefs because I knew this was coming.

“What the hell
are you talking about?” she said. Those spots of color had widened,
had started spreading down her slender throat towards her chest.
That lop-sided shirt gave me a great view.

“You’re a
headstrong little filly. You just need a good breaking in,” I
said.

“I’m not a
fucking horse! I don’t have to sit here and take this shit,” she
said. She stood and started for the door.

I lunged up
off the sofa and grabbed her by the shoulder. I spun her around so
hard that she shook her head to clear her senses.

“Sounds to
me,” I said, “Like you’re not fucking anything. Least of all my
son. Now come on, show me what you got. Show me you’re good for
him.”

She had a big
attitude, but standing there holding her like that I saw just how
slender and petite she was. I could also smell her. Some light,
sweet perfume. And the sharper smell of her anger under that.

“Let go, you
asshole!” she said. She raised her hand to slap me. I let her.

My cheek stung
a little. She raised her hand again. I only ever gave one freebie.
I grabbed her wrist midair and then twisted it behind her back. Her
body arched towards me, her lovely, yoga pants-clad hips pushing
against my body.

She struggled
impotently for a few moments, tugging against my grip. “Fuck you. I
bet you fucking love this, don’t you?”

“It’s okay,” I
said, “But I know that you’re into it.”

That deep
flush in her skin had continued on down. And her nipples perked up
hard against her ridiculous shirt. No bra, indeed.

“Like hell,”
she said.

I laughed.
Then I hauled her harder against me. I kissed her. Her whole body
went rigid like she’d touched a live wire. Her mouth tasted sweet.
Fruity. And the way she pushed against me had me hardening in my
pants even more.

I pulled my
mouth from hers. Her slender shoulders rose and fell quickly. Her
chest expanded and caved in just as fast. That rosy color in her
skin deepened.

I marvelled at
how tight, taut, and lithe her body was. How youthful. “With a body
like this,” I said, “I bet you have just the tightest little
cunt.”

“I bet you’d
like to find out for yourself, wouldn’t you?” she snarled.

“Yes,” I
said.

She snarled at
me again. Struggled for a moment. Then something in her changed.
She glistened with sweat. I could see her rapid pulse in her
throat.

She went up on
her tiptoes and kissed me. She kissed me hard. She sucked my bottom
lip in between her teeth and bit down on it, then sucked on it.

She wrenched
at her hands, and I let them go. Just like I thought, they went
between us. Went down to the bulge in the front of my jeans to
squeeze and massage in.

I knew then
that I’d let the little slut inside of her out to play. The one
that just needed a good fucking to set her back on the straight and
narrow.

She squeezed
my shaft and I got so hard I could barely take it.

Then she
released my lip from her mouth. She dropped down to her knees, her
hungry expression on-level with my manhood. She pulled the button
of my jeans from its loop. Started on my zipper.

“You have a
nice, big cock,” she said. She leaned forward and put her mouth
over my shaft, through my jeans. I felt the heat of her breath
through the denim.

“I bet you’d
like to suck it, wouldn’t you?” I said.

Her lower jaw
jutted out rebelliously when she looked up at me, “Don’t you want
me to suck you?”

“No, not yet.
Right now I just want to know that you know how to take a cock,” I
said.

I offered my
hands. She looked at them, frowning, her mouth still inches from my
aching shaft. Then she reached up and put her hands in mine.

I helped her
to her feet. I took her in. The flush of her skin. That funny, sexy
shirt. Those skintight yoga pants. The way she smelled, like pure
desire that wafted from her.

This was a
good start, I knew. The way she started obeying me.

“You dress
like this to tease him, don’t you?” I said.

“No…” she
started.

I reached up
and found one of those perky nipples. I pinched down on it until
she groaned. “Don’t you?”

“…Yes,” she
said.

I released
her. Then I grabbed her shirt and lifted it up off her. Her breasts
were small, perfectly symmetrical, and perky. Nice and firm, too, I
figured. The skin of her areolas and her nipples was erect and
wrinkled. Ready for a man’s hands, or a man’s mouth.

She stared
defiance up at me, even while thrusting that chest of hers out at
me. My cock strained at my jeans some more.

She saw. She
reached for me, intending on freeing me.

I gave her a
shove. She fell back down onto the love seat, making the sexiest
little whimper as she did.

I fell to my
knees between her spread legs, her thighs on either side of my
ribcage. I wrapped my arms around her slender waist, made her body
arch towards me again.

“Adam…” she
groaned when I took one of her nipples into my mouth. The flesh was
perky and warm and fresh. When I started sucking, she groaned
again. The groan turned to a shuddering moan when I set my teeth on
her and bit down, just a little.

I let my mouth
slide between her breasts. Let my tongue trace a wet line down her
taut, flat stomach.

She went
almost limp in my arms, trying to fall back on the couch. I let
her. Let my arms slip out from under her. I let my fingers move
down her hips, started hooking my fingers into the elastic of her
yoga pants.

“Call me
daddy,” I said, “Tell me: are you wearing any panties?”

I couldn’t see
any telltale lines. In fact, I could see the outline of her mound
through the tight black fabric. Could have traced it with my
finger. Or my tongue. If I’d wanted to make her feel good.

“No,” she
said.

I dug my
fingers into the firm flesh of her thighs until she moaned. “No,
what?”

“No,
daddy.”

“Good girl,” I
said.

“Aren’t you
going to pull them down?” she said.

“Who said
anything about pulling them down?”

I ran my hands
down between her inner thighs. I felt the way her body trembled
when my fingers brushed over her sweet little pussy. Just that thin
layer of spandex between her quivering slit and whatever I decided
to do to it.

I put my hands
on either side of her pussy, cupping her inner thighs, my thumbs
both pointing inwards. I rubbed the balls of my thumb against her
lips. Pushed just hard enough that she groaned.

Then I moved
my fingers in. I grabbed handfuls of that stretchy spandex that
covered her. I pulled and it stretched.

I pulled
harder. It tore.

Her little
pink pussy winked at me. Her slit glistened with her wetness
already. Her lips were flushed darker than the rest of her. Flushed
with heat and desire.

The smell of
her nearly drove me wild. My cock had never been so hard. I was
surprised it didn’t just tear right through my jeans.

“So this is
what you’re keeping from my boy,” I said.

I let go of
the torn fabric and put my hands back where they were. My thumbs
moved over her outer lips. They were so hot to the touch. Hot and
smooth and soft.

“I won’t. Not
anymore. Not if you use me…” she said.

“Shut the fuck
up unless I tell you to talk,” I replied. She did.

I put some
more pressure on those sexy lips. Parted them so I could see the
wet, pink flesh that waited beneath them. Her little clit had come
out to play, poking out from under its hood of flesh, eager for my
fingers or my tongue.

I wanted to
taste her so bad. I knew that I’d never have another taste so good
in my life. But this wasn’t for me.

I needed to
make sure that she learned her lesson and that she wouldn’t forget
it.

So instead of
devouring her right away I made her wait. I made her agonize. Made
her body writhe on my couch, made her hips roll in vain, while I
kissed and licked the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs.

I brought my
own lips so achingly close to hers. But I stopped at the little
fold of flesh on either side of her pussy where her legs joined the
rest of her.

“Please,
daddy. Oh, God, please,” she begged.

“You’re going
to be good?” I asked. I let a breath of hot air out in a slow sigh.
I let it rush right over her quivering cunt.

She trembled
at the heat of it.

“So good. So
fucking good. I’ll be so fucking good so long as you…” she said,
looking down at me with fire and something like hate in her
eyes.

I held up an
admonitory finger, “Uh-uh, you don’t make the demands here. Good
girls don’t make demands.”

Her head fell
back against the couch and she groaned.

“That’s what I
thought,” I said.

I kissed her
inner thighs again. Except this time instead of switching between
them, I put my lips against her pussy. Her body went rigid at the
touch. And when I licked my tongue up her slit she moaned in
ecstasy.

She tasted
just as good as I thought she would. Better, even. I lapped her up.
Licked every bit of juice that came out of her.

I found her
little clit and licked that, too. Pushed my tongue against it and
really tortured it.

When I stuck
one finger up into her sopping sex she came right away. Her ass
arched up off the couch.

Her pussy
clamped around my finger eagerly, tighter even than I thought she’d
be.

I curled that
finger against the silky slickness of her inner walls. Made her cum
harder. I wanted her to cum so hard that she ached.

I wanted her
to remember all of this. Every moment.

I worked her
so hard that when I leaned back on my haunches my lips buzzed and
felt three sizes bigger than they were when I started.

I could taste
nothing but her. Smell nothing but her. I could barely hold myself
back from just holding her down and ravishing her until I was
spent.

Not
yet, I thought. Not yet.

“Oh, God,” she
said, her head lolling from side to side, “I’ve never felt like
that. No guy’s ever…”

“Shut up,” I
said, “I think you’re good and wet now.”

I stood up. I
pulled off my shirt and she got a good look at my deep chest, my
broad shoulders. She got a good look and she swallowed hard.

Her eyes
followed my hands down to my jeans. She’d already undone my button.
I pulled down my zipper.

Then I pushed
my jeans down. My cock sprang out of its prison so hard that it
quivered. Some clear precum already leaked from the taut purple
tip.

I stepped out
of my jeans and kicked them away.

Then I grabbed
the back of her knees and pushed them against the couch, forcing
her mound up at a better angle for me. I wasn’t nice about it,
either. I gripped her legs hard, and she whimpered. But she didn’t
struggle.

“Fuck yes,
fuck yes…” she kept muttering under her breath.

I knelt lower.
Lower still. I sucked in a breath through my teeth when the bottom
of my aching shaft met the soft, waiting warmth of Danielle’s
pussy.

Her body
trembled at the touch. Little sparks and tingles of excitement ran
up and down my length. Already I could feel her wetness against me.
Could feel the way she burned for me.

“Are you going
to start treating my son like a man?” I said, rubbing my hard cock
up and down between her sopping, slippery lips.

“Yes, daddy!
Please, just put it in! I need it. I need it so fucking bad,” she
moaned through gritted teeth.

“I know you
do,” I said, “But good girls don’t make demands, remember?”

By this point
the entire bottom of my cock glistened with her pussy juices. She
started lifting her hips each time the tip of my cock passed near
her sopping opening.

She wanted me
inside her so badly. I could barely hold back against the tightness
in my balls.

“What are you
going to do for me? For Brent?” I said.

I let go of
one of her legs so that I could angle my cock better. I slid the
tip down between her juicy lips until it butted up against her
entrance. I pushed until I felt her start stretching around me.

Her whole body
shook. Her toes curled up. Her eyes squeezed shut.

I pulled back
away from that tight loop of flesh.

“What are you
going to do?” I said.

“I’ll fuck
him! I’ll fuck him, okay?”

I pushed
forward again. A little more than before. I couldn’t believe how
soft and warm and tight she was around the tip of my cock. I wanted
to feel all of that all around me. Around every last inch.

Her little
pink pussy had just about swallowed the whole head. I couldn’t take
my eyes off the way her youthful body stretched around me.

“What else?” I
said.

“Anything you
want,” she said, “I’ll fuck him. I’ll let him tell me what to do.
I’ll…”

“You’ll treat
him like a man?” I said.

“Yes!” she
said.

“Good,” I
replied.

Then I slid
the rest of the way into bliss.

Her lips
pulled back from her teeth. Her head pushed back into the couch.
She was so fucking tight.

But also
incredibly wet. So wet that even with all that tightness I had no
problem sheathing myself to my balls into her angry little
flower.

Drawing my
shaft back out was almost as good as shoving it in. I felt the
ridge around the head dragging against her most sensitive flesh. I
loved the way her abdominals tightened. The way her whole body
shook.

“You’re so
big…” she said.

“I know,” I
said. I’d pulled myself most of the way out. My cock dripped with
her juices. I glistened with them.

Then I shoved
back into her. I knew once I started I wouldn’t be able to stop,
which was why I’d wrung what I wanted out of her before the real
fucking started.

I fucked her
hard. I fucked her with long, even strokes that made her little
pussy swallow up every inch on every thrust.

I watched her
juices change from clear to milky as she started trembling more and
more on the couch. Her hips rolled in time with the thrusts,
maximizing the friction of our bodies as they slapped together.

She came
again. She came all over my cock. She got so wet that the couch
cushion beneath her dripped onto the floor.

Her legs
shook. She opened her mouth and screamed. I reached forward and
grabbed her perky little tits. I squeezed them, trapped her hard
nipples between my fingers and pinched them.

She grabbed
the couch cushion beneath her and tried to squeeze the shit out of
it.

Just like her
pussy squeezed the hell out of my cock. She got so tight I could
barely move.

I thought
about holding on a little longer. About flipping her onto her
stomach so I could watch that pert ass of hers bounce against my
stomach.

But I couldn’t
hold out any longer, either. It felt too good. She was so hot
around me. So silky and soft. So tight.

The muscles of
her pussy massaged my entire shaft. No guy could resist that. No
man could resist emptying his balls deep inside of her.

And I did just
that. I pushed myself as deep as I could. I let myself fall into
the sea of sensation.

I felt my
balls lift and tighten. Felt the first spasm of my own orgasm. Felt
myself shoot into her harder than I’d shot in a long time. So hard
my cock ached after the first jerk.

And I kept
jerking. Again and again. Easily the largest, most powerful orgasm
I’d had in years. Like this was what I was meant to do. Like I was
fulfilling my purpose and my body knew it and went for broke.

I came so much
that even the plug of my cock couldn’t keep it all inside of her.
It mingled with her own milky, creamy juices and dripped down onto
the couch.

“Fuck. Oh
fuck,” she said, collapsing down onto the couch, every muscle in
her going slack. Every muscle except the ones in her pussy, the
ones that kept my clamped inside of her as though her jealous
little cunt wanted to make sure it got every drop out of me.

I squeezed her
breasts again. Her nipples were still hard. I let go and saw my
handprints. Then I leaned over and kissed those breasts. Sucked
those nipples again. Nuzzled against her neck.

I wanted to
remember the way she tasted. The way she smelled and felt.

We both
groaned when I pulled out of her. I grabbed her torn up yoga pants
from the floor, balled them up, and handed them to her.

“I don’t want
my couch ruined anymore than it already is,” I said, “Keep that cum
inside you until you get to the bathroom.”

She pushed
that ball up against her pussy to sop up all the cum leaking out of
her.

“And you never
fucking tell Brent a thing about this. Ever. You know what I’m
willing to do to him now,” I said.

This time she
did actually look scared and I knew it had worked. I knew that I’d
broken her. Broken her in, at least. I smiled and told her to get
the hell off my couch.

She was a
different girl that Sunday. Different with Brent, different with
me. She kissed him lovingly, held his hand. Smiled.

And stole
little glances at me the whole time.

I watched them
leave on Sunday afternoon and waved at them when they honked. I
went back inside, thinking of nothing but how my cock ached all
night and all day.

But it had
been worth it.









 Babysitting for the Daddy Next Door

 


Kyle

 


Being a single
dad was hard enough on its own. Being a single dad with a full-time
job, career aspirations, meetings, and all of that made it all the
harder.

Not to mention
the few dates I went on when I could snatch time away from my most
important job.

Those dates
all ended well enough. Usually at her place instead of mine. Some
fun in the bed and then dressed and back home.

But I wouldn’t
have even been able to do anything of that without my godsend. Her
name was Trish.

She was a
sophomore at the local college, studying psychology. She came
whenever I called. Early, late. Always willing to stay on a bit
longer if a meeting went on too long or a date looked like it might
end up in some fun.

Sometimes I
even hired her for a few hours while I was still at home. Just to
look after the kid for a few hours while I took care of household
stuff.

Yep, Trish was
a real lifesaver.

She even
flirted with me, which was a bonus. She called me a silver fox, and
told me she’d be super lucky if she could find a guy anything like
me.

I didn’t mind
any of this, of course. She was a pretty little thing. One of those
girls who liked to do CrossFit and stay active in school sports.
Blonde hair that she often put into a ponytail or pigtails.

And in the
warm weather, the outfits she wore!

I figured it
was all pretty innocent. I mean, I’m old enough to be her father.
She had no business showing any real interest in a guy like me.

Still, there
were a few times when I’d catch myself checking out her perky
little ass when she got down on her hands and knees to retrieve a
toy from under the bureau in the study.

Times when I’d
be on that verge of sleep in bed, and I’d suddenly get rock hard at
the thought of her youthful, naked, and nude body pressed up
against mine under the covers.

That day
started like any other Saturday. I needed to fix a few things
around the house: replace a wooden riser on the steps to the back
deck, fix the leaky faucet in the main bathroom. Maybe change the
oil in my Charger if I got around to it.

Basically, I
needed another pair of eyes to watch the kid while I did all
this.

I changed into
some comfy jeans and an old white undershirt that I wouldn’t mind
getting dirty. I hadn’t shaved that day, and salt-and-pepper
stubble covered my cheeks.

I smiled.

Probably
earn me another of those silver fox comments, I figured.

I grabbed my
cell from its usual spot on my night table and sent Trish a quick
text. I thought that she might have other plans, being a beautiful
young woman and this being a nice Saturday and all.

But she texted
back that she’d be over ASAP.

Soon enough
the doorbell rang and I trotted over from the breakfast nook in my
kitchen and pulled open the door.

Trish smiled
up at me. Hair in pigtails today, I saw. An airy, short-sleeved
blouse unbuttoned to both help with the heat and show off the
curves of her perky if small breasts. Khaki shorts that were so
short that the front pockets hung down the front of her thighs.

I could only
imagine, and did so, what the view was like from behind. I
swallowed against that thought. Felt a shot of heat run down the
front of my stomach all the way down to the tip of my cock, where
it tingled.

“Hey, Trish.
Come on in. He’s up in his room. Thanks again for coming on such
quick notice. I don’t know where I’d get the time to get everything
done without you!” I said, stepping out of the way so she could
come in.

She walked in
past me and I caught a whiff of her scent. Something fruity and
light and floral. She kicked off her sandals, still smiling.

“It’s no
problem, Mr. Peters. Always glad to come over and see the boys!”
she said.

