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Christina

 


“If you want to stay under my roof, you’re going to have to
live by my rules!” my mom said.

Her face
was all red and she leaned with one hand on the kitchen counter,
the other on her bony hip, while she glared at me.

“It’s just not fair!” I said.

“Life’s not fair, Christina! You’re an adult now. In college.
It’s a lesson you’re going to have to learn, even if no charges
tuition to teach it.”

I could
feel my own heart chattering in my chest. Heat flooded my cheeks.
“You told me I could live at home while I go to school. You never
said anything about charging me rent!”

“Don’t like it? There’s the door,” my mom said, nodding in the
direction of the back door that let into the kitchen where we
stood.

I hated
her then. She knew I was saving up to go to Italy for the summer
after the school year ended. She knew the amount she wanted in rent
would take that away from me.

I could
also tell that she thought I wouldn’t take her up on that
invitation to leave. That it was a bluff.

“Fine!” I said. I couldn’t think straight. I was just so
angry. It burned in my veins.

I
marched over to the door and wrenched it open so that it slammed
against the coat rack on the wall. Sunlight poured in through the
opening. Right then it seemed like nothing less than the light of
freedom.

“Christina! If you go through that door I don’t want you
crawling back to me later tonight,” my mom said. She sounded angry.
But also scared, and trying to hide it.

“Don’t worry,” I shot back over my shoulder, “I
won’t.”

I
stepped across the threshold and pulled the door shut hard behind
me. The barn star on the siding by the door rattled.

And I
smiled. God, that felt good!

Then I
started walking. It didn’t take me long to realize that maybe I
should’ve been a bit more level-headed about leaving.

I had
nothing but the clothes on my back, which consisted of a pair of
leggings and tube top with a frilly collar.

I didn’t
even have my phone. It was right where I left it, charging on my
nightstand in my room. My former room.

I didn’t
know what to do. None of my old high school friends were home from
school. None of them even went to the same college as I did. I
wasn’t about to just go to one of their houses and ask their
parents to let me crash for a few nights while I figured things
out.

So I
went down to the Starbucks that was a couple of blocks away from my
subdivision. Right on the corner across from a 7/11 with a gas
station.

“Just water, please,” I told the green apron-wearing
barista.

I took
my cup of ice water, the plastic walls already dewy from the summer
heat, and went to go sit on a stool in the corner.

This
place was open until 10:30. I had until then to figure out where I
was going to spend the night.

A few
good looking guys came in. Some checked me out obviously. Some did
the side-eye thing. I liked the keep myself in shape. Hitting the
gym, tennis and badminton, that sort of thing.

So their
looks weren’t surprising. When you grew up pretty, you came to
expect men to watch you.

I
actually considered flirting with them, hoping maybe one would take
me home so at least I’d be in a bed.

But that
made me nervous.

Because
I was still a virgin. At almost 19. Silly, I know. But I just
wanted to save myself for the right guy.

Besides,
it wasn’t like I couldn’t have any fun. I owned a vibrator, for
one.

Then my
heart sank. That was back in the top drawer of my dresser, hidden
beneath my panties.

I
refilled my water twice. The second time was only half an hour or
so before closing. My heart started to race when I looked at the
clock and saw that fact.

I eyed
all the cookies and brownies and other baked goodies in the display
hungrily. I hadn’t eaten since lunch. My stomach felt somehow tight
and empty all at once.

And I
still didn’t know what to do with myself.

I
propped my elbows up on the bar and buried my face in my hands,
pushing into my eyes with the heels of my palms until I saw
starbursts of light on the backs of my eyelids.

What the hell am I supposed to do?

The door
opened and shut, the air shifting around me. I didn’t look
up.

“Christina?”

I
recognized that voice.

My eyes
ached when I looked up. When they cleared, my heart lurched. It was
Mr. Dyson. Craig. He was my friend Cherie’s dad.

Truth be
told, I always had a bit of crush on him. He’d been a single dad as
long as I knew him. Despite that, he always kept himself in shape.
A leftover from being in the army.