She had such a
lovely smile. Such a lovely face, too. It felt good to have a young
woman smile at me like that.

Of course, it
didn’t help matters re: keeping control of myself in my pants. My
eyes strayed to the open throat of her blouse. The perfect, lovely
smooth skin between her breasts. There was a freckle between them,
I noticed.

I jerked my
eyes back up. She was still smiling at me.

“There’s
sandwich fixings in the fridge and some soda if you get hungry,” I
said. I forced my eyes to remain on hers. Even though I really just
wanted to examine that freckle again.

I couldn’t
help wondering where else she was freckled. I swallowed hard
again.

“Thanks!” she
said. A blush lit in her cheeks and I knew that she saw me
staring.

Before it
could become anymore awkward, she wheeled around and bounced
towards the kitchen. The view from behind was just as nice as I’d
imagined. Better, even. At that age, a girl’s ass defied
gravity.

I shook my
head, tried to clear my mind of all those impure yet enticing
thoughts.

So I went and
threw myself into work. Got that riser replaced. Swore under my
breath while I crammed as much of my body as I could under the sink
to fix the leaky joint in the pipe.

I heard
laughter coming from the kid's bedroom at one point and I smiled.
She was so good with him.

If only I
could find a woman closer to my own age who was so good, I'd be
set. Unfortunately, none of the contenders so far met my
standards.

And I'd been
through more than my fair share. Turns out older woman like the
silver fox look, too. And the single dad bit. And the fact that I
made sure to hit the gym four times a week still.

I checked my
watch and saw it was just a bit after lunch. I decided it was a
good a time as any to grab a Bud from the fridge and take a load
off in the basement rec room before I got to that oil change.

I'd worked up
a good sweat by this point. The veins stood out on my arms. I
didn't change or shower yet, though.

Why bother
when I might end up with a big oil stain all over my shirt?

So I grabbed
that beer and went downstairs. Flipped the flat screen mounted on
the wall above the fireplace to some home improvement show that I
could ignore.

The beer was
delicious, foamy, and most important: cold.

I even thought
I'd grab a second before I got out to the car

But then I
heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned around. Saw Trish standing
near the foot. She was still smiling while she looked at me. This
one was a bit different, though. She smiled, but she bit down a
little on her bottom lip.

My God, it was
sexy. I felt my cock rustle.

"Everything
okay?" I said.

"Yeah," Trish
replied, "He's down for a nap. I thought I'd come see how you were
doing."

I held up the
brown bottle of beer, "Just fine." The beer hit me just right, too.
I could feel myself relaxing.

"Mind if I
sit, too?" she said.

I shifted over
on the couch and motioned at the other end. She came over and sat
down. I tried to not look at her bare thighs. And I smelled her
again. My cock tingled from root to stem.

"I hope this
doesn't sound too weird," Trish said, "But I just wanted to say
again that I think you're doing a great job. Being a single dad and
all. Keeping your life on track."

"Thanks," I
said. I couldn't stop thinking about the way she smelled so
good.

She shimmied
her butt a little closer to me on the couch. Her body moved in this
languid, lithe fashion. I wondered what it would feel like if she
sat on my lap and made that same motion.

She rubbed her
hands together and then stuck them between those lovely thighs of
hers. I was jealous of them right away.

She glanced at
me, then down. She mumbled something.

"Speak up," I
said. I reached over and gave her a playful tap with the back of my
hand on her upper arm.

"I said that I
really mean it about all that. I think about you a lot," she
said.

She looked me
in the eye for a second. That blush lit in her cheeks again and she
her eyes returned to her hands, which remained shoved tight between
her thighs.

I swallowed at
the sudden dryness in my mouth. When that didn't work, I took a
pull from my beer. "You do?"

"Yes," she
said. She shimmied a bit closer to me again. Our thighs nearly
touched. I imagined I could feel the warmth radiating from her
body. She swallowed audibly. Tucked one of her pigtails back behind
her ear. "Do you ever think about me?"

I blinked in
surprise and nearly dropped my beer. I set the bottle down on the
coffee table. My cock bulged against my jeans and my balls tingled
hard.

"I think that
you're a great babysitter. A real lifesaver," I said.

"Is that all?"
she replied.

I weighed my
next words carefully. I kept thinking about how I was old enough to
be Trish's father. How she was barely 19. How good she was to me
and my kid and how I didn't want to mess that up.

I also thought
about how nice she smelled. About that delicious little freckle
between her small but perky breasts. The way her legs looked.

"Should there
be more?" I said.

I tried to
keep my cool. But I was a man, with a man's desires and needs. And
right then that primal male brain of mine could concentrate on
nothing but making my young and pretty babysitter mine.

This time when
she shimmied closer our thighs did touch. My rational mind told me
to pull away, to jerk back.

Another part,
the one that made my cock throbs and my balls tingle, told me to
stay right where I was.

That second
part of me won out. Her scent intensified. I found it
intoxicating.

I started
wondering about her natural smell. Her natural taste. My cock
swelled up even more in my jeans, plain for us both to see.

I did nothing
to hide it.

She trembled a
little, I saw. Trembled and shivered. She looked up at me. Then
down at my lips. Then back up at my eyes.

She leaned in
towards me, her lovely, glossy lips parting a little even as her
eyes hooded.

Her hand crept
up onto my thigh. It trembled visibly. She ran it up until it
settled over the bulge of my cock.

That bulge
grew when I felt that pressure against it.

She kissed me.
Lightly at first. Her lip gloss was strawberry flavored.

Our mouths
parted. I could still taste her on me. It was all I could do to not
tear her clothes off then and there and fuck her youthful brains
out.

And the way
she kept squeezing my cock through my jeans didn't help things,
either.

"I do want
more..." she breathed. That delicious rosy flush filled her cheeks.
It also ran down her throat, between her breasts. That freckle
stood out even more.

I glanced back
towards the stairs. "You're sure he's asleep up there?"

"Passed right
out," she said, her usual smile returning, this time with a
seductive twist to it that sent little tingling fingers down the
small of my back, "You know how he gets. Nothing will wake him up
for a couple hours, at least."

I thought
about it. Not really, actually. That primal male, instinctual part
of me already made the decision for me.

Before she
could do anything about it, I scooped her up and plopped her down
on my lap. She weighed next do nothing.

The way my
cock pressed against my jeans, it met perfectly with the cleft
between her ass cheeks.

I groaned. She
was firm and shapely and warm.

And when she
wriggled in surprise I nearly shot off in my boxers. She twisted
around a little. Enough to put her arm over my shoulders.

"You're so
strong," she said.

I held her
around the waist with one arm. I loved the way she trembled and
shuddered. I put my free hand down into her blouse, encircled one
of those small, firm breasts with my fingers as I pushed her bra
cup aside.

She gasped.
Her hips started rolling, massaging my cock with her ass. We kissed
again. She was just as sweet as before.

I squeezed her
breast and felt her nipple perk up against my palm. When I pinched
it between thumb and forefinger she pulled her mouth away from mine
and groaned.

"That feels
nice, Mr. Peters," she said.

"Call me
Kyle," I told her.

I pulled my
hand out of her bra and undid the remaining buttons on her blouse.
I put my hand flat against her bare stomach and marvelled at how
petite she was.

She slipped
out of her blouse and gave me my first real look at the youthful
tautness of her body. Her slender shoulders. The way her waist
curved in and then flared out at her thighs.

It took me one
flick of my fingers to undo her bra strap. She laughed in surprise.
The laugh turned to a moan, her back arching in, when I slipped her
bra down and then encircled one stiff nipple with my mouth and
sucked.

Her ass pushed
and ground harder against my imprisoned shaft the more I sucked.
And she bucked hard when I bit down gently on that stiff bit of
flesh.

"How long have
you wanted this?" I said.

When I pulled
my mouth from her breast, her little, tightly wrinkled areola was
bright pink from all the sucking. And her nipple glistened with my
saliva.

When I blew
lightly across it, both her breasts pebbled in delicious gooseflesh
and she sucked a sharp breath in between her teeth before she
answered me.

"Since the
first time I babysat for you," she said, "You answered the door
with nothing but a towel around your waist. Then I saw how good you
are with your boy. What a real man you are, taking care of your
life the way you do... That's nice..."

I kissed her
across her shoulders, let my mouth run down between her
breasts.

I was drunk on
her. She intoxicated me. I wanted to run my mouth over every inch
of her. Wanted to lap up her juices and make her mine.

"I was wet for
you when you answered the door..." she said. She kept running her
fingers through my hair. Running her hand over my broad shoulders,
down my chest.

She rubbed her
ass so much against my cock that I thought that soon I'd just stab
through all the denim.

"And how wet
are you now?" I said.

She leaned in
close so that her lips brushed against my earlobe. I tingled all
over.

"My panties
are soaked," she breathed.

I almost came
again. My balls even started tightening up. I didn't want to wait
any longer. I needed to have her. I needed to have her precious
little peach then and there.

I tossed her
down onto the couch. I made short work of her shorts, yanking them
down her lovely legs and tossing them away.

Her panties
were white cotton. And she hadn't been lying. The crotch of them
clung to her tender, flushed young mound. She'd soaked them just
like she said. I could see her lips. See the vertical slit between
them.

I had an
overpowering urge to taste her. No, to devour her.

I mounted her,
wrapped my arms around her slender body. My hungry left left a
trail of ravenous, wet kisses down her throat. Down between her
breasts.

Her body
writhed against mine. She pushed her hands down between us, her
eager, inexperienced fingers fumbling with my belt and my
zipper.

She got them
undone just as I slipped too low and she could no longer reach
them. I tongued her shallow little navel.

I kissed down
the front of her panties. Sucked on the warm flesh of her inner
thighs while she writhed on the couch and grabbed fistfuls of my
hair, trying to urge my mouth over her aching little pussy.

"Oh, Kyle, Oh,
Kyle..." she kept on moaning, "Kiss me. Lick me. I want your mouth
all over me. You get me so fucking wet."

I peeled her
panties down, rearing up just long enough to help her kick them
away. Then I attacked her. Lunged back in to claim my prey and my
prize.

Her hips
lifted up off the couch, her body eager.

She kept her
pussy completely bald. Her mound flushed with heat and blood. Her
little clit poked out from under its hood. Wetness glistened and
beckoned between her vertical lips.

Her fingers
tightened in my hair, urging me forward. Urging me closer to her
forbidden, hairless, and juicy peach.

I was savage.
I didn't tease. I didn't play around. I devoured her. I sank my
tongue between those lips and lapped her up. Lapped her hard.

She tasted
like strawberries down there, too.

Soon her
juices covered my cheeks and chin. My stubble rubbed at her
sensitive flesh, but that just seemed to make her want me even
more.

Her head
thrashed against the couch. Her fingers pulled painfully at my
hair. I loved it.

She arched up
even higher off the cushion, really shoving her sopping mound
against my hungry mouth.

I put my hands
under her ass, supporting her. I felt her plump, firm cheeks flex.
Felt and saw every muscle in her body tighten and stand out when
her first climax slammed into her like a tsunami.

"Yes! Fuck,
yes!" she screamed, grinding her pussy against my face.

I bore down on
the stiff little bean of her clit. Sucking it between my teeth,
lashing at it with my tongue until her whole body trembled and
shuddered uncontrollably.

Her juices
just poured out of her and I drank them all greedily, not caring
how wet she got my face. How it dripped down my chin and neck.

By the time
she started relaxing my jaw ached and my tongue felt numb.

She collapsed
down onto the couch and I let her, slipping my hands out from
beneath her ass after one more appreciative squeeze of that warm,
firm and shapely flesh.

Her thighs
fell to either side, completely exposing her bald little mound to
me. The stretch of it pulled her inner lips open so that I could
see every little bit of her aching little cunt.

My cock
throbbed so hard, still stuck in my jeans. I shoved them down,
along with my boxers. Every inch of me sprang up, suddenly free.
Precum shined all over the taut purple helmet. A fresh trickle
leaked from the tip.

I was so hard
I trembled. So hard it actually fucking hurt.

Who needed
anything like viagra when you had a young, beautiful girl exposing
her sopping cunt to you? Looking up at you with her big blue
fuck-me eyes.

She reached
down and grabbed my cock. Squeezed the head. Ran the pad of her
thumb over the tip to smear that precum around some more. I groaned
and threw my head back, relishing the tight, tingling sensation in
my balls.

"You're so
big," she said, "I want every inch. I want to feel your whole cock
inside of me. Will you fuck me? Please? I need it so bad. I need
you so bad."

I didn't even
think about a rubber when I grabbed the backs of her knees, when I
pushed her thighs wide apart and then up towards her chest to angle
her pussy up a little better.

Some part of
me wanted to raw dog her. Wanted to empty every last drop of cum
from my balls as deeply into that fertile little cunt as I could
push myself.

It was a deep
and primal need that I didn't understand, but couldn't ignore.

Just that
image made even more clear precum leak out of my. She rubbed her
thumb over it again. Rubbed it and then brought her hand to her
mouth so she could lick me all up.

I was so hard,
so straight, like a fucking tentpole, that I didn't need my hands
to guide myself down to her sloppy, sopping cunt.

"Your cock is
so hard and so hot," she moaned when I started pushing inside of
her.

Her back
arched up off the couch again. Her eyes squeezed shut and she
snarled. I considered slowly down. Considered easing myself slowly
into the silky, warm slickness of her pussy.

But I couldn't
wait. I couldn't stop. I needed to feel her wrapped all around me.
Needed to feel the wet tightness of her youthful body.

I sheathed
every inch inside of her. Stretched her out, forced her pussy to
open around my long, hard shaft.

And it felt
even better than I thought it could. So soft and wet. So tight I
couldn't believe it.

Her walls
wrapped me tightly. And I could feel like trembles in her strong
muscles there. Little pulses that urged me ever closer to
cumming.

I think we
both sensed that we couldn't hold out long. I withdrew most of my
shaft, now glistening and dripping with her pussy juices, and
slammed it back in hard enough that our bodies made a sloppy wet
slap as they came together.

I fucked her
again. Harder this time. Hard enough to shake the couch. Again and
again, withdrawing myself to the tip and then sheathing my shaft as
deeply into her as I could.

"Oh, Kyle!
Fuck me hard. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make that pussy
yours..." she said.

I loved it. I
didn't realize that she had this dirty little slut buried inside of
her.

I gave her
what she wanted. And what I wanted. I buried myself again and
again, loving how wet she got for me. Loved how her juices ran
clear at first but then turned milky and creamy as I owned her with
my cock.

My balls
tightened. Started tingling. I sucked in a sharp breath.

"I'm going to
cum soon," I said.

"Give it to
me," she said, desperation in her eyes, "I want you to nut in my
pussy. I want you to fill me up. Give me that cum, daddy."

No man could
take that kind of talk. Not when his balls squeezed hard and his
cock stiffened to impossible hardness.

She saw the
way my face twisted. She started ramming her pussy harder down my
cock, adding to the friction. "That's it, daddy. Fill me up. I'm
ready. I want your spunk. Put your baby in me."

"God..." I
groaned.

I buried
myself balls deep in her. Pushed hard, my feet scrabbling for more
purchase.

I groaned the
first time my cock jumped and jerked inside of her. I spurted so
hard it hurt. Then again and again.

She milked it
all out of me. Made these cooing, soothing sounds while she slid
the tight loop of her pussy up and down my shaft, urging every last
drop of cum out of me.

I almost
collapsed down onto her when I finished. She wrapped her arms
around me, put her hands on my broad shoulder blades and kissed my
neck and cheek.

We pulsed
together. I could feel her pussy massaging me still. Those little
tremors in her walls. My cock ached more than ever before. My balls
hurt. I loved it.

"I needed
that," she said, "I'm glad we did this."

She was still
so hot and tight around me. When I started to soften she pushed me
out. None of my load leaked out of her, though. She had it all
trapped up in her guts, in her womb.

There was
something incredibly arousing about that. About the thought of
knocking up a young woman, young enough to be my daughter. Claiming
her in that ultimate way.

Or had she
claimed me?

We kissed
again. Nice and slow while I cupped one of her breasts and rubbed
at her still stiff nipple with my thumb.

"Stay the
night," I told her.

She smiled at
me again. I liked the post-fuck rosy flush in her cheeks. "As long
as you want, Mr. Peters. Kyle."










Tempting the Daddy Next
Door

 


Tom

 


“Hey, aren’t
you supposed to be off at college?” I said.

Petra leaned
against the doorframe the separated my kitchen from my living room.
She and my daughter, Anna, were of an age. Both 18-going-on-19.

That
friends-forever type who was more like a sister than anything. They
both even decided to go to the same college.

“Yes,” Petra
said, “Well, Anna invited me over for the break and I said yes. I
guess she didn’t ask you first, eh?”

I stood up
from my easy chair and went over to her. She was a petite thing,
the top of her head barely coming to my shoulders.

“You’re always
welcome here,” I said.

She reached
out and put her hand on my arm. I thought I even felt a little
squeeze. I did my best to keep my body in good running order, as
any self-respecting man of the house should.

She didn’t
take it off, not right away. “Thanks, Mr. Wells,” she said.

“You know you
can call me Tom,” I said.

I found myself
liking the feel of her fingers on me.

I also liked
the way she smiled up at me. This mixture of almost girlish
innocence mixed with something else I couldn’t quite place.

“I know. Hey,
I’m really sorry about Mrs. Wells,” she said, her hand still on my
arm. I began to feel this tingling sensation low in my stomach.

“It’s been a
while now,” I said, “Things are still hard. But I have Anna to help
me through. And you, of course.”

This time I
definitely felt a squeeze. The little pink tip of her tongue came
out and flicked against the fullness of her lips, making them
glisten a little.

“You know I’d
do anything to get you through it, right? Though… I don’t think you
need much help. You’re the strongest guy and the coolest dad that I
know.”

It was not
that I’d never noticed the young woman that Petra became before
this. It was just that now it all seemed to come into sharp
focus.

She wore a
blouse with what seemed half the top buttons undone, exposing a
creamy expanse of lovely skin and some even lovelier, if rather
small, cleavage.

The blouse was
tucked into a skirt that ended perhaps just a touch too high. I got
the impression that if she bent over without thinking about it
she’d give anyone behind her a nice flash of her panties.

And then I
felt a distinctly un-fatherly pulse in my shaft as it began
hardening in my jeans.

“I know,” I
said, “And it means a lot to me.”

I put my hand
over hers. I realized that I let it linger just a moment too long
before I removed hers from my arm.

She glanced
down, and when she looked back up into me a blush lit into her
cheeks.

She was such a
beautiful young woman.

I think it was
that moment there that I decided to seduce her. To make her
mine.

I delved back
into my mind, trying to remember if she or Anna ever mentioned her
having a boyfriend and couldn’t.

That made me
wonder if she was still a virgin. Still untouched.

My jaw
tightened.

If I kept
thinking like this I’d have to go sit back down to hide my
excitement. Though the animal hindbrain in me told me that I could
make her mine then and there if I wanted.

And God, with
the way that blush made its way down her cheeks and up from her
chest to meet in her throat when she looked up at me made me want
to.

But I knew
that Anna would be home any time now so I managed to push those
instincts to the side for now.

“Anything,”
Petra repeated, glancing down my body and back up again in a very
not-so-innocent fashion.

I thought I
should tell her that she was playing with fire. That maybe the boys
in high school and college let her get away with shit like that,
but when you flaunted yourself to a real man he tended to take what
was his.

“Go head on up
to Anna’s room and wait for her there,” I said, feeling heat creep
up from my stomach. The collar of my shirt felt tight.

I was used to
being obeyed around the house. Had been even before losing my wife.
I thought it was just the way a man should act. My dad did it with
me, and his before that.

In a man’s
home his word was law.

Then Petra did
something to inflame my desire even further.

She put her
hand right on my chest. Right above my heart. My breath caught and
there was no way she didn’t notice. It took every bit of my
willpower to keep my shaft from hardening fully down the leg of my
jeans.

She leaned in.
I could smell her. Some light perfume. Another scent beneath that.
Her scent, her natural one.

People said
that humans didn’t really have pheromones or anything like that,
but at that moment I didn’t believe a word of it.

Just inhaling
her like that nearly sent me over the edge. Nearly made me toss her
over the back of the couch, lift her skirt up, pull her panties to
the side, and bury myself to the hilt inside of her.

And the worst
part was, I thought that some part of her wanted me to do it.
Wanted me the way that only a young woman’s passion and lust could
want.

“All right,”
she said, “Nice to see you again, Mr. Wells.”

Leaned in so
close as she was, I could see the way the soft and sensitive skin
high on her chest puckered up into thousands of tiny, delicious
looking goosebumps.

“You too,
Petra. Run along now, sweetie,” I replied.

If I was going
to make her mine, I intended on doing it on my own terms, not
hers.

She turned on
her heel and walked away, and I would swear that she added an extra
bit of sway to her hips.

Especially
when she took the stairs. She caught me watching and she smiled,
but continued on her way.

I wasn’t some
bashful boy that looked away, either.

You’re playing
with fire, girl.

I knew
somewhere inside that it was wrong. That I was old enough to be
Petra’s father. That she even treated me like one most of the
time.

But the
wrongness of it made me want her even more. Forbidden flesh or some
such shit. God, my cock ached just thinking about how it would feel
to slide it good and slow, inch by inch, into her tight little
pussy.

I found myself
imagining what sort of little sounds and whimpers she might make
when she tried to take a real man inside of her. I wondered what
sort of faces she might make. Cute little nose scrunches and the
like.

Yes, I
definitely intended on taking what was mine.

Not long
thereafter, Anna came barging through the door in her usual bullish
fashion.

“Hey, dad!”
she said, throwing her arms around my neck.

“Hey. Petra’s
already waiting for you upstairs.”

“Oh!
Awesome!”

She turned to
go, but I grabbed her by the wrist. She turned back and looked up
at me.

“I know you’re
an adult now and all that, but under this roof you still do what I
say and get permission for things. That includes inviting your
friends over during school breaks.”

I only let go
of her wrist when she said, “Okay. Sorry, dad. I won’t forget
again!”

“I know you
won’t, baby. Run along, now.”

 


***

 


I’d set up a
home gym in one side of the garage. The other was reserved for
fixing up my car.

I found it was
a good outlet for the various frustrations experienced by the
modern man. Pumping the iron, feeling the burn deep in my
muscles.

My usual
workout clothes consisted of a pair of gray sweats coupled with an
armless white undershirt.

Right at that
moment I concentrated on the bench press. Lowering the bar until it
touched my chest and then thrusting it back up, grimacing at the
effort.

Just good
honest sweat and good honest soreness.

The girls had
chosen to go out to the mall. Maybe catch a movie at the theater. I
always made sure that Anna gave me a call to let me know
everything.

So I figured I
was alone in the house.

I lowered the
bar, thrust it up. Final rep. So I racked it against its hooks and
sat up to wipe some of the sweat from my brow with my towel.

That was when
I heard the front door open and close. I frowned. Anna always
called to let me know she was coming back.

I stood. Sweat
stung at my eyes and I swiped at my face with the back of my
hand.

Whoever
decided to just let themselves on in was in for the worst day of
their life. I squared my shoulders and started for the door.

When I reached
for the knob it twisted before I could get to it. The door swung
inwards. I balled my fingers into fists.

“Mr.
Wells!”

Petra stood in
the doorway, her eyes wide. I guess she saw the ferocity in my
eyes.

“Petra? What
the hell are you doing?”

I saw her take
me in. The sheen of sweat on my face and neck. The pump I had going
that made the blood vessels on my arms stand out. The way my chest
and shoulders filled out my undershirt.

She saw all
that and that deep blush from the other day suffused her skin
again.

Almost
instantly my body reacted on a visceral level, my stomach
tightening and my heart pumping hard.

I was suddenly
and acutely aware of my shaft beginning to harden. Not so hard to
disguise in jeans. But in gray sweats?

“I… I forgot
my phone up in Anna’s room. I came back to get it,” she said.

The flush to
her skin was enough to make any red-blooded man swell with
desire.

I found myself
wondering if her pussy flushed like that, too. If her pink lips got
pinker. If she glistened with wetness between those lips.

“Last I
checked, Anna’s room is upstairs,” I said.

Maybe it was
my pump from working out. All that hot blood rushing through me. I
felt enervated, invigorated. Whatever it was, I found Petra almost
irresistible.

I noticed the
way she kept biting down on her bottom lip. Pushing her front teeth
into the delicate crimson flesh until it blanched. Her lips looked
so moist.

I could feel
the pull of my body to hers. That desire to reached out and wrap my
arms around her narrow waist and hold her hard against me until she
gave into what I wanted.

I leaned up
against the doorframe by her. There were two stairs up into the
house from the garage, and she stood in that doorway between the
two. It put her at about eye level with me.

“Yeah, well, I
heard you in here,” she said.

“And?”

“And I decided
to come see what you were up to. Anna said that you have a gym in
here. There’s a lot more stuff than I thought there would be!” She
leaned to the side so she could see past me.

Her eyes lit
on the weight bench. She slipped on by me. Our bodies brushed with
this electrical tension that left my balls aching.

And the scent
of her that she left in her wake was intoxicating. That same
youthful perfume with her own body beneath it.

“Oh! How much
can you bench?”

I glanced at
the bar. All the weight on it added up to 225 pounds and I told her
so.

“That’s like
two of me!” she said.

That was just
my working weight. My max was actually considerably higher, but I
didn’t tell her this.

“Will you show
me?” she said.

“The bench
press?” I said.

“Yeah!”

I figured why
the hell not. So I got in position. The bulge of my shaft was
larger than usual in my sweatpants, and I just let her see when I
took position.

“Are you sure
you can actually lift all of that?” she said, eying the bar with
the big circular plates on either end.

“Positive,” I
replied.

I took a
moment to get my grip right, then lifted the bar from its hooks. I
lowered it to my chest, thrust it back up. Then did it again a.
Twice more.

“You are so
strong!” she said.

I pushed
myself to my feet from the bench. She came right over and put her
hands on my chest, looking up at me with those big innocent eyes. I
couldn’t take it anymore. Not with the blood and the testosterone
pumping through my veins.

I put my hands
to the small of her back. I pulled her against me. Pulled her so
that her stomach pushed up against the hardening bulge in the front
of my sweats.

I heard the
breath catch in her throat. Felt her body go hard against mine.

“Mr. Wells…”
she said.

“What did you
think was going to happen?” I said.

I slid my
hands down to her perfect ass. The two half-moons of her cheeks
firm and plump in my fingers.

“I… I don’t
know…” she said.

“Like hell. I
think this is exactly what you wanted to happen.” I replied.

“I… I want to…
but I don’t know if we should,” she said.

I hardened
even more against her stomach and she felt it. She kept biting down
on her lower lip. Her hips rolled against me, her body’s desires
overcoming her mind.

“I don’t
care,” I said.

I couldn’t
resist tasting her. The next time she bit down on her lip, I leaned
down to her face and kissed her hard. Her mouth was hotter and
sweeter than I thought it would be. I could feel a little wet dab
of precum in my sweats.

There was no
way to stop anymore. I wanted her. I intended on having her. She
had to learn not to tease a real man like this, unless it was what
she wanted.

“But Mr.
Wells,” she said, “I’ve never really been with a guy before. You
know, like that. Will… will it hurt?”

"A little. But
then it will feel good. So fucking good," I said.

I could've
shot into my pants. I had a sexy young woman wrapped up in my arms
practically begging me to take her virginity and give her a good,
hard fucking for her first experience.

I kissed down
her neck, across her throat. Her skin was so soft and smooth
against my lips.

She shivered
in my arms. I could feel her giving into her desire for me.

"I've always
wanted you to be my first," she said, "Your just like a dad should
be. Will... will you be my daddy, just for now?"

"Sure, baby,"
I said. I kissed down her neck, found my mouth between the small,
firm mounds of her breasts.

Her heart
pattered hard against her ribs.

I thought
about bringing her up to the master bedroom. Laying her on my bed,
stripping her down good and slow.

But then I
knew that I couldn't wait that long. I hungered for her. I wanted
her youthful body like I wanted nothing else before.

She reached
down between us and squeezed the bulge of my cock. I groaned.

"Is that nice?
I want you to feel nice," she said, "I want you to show what it's
like to be a woman."

And with that,
the last of my rational willpower drained out of me. My instincts,
my desires, my urges, they all called the shots.

I sat down on
the weight bench. She sat on my lap. Her body knew what to do. We
rubbed ourselves together and savored the delicious friction of my
hard member against the soft warmth of her pussy.

I pulled the
blouse she wore off. She had a sports bra on underneath, and I
flipped the cups up with my fingers to reveal the taut pink circles
of her nipples.

I sucked each
of them into my mouth. I made her moan.

"I'm so wet,"
she said, "Am I supposed to be so wet?"

I ran my
fingers up between her thighs. I almost lost it when I felt how
damp her panties were. How they plastered themselves so perfectly
to the outline of her hot little mound.

I pulled her
underwear to the side, pushed a finger into her sopping slit. The
little bean of her clit had come out from under its hood to
play.

"Oh! Oh,
daddy! That feels so good," she said when I played with her.

I rubbed and
circled around her love button under she shook on my lap. There was
nothing sexier than watching someone in the prime of their youth
climax. A line of heat ran up from her chest, covering her breasts,
her throat, her cheeks in a rosy blush that left her
breathless.

She bucked on
my lap, impatient. "I want you. I want you so bad," she said while
I ran the heat of my mouth over that delicious blush.

I thought
about throwing her down on the weight bench, peeling her panties
away, and devouring the sweet little peach of her pussy. Making her
cum with my tongue against her clit.

But I wanted
her. I wanted her so bad I thought my cock might actually tear
right on through my sweatpants.

So I made her
get off me. Then I made her get up on the bench. She grabbed onto
the bench press bad and stuck her ass nice and high in the air, the
small of her back arched down to really accentuate the womanly
curve of her hips.

I pushed her
skirt up. Her white cotton panties were already pulled aside. A
deep pink flush suffused her sex. I could see her wetness
glistening between her lips. Her little clit poked out from between
them, begging for more of my attention.

I bent down
and kissed the firm curves of her ass. I couldn't resist just a
taste, and when I moved my mouth between her thighs she shook all
over and thrust her hips back against me.

She tasted so
sweet I thought I could eat her all night.

But my cock
commanded more. It demanded I drive myself into her again and
again, claim her as my own. Fill her with my seed before any other
man could.

I could hardly
describe just how sexy she looked. Bare ass and pussy fully exposed
to me, already sopping wet with anticipation. Her face peering back
at me over her shoulder, begging for me to deflower her.

It made my
balls ache she looked so good.

"Please,
daddy? Please..." she kept saying.

I shoved my
sweats down my thighs and my cock sprang up to immediate and full
attention. So hard it trembled. So stiff it hurt.

"You're so
big," she said, "Is it supposed to be so big?"

"That's why
you're so wet," I said, "To help my slide in."

Even though
she'd never done anything like this before, her body knew what to
do. I put one hand on her hip and used the other to hold my
trembling cock steady. She arched her ass higher, and I groaned
inside when I saw the lips of her pussy part slightly, letting me
see the pink wetness inside.

"Hold on
tight," I told her.

My whole cock
tingled when I pushed my crown against her throbbing labia. I felt
her wetness leave me nice and slick.

I felt the
tight loop of her pussy when I pushed forward. Felt it resist me
for a moment. I began to think she was just too tight to fuck.

Then that
tight loop relented. Stretched open around me. Let me slide the tip
in.

She was hot
and wet and soft all at once. I gritted my teeth against the urge
to spill myself inside her then and there. My balls tightened and
then relaxed.

"You're so
big! It's too much! Oh, fuck, you're so big," she said, her teeth
gritted. I saw the way she held the bench press bar with a
white-knuckled grip.

I wasn't
through with her yet.

I grabbed her
hips with both hands. And this time I pulled her back while I
pushed forward. She moaned and whimpered and I slid my shaft deeper
into her youthful heat.

Soon enough it
surrounded me totally. I again felt that urge to cum. Felt that
tightness squeezing my balls, ready to shoot deep inside of
her.

"Shouldn't...
shouldn't we use a condom?" she said.

"It feels
better this way," I told her, "Doesn't this feel nicer? My bare
skin against your bare skin? Nothing between us."

"It's so
nice."

"Don't you
want me to fuck you?"

"So
badly."

She gritted
her teeth when I slid back. I felt her tightness grabbing at me,
squeezing at me. Felt my cock drag against the slick velvety walls
of her sex.

I kept going
back until only the tip remained inside. I admired her body for
another moment, watching the way her lips stretched out around my
girth. How they barely held me.

Then I pushed
myself back inside. All the way. I didn't stop until her perky ass
bounced off my stomach.

She moaned
like a little slut, the muscles in her back going tight and her
head and neck arching back.

"I'm going to
make you cum for me," I said.

And I did. I
wrenched out of her youthful grip and slammed myself back into her
again and again. The weights rattled on their bar. The bar slammed
back against the rack.

My fingers dug
into the firm flesh of her hips. I pulled her towards me each time
I thrust forward.

The grip of
her pussy only tightened around me, as though trying to force me to
slow down. I couldn't though. Couldn't and wouldn't.

It felt too
good, that hot wetness wrapped all around me.

Her body was
made to get fucked hard, and that's what I intended to do with
it.

"Oh. Oh fuck!
I can't. It won't stop!" Petra said.

Her head
arched back again. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her lips pulled back
from her teeth. I reached forward and grabbed onto her hair and
held her back like that.

I rammed
myself all the way into her. Sheathed my shaft to the root in her
flesh. I couldn't do anything else, she was so fucking tight.

I couldn't
believe how tight. If I'd been anything less than rock solid she
would have squeezed my out.

It was only
then, at the height of her pleasure and mine, that I let myself
lose control. I didn't fight the tightness in my balls this
time.

"Daddy... Oh,
daddy," she moaned when my cock jerked and spurted inside of
her.

Her hungry
body swallowed up all of my cum. Her pussy milked it out of me, her
body and mine both going entirely rigid with each squeeze.

I don't think
I ever came so hard in my life. I felt my cum explode out of me.
Shoot hard enough that my shaft ached from root to tip.

"Yes! Oh,
yes!" she said.

Like I said,
her body knew what to do. Her lovely hips rolled against me, her
pussy milking me cock. Draining every last drop of spunk out of
me.

When we
finished, a new coating of sweat shone on me. A blush of heat
covered Petra's entire body, and she trembled all over.

I stayed rock
hard for a long time. I didn't want to pull out. I'd found heaven,
and it was inside the body of my daughter's best friend.

But finally I
did begin to soften. Her youthful tightness squeezed me out.

But none of my
seed dripped its way down her thighs. I realized that her hungry
body had pulled it all up into her womb.

Now that my
animal brain was no longer in control, I thought about what a dumb
move that was. I could've just knocked up a girl who looked up to
me as a father figure.

Except I sort
of found that hot. I wanted to will myself hard again. Fuck her.
Cum in her. Plant my seed deep inside to really make her mine.

Petra pulled
her panties back over her throbbing mound.

"You were
right. It hurt at first, but then it felt good," she said.

Then something
started ringing. She reached into a thin pocket in her skirt and
pulled her phone out.

"It's Anna!
She says the movie's going to start soon! I have to get going."

"I thought you
said you left your phone in her room," I said.

She winked at
me. My cock pulsed. She'd used me just like I used her.

"I'll see you
again," she said.

"You'll see me
tonight. I don't care how sore you are now. And don't tell Anna," I
said.

"Our secret,
daddy," she replied.

I gave her a
slap on the ass and sent her on her way.










Paying Off the Daddy
Next Door

 


Vance

 


I liked
Jackie. I really did.

She was my
next door neighbor. She was a single mom, I was a single dad. Our
daughters were friends.

So I didn’t
mind doing the occasional thing around the house for her. Fix a
leaky pipe under the sink, change the oil in the old Volvo in her
driveway. Throw a few new shingles on the roof after a windstorm.
That sort of thing.

But now she
owed me some serious money. Her job over at the plant went on
shutdown for nearly two months and she couldn’t afford her
mortgage.