Tall and
dark haired with broad with a straight back. My mom and her friends
always whispered to each other about what a hottie they thought he
was. My dad and his friends always talked about how he was kind of
an asshole.

Funny
thing, though. They always tripped all over themselves to be around
him. They always did anything he asked and always took his
suggestions on home and car projects.

The dad
all the other dads wished they could be. The husband all the wives
wished their husbands were.

He
always pulled women way hotter than any of the moms I knew, though.
I was always jealous when I was over at Cherie’s place and he was
there with a new beautiful woman.

“Mr. Dyson! I haven’t seen you since we finished high school!”
I said.

He came
over and sat in the stool beside mine, swivelling so that he face
me. He smelled good, I realized. Some sort of cologne. A hint of it
in the air around him like a halo.

He
checked his watch and then frowned at me. “What are you doing here
so late?”

I didn’t
want to talk about it, so I dropped my eyes from his and looked out
the plate glass window into the rapidly emptying parking lot for
the plaza.

He saw
my water. Saw the little pool of condensation around it on the bar
top.

He
reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. “Christina, tell me
what’s wrong.”

I looked
at him again, intending on telling him nothing at all. I didn’t
want him to see me like this. Out on my ass without any money,
without my phone even. All because I’d been angry and walked
out.

But he
kept his hand on my shoulder and held my eyes with his. His hand
was big and warm and I could feel how strong it was.

A blush
lit in my cheeks.

Then I
told him everything. It all spilled out of me. The fight with my
mom and the reason for it. The running out of the house. The whole
no money-no phone bit. Only water for most of the day and no
food.

My
stomach growled as if on cue when I mentioned the no food
part.

A little
wrinkle appeared between his eyebrows when I finished. “Wait
here.”

He went
and bought me a croissant sandwich as well as a strudel. I wolfed
them down while he sat beside me. I was too hungry to be
embarrassed.

“I’m going to take you home,” he said, “Come on.”

“No! Please, don’t. I can’t go back there. Not tonight,
anyway,” I said, shooting to my feet. Without really thinking about
it, I reached out and wrapped my hands around one of his
biceps.

The
muscle there was large and round and firm. And so warm even though
his shirt.

The
thought flitted through my head right then that his man could break
me in half with no effort at all. I don’t know why I thought that,
only that I did.

“You’re not spending the night on the street,” he
said.

“So take me to your place!” I blurted.

The idea
burst into my head without me really thinking about it. But as soon
as it came out of my mouth I thought it was a great
plan.

I
hurried ahead with it, “Please? I’ll stay in Cherie’s room. You
won’t even know I’m there. Please, Mr. Dyson. Please, Craig? I
can’t go home to my mom. I just can’t.”

That
wrinkle between his eyebrows deepened, and his jaw worked. He
glanced at his watch again, saw how late it was.

“Fine,” he said, “Come on, my car’s outside.”

I
shivered when we stepped out of the Starbucks. It had gotten a
little chilly in the evening. And, like everything else I owned, my
jacket was at my house.

Craig
saw. He put his arm across my shoulder and pulled me against the
warmth of his body.

And he
was so warm! And solid, too. Despite my predicament, I found myself
wondering what that body of his looked like beneath his
shirt.

We got
to his car and he drove me to his house, which was actually only a
few blocks from mine.

When we
got into the front hall, he turned on the light and closed the
door. Then he threw the deadbolt.

He
turned to me and I threw my arms around his neck in a big hug. I
had to go all the way up onto my tiptoes to reach him.

I
breathed in a deep breath of that cologne of his. My body pressed
against him and a little shiver ran up my back. My nipples perked
up.

I hoped
that if he noticed he put it down to how chilly I felt
earlier.

“Thanks so much!” I said.

He put
those big, strong hands on my hips and pushed me away. “You can
have Cherie’s room for the night.”

“She’s not home, is she?”

“No. Won’t be until the holidays, I think,” he
replied.

Good, I thought. Then:
Why did I think that?

One
night turned to two nights. Then three. On the third day I asked if
I could borrow some of Cherie’s clothes. She and I were pretty much
the same size. He allowed it.

I did
like I said and left him alone as much as I could.