So I cut her a
check, letting her know that this wasn’t a gift, but a loan.

And it was
coming due.

I went up the
three steps to her front porch and gave the siding by the door
three quick bangs with my fist.

I was a tall
guy, big shoulders. Lots of football in high school and college.
Marines after that. I took no shit and people usually didn’t give
me any.

Jackie
answered the door. She was a petite thing, all mousey and
nervous.

“Oh, hey,
Vance,” she said.

She was doing
that thing people did when they knew they were in the shit and
wanted to pretend they weren’t. And they hoped that you’d play
along.

I didn’t.

I held open
the screen door, the thumb of my other hand hooked into one pocket
of my jeans. “Jackie, we need to have a talk,” I said.

Her smile
really faltered then. Some nice guy asshole might’ve let the whole
thing drop then and there. Gallantry or chivalry or some shit.

I just wanted
my money.

She looked
back over her shoulder into the shadows of the front hall, then
back out at me, “Can we talk outside?”

“We can talk
wherever you like,” I replied, holding the door open for her so she
could step out onto the porch.

We walked a
couple steps away from the door. A few of the boards felt loose
under my feet and I figured when she managed to screw up the
courage sometime after this current bit was all through she’d be
asking me to come tighten them up for her.

I also figured
she didn’t want her daughter, Amber, hearing about all this.

“Look, I’ll
get you the money, all right? I just need a bit more time,” she
said, “You know I’m good for it.”

I crossed my
arms and leaned back against one of the posts supporting the porch.
“Question is, when are you good for it?”

“Soon. Just… I
don’t know? A few weeks?” she said.

“You asking me
or telling me?” I replied.

We both turned
when the screen door squealed open on its hinges. Another thing I’d
be asked to look after, I knew.

“Mom? Is
everything all right?” It was Amber. She wore some sort of fitted
tank top and pair of those stretchy black yoga pants.

Home for the
weekend from college, I knew. My own daughter and Amber’s friend
was swamped with essays and couldn’t make it back.

But Amber was
pretty as a picture. Those yoga pants showed off some great thighs.
Her breasts were firm and high. Maybe a little on the small side,
but that just played into that youthful innocence image she had
going.

Wavy blonde
hair that grazed her shoulders. Big, expressive eyes in a
heart-shaped face with a set of plump lips. Prettier than her
mother by far.

She and my
daughter had grown up together as neighbors and friends. Sometimes
I felt like her surrogate daddy, since her real one had been out of
the picture so long.

It was only
because of Amber that I was so lenient in collecting what was owed
me.

“Nothing,
sweetie,” Jackie said.

“You want your
money back, don’t you?” Amber said.

“Amber! Don’t
worry about it. How do you even know?” Jackie said, rounding fully
on her daughter.

“I know that
Mr. Jones helps us out,” Amber said, “Don’t worry, you’ll get it
all back.”

I had a soft
spot for the girl, so I put my hand on Jackie’s shoulder to get her
attention. She turned to look at me. “I’ll be back next week.”

“Thanks, Mr.
Jones!” Amber said. She ran up to me and threw her arms around me.
The top of her head barely came up to my chest.

She smelled
good. Fresh and floral. And I couldn’t help noticing how firm and
taut her body felt pressed up against mine. Her hips pushed up
against me.

A tingle ran
from my balls down into my shaft, and I began stiffening.

If Amber felt,
she didn’t say anything. Actually, she hugged me longer than I
thought she should have.

Jackie
noticed, too. She grabbed her daughter by the shoulders and pulled
her away from me, all apologetic smiles.

“Come on
inside, sweetie. I’ll get supper started,” Jackie said. She opened
the screen door and then nudged the inner one back.

Amber shook
her mother’s hand off her shoulder. I thought she might throw
herself against me again.

I thought that
I wouldn’t mind if she did. She was a hot little thing. And I found
myself itching to feel if those small breasts of hers were as firm
in my hands as they were against my ribs.

“Is Elle home
this weekend?” Amber asked.

“No. She
wanted to come but apparently she has a few papers she needs to get
a head start on,” I said, “Maybe next weekend, though.”

“Oh,” Amber
said. She didn’t sound as disappointed as I expected. In fact, she
actually appeared a little excited by this. “So you’ll be home all
weekend though, right?”

“Far as I
know,” I replied.

The
exceptionally pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a quick
circle around her lips, which parted in a broad smile. “Okay!”

“Come inside,
Amber,” Jackie said. I could tell she didn’t like how this exchange
was going.

“Sure thing,
mom,” Amber replied, still smiling at me.

She spun on
her heel and took the small step up into the house.

I couldn’t
help but let my eyes wander down her body. Her ass looked
incredible in those tight stretchy pants.

I didn’t
notice any panty lines, either. Was she even wearing any?

My cocked
started throbbing. I was in danger of going full mast there on
Jackie’s porch.

“Bye, Mr.
Jones,” Amber said over her shoulder.

“Later,” I
said.

If I didn’t
know any better, I would’ve sworn that Amber wanted me to check her
out. That she was flaunting herself for me.

Oh, when she
was little she’d had a schoolgirl crush on me. But I figured that
was over. In fact, I didn’t really give it much thought until
then.

I went back
home to grab a brew and see if I could catch the tail end of the
ball game.

 


***

 


The next day,
Sunday, someone knocked on my door just after lunch.

I stood up
from my easy chair and swiped at the stubble on my chin. Lately
there’d been more salt than pepper in that stubble. If anything,
that seemed to make women notice me more than they already did.

I didn’t
hurry. I didn’t yell out that I was on the way. I didn’t care if
they left before I got there. I did things on my own damn time.

I pulled the
inner door open, letting fresh, clean daylight flood into the front
hall.

I squinted
into the sudden brightness. Amber stood on the other side of the
screen door, wearing much the same thing as before.

She smiled and
waved at me.

I pushed the
screen door open and she stepped back to let it swing past her,
then she moved forward again.

In the light
breeze created by her shifting around I caught that same scent as
before. My balls tightened.

“Amber,” I
said.

She seemed a
little nervous. She bit down lightly on her lower lip, her lovely
teeth blanching the plump and glossy flesh.

“Mr. Jones… I
wanted to ask you something,” she said.

“So ask,” I
replied.

“Can… Can I
come inside?”

I shrugged at
this, then stood aside so that she could walk in. My mouth water at
her scent when she did.

I expected her
to just stay in the front hall there, but she went right into the
living room.

I followed and
found her leaning against the back of my couch. She glanced up at
me shyly and then back down again. Two spots of color lit in her
cheeks.

I wished then
I was 20 years younger. God, I found myself wanting to grab her up
and start kissing her. She smelled so nice. What did she taste
like?

“I don’t like
being made to wait,” I said, “What’s this about?”

“Are you sure
that Elle isn’t here?” Amber said.

I sighed. I
didn’t much like repeating myself, either. “She isn’t.”

“Okay,” she
said and sighed. I couldn’t tell if that answer made her more or
less nervous.

I noticed then
how her perky little nipples poked at the thin fabric of her tank
top. No panties and no bra. What were young people doing these
days?

I ignored the
way that my throat went dry.

“I know that
my mom owes you a bunch of money,” Amber said.

“You already
told me as much,” I replied.

“I want to pay
you back,” she said.

I cracked a
smile. “I haven’t heard anything about you picking up some extra
work. Just how do you plan on doing that?”

She licked her
lips again, leaving them even glossier than before. Then she looked
up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I’ll do anything you want.”

I crossed my
arms. “What makes you think you can do something I want done?”

“Don’t you
think I’m pretty, Mr. Jones?” she said. She put one of her small
hands on my forearm. Her fingers trembled.

My cock
throbbed.

“Did you tell
your mother you were doing this?” I said.

“No. She
doesn’t know anything. She doesn’t have to. You can just tell her
you decided to forgive the debt.”

She put her
other hand on my other forearm. She moved closer to me.

“I’m old
enough to be your father,” I said.

“I know.
Actually, that kind of turns me on.”

Desire and hot
lust snaked their way up through my stomach, around my spine. My
balls ached and my stiffening shaft pressed hard against my jeans.
If Amber shifted forward even a little she’d bump up against my
swollen bulge.

We both stayed
quiet for a few breathless moments. I nodded. Just a little. Our
eyes were locked.

When Amber
noticed, her blush deepened. I watched it spread down her neck.

Then she
stepped back, bumping against the couch as she did. She pulled her
tank top off, nice and slow. Her breasts spilled out, bounced. Her
nipples were stiff little nubs that begged for me to pinch and suck
on them.

Still looking
at me, she bent over enough to push her yoga pants down her thighs.
She kept herself completely shaved, and I swallowed hard when I saw
the pink lips of her mound.

She stood
before me completely naked. “Do… do you like me?”

My cock felt
like it might rip right through my jeans. Her breasts were so
symmetrical, so perky. She had a delicious little mole just above
her navel. She was thin and lithe, her body flaring out at her hips
and her bust.

And that
amazing blush continued spreading its way down her skin. As I
watched, her body pebbled itself with goosebumps.

“You seem
nervous,” I said.

That blush
deepened. I could have cum in my jeans happily at that moment.

“Actually,”
she said, casting her eyes down again, “I’ve always sort of had a
crush on you, Mr. Jones.”

“Come over
here,” I told her, holding out a hand.

She reached
out tentatively and took it. God, I wanted to throw her across the
back of the couch and sink myself all the way to the root inside of
her.

I made myself
go slow. At least at first. I drew her to me. She pressed up
against my body. I could feel the hard little nubs of her nipples
against my ribs. I could feel her tremble.

“Oh…” she said
when she felt my bulge against her belly.

I held her a
moment more, just to enjoy the feel of her against me. Then I
relaxed my grip.

Wordlessly,
she sank down to her knees, still looking up into my eyes. I put my
hands on my hips while she undid my heavy oval belt buckle.

“Good and
slow,” I told her, “Make it last.”

She drew my
zipper down. My bulging cock strained to free itself, but still
couldn’t.

She reached
in, tried to grab me. I took her wrists.

“No. Do as I
say or the deal’s off,” I said.

So she went
slower, hooking her fingers into my belt loops and drawing my jeans
down my thighs. They tugged at my boxers, too, pulling them down
enough to reveal the base of my shaft.

She stopped,
leaned forward, kissed me there, right below the pubic bone. Her
lips were soft and pliant and warm against my hardness.

Then she used
her tongue, leaving the top of my cock all slippery with her
spit.

Then I let her
pull everything down. I sprang free, long and thick and throbbing.
Her eyes went wide and my balls ached at her expression.

“You’re bigger
than I thought you’d be,” she said.

“Suck on it,”
I told her. I wanted to feel those beautiful and plump lips stretch
around my girth.

She reached up
to grab me but I fended her off again. “No hands. Put them behind
your back.”

She did. It
made her lean forward more. Dipping her head, she kissed down the
length of my shaft, let the tip of her tongue play along the ridge
of my swollen head.

Then in one
fell swoop she swallowed the whole head into her mouth. In an
instant she surrounded me with wet heat. Her tongue was rough and
moist against my taut flesh.

I fucked her
beautiful young face, getting harder when I saw the way her eyes
watered when I bumped against the back of her throat.

She couldn’t
swallow any of her spit, and soon it hung in thick, ropey droops
from the bottom of my shaft.

“How many
times were you sleeping over here and you touched yourself thinking
about me, just down the hall?” I said.

She blinked up
at me. Her eyes were so big, so wet. She looked so desperate to
please me. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked harder on the tip
of my cock.

“I’ll bet you
wanted to catch me one night all alone. So that I’d take you to my
bed and make you moan while I fucked you. Didn’t you?”

She
nodded.

I grabbed my
cock and withdrew it, watching the way her lips dragged along my
hard flesh. Her mouth was raw, her cheeks flushed. She reached up
and wiped the water from her eyes.

I took her by
the back of the head and bumped the tip of my cock against her
mouth again. She tried to swallow me but I tightened my grip in her
hair and stopped her.

I rubbed the
crown of my shaft along those plump wet lips of hers, made plumper
by all the sucking and rubbing.

“Is your
little pussy nice and wet?” I asked her.

“I was wet for
you when you answered the door,” she said.

I almost
erupted all over her face when she told me that. It would’ve been
quite the sight, too. But I didn’t want to spend myself all over
her pretty features. No, I wanted to be buried balls deep inside of
her when I finally came.

“Are you going
to fuck me, Mr. Jones?” she said.

“Call me
daddy,” I told her.

“Please fuck
me, daddy. I’ve wanted your cock for so long,” she said.

“I want to get
a taste of you first,” I replied.

I offered her
my hand and she took it. I helped her to her feet and walked her
around to the front of the couch.

Then I gave
her a quick shove.

“Oh!” she
said, tumbling down onto her back.

Her thighs
spread open and I saw the way it made her outer lips spread apart.
Her little clit had already come out to play from within its fleshy
hood.

I moved down
between her thighs, grabbing her ankles and then pushing her legs
back against her chest.

Her scent
nearly drove me crazy. My cock went so hard it hurt. Blood like
acid pumped hard through my veins.

I made myself
start slow, pushing my tongue flat against the mound of her cunt
and licking up. Nice, slow laps that had her moaning in moments,
her hips rolling back against the couch cushion.

She tasted of
strawberries. Saliva squirted into my mouth. My aching cock begged
me to stroke it but I held back.

I pushed my
tongue between her lower lips, let the tip enter her for a moment.
She was so wet. And she moaned so more.

Her more
turned into a little squeal when I ran my tongue up her vulva and
found her love bean. I teased it, sucked on it, rubbed my tongue
against it until she shuddered and shook.

“Oh, daddy…
Oh, you’re making me cum. Oh, please don’t stop…” she moaned.

I pulled her
pussy open with my thumbs and tongued her clit until her moans
turned into cries. Her whole youthful body went rigid with her
orgasm. Her lips peeled back from her teeth. Her flush deepened
until she was beet red all over.

Then she
relaxed, going limp. I let go of her ankles and her legs fells to
the couch, her thighs spread wide.

Some still
rational corner of my mind told me I should go upstairs and grab
one of the foil wrappers from my nightstand.

The rest of
me, that primal male part of me, told me that I had a beautiful
young woman begging me with those big eyes of hers to fill her with
every inch. Right then and there. No time for anything else.

Who was I to
disobey such a natural and instinctual call?

“Please,
daddy,” she moaned, “I want to feel you inside of me. I want to
feel all of you inside of me.”

I climbed up
onto the couch. My cock was still so hard, like living rock or
steel. I ached to feel her surround me.

I gave into my
instincts. I couldn’t wait. I had to have her. Needed to have
her.

I pushed her
legs back again. She moaned a little. Her moans got louder when I
parted her outer lips with my swollen crown.

And the moans
turned into gasps when I pushed against the tight loop of her
opening. It parted around me.

“Fuck…” I
groaned as I sank into her. Inside she was velvety soft. Wet. And
so fucking tight. Her strong, young muscles gripped and squeezed
me, begged me to empty my balls into her guts.

Again I forced
myself to go slow. To give her long, even strokes so that we could
both watch the way her grip pulled at my shaft.

She played
with her perky little tits while I fucked her, pinching and
squeezing her nipples.

“You’re so
big, daddy. It feels so good… Does it feel good for you?”

“Very good,
Amber,” I groaned to her.

I closed my
eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my hard flesh dragging against
her soft walls.

I thought of
how great her ass looked. I wanted to see that naked ass. Wanted to
feel the firm crescents of her cheeks bounce against me as I fucked
her.

Still buried
inside of her, I grabbed her and turned her over, stuffing a pillow
beneath her hips to arch them up.

I sheathed
myself inside of her. She gasped and grabbed at the arm of the
couch. “So deep!” she moaned.

Her ass looked
even hotter without anything covering it. I squeezed and massaged
her ample cheeks. Pulled them apart to get a look at the wrinkled
rosebud in her cleft.

Then I gave
in. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I fucked her. I fucked her
hard. I slammed myself into her again and again.

I was
unstoppable. The tightening sensation in my lower stomach, in my
balls, was inexorable.

“Oh, don’t
stop!” she said, “I’m cumming! You’re making me cum, daddy!”

And she was. I
felt her grip on me tighten.

I buried
myself in her again and again. Her body went rigid once more. Her
neck arched back, her eyes squeezed shut while she snarled and
slammed her hips back against mine.

Then I felt
that familiar tight sensation. That familiar squeeze.

“Fuck… Oh,
fuck,” I said.

I sheathed
myself in her on the first jerk of my cock. I came so hard it hurt.
Each spurt left me wincing and moaning.

Her greedy
little pussy swallowed it all, and eagerly.

She made soft
little cooing sounds at me as she rolled her hips in a milking
motion, making sure she squeezed ever last drop of my load out of
me.

I ached all
over when I finally finished.

“That feels so
good,” Amber said.

I was still
hard, still buried inside of her, my pubic bone pressed up against
her lovely round ass.

She looked
back at me over her shoulder, “And so we’re all paid off now?”

“Yes,” I
said.

“I’m not on
the pill or anything. What if you just got me pregnant?”

My cock
throbbed at that. I thought I could probably bounce back and fuck
her again. I thought I might just do that, even if she complained
about her little pussy being sore.

And I think
part of it was considering that I might’ve just knocked up my
daughter’s best friend. A girl I’d known for years.

“Then I’ll
make you mine,” I told her.

With me still
buried in her, she swung her leg in front of me so that she was on
her back looking up into my face.

“Fuck me
again, daddy,” she said.

I did.
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“Hey, Mr.
Gaines,” Sienna said.

I looked up
from the foot of the stairs that led up my porch. I’d just finished
replacing the first riser, and I could feel the heat of the late
afternoon sun on the back of my neck.

Sienna stood
in the middle of the walkway leading up to her house. She wore a
cute little sundress that stretched tight across her hips. The
sunlight caught in the blonde waves of her hair.

“Hey, Sienna,”
I said back.

I’d known
Sienna’s parents since they moved into the house next door almost
20 years ago now, just before they had Sienna.

I had a son a
couple years older than her, and they spent a lot of time growing
up together. Until my boy went off to college, of course. Sienna
still liked to drop by to gripe about her mom and dad.

I thought she
had a bit of a schoolgirl crush on me. Always had.

And now that
she was somewhere between 18 and 19 and as cute as a peach, I’d
really begun to take notice.

Like just at
that moment. I saw the way the neck of her dress swooped down just
enough to show some cleavage. And the way her legs looked nice and
smooth.

It made my
stomach brush hard against my shirt, and a bit of a lump formed at
the back of my throat.

“It’s too hot
to be outside!” she said, smiling. It really made her light up. You
could see how young and vital she was.

She gave her
head a little flick, sending a few locks of hair down her cheek.
She grinned at that, and then swiped those stray locks behind one
ear with a finger.

“You’re
outside,” I shot back, unable to keep a half-cocked grin off my
face.

“Not for
long!” she replied, then strutted up her porch, watching me with
that lovely smile the whole while.

I tried to
keep my eyes off her figure. She’d grown into quite the woman.

What made it
worse was that I was single. Had been for almost 15 years now. A
single dad, full time job, a son. No time for women.

But now that
my boy was gone…

She turned her
back towards me for a moment, and I saw the way that nice dress
stretched across the firming of her ass, a thin line running down
the middle, denoting the cleft between them.

Part of me
almost thought she did it on purpose. Flirting with me. Flaunting
her tight young boy at me.

I thought that
I’d be doing more than lathering up in the shower after I got my
tools away.

I went inside,
noticing the way I felt lighter in my step. The way I felt a bit
happier. Like Sienna just lifted me up somehow, elevating my
mood.

I guess that
was the magic a young woman held. She could make a man happy with a
smile. Make his mouth go dry with a wink.

Make him rock
hard with one wiggle of her hips.

In the shower
I didn’t find any relief. In fact, I found that bit of frustration
almost as invigorating as Sienna’s smile and the roll of her
hips.

I got out of
the shower and wiped a clean swatch through the steam on the
mirror.

I still looked
good. Still made time to get to the gym. Big shoulder, deep chest.
My stubble had started to tend more toward salt than pepper, but I
thought it made me look better.

I pulled on a
pair of jeans and a clean white tee shirt and went to grab a beer
from the fridge.

Just as I
grabbed the handle, the doorbell rang.

That better
be a beautiful naked woman on my doorstep, I thought. I really
wanted that beer. I even considered not answering, but then decided
to. Lucky me.

I went over
and pulled the door open. Sienna stood on my porch. She smiled up
at me right away. A stray breeze tugged one of those long locks of
hair across her cheek and she again swiped it behind her ear.

Something
about that made my balls tingle.

That, and I
could smell her. She smelled fruity and sweet and freshly washed
and part of me wondered if that’s what she smelled like between her
shapely thighs.

“Mr. Gaines, I
need to talk with you about something,” she said, “Mind if I come
in?”

“Only if you
agree to call me Rich and not, ‘Mr. Gaines.’ I’m not that old, am
I?” I said, unable to keep from smiling back at her.

“Aren’t you
the same age as my dad?” she said, quirking an eyebrow at me.

“Give or
take,” I said, “Speaking of, do your ‘rents know you’re here?”

She flicked
her hair again, “I’m 18 now. I’ll go where I want. So can I come
inside, Rich?” She put extra emphasis on my name, smiling while she
did. I noticed how glossy her lips looked. I wondered if they
tasted as good as she smelled.

“Sure,” I
said, stepping out of the way.

When she
walked past me, that lovely scent of hers wafted by me again. The
front of my stomach tightened. This wasn’t a good idea for her to
be here like this.

Especially not
wearing that.

I followed her
into the living room, and I couldn’t help but look at the way her
dress stretched across her ass.

I also
couldn’t help noticing the complete lack of any panty lines.

“So what’s
this about?” I said, sitting down on one end of the couch, leaning
back against the armrest.

She did the
same thing, plunking herself down and putting her feet up on the
previously empty cushion between us.

I wondered if
she might part her legs a little, let me see if she was wearing
anything underneath that dress.

Control
yourself, I thought, reminding myself that I’d known Sienna
pretty much all her life.

She glanced at
me, one hand reaching up to try and brush at some imaginary hair.
Then she looked away.

Was she
nervous? What would she have to be nervous about?

Sitting so
close to her, I caught that scent again. That fruity sweetness. It
went straight up my nose and seemed to end up tingling its way down
to the very tip of my shaft.

I knew that
soon enough I’d have to lean over to disguise my growing
erection.

“I’m going
away to school soon,” she said.

“I know that,”
I replied. Her parents had thrown her a going away party a couple
of weeks back in their backyard. They had a barbeque and
everything. All of her friends from school and most of the
neighborhood had showed up.

Her legs
parted, just a little. Before I could stop myself, I glanced down,
hungry for a look.

But just as
quickly, they closed. I looked back up at her to see if she’d seen
me. She smiled a little and I thought not.

“I’ve never
had a boyfriend,” she said suddenly.

“Okay,” I
replied, not sure what she was getting at. I didn’t understand why
she never had a boyfriend. She was beautiful. Ripe. She’d probably
been giving guys her age awkward boners for years now.

“I don’t want
the guys at college to think I’m weird or anything,” she said.

“They won’t,
trust me,” I said, unable to stop myself from grinning.

Her slender
throat started to flush, matched by a pair of blushing spots that
started in her cheeks.

I wondered how
far that blush went down her body.

“You’ve always
been good with women,” she said.

I reached back
and put a hand behind my head, still smiling, “I don’t know about
that.”

“It’s true!
You had a lot of girlfriends. I saw them. Sometimes you kept them
around a while, other times they were just here one night,” she
said.

She
noticed. Why would she notice that? I wondered. “Is there a
point to all this, Sienna? I was just about to get to relaxing for
the day.”

She looked at
me, then glanced down, all the while biting down gently on her
lower lip so that I could just see the corner of one tooth.

It made me
ache, low in my stomach. I actually had to restrain myself from
gathering her up and setting her down on my lap.

“I was hoping
that… hoping that you could… show me…”

“Show you
what?” I said. My heart started pounding in my chest and I wasn’t
quite certain why.

“How to be
with a guy. How to make him feel good,” she said.

My mouth went
dry and I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat. The collar
of my shirt felt constricting.

“Sienna, I’m
old enough to be your dad…”

“Please?” she
said.

“Sienna…” I
started.

“Don’t you
want me? Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

“You are
pretty,” I said.

“Because I
want you so bad,” she said.

She bit down
on her lip again for a second, nervous. I thought I could see her
perky little nipples pressing up against her dress.

“It’s wrong,”
I said, trying to tear my eyes away from her delicious young
body.

“I want you to
be my first. Thinking about being with you makes me so wet. See?”
she said.

This time she
spread her legs apart nice and wide. She wasn’t wearing any
panties.

And she’d
shaved herself completely clean down there, too. I tried to tear my
eyes away, but couldn’t.

“See…” she
said, reached down between her thighs with both hands. She put her
fingers on her puffy little pussy lips and pulled them apart good
and slow.

She glistened
between them. She was so pink. I saw the little nub of her clit
poking out, begging to be rubbed, begging for me to wrap my lips
around it and suck on it until she cried out for mercy.

“Don’t you
want to fuck me?” she asked.

Her blunt
words struck me hard. It felt like my body temperature rose 10
degrees. My cock was so hard against my jeans it hurt.

As I watched,
she slid one finger between her lower lips and gently caressed the
little pink nub of her clit. She moaned. I felt my jaw muscles
tense up.

“I think about
it all the time,” she said, “Because I know you’d make me feel so
good. And I think I can make you feel good, too. Don’t you want me?
I’m so wet already.”

I caught
another scent, then. Below that fruity perfume smell. The scent of
her desire. It was lower, muskier. It made my heart pump acid
through my veins.

If I had any
willpower, it evaporated at that moment. That scent touched
something primal in my mind, made my instincts kick in.

“I won’t ever
tell anyone,” she said.

“No, you
won’t,” I replied.

I took in the
flushed pink lips of her pussy again. The way her juices left her
finger glistening as she toyed with herself. Saliva squirted into
my mouth and I knew I needed to taste her. Needed it more than
anything I’d ever needed before.

I turned
towards her on the couch. Her eyes widened for a second. She played
with her pussy faster, her breaths starting to come in little
gasps. All her wetness made these delicious, slick sounds with
every movement.

I reached
forward, grabbing her by the hips. Her little gasps caught in her
throat. Her skin was hot and smooth and firm.

I pulled her
towards me, sliding her ass forward on the couch. The movement made
her dress, already riding high, slip above her hips.

I grabbed her
hand and pushed it out of the way. Her fingers ran up her stomach
and she started squeezing her perky little tits, running her
fingertips around the little tents her nipples made in the thin
fabric.

I kissed her
below the navel firm, smiling when I felt her jump a little beneath
me.

She shivered a
little when I ran my lips down towards the source of her heart. I
could feel that hot desire pulsing from her. I imagined her slick
inner walls trembling with barely contained need and I reached down
to squeeze the hard bulge of my cock through my pants.

I kissed down
to the little fold of flesh that separated her inner thigh from her
wanton mound.

Her hips
rolled and she squirmed beneath me, her arousal a living thing.

“Please… Oh,
please…” she moaned.

I didn’t think
I could tease her any longer. I moved my face between her thighs
and let a long, hot breath spill out over her pussy. Her whole body
shivered and all the skin on her legs broke out in goosebumps.

“Ohhh…”
she moaned.

I made myself
go slow, pushing the flat of my tongue against the bottom of her
pussy and bringing it up good and slow. I could see the muscles and
tendons in her firm young thighs tightening and working.

She tasted
like heaven. Sweet and clean. And so wet it practically ran out of
her.

I did that a
few more times, letting her really yearn for the texture of my
tongue against her body.

Then I let
myself have that tender little clit of hers. I sucked it in gently
between my teeth. Then I toyed with it with the tip of my tongue.
Soft and light at first. Then harder, more insistent.

She moaned.
Her hands went down and grabbed into my hair. She pulled my face
harder against her slick little snatch and she ground herself
against me.

“Don’t stop.
God, don’t stop…” she moaned.

While I
tortured her clit I ran my index finger under my chin. I touched
the slick, wet folds of her lips. I found her opening and ran my
finger in slowly widening circles just inside of her.

Her young body
gripped onto me eagerly, begging me to sink my finger up to the
last knuckle inside of her. But I held off. I wanted the first
thing that deep inside of her to be my cock.

That was when
she came the first time. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes squeezed
shut. A deep, rosy flush spread out from her chest. Her breath came
and went in short little gasps while her whole body shivered.

Her ass lifted
up off the couch, crushing her young cunt against my mouth. I bore
down harder on her clit, really torturing the climax out of her,
not letting her come down from it.

Tears ran out
from the corners of her eyes.

“Rich! Oh,
Rich!” she screamed.

My cheeks were
soaked and I loved it. I loved watching her cum for me. With the
tip of my index finger I could just feel what was happening on the
inside. The way her walls trembled and squeezed, desperate for a
cock.

Desperate for
my cock.

And I wasn’t
going to wait any longer to give it to her.

I put my hands
beneath the tight crescents of her ass cheeks and lowered her
slowly back to the couch. When I took my mouth off her my lips were
almost numb.

All I could
smell was her pussy. All I could taste was her nectar.

All I wanted
was her. Wrapped around me. Every inch of me.

“Please fuck
me now. I need it so bad,” she said.

First I
reached up and grabbed the neckline of her dress. I pulled it down
beneath her heaving, firm little tits. I squeezed them hard enough
that she gasped.

She put her
legs across my thighs, spreading herself open as she did. My cock
ached with how close we were.

A tingle ran
down my shaft. I needed to fuck her. I needed it so bad.

I got up off
the couch long enough to strip out of my jeans and briefs. When she
saw my long, hard shaft spring up to full attention she ran a hand
between her thighs and started playing with her sopping little
pussy again.

“You’re so
big,” she said, “Will it be too tight?”

“No,” I said.
I wasn’t going to stop now. I didn’t think I could stop, even if I
wanted to. My desire took over. I couldn’t help myself.

And she didn’t
even mention a rubber, which was good, because I wouldn’t have
halted long enough to go grab one out of my nightstand up in the
master bedroom.

“Spread your
legs good and wide,” I told her, getting back down on the
couch.

I shifted in
closer to her, the bottom of my cock resting on her stomach. Her
hips rolled beneath me, the hunger in her little body too much to
contain.

I kept her
legs spread good and wide apart with my hands on her ankles.

Then I rolled
my hips. We both groaned when the bottom of my shaft ran down into
the slickness between her lower lips.

I teased her a
little more like that. I knew from experience that women loved that
sweet ache of anticipation. That feeling of how hard and thick I
was against their little pussy, how they wanted me to plunge every
inch into them.

“Please…” she
moaned.

I couldn’t say
no to her. I took a hand off of one of her ankles long enough to
push down on my cock, to angle it so that the swollen purple crown
at the end pushed against the tight loop of her mound.

I pushed. Her
youthful grip was desperate and tight. I pushed harder, watching
without blinking as I forced the head of my cock into the waiting
pink folds of her pussy.

She moaned
again, her hips rolling.

I sank deeper
into her, gritting my teeth against the tightness slowly
surrounding me. Inside, she was hot and wet and tight and soft. Her
walls were velvet around my shaft, molding against my hardness.

“You’re so
big...” she moaned. Then she hissed, her eyes squeezing shut for a
second. I’d just taken her virginity. Tore through it, really.

My balls went
tight and I could’ve cum right then and there, but I held back.

“Too big?” I
asked.

“Don’t stop,”
she replied, “I like it. It feels good. It only hurts a
little.”

“That will go
away,” I told her.

I pushed
myself about halfway into her and stopped, just relishing the
feeling of her grip around me. Stopped like that, I could feel the
little trembles and shudders in her pussy.

Sliding out
was almost hotter than sliding in. I watched the way the lips of
her pussy slid back along my length.

I saw how
she’d left that half of my shaft slick with her nectar. How it had
already started to go a little creamy.

“Fuck me,” she
said.

I thrust back
into her, harder this time. I buried almost my entire shaft inside
of me. The feeling was exquisite. That soft, wet heat all around
me. And so tight!

I withdrew and
pushed back in. It took two more thrusts like that before I got
every inch into her. I felt her stretch out more and more each
time.

We picked up a
decent rhythm after that. Soon, her hips started rolling in time to
my thrusts, maximizing the force of our bodies sliding together
again and again.

My whole shaft
tingled with the sensation of her pussy gliding up and down my
length again and again.

She played
with her tits while I fucked her, squeezing them, pinching the
nipples, groaning and moaning like a little slut while I fed her
every inch over and over.

I wanted to
see that tight, round ass of hers. So I withdrew, my cock dripping
with her wetness. She squawked as I turned her over. I grabbed one
of the couch cushions and jammed it under her hips, arching her
butt up.

Then I slid
back inside of her, loving the way her ass felt pressing against my
stomach.

I fucked her
prone like that. Feeling her get tighter with each thrust. Her
hands gripped the couch and she moaned.

“So deep…” she
said, “I think I’m going to…”

She couldn’t
get the rest out.

She came. She
climaxed all over my cock. I buried myself inside of her, wanting
to feel the way she squeezed all up and down my length.

“Fuck…” I
said.

My balls
lifted and tightened and I knew I couldn’t stop it. I pushed myself
harder into her bucking, squirming body.

My cock jerked
inside of her and she gasped. I jerked again and again, feeling my
load shoot hot and hard out each time, filling her young pussy
up.

“So warm,” she
said, still cumming all over me.

We stayed like
that for a while. I stayed hard inside of her, she felt so good.
Until finally I started to soften.

When I pulled
out of her my load stayed inside of her. I’d shot it deep in her
guts.

I thought
about asking if she was on the pill, but didn’t. I wasn’t sure I
wanted to know the answer.

“I liked
that,” she said, smiling shyly at me.

“Me too,” I
said.

“Maybe I can
come see you again tomorrow?” she said.

“Anytime
you’re in the mood,” I replied, the blush in her cheeks deepening
again.

Yes, I thought
it was going to be a great summer before college for her.










Ganging the Daddy Next
Door

 


I still
couldn’t believe that I’d agreed to go along with this. I thought
about it as I sat on the foot of the queen bed in my hotel
room.

I could hear
the girls through the walls. They took up the rooms on either side
of me in the hall.

The thing was,
my own daughter wasn’t even here. She’d picked up a bug from one of
her classes and had to drop out at the last minute.

And I’d
already volunteered to drive everyone.

Just me, a
middle-aged single dad, and five 18 and 19-year-old college
coeds.

I loved my
daughter, so when she asked me to drive her group of friends to a
concert two states away in my big old Suburban I of course said no
problem.

She called me
this morning from her dorm room saying she had some sort of bug and
that she wouldn’t be able to make it but her friends were just
“So grateful” that I could still take them.

How is anyone
supposed to say no to something like that?

Since she’d
gone away to college the house was pretty lonely. I worked on the
car most days, or on little home improvement projects. Or working
out in my newly converted home gym.

And there were
the women. While my girl had lived with me I refrained, but a man
has needs. So without anyone else there to make it awkward I didn’t
find it a problem to pick someone up from the bar for a bit of
adult fun a few times a week.

Apparently I
was something of a silver fox, so it wasn’t really a problem
finding someone who wanted to warm my bed for a night.

I remember
pulling up to the dorm entrance, watching the gaggle of girls with
their bags. I thought young women were so much more beautiful now
than when I was younger. They wore such skimpier clothes, went to
the gym more, all that.

And these
girls were no exception. With the warm weather they all wore shorts
and crop tops, their long legs seeming to never end.

“Hey, Mr.
Billings!” they said, piling in and flashing their smiles. It made
my heart pound and the neck of my shirt tight.

And they kept
asking all these questions.

“So you’re
really single?”

“You know how
to work on cars?”

“No, are you
really single? Really?”

“I wish you
were my dad! You’re so awesome!”

That last one
wasn’t really a question, I know, but I liked it. At first. Until I
glanced in the rear view mirror and saw the way the girl who said
it, a cute red-head with lips that always seemed glossy, looked at
me.