Though
on that third day I was going into the bathroom and didn’t realize
he’d just finished showering in there. I opened the door and found
him standing at the vanity shaving, a roughly circular patch on the
steamy mirror cleared.

He was
in nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist.

“Sorry!” I said, ducking back into the hall. My cheeks
burned.

He was
hot. Abs and muscles everywhere. I throbbed on the inside. That
night I made do without my vibrator. I slipped my hand down between
my thighs and closed my eyes and teased and tortured my little clit
until I came hard.

I had to
pull a pillow over my face to stifle my moans. And when I pulled my
hand back my fingers were slick with the juices from my
pussy.

I lay
awake for a while, just staring up at the tiles in the ceiling,
thinking about how Craig was just a couple doors down the
hall.

Does he sleep nude? I wondered. I
tried to get up the courage to go in there and see. Tiptoe down the
hall and push his door open a crack, that kind of thing.

In my
wildest fantasies I dreamed that he would notice me and invite me
in.

And then
just do whatever he wanted to me from there. My earlier orgasm
hadn’t been enough. Not by a long shot.

I knew
that I shouldn’t be attracted to him like I was. He was my friend’s
father! I’d known him since I was little!

I’d
honestly expected him to kick me out a lot earlier. Make me go back
home to my mom. I hoped she felt guilty.

But he
hadn’t kicked me out.

And it
was on the fifth day at his place that I found out why.

He got
back in from work just as I finished setting the table for supper.
Nothing fancy, just some spaghetti with some red sauce that I’d
diced some bell peppers and mushrooms into. Smelled good,
though.

I'd put
on a pair of Cherie's jeans. Skinny fit. I thought they showed off
my thighs and my butt nicely. Then just a simple fitted tee on
top.

When
Craig opened the door my heart jumped up into my throat. I really
didn't want him to kick me out. I'd decided I'd tell him I would
cook supper, do his laundry. Basically be his live-in
maid.

He came
and stood in the doorway to the kitchen. He looked at the steaming
pile of pasta on the plates set at the table.

Then he
looked at me. It wasn't a good look.

If my
heart was in my throat before, it fell to the pit of my stomach
then.

"What's
all this?" he said.


Nervously, I launched into my spiel, "Well... I thought if I
could show you I could be useful around the house that you'd let me
stay..."

He held
up a hand to quiet me. "Come with me, Christina."

Then he
turned and walked away. I followed him, my heart pattering with
each step. We went upstairs.

We went
into his bedroom.

He
closed the door when I came in. He reached up and loosened the knot
of his tie and popped the button on his collar.

Again, I
noticed how good he smelled.

"You
want to stay," he said. It wasn't a question.

"Yes," I
said anyway.

"What
will you do for me in return?" he asked.

I felt
the skin at the small of my back tighten and then break out in
goosebumps. He kept looking at me. Again I became aware of how much
bigger he was than me. How he could just go and break me in
half.

How we
were alone together in this room.

"I'll
make food. Clean up... Do the laundry?" I said.

"That's
not what I meant," he said.

I wanted
to pretend I didn't know what he meant. I wanted to and couldn't. I
also couldn't look at his face anymore. Not with the way my cheeks
started burning. I looked down. "What do you mean?"

"Here's
the deal," he said, "You want to stay? Fine. But you're mine.
Anytime I want, anywhere I want."


"Okay..." I breathed. Tingling fingers started dancing
against the wall of my stomach. Out of nowhere, I felt sopping wet.
I could feel the crotch of my panties sticking to my
mound.

It was
as though pure heat flushed into my body.


"What?"

"Okay,"
I said again, with more volume this time.

I risked
a glance up at him. I saw the way he looked at me. Saw his eyes
take me in.

"Those
are Cherie's clothes. Take them off," he said.

"I'll go
change..." I said, turning for the door.

He
grabbed my wrist and pulled me back around. "That's not what I
said. Go on, take them off." He released my wrist.

My
breath caught. My nipples perked up so hard they were plain to see
through both bra and shirt.