I’d made
certain to get a separate room for myself.

Someone
knocked on the door, disturbing me from my rumination. I pushed up
off the bed, the mattress springs groaning in protest, and opened
the door.

Two of the
girls stood there. The red-head, Abigail, and a dark-haired beauty
with smoky eyes I thought was named Bryce.

I was glad
then that I hadn’t pulled off my shirt and my jeans to turn in.

“Everything
okay?” I said. I poked my head out the door and peered each way
down the walkway. There was an overhang over the doors with lights
that left the parking lot pretty well lit, and I didn’t really see
anyone else around.

I looked back
at them. Abigail smiled up at me and made the front of my stomach
go tight. How did her lips always look so wet? I kept wanting to
find out how they tasted.

But then I
reminded myself that I was their friend’s father. Old enough to be
their father.

Still, I could
see that she didn’t wear a bra. And the night air was a bit chilly.
Her nipples pressed plainly against her top. My nuts tightened a
little at that.

And Bryce had
those fuck-me eyes. One or both of them smelled absolutely
delicious, too.

“Do you mind
if we raid your mini fridge? We’ll totally pay for it!” Abigail
said. When she finished she bit down ever so lightly on that glossy
bottom lip and let it slide out.

What man could
say no?

I stepped
aside, “Help yourself.”

I hadn’t
touched it, wanting to keep my head good and clear for the drive.
Besides, wasn’t 18 the drinking age in this state?

“Thanks!” they
both said, rushing in past me. They left a cloud of that delicious
perfume wafting behind them and I inhaled deeply.

They bent over
in front of the fridge, pulling the door open and bending over. I
tried not to stare at the way their asses seemed to fall out of
their shorts.

My cock
started stiffening, making my jeans uncomfortable. I was also
rather well hung, I knew, and I also knew it wouldn’t take long
until a stray glance from one of the girls would reveal my
excitement.

“Just take it
all, girls; I’m about to turn in for the night,” I said, giving it
my best dad voice.

They perked up
right away. It always got them, the dad voice.

“Of course!
Sorry to bug you,” Abigail said, handing off her armload of single
serving vodkas and whiskies to Bryce.

They started
past me again, but not before Abigail stopped. She reached out and
put her hand on my bicep and smiled up at me.

“We’re all so
happy you were still willing to take us,” she said.

“My pleasure,”
I replied, “Really, it’s no problem.”

“Because if
there’s anything we can do to repay, just let us know. We know we
owe you big time. Anything, really.”

She did that
little lip-biting thing again, sending a jolt of desire straight
down my shaft to tingle at the tip.

“Just let me
get a good night’s rest. And don’t make me pay for all that hooch,”
I said with a grin.

Her hand
lingered on me for a little too long. I could feel my body
temperature rising. Felt the way my mouth started to dry out.

I thought that
if maybe that dark-haired girl wasn’t here I might’ve forgotten
myself and made some sort of move.

“Okay,
night!”

“Yeah, night!”
The girls said.

I closed the
door, not bothering with the chain lock. Who was going to bust in
here? It was the middle of nowhere!

I went to bed
unable to get Abigail’s beautiful eyes and her seductive lips out
of my mind. Or the way she’d looked at me and said, Anything,
really.

I went to
sleep frustrated and more than half hard, not wanting to let the
girls hear the bed springs groan. Or me, for that matter. My
daughter would never let me live that one down if her friends
caught me stroking one out.

It was a hell
of a dream, or so I thought.

My cock was
rock fucking hard. Something soft and wet and warm kept sliding up
and down my length. The top part, anyway. Something else gripped
the rest of my shaft, stroking and squeezing until I groaned.

It was the
most visceral, real wet dream I’d ever had.

Other warm
things touched me elsewhere. Hot, wet little kisses along my throat
and my chin. On my chest. Down the little vertical dimple that
marked off the sides of my abdominals.

It got
better.

I could feel
myself squirming and writhing a little on the bed, in my sleep. I
must’ve been half awake.

In any case,
that hot wetness around my cock went harder, faster.

God, I was so
hard I ached.

At first I
thought I was still asleep, but then I heard the way the mattress
kept groaning as though mine wasn’t the only body pressing down on
the springs.

I opened my
eyes a little, trying to get used to the unfamiliar darkness of the
hotel room. My heart started pounding.

Someone
giggled. It was quiet, but I heard it. I heard it right next to
me.

“Shh!”
someone else said.

“Wha…?” I
started. I reached up, meaning to rub some of the sleep out of my
eyes with one hand.

That hand met
something warm and soft and firm. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought
it was a thigh.

I moved my
other hand. It met something else. Not a thigh this time.

“Oh…” someone
moaned. A female someone. Because I knew right away what my
knuckles pressed against.

They pushed up
into the thin layer of cotton panties between someone’s thighs.
Very hot thighs. With damp panties.

My cock
throbbed.

When the girl
down there felt it do that, she sucked harder, really locked her
lips around my girth.

“What’s going
on?” I said. I knew I should stop it, because part of me did know
what was going on.

But it just
felt so nice. Warm fingers wrapped themselves around my balls and
squeezed. Just a little. Just enough for me to suck in a
breath.

The owner of
the thigh I touched grabbed my hand. My index finger slipped into a
wet mouth, a taut little tongue immediately wrapping around it.

My eyes
adjusted and I made them out. All five of them.

They crouched
and knelt all around me on the bed, all watching me. All wearing
nothing but panties.

“Girls, we
shouldn’t…” I said.

I looked down
then. Saw who sucked on my cock so nicely. It was Abigail with her
glossy lips. Her lovely eyes stared directly back into mine as she
pushed the tight loop those lips made more than halfway down my
shaft.

When she
pulled them back it wasn’t just her lips that glistened.

“We talked it
over,” one of the other girls said, a blonde who fit the hot
cheerleader archetype perfectly. Her breasts were small and perky,
her nipples stiff and standing up.

The other girl
whose pussy I still touched knelt over and kissed me some more,
running her lips up and down the stubble on my throat. They went up
my chin and she kissed me on the mouth.

She tasted
sweet. When she pulled back she giggled. Then she sat down harder
on my hand and ground her pussy against me until the giggle turned
into a moan.

“Girls…” I
said, using my dad voice again.

Abigail made a
sort of giggle noise on my cock, then pressed the head down into
her throat so that I sucked a breath in through my teeth.

“Do you really
want us to stop?” Bryce said.

She sat beside
Abigail’s kneeling body. It was her hand wrapped around the bottom
of my shaft, her other hand squeezing and kneading my balls.

I thought of
her smoky, beautiful eyes and nearly spent my load down Abigail’s
willing throat.

“No, I don’t
think that I do,” I said, wondering if they were words I’d regret
when the sun came up.

But until
then, this was fucking amazing.

I turned my
hand over so that I could rub the girl’s pussy through her panties
properly. And when she started moaning even more, I hooked those
panties to the side and sank my middle finger up to the second
knuckle in the tightest, wettest little cunt I’d felt in a
while.

“It’s my
turn!” Bryce said.

Abigail made a
sort of gagging sound and she withdrew my cock from her mouth.
Long, glistening strands of spit hung down from her lovely lips for
a few moments until she collected them with her hand and rubbed it
all over the grown of my shaft.

“Be my guest,”
she said, “I want to do something else, anyway. Mr. Billings, can I
sit on your face? Please?”

“Yes,” I told
her.

I moaned again
when Bryce swept her dark hair to one side so it wouldn’t get in
the way just a moment before her lips sank down around my cock. She
kept squeezing my balls. The cheerleader leaned in the grab the
rest of my meat and stroke it.

I wondered how
long they’d been in the room. I wondered how they even got in.

Abigail stood
up from the bed and wriggled out of her panties. In the darkness, I
couldn’t be quite sure, but I didn’t think there was a single hair
on her body.

She saw me
looking and smiled. “You left the chain undone! Also, when we came
in earlier to get the booze I put a piece of tape over the bolt.
Now, move over ladies!”

Abigail
mounted me reverse-cowgirl style, giving me a view of one of the
most gorgeous, shapely asses I’d seen in real life.

She scooted
her butt backwards until I could feel the heat of her swollen
little mound just inches over my face.

I lifted my
mouth up and kissed her slick little slit, my cock throbbing at the
sweet youth of her body.

She moaned
right away, arching her stomach out and pushing her pussy harder
against my mouth.

She was so
wet! I lapped it all up eagerly. I poked my tongue inside her,
relishing the way it made her gasp.

And I made her
moan when my tongue found the little nub of her clit.

I sank my
finger deeper into the other girl. Then the one sucking my finger
pulled it out of her mouth.

I let her
slide it between her thighs. I did the same as I did with the first
girl, pulling her panties to the side and exploring the slickness
of her slit with my middle finger before sinking that deep into her
tight, waiting pussy.

I let my
tongue slide all over Abigail. She quivered and trembled over me,
and she let out a sharp gasp when I tongued the tight, wrinkled
flesh of her sexy little rosebud.

“You’re going
to make her cum!” one of the girls said. The cheerleader stroking
my shaft, I thought, but couldn’t be certain.

Emboldened, I
went harder, faster. My tongue ached but I didn’t care. I loved the
taste of her. Wanted more of it. All of it.

She leaned
forward suddenly, unable to hold herself up longer. Her palms
slapped against my stomach, her fingers digging in so that I went
rigid, but I didn’t stop.

She came, her
juices running freely down my cheeks.

I thrust my
fingers into the girls’ pussies harder, too. Used my thumbs to find
the little buttons of their clits and rub into them without mercy.
One clamped her thighs tight around my hand, overwhelmed by the
sensation.

The other
spread her legs farther and moaned like a little slut, her pussy
gripping down hard on my finger.

“I want to
fuck him!” that cheerleader said again.

My cock
swelled for a moment in Bryce’s mouth as I thought about the
tantalizing prospect of sliding into that tight, young body.

Bryce was a
greedy girl, though. She sucked me harder, letting her tongue play
out over my shaft. I thought she wanted to make me cum. Wanted to
suck my balls dry and keep it all to herself.

The
cheerleader must have thought the same. “Get off him, Bryce! It’s
my turn!”

My cock popped
out of her mouth, all the spit all over it making it feel cold when
exposed to the air. “Fine!”

I couldn’t see
anything because of Abigail’s delicious, perky ass blocked most of
my sight. But I could feel.

I felt the
other girl straddle my hips. We both groaned when she sat down on
the bottom of the shaft for a moment, adjusting. I could feel the
wet heat of her pussy all over me.

And then she
lifted herself up a little. Someone, I wasn’t sure who, grabbed my
cock and pointed it up.

“He’s so big!”
she said when she tried to sit down on my again, this time with my
cock pointing up like that.

She was tight
and I was big.

Luckily I was
already covered in spit and her pussy was already sopping.

She pushing
down harder with her hips so that I groaned against Abigail’s cunt,
my hot breath making her quiver over me.

It was the
most delicious sensation, feeling the tight loop of the
cheerleader’s pussy stretch around my aching hardness.

It stretched
slowly at first. And she moaned in that mingled sensation of
pleasure and pain I’d heard from many women over the years.

Then she sank
down onto my crown. It went faster from there, her eager pussy
sliding as quickly as she could make it down my girth.

Soon velvety
slick walls, hot with her desire, surrounded my entire length.

The girls kept
me effectively trapped beneath them, my hands busy on two different
pussies. My mouth busy pleasing Abigail.

The
cheerleader could do whatever she wanted to me. And Bryce, I could
feel her soft hands squeezing my balls and rubbing my thighs. Her
lips were hot on my inner thighs and calves.

Then that hot,
wrapping slickness slid up my length. It lingered there for a
moment, as though she had to get the willpower to fill herself up
again.

Then she did.
We both groaned when she pushed the tight, wet loop of her cunt
down my shaft. She did it again and again.

But youth
burns hot. I flexed my cock hard inside of her, wanting it to be as
big as I could make it.

It worked.

She came all
over me. She came quickly. She came harder. Her pussy slammed down,
swallowing every inch while he walls quivered and squeezed all up
and down.

And then they
took turns using me. Bryce went next, eager and horny. She had the
wettest pussy I’d ever been inside, and she moaned like such a
little slut as she fucked herself with my cock.

They all did
that, mounting me and slamming their tight young holes down my
length until they came.

Until finally
it was Abigail’s turn. She lifted one leg up so she could turn
herself around. My mouth was almost numb from licking her through
so many orgasms, but I could still taste her. Still smell her all
over me.

She straddled
my hips, the tip of my cock so achingly close to her slickness. She
leaned over my so that her lovely red hair cascaded all around my
face.

Her lips moved
down to my ear, “You can nut inside of me. If you want… I want you
to…” then she kissed my earlobe. My whole body shivered.

By this point
my cock ached. As did my balls. I needed release so badly.

I pulled a
deep breath into my lungs when Abigail slid her slick cunt down my
shaft. She was the tightest yet. Probably from how much I’d already
made her cum.

I could barely
hold myself back as she leaned backwards, bracing her hands on my
thighs. The other girls finally released me, moving forward to kiss
Abigail’s slender throat or her lovely, perky nipples.

Bryce reached
between Abigail’s thighs to toy with her clit, making the red-head
convulse with pleasure.

I couldn’t
take it anymore. My balls tightened. I pulled a sharp breath in
through my teeth.

“Fuck, he’s
nutting!” the cheerleader said, “He’s nutting in your pussy,
Abby!”

“Good!” she
moaned, shimmying her tight little hole up and down my length
faster and harder.

I couldn’t
take it any longer.

My cock
flexed. It flexed so hard it hurt. I came. Each spurt of cum made
me whole body go rigid.

She milked it
all out of me while the girls watched.

Bryce reached
between my thighs to squeeze my nuts each time they constricted,
adding more delicious sexual agony to the mix.

They had so
much stamina they kept kissing and touching each other and saying
such dirty things the whole time.

“Can you feel
his load? Is it all hot inside of you?”

“I bet you
still wish he was your daddy, too.”

“You’re such a
little slut. Really trying to get every last drop, aren’t you?”

Then she sank
all the way down, burying my shaft to the hilt in her body. I could
feel her squeezing and gripping me on the inside, giving me a
massage none of the others could see.

I pushed my
head back against the pillow, my cock so sensitive from the
strength of my climax.

When she
lifted herself from my cock, the other girls moved in. They grabbed
it. Squeezed it. Licked it clean.

Then,
giggling, they left.

I slumped
back, totally used up and exhausted.

Sleep took me
again soon, so that when I woke up I almost thought it was a
dream.

Except for the
panties. Five pairs, scattered on the bed and the floor.

They never
asked for them back, and I never offered.









 Next Door Daddy: Virgin Sleepover

 


Jeff still
couldn’t believe that he’d agreed to all this.

But he loved
his daughter so much. Her mom wasn’t in the picture anymore, and
she was 18 years old and about to head off to college and the rest
of her life.

“Please,
daddy?” June said, the locks of her blonde hair falling so prettily
on her shoulders.

Jeff had been
planning on taking the evening the next day to switch the winter
tires off the car, give it an oil change. Basically get his hands
dirty for a while then kick back on the couch with a beer and maybe
catch the end of the college basketball game.

But he
couldn’t resist those eyes.

“Fine… Wait,
how many did you say were coming?” He couldn’t really keep track of
all of June’s friends anymore. All he knew was that she had quite a
few of them.

“Four or five,
if Regan can come. Thanks so much! I love you; you’re the best!”
she said. She went up on her tiptoes and threw her arms around her
dad’s neck and squeezed him down close.

He hugged her
back after a moment and even smiled. God, five teenage
girls?

If this had
been 25 years ago and himself a teenager that would’ve sounded like
nirvana to him. But now? He wasn’t certain he’d be able to get to
sleep.

“Is Regan a
new one?” Jeff said when they finished their hug.

“Yeah, she
just moved here for this last school year. But don’t worry, she’s
cool. You’ll like her,” June said.

“I’m sure,”
Jeff replied.

The girls June
was friends with were all 18 now, he knew. Adults, technically, but
still teenagers and all that entailed.

After supper,
the summer sunlight still shining in through the windows, Jeff
heard first one and then two cars pull up into his driveway.

He’d been
trying to salvage as much of the evening as he could, one beer
bottle already empty and a second most of the way there. A
basketball game unspooled on the TV in front of the couch.

“June, they’re
here!” Jeff called back over his shoulder a moment before the
doorbell chimed.

His own
parents had taught him manners, and he stood up from his seat to
greet everyone.

June came
bounding down the stairs, arriving at the front door just as Jeff
reached the front hall.

He swallowed
hard at the sounds of conversation and laughter already coming
through from the porch.

A whole
damn night of this, he thought with a rueful grin.

But June
looked so happy when she pulled the door open. Five more girls all
piled in. Jeff recognized them. Bryce, Abby, Kat, Michelle. And the
final one that seemed only vaguely familiar had to be Regan.

They were all
cut from the same cloth: petite blondes (and in two cases,
brunettes) with heart-shaped faces. All in the flower of their
womanhood.

Jeff found his
eyes straying to just how tiny their shorts were. And he swallowed
hard again, this time for another reason, when he saw the way that
Regan girl’s hips filled out those stretchy thin yoga pants.

He didn’t know
why, but he found himself drawn more to her. Maybe it was because
of the faint reddish tinge to her otherwise blonde hair. Or the way
her lips glistened in the sun streaming in behind the gaggle
through the doorway.

“Hey, Mr.
Ford,” a few of the girls said, turning those 100-watt smiles his
way.

“Hey, girls.
Make yourselves at home. And let me watch the game!”

They all
giggled at the way he said the last part, but he was only semi
joking.

They all took
off their sandals and flats and hurried upstairs, taking their
giggles with them. Regan was last. She went up the stairs more
slowly.

Jeff caught
himself admiring the lithe tautness of her youthful body again. He
felt the first tingle of excited desire start low in his stomach.
It ran down the length of his shaft.

“Nice to see
you again, Mr. Ford,” Regan said, smiling at him.

Jeff’s eyes
shot up to hers and knew that he’d been caught red-handed checking
her out.

“You too,” he
said, “Enjoy the sleepover.”

The desire
tight in his stomach, he turned and meant to go bury himself in the
game and another beer.

What Jeff
didn’t know was that all of June’s friends agreed: he was
definitely the hottest dad from their school. Even more so because
he was single.

In fact, they
often teased June with how hot they thought it would be to hook up
with him.

Of course,
Jeff never heard any of this.

The group
stayed upstairs and Jeff stayed at the TV. He lost track of the
time.

“Mr.
Ford?”

Jeff pulled in
a sharp breath and looked back. Regan stood in the doorway to the
living room. She wore a long nightie, and he noticed right away the
lovely, smooth, and bare skin of her legs.

“Yes?” he
said, “Everything okay up there?”

He listened
closely for a moment and realized he couldn’t hear much of anything
from upstairs.

Then he
glanced at the clock. It was closing in on one in the morning.

“Great, fine.
Everyone’s just asleep. Except for me, I can’t. Can I sit with you
for a bit?”

“Sure,” he
said, shifting over from the middle of the couch. She came around
and sat down. He saw then it wasn’t a nightie that she wore, just a
long tee shirt. It rode up when she settled, making its way high up
her thighs.

For just a
second, Jeff caught a glimpse of frilly pink panties before he
forced himself to look up at her.

He could smell
her, too. Some light and sweet perfume that made his mouth go
dry.

They sat for a
bit, then talked a bit longer. Regan kept glancing at him and then
away. And he detected a faint blush in her cheeks.

He wondered
what she might do if he grabbed her up and set her down on his lap.
Part of him thought she would like that. The rest of him said that
even if she did, he shouldn’t.

It was fucked
up; he was older enough to be her father.

They both went
to bed shortly after that. Jeff, restless and aroused, tossed and
turned for a while. His desire grew along with his cock.

He didn’t know
exactly why he allowed what happened next. Just that he couldn’t
get Regan out of his head.

He couldn’t
stop wondering about how firm and supple her ass might feel if he
cupped and squeezed it. Or what the smooth skin of her throat might
feel like against his lips.

And finally
what her tight little pussy might feel like wrapped all around his
shaft, or the little noises she might make as he pushed himself
deep inside of her.

He got up,
wearing nothing but his usual boxer shorts, and went out into the
hall. His heart thrummed. His cock ached.

He told
himself that if the door to June’s bedroom was closed up he would
just go back to bed.

But it was
ajar.

In the
darkness, only a bit of moonlight coming in through the drapes, he
saw and heard all the girls sleeping quietly. The light sound of
breathing. The whisk of synthetic fabric rubbing against itself as
they shifted in their sleeping bags.

He saw Regan
at the end, closest to the closet.

He also saw
she was awake, and looking right at him. His heart jumped again.
She held one hand up to him, beckoning him to her.

He tried to
resist at first, but his desire overpowered him. He could think of
nothing but the way she’d smelled. The way she blushed a little
earlier when they talked.

He stole into
the room and knelt down beside her. His sight adjusted to the dark
and he saw the quick, excited breaths she took. And the way her
nipples stood up hard against her shirt.

Her hand went
to the nape of his neck and he sank down. They kissed. Her lips
were sweet and her mouth was warm.

Her other hand
traced down his stomach. Her fingers found the bulging tent his
cock made in his boxers. She grabbed his shaft and squeezed it,
just hard enough for him to groan lightly.

They
parted.

“I hoped you’d
come,” she whispered. It sounded so loud.

Almost as loud
as the slamming of his heart in his chest. His balls ached and his
cock throbbed in her grip.

“This isn’t
right…” he started.

“I want you.
Please don’t go,” she said. She moved her hand, slipping her
fingers down below his waistband to grab his bare cock. She
squeezed and stroked it. “Please…”

He couldn’t
resist. “Ok, but be quiet.” He glanced around at the slumbering
forms around them. No one woke up. Yet, at least.

Regan lay in
an impromptu bed made out of a couple of blankets thrown on the
floor, her body sandwiched between them.

Jeff pried her
wanton fingers from his cock. He couldn’t take it anymore; he had
to know what she tasted like. What she smelled like.

He went down
to her feet and lifted the blanket, crawling in beneath it. She
spread her legs for him.

Jeff kissed
his way up one smooth calf, loving the way she wriggled and
squirmed with suppressed desire when he reached her thigh.

Her hand
grabbed one of his through the blanket and squeezed.

He kissed the
little cleft of skin between her inner thigh and her pussy, one
corner of his mouth brushing up against those frilly panties she
wore.

And when he
kissed hard against that thin layer of fabric he felt the pulsing
warmth of her swollen mound against him.

Her breath
caught in a little gasp and they both stopped to listen, making
certain that they weren’t caught.

No one made a
peep.

Not that Jeff
was certain he could even stop anymore anyway. He’d caught her
scent: the smell of her wet little gash was intoxicating. And when
he nuzzled against the crotch of her panties he could feel how damp
they’d become already.

“Please…
Please…” she kept moaning below her breath.

Her hips
trembled and writhed with barely contained need. Jeff had a
difficult time keeping control as well.

He needed to
taste her. So he hooked one finger into the side of her panties and
pulled the frilly pink fabric to the side, exposing her moist
little slit.

The smell of
her became more powerful. it completely intoxicated him. Saliva
squirted into his mouth, and his cock surged hard against the
blanket beneath them.

He pushed her
thighs farther apart and then explored her gently with the pads of
his thumbs.

The flesh of
her outer lips was hot and soft and puffy. So very soft. And
sensitive. She squirmed at his touch.

She kept
herself bare. Not a hair on her, the skin smooth.

Then he found
the wetness of her nectar. She was already slick with it. One thumb
found the engorged button of her clit while the other slid down and
found the taut loop of her opening.

He circled
around her entrance with his thumb, poking it in just to the first
knuckle.

She was so
fucking wet already. And tight, even around his thumb. When he
teased her clit, she got even tighter for him.

Then he used
his thumbs to keep her outer lips pulled apart. He leaned in
closer, inhaling her scent as deeply as he could.

Then he licked
her, nice and slow, with the flat of his tongue. From bottom to
top. She tasted sweet and light and fruity. It drove him mad.

Even so, he
forced himself to go slow. To lap his tongue against her swollen
mound like that a few more times.

She came for
him on the fourth stroke.

She reached
beneath the blanket and grabbed his wrists hard, the strength in
her dainty fingers surprising. Her hips bucked, driving her pussy
against his face. Her stomach arched up into the air.

Her nectar
soaked his cheeks. Wanting to make her cum even harder, her pulled
the nub of her clit into his mouth and lashed at it with his
tongue.

Her bucking
grew wild. Her fingernails bit into his wrists. Her nectar flowed
freely.

Her breaths
came in little, choking gasps she could barely keep from becoming
full-blown screams.

Finishing, her
back sank back down to the blanket. He sensed her body relax in the
afterglow of her climax. Felt the heat radiating off her skin. Her
stomach rose and fell steadily with nice, deep breaths.

But he wasn’t
done.

He crawled
upwards, shifting one hand down long enough to push the waistband
of his boxers below his aching balls.

The hot
hardness of his shaft bumped and slid against her thighs as he
moved himself along her body.

His head came
out from under the blanket and he held himself just above her,
their stomachs touching.

He could feel
the naked, writhing heat from her sopping mound almost touching the
swollen head of his cock. It was as though their bodies called to
each other.

He kissed
along her shoulder, then moved his mouth to her throat while she
ran her fingers into his hair.

Her body
lifted up beneath his and he could feel her stiff little nipples
poking against him through her shirt.

“Fuck me,” she
breathed, her breath hot against his ear, “Please, I need you to
fuck me. I want you to be my first.”

“First?” Jeff
whispered back.

That sent his
pulse racing even more than before. She kissed him again, her need
raw and animal.

Her body kept
writhing up beneath his. He felt his cock brush against the hot,
puffy flush of her pussy and they both moaned a little.

He could think
of nothing but sinking every last inch of his cock deep inside of
her.

“Fuck me,” she
breathed again.

This time one
of her hands quested between their bodies. She grabbed his cock and
urged him forward. The head of his shaft bumped against her mound
but didn’t enter. She groaned in youthful frustration and need.

“Stay quiet,”
he told her.

He shifted his
position slightly. His cock bumped and slipped against her wet
gash. Using one thumb, he angled it down.

His breath
caught when he entered her. Just the tip. It was enough. She was so
slick around him. So tight and velvety smooth.

And hot. He
could hardly believe the needful heat around him.

He knew right
away that he needed to feel that around his entire shaft, not just
the tip.

“Quiet,” he
breathed again.

Slowly,
painfully slowly, he urged himself deeper into her. She kept
writhing beneath him. Squirming. The tight walls of her pussy
squeezed and quivered.

Her breaths
were sharp and quick.

And when he
tore through the semi-elastic flesh of her virginity her eyes
squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open.

He covered her
mouth with one hand to stifle her moan.

He drew his
cock back, savoring the way she gripped him. The way her slippery
wetness let him slide out.

He drove into
her again. Harder this time. Deeper. Her pussy stretched out around
him.

And only
around me, he thought, still reeling from her virginal
revelation. His was the first cock to feel her gripping and
squeezing wetness.

He pulled back
and drove into her again, urging almost every last inch of himself
into her youthful body.

His was also
the first cock that she came on. It happened on the next stroke. He
buried himself inside of her to the hilt.

She went rigid
beneath him, her back arching up off the blanket again.

She flung her
arms around him and grabbed onto his shoulder blades for support,
pushing her pubic bone hard against his.

Jeff barely
managed to hold on. She became so tight that if he’d been anything
other than rock hard she would have squeezed him out.

It was pure
nirvana feeling the way her quivering pussy gripped and squeezed
all up and down his cock.

The thrusting
only resumed when she relaxed a little beneath him. She held onto
him tightly still, with her arms and pussy both.

“It’s so
good,” she breathed into his ear before nibbling lightly at his
earlobe.

Her hands
explored the curve of his back and cleft of his spine. She cooed
lightly as his strokes became more regular and even.

He worried so
much about the wet sounds their bodies made that he had to slow
down. It was absolute sexual agony.

She cupped his
face in her hands and they kissed. Her tongue poked inexpertly but
excitedly into his mouth.

She felt too
fucking good. Wet and tight and soft all at once. His balls felt so
heavy, and they ached so much they hurt.

Even going
slow like that, he knew he couldn’t last much longer.

She must’ve
felt the way his cock hardened even more. The way his thrusts
became more erratic and urgent.

“Are you going
to cum?” she whispered.

“Soon,” he
breathed through clenched teeth.

“I want you to
fill me up with it,” she told him.

That was so
hot he almost lost his load then and there. He barely managed to
stop himself.

“Are you on
the pill?” he asked. He prayed the answer was yes. He could think
of nothing nicer to experience in this world then shooting his seed
inside of her waiting body.

“No. Just do
it. Please…”

He started to
pull back, meant to pull out. Because he couldn’t stop. He could
feel his balls start to tighten. Feel all the muscles low in his
back go stiff.

But Regan
wrapped her legs around him, locking him in place. She ground her
hips hard against him, running the tight loop of her cunt up and
down his slippery shaft.

“Do it,” she
breathed, “Come on, daddy. Do it inside of me.”

He groaned
through clenched teeth, hoping to God none of the girls heard or
saw any of this.

He tried to
hold back. He really did. But he couldn’t control himself. No man
could have. Not with that tight, slippery ring of flesh sliding so
urgently up and down his shaft.

His balls
tightened again. His cock stiffened. Then it jerked.

Regan’s breath
caught. She fucked him harder. Really milked him. Jeff’s eyes
squeezed shut and his lips peeled back from his teeth.

It felt far
too fucking good. And he came so hard that it hurt. Every squeeze
of his balls made his cock jerk inside of her, loosing another
spurt of his load deep into her waiting womb.

“Yes… yes…”
Regan breathed and he felt her climax on him again, forcing her
pussy all the way up along his shaft, locking their bodies
together.

She didn’t
release him until he began softening inside of her.

He pushed
himself to his feet, glaring down at her.

“That was
stupid,” he breathed.

“Night,” she
replied.

He slunk off
to bed.

The next
morning, the girls seemed none the wiser as to what had happened
just feet from them the night before.

Regan winked
at him when they all left. She rubbed her belly just below her
navel suggestively.

Jeff started
getting hard again and had to beg off to his bedroom the rest of
the morning.










Obeying the Daddy Next
Door

 


Brandon went
to the window overlooking his driveway when he heard a car pull in
across the street.

It was a
little red sedan, owned by the Halls. Three of the doors swung open
in quick succession. Three people stepped out onto the cement
driveway, but Brandon watched only one of them.

Wendy. Back
home from her first semester at college.

Brandon’s cock
flexed against his jeans. Wendy had such a tight little body. And
those jean shorts she wore rode up so high that he could see the
bottoms of her round, firm ass cheeks.

Wendy had been
friends with Brandon’s own daughter, Brenda, ever since they were
little. They’d lived across the street from each other like this
for almost 19 years now.

Brandon had
watched both girls grow up, which some part of him thought should
mean he that he shouldn’t want Wendy the way a man wants a woman.
But he did want her.

And he thought
that Wendy wanted him, too. Just then, she turned towards his house
and shielded her eyes against the sun.

When she saw
him watching from his window, she waved. Brandon waved back, his
heart pattering in his chest and his cock a hard bulge in his
jeans.

She watched
the window a while longer until her dad turned back from his place
on the porch. Brandon couldn’t hear what he said, but she turned
away finally.

She was so
perky and bouncy as she skipped up the driveway.

She’s young
enough to be your daughter, Brandon thought. But that just made
him more excited, more wanton.

More, Brenda
wasn’t coming home for another couple of weeks at least. Having too
much fun at school, finishing her final few exams for the
semester.

Brenda’s mom
was gone, too. She was a sales rep, and her job often took her away
for a week or more at a time. Brendan had the whole house to
himself.

He went
upstairs after a while and sat on the edge of his bed, feeling the
mattress compress beneath his weight.

After a
moment, he opened his nightstand and fished around for a moment. He
found what he wanted and pulled them out. The chromed handcuffs
glinted in the bars of light coming in through the window.

He held them a
little longer, wondering what Wendy might look like with her arms
cuffed at the small of her back. He pictured her on this bed with
him, totally nude. Her round, perky ass lifted high into the air to
present him with the slick and slippery looking mound of her pussy,
her whole body quivering with her need for him to slide deep into
her…

Brandon
squeezed his cock through his pants. He thought about jerking off,
but decided against it. Almost time for supper. And that was one
thing you learned as you got older: controlling your impulses and
desires.

No, it’d feel
much better later, when he didn’t have anything else to do.

Shortly
thereafter, down in the kitchen, the water was just about boiling.
A bag of spaghetti sat next to the stove, waiting for him to dump
it in.

That was when
the doorbell rang.

Brandon went
and answered the door. Wendy waited for him on the other side. When
she saw him, she smiled impudently up at him.

“Hey, Mr.
Jones,” she said.

He could smell
her. Her scent was youthful and clean. Right away, his cock started
hardening again.

“Brenda’s not
home yet,” Brandon said.

She licked her
lips nice and slow, leaving them glistening behind the pink tip of
her tongue. Brandon swallowed hard. He couldn’t help but think
about what it might feel like for the tip of the tongue to play
around the ridged crown of his cock.

“I know,” she
said. “So, can I come in?”

He stepped to
the side. “Sure.”

She stepped
inside past him. His eyes went immediately to her round ass and the
way it filled out (and spilled out) her shorts.

“Is that
pasta? Can I have some?” she said.

“Sure, why
not,” Brandon said.

She followed
him into the kitchen and watched him prepare the spaghetti from her
seat at the table.

“I told my
parents that Brenda invited me over for supper,” she said.

Brandon didn’t
look away from the stove. “Why would you do that?”

“So that
they’d think I was her with her.”

Brandon tested
one of the noodles. Just firm enough. “You’re 18 now. Why bother
asking?”

“So they don’t
get suspicious. I thought about you a lot at school,” she said.

He served her
a plate and took one for himself. He finished quickly.

He thought
this might be one reason he wanted Wendy so much. She’d always been
a bit of a minx. A bit impertinent. She needed someone, some man,
to tell her what to do.

A firm
hand.

His hand.

He had
fantasized many times over the last few months of putting her over
his knee, pulling her shorts down, and tanning that sweet little
ass.

And it didn’t
even really surprise him that she would pull something like this.
Always putting what she wanted ahead of everything else. She needed
a lesson in impulse control.

They sat like
that for a while: Wendy picking at the food as slowly as she could,
Brandon eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. She knew
he wanted her. What’s more, Brandon knew she wanted him, too. She
was just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what
felt like forever, Wendy stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” she
asked. As if she didn’t already know.

Again, she was
being coy.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Brandon and the table, she stuck out her ass and
gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Brandon stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Wendy opened
the door to the bedroom. Brandon turned on the light. On the bed
was a single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black
riding crop.

She took a
step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his.
Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of
her ass and squeezed. Brandon reached his arms around, one hand
squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga
pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it
through her slit towards her hole.

“What are you
going to do to me, daddy?” Wendy asked, her lips curving in a
delicious smile when she spoke that last word.

“This,”
Brandon said.

He grabbed her
by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the
collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The
dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of
her skin. Brandon wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck,
then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her
left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through
the fabric.

Brandon
pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to
stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder,
making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down.
This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist
as though to try to pull it away, but stopped.

“Harder,”
Wendy said.

He grabbed her
by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their
noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

She slapped
him across the face. “I said harder, you worthless fuck.”

Brandon let go
of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She
immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass
stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her
right then, right there. Instead, Brandon grabbed her by the back
of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it
on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the
clasp of her bra.

After shifting
her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your
hands behind you.”

She put her
hands against the small of her back. Brandon scooped the handcuffs
off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place
around her wrists.

“Stay there,”
he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move,
aside from wiggling her ass at him.

Kneeling down
behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled
them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial
pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong.
Brandon’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare
ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was
going to look like covered in red handprints.

He gave her
the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

“Do you like
my ass?”

She yelped as
his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself
a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the
mark.

“Keep your
mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

Wendy
hesitated for a second, then nodded. Brandon continued pulling her
pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the
pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs
apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Brandon smiled.
She’s learning. Good. Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers
up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips
to move along the edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could
feel the heat coming from her.

He ran one of
his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already
was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to
touch her. Brandon drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek.
She cried out.

Soon, her ass
sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Brandon’ large
hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times.
First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of
her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly.
When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of
his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have
another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red.

“Please daddy,
pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Wendy started
saying.

She started
trying to roll over. Brandon laid one of his forearms down across
the backs of her thighs to stop her.

“I didn’t tell
you to turn over yet, bitch.”

He started
spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and
screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough
he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with
each blow.

When he
stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest
swelled as he caught his breath.

“Will you
pinch them now?” Wendy asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good,
daddy. I promise.”

Brandon
clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some
blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got
back to work. First, he turned Wendy over onto her back. With the
handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were
both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put
into holding herself up.

Taking his
time, Brandon stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants,
revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front
or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body,
finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles
bulged.

“I’m going to
pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching
you,” he said with a smile.

Getting back
onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His
cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her
tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up
to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her
tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could
reach.

Her mouth
opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples
at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one
way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as
much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of
his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin.
He watched as she lapped it up.

Brandon
stopped pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down
the warm skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He
pulled the string tight so that it pressed between the hairless
lips of her pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she
started arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the
feeling.

Looking down
into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock
now.”

He shifted
back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over
onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier
spankings. Brandon reached around behind her head and grabbed a
handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back.
She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open
ready to receive him.

Grabbing his
hard cock, Brandon guided the big head in between her lips. He
watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her
mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him
at the same time she soaked him with her spit.

“You’re going
to take all of it now,” he said.

Keeping her
head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the
moist opening of her mouth. As he thrust the final section into her
throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes.
She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent
on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the
very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of
maintaining both her position and holding her breath.

Reaching over,
Brandon grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

“Don’t you
fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head,
he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a
loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was
good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft.

He pulled his
cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in.
As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into
her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her
other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Brandon closed his eyes
and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft.

Each time
after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the
massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her
cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been
when he was just using his hand.

Throwing the
crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He
squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same
time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

Brandon pulled
his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his
shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head
again, Brandon grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her
mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Brandon slapped with her
his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked
with running makeup and spit.

“Stay like
that,” he told her.

Standing up
off the bed again, Brandon shifted around until he could see her
glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him,
so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of
her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making
her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled
the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the
side.

Her pussy
accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He
got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more
light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness.
Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker
of her asshole. Maybe next time, Brandon thought.

Already he
could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good
slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all
slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too.

The redness on
her ass seemed to be fading. Brandon refreshed it, giving her a
fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her
cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on
him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from
escaping. Wendy had buried her face in the covers to stifle her
screams.

He could feel
himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked
himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass.
He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load
was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and
released another stream.

Leaving her
handcuffed, Brandon collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed.
He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

“Are you going
to un-handcuff me?” Wendy said, her voice petulant, turning her
head to look at him.

He saw that
she was panting, too. “Soon,” he replied.

When he felt
sufficiently refreshed, he got up and fished the keys to the cuffs
out of the top drawer of his dresser. He undid the handcuffs and
took them away. They’d left red rings around her wrists where
they’d pressed into her tender flesh.

“The bathroom
is just down the hall,” Brandon said, “Go get yourself cleaned up,
and then get your ass back here.”

She left the
room. He heard the tap running. She was only a few minutes before
stepping back in. Standing in front of him, she put her hands on
his shoulders and looked down into his face.

“That was
fucking incredible,” she said. Then she slapped him, “But when I
tell you to do it harder, you do it harder right the fuck away. You
got that?”

She lifted her
hand to slap him again, but he caught her narrow wrist in one
strong hand. She smiled at him. Then she moaned when he pushed a
finger between her thighs into that delicious gap and rubbed them
against her sloppy little cunt.

“I’ll fuck you
the way I want to fuck you. Got that?” he said.

“Yes, daddy,”
she said. She bit down on her bottom lip a little, then let the
delicious flesh slide back out. “Are you going to fuck me again
now?”

Brandon
thought about it. He thought about how nice and warm and tight her
pussy had felt, wrapped around every inch of his cock. How it’d be
nice to feel that again, for longer this time.

But he also
wanted to teach this hot little bitch a lesson.

He knew just
how.

“No. Get your
shit back on and get home.”

She pouted.
“Why?”

“Because I
said so. Get dressed and get back home. Then come back over
tomorrow at the same time,” he said.

“Fine,” she
replied after a moment, her voice still petulant. He’d break her of
that soon enough.

After all,
they had a couple weeks before his own daughter came back home.









 The Daddy and the
Sitter

 


Brent knew
that his babysitter, Daphne, was sneaking money out of his wallet.
In fact, he had known about it for a while now.

It was never
much. A five or a ten spot here or there. A twenty once, after he’d
sold an old motorbike for cash and had a whole wad of it in
there.

In addition to
the hourly rate he paid her to watch his son, he figured she’d
gotten almost $200 extra off of him.

So why did he
keep letting her get away with it?

Brent was a
single dad, for one, and Daphne was a real life saver. She always
came early and stayed late when asked, and his son thought she was
great.

That was part
of it.

Right at that
moment, the doorbell rang. Brent walked over and opened the
door.

Daphne smiled
up at him, “Hey, Mr. Thatcher!”

“Hey, Daphne.
Thanks for coming on such short notice. My boss just sprung this
dinner on me,” Brent said.

He wore his
business casual still, a buttoned shirt tucked into slacks and a
belt. His tie currently hung untied, the collar of his shirt
popped.

“It’s no
problem at all!” Daphne said, bouncy and bubbly and vibrant as
ever.

She came in
and he stepped back.

She wore her
usual clothes, a hot little red skirt that didn’t come anywhere
near her knees and a crop-top that seemed to end just beneath her
breasts. Those breasts were high and perky and, Brent fantasized
fairly often, nice and firm.

Sometimes he
thought she wore that outfit specifically to tease him. Well, it
was less “thought” it and more “hoped.”

She set her
book bag down.

“Lots of
homework?” he said.

“College is
killing me!” she pouted. Her lips looked nice and glossy and soft
when she did that.

Brent knew
that she was 18. Nice and legal. But he was still old enough to be
her father. No matter how having her stand this close to him made
his entire shaft tingle.

Besides, how
cliché would that be? The middle-aged dad with a thing for the hot
young sitter?

“Oh, let me
help you with that!” she said when she saw his tie hanging there
loosely.

“You don’t
have to…” he started, then stopped.

She came up
onto her tiptoes and pressed her body against his. Her breasts were
warm mounds against his ribs. And she just smelled so damn
good.

He started to
harden, like he was a teenage guy himself again, unable to control
his urges.

It took
everything in him to not reach full mast against her stomach.

His hands,
held stiffly at his sides, kept fisting and relaxing. She was so
close. He wanted so badly to wrap his arms around her waist and
pull her even harder again him.

He glanced
down at her and their eyes locked for a second. She smiled up at
him while her dainty little hands deftly wove the ends of his
tie.

When she
finished, she pulled the knot tight and then settled his collar
back down.

He could still
smell her when she stepped back. Every muscle in his body felt
taut.

“There, all
better!” she said.

“Thanks,” he
replied, glancing down at his freshly knotted tie. Well, it was
more to glance down to make certain he hadn’t made a tent out of
his slacks.

“I’m gonna go
set up in the living room if that’s cool,” she said, snatching the
strap of her book bag up.

“Yeah no
problem at all. He’s upstairs in his room, probably dead
asleep.”

“I’ll keep an
eye on him, don’t worry,” she said.

“I never do
with you,” he replied.

Still smiling,
she walked down the hall towards the living room, that short skirt
of hers flowing around her lovely thighs.

Then she
glanced back at him, quickly, but it was enough.

Enough to make
him decide that tonight was the night. He just couldn’t take it
anymore. He needed her.

So he left his
full wallet on the little hall table beside the door, sitting there
beside the ceramic bowl where he tossed his car keys.

He left and
watched the clock. He should go to that dinner with his boss, but
he didn’t give a shit.

About ten
minutes into the drive he turned around and went back home.

As luck would
have it, he found her with his wallet in her hand as soon as he
opened the door, a $10 bill sticking out.

She gasped
when she saw him.

“I forgot
that,” he said, glancing at the wallet. His body trembled. He
needed her. He needed her so badly.

“Oh, I was
actually just going to text you,” she said.

“Where’s your
phone?” he replied.

Her cheeks
went red with a blush when he pointed out that she wasn’t also
holding her phone.

She chewed on
her bottom lip for a second, then handed the wallet over.

“Was there
anything else, Brent?” Daphne said. She kept glancing from his lips
to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them
slightly parted. Brent could see her trembling, and he noticed that
her nipples had gotten hard. She didn’t have a bra on. He felt a
sudden urge to reach out and squeeze her firm looking breasts.

“I know you’ve
been skimming money from me,” he said.

“Brent…” she
started.

“Stop! I don’t
want to hear it.”

“Then… what do
you want?” she asked.

Brent pulled
the wallet away from her. He put it back down on the table.
Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her body against his. He
felt her hips press against his rigid cock. Then he felt her lips
against his.

He could feel
her hard nipples against him as he pushed his tongue into her
mouth. Her petite body trembled in his arms as she gave into her
need for him.

Brent ran his
hand between them. His fingers slid over the smooth cotton of her
panties as he rubbed her pussy. There was a damp spot right over
her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed the panties to
one side and ran his finger down into her moist slit.

When he needed
to catch his breath, he pulled his face away from hers. Her cheeks
were all flushed, and she breathed heavily against him as he
continued massaging her sex. Her mouth opened as he found her stiff
little clit and began playing with it.

“Brent...” she
said, beginning to roll her hips back and forth, grinding her wet
little pussy against his hand.

“Have you ever
been tied up?” Brent asked. The images of her naked body bound for
him filled his mind.

She shook her
head as she bit her lip. Her own hand slipped between them and
grabbed Brent’s cock through his pants. She squeezed his hardness,
making him throb in her grip.

“I want to tie
you up,” he said.

Her lip
slipped out from between her teeth. The pink tip of her tongue
poked out and ran in a slow circle around her lips that sent a
tingle up through Brent’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to
wake the baby, Brent led Daphne to the guest bedroom, which was on
the main floor. Daphne already had her things in there, as it was
where she slept when they needed her to stay overnight.

It was also
the room where Brent kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his
more adventurous days.

He grabbed
Daphne up in his arms and kissed her again, running his hands down
to cup her ass and grind her hips against his. Her hands sought his
cock again, but he collected her wrists and pinned them behind her
back with one hand as he continued feeling her. His other hand
moved between her legs.

Looking into
her eyes, he slipped one finger into her wet hole. Her eyes
squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as he started curling his finger
against the front wall of her pussy. Pulling his finger out of her,
he put it into his mouth and licked the juices from it. The taste
enflamed his desire.

Brent could
feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered
by his ears, as he pushed Daphne down onto the bed. Her body
writhed, and she stretched like a cat as he hooked her panties with
his fingers and pulled them down.

The first look
he got at her pussy sent a tingle up his cock so strong he thought
he was going to come. Her slit glistened with moisture.

Kneeling down
beside the bed put his face right on level with her sex. She pulled
her legs back, giving him an even better look at her as he fished
around under the bed for the box he knew was there.

As his fingers
found the cardboard, he leaned forward and his lips touched her
pussy. She jolted and moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her
own breasts and pinch her nipples.

Brent darted
his tongue in and out of her, licking up as much of her juices as
he could, getting his face and cheeks soaked as he pulled the box
out from under the bed. He pulled the lid off and fished around
inside. First, he pulled out the cuffs. The next thing to come out
was the whip. The final item was the ball gag, the ball red and the
straps black.

Picking them
all up, he set them on the bed beside Daphne and stood up. He wiped
at his mouth, running his tongue over his lips to make sure he got
all her juices.

“I’ve wanted
you for so long, Brent...” Daphne moaned as she continued playing
with her nipples.

Brent took off
his clothes, pushing his pants down and letting his cock spring
out. She watched the hard shaft tremble, her body quivering as she
took in its size. She unconsciously angled her hips for him, her
pussy quivering with desire to take every inch of him again and
again.

Grabbing the
cuffs, Brent said, “Give me your hands.”

She held them
out obediently. He grabbed her wrists again, snapping the steel
bands in place around them. He put her hands down on her stomach,
then climbed onto the bed. Straddling her body, Brent put his shaft
right between her breasts. He grabbed them and pressed them
together around his rod.

As he started
running his shaft back and forth, he left a clear smear of precum
on her chest. She lifted her head and licked at the little pool of
liquid as he squeezed it out of himself using her breasts.

He couldn’t go
too fast for fear of coming, it felt so good. There was such need
in her eyes.

When she
started to beg for him to fuck her, Brent got off her. The sides of
her breasts and her chest were all red from where he’d been rubbing
himself against her.

“Onto your
stomach,” Brent said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his
cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass.
Brent loved the hourglass figure she had, and the way her ass
cheeks curved. He could see goosebumps forming on those cheeks,
making their way down the backs of her thighs.

Grabbing her
by the hips, he pulled her up so that her back was arched and she
was on her knees. With her hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and
the side of her face rested against the bed.

Kneeling down,
Brent took in the magnificent and erotic sight of her ass,
displayed a few inches from his face. He looked at the rosebud
pucker of her asshole, then at the pink lips of her pussy. The
smaller set of lips surrounding her entrance poked out a little.
Grabbing one cheek with each hand and pulling her back toward him,
he took her with his mouth again.

His tongue
could enter her more deeply, and he alternated between sticking it
as far into her as he could and running the tip of it down through
her slit to tease her stiff little clitoris.

She moaned as
he played with her sex, letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the
puckered flesh of her asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and
wetter, and she kept pressing her hips back into his face, wanting
him to jam his cock into her.

Finally, Brent
moved away from her. He picked up the short whip, testing the
suppleness of the leather between his hands. Then he put it back
down and grabbed the ball gag. He wrapped one arm around her
stomach and pulled her back slightly so that her face wasn’t
against the bed. His cock had slipped between her legs, and the
hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

“Open your
mouth,” he said.

When she did,
he pushed the red rubber ball of the gag into it, then did the
strap up behind her head. Finishing, he lowered her face and chest
back down to the bed and stepped back, whip in hand.

She squealed,
the sound muffled by the gag, as he whipped one cheek. A bright red
line already stood out on it as he whipped the other. He watched
the way the firm flesh of those cheeks jiggled and bounced and
tensed as he went through the motions of whipping her. Each time
she squealed, he felt his cock throb.

Growing tired
of whipping her, he turned the whip over in his hand so that the
thick, braided handle pointed up. He rubbed that up and down
through her slit, getting the tip nice and wet. She looked back at
him with wide eyes as he ran that handle up through the cleft of
her ass.

Putting the
tip of the handle against her asshole, he pushed, applying more
pressure until the pucker opened up a little, letting the handle
slip just barely into her.

Brent could no
longer restrain himself. He took position behind her, holding the
base of his cock with one hand.

Brent’s breath
shuddered out of him as the head of his cock bumped against her
opening. She felt so tight around him, and she whimpered as he
pushed against that tightness. He watched as the lips of her pussy
parted around his girth, letting him slowly squeeze into her.

The opening
made a tight ring around his shaft, and he felt himself swell
inside her as the walls of her sex closed around his member. He
didn’t enter her all the way. When he pulled back, he looked at the
glistening juices she’d left on him. He could see her tightness as
well, in the way her pussy pulled at him.

Harder this
time, he thrust back inside her. This time, she took every inch of
his rigid cock in her little pussy. He left himself balls-deep in
her, relishing the way her pussy already went through spasms of
clenching and unclenching around him. He loved the way she
whimpered, and the way her large eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her
hard and fast.

The moans
turned to whimpers as he drew his cock back out and then thrust
forward again and again. Each stroke left his shaft even wetter
than before. Her little asshole also relaxed, letting him push the
handle of the whip deeper inside her.

Soon, it felt
like a little spark had shot up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the
whip handle harder and faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his
cock in and out of her pussy.

She kept
getting tighter and tighter around him, and he saw that she had
squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment
later, another muffled whimper escaped around the ball gag as her
pussy became the tightest he’d felt. It squeezed him in its grip
for a moment, then relaxed. He took each pause between squeezing to
thrust into her again, as hard as he could. The bed shook each
time.

His cock got
harder and harder, swelling inside her as he succumbed to his own
climax. At the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and
the whip from her asshole. He pressed his shaft into the cleft of
her ass and thrust against it. He grunted as cum spurted from his
cock onto her ass and back. More and more came out, making small
pools of pearly liquid on her body.

A sudden
exhaustion took him as his body relaxed. He realized that every
muscle in him had tensed while he came on her young body.

There was a
box of tissues on the nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a
handful of the tissues. He used them to wipe all of his cum from
her body. His cock still throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her
ass just looked so perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with
her back arched.

Finishing
that, he turned her over onto her back and undid the handcuffs. She
looked into his eyes as she lifted her head for him to reach behind
and undo the gag. The red ball was covered in teeth marks from
where she’d been biting it in the throes of her own climax.

Brent sat
beside her on the bed, wanting to look at her for as long as he
could. Her nipples were still hard, and he wished he’d spent more
time playing with them, pinching them. They hardened up even more
as she saw him looking at them.

Putting her
hand on his thigh, she said, “I’m so glad you forgot your
wallet.”

He felt and
saw his cock throb at the contact. He also remembered that Belle
was still waiting for him out at the cottage. He had been gone a
while now, and he wanted to avoid suspicion.

“Me too,” he
said, getting up and putting his clothes back on. “No more taking
money out of it! Got that?”

“Yes,” she
said.

“And I’m going
to need you here again tomorrow night. Will you be here?”

“Yes,” she
replied.
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