And I
pulsed inside. Throbbed. Craig's nostrils flared and for a moment I
wondered if he could sense me. Smell my heat, somehow. My
wetness.

So I
stripped. I pulled off the shirt, shoved those tight jeans down my
thighs, wriggling as I went.

I stood
in front of him in nothing but my bra and panties. White bra, white
cotton panties. Though I imagined my wetness made those panties
more see-through than white.


Wordlessly, he took me in his arms. That scent of his
surrounded me. I let out a little whimper when I felt the heat of
his mouth on my shoulder. Then on the side of my neck.

His
hands slid down and around my hips, cupping my ass. He pulled me
against him and I felt the hard bulge of his shaft against my
stomach, just above my navel.

I gasped
when I felt that. I didn't realize men got so hard.

"You're
so big," I said.

"And you
smell so fucking good," he replied, his mouth against that part of
me where my shoulder met my neck.


Everywhere he kissed burst out in goosebumps.

I
realized I was totally under his power, under his control. He could
do anything he wanted to me and I couldn't do anything to stop
him.


Something about that turned me on even more. My poor little
pussy throbbed again with wanton desire.

Then he
spun me around in his arms. Now that bulge of his shaft rested
between my back cheeks. One of his big hands almost covered my
whole stomach. The other found my small, round breasts and
squeezed.

I
reached back and held onto his upper arms.

The one
on my stomach slid lower. His fingers pushed down below the
waistband of my panties.

I
gasped. Some girlish part of me was embarrassed. Figured that he'd
feel how wet I already was and tell me to get out. That he could
tell I was just an inexperienced co-ed and that I wasn't good
enough for him.

He knew
just what he was doing, though. His index and ring fingers pulled
my lower lips apart. His middle finger slid down into the wet slit
between them.

He found
my little engorged clit. He rubbed it. Slowly at first, then
faster, with more pressure.

My hips
started rolling back against him, making that bulge of his shaft
bigger and harder. Little runners of electricity spread out,
radiating from my point of pleasure.

His
other hand slid up to my throat, his fingers wrapped around it. I
grabbed his wrist but didn't stop him. It felt so good.

He
squeezed my throat. Just a little. Just enough to let me know he
could do it harder if I wanted. That there was nothing I could do
to stop him. Even if I wanted to stop him.

"You
have such a wet little pussy," he breathed into my ear.

"Is that
okay? Do you like it?" I said. I wanted him to like it, to like me,
so badly.

His
massaging finger went harder against my clit. I could feel how wet
I'd gotten his hand. I wondered how he could keep it between my
thighs. I thought I could start a fire with all that
heat.

I moaned
some more for him. Pushed my ass against him harder.

 

"Have
you ever been with a man before?" he said.

"Yes..."
I said. I didn't want this to stop. I wanted him to think I was
experienced. That I knew how to please a man.

His grip
on my throat tightened momentarily, then let up.

"Don't
lie to me," he growled.

He
worked my pussy harder, faster. My whole body started trembling in
his arms. A dewy sweat started up all over me. He kissed and licked
my neck and shoulder.

"You're
going to make me cum..." I moaned.

"Answer
the question!" he replied.

"No.
I'm... I'm a virgin... Is that okay?"

"You
won't be much longer," he said.

He’s going to fuck me, I realized. I
guess until that very moment it didn’t seem real. But then it
did.

With one
final, shuddering moan, I came. That electric ball between my
thighs burst. I went stiff in his arms, my lips peeling back from
my teeth. Tingling waves of heat pulsed through me.

And he
just kept torturing my little clit. Making me cum harder, deeper
than I ever came before.

Part of me still felt that virginal embarrassment. That this
wasn’t what he wanted. That I made it too easy for him.
Wasn’t experienced enough.

But that
part of me washed away with all the rest under that torrent of
sexual agony.

When it
finally stopped, I almost fell over. Would’ve, if he didn’t catch
me up in those big arms of his.

He lay
my quivering body down on the soft and giving warmth of his
bed.

I
watched him pull his tie off, keeping the loop loose. He turned me
over onto my stomach. I was still coming down from that incredible
orgasm, and could do nothing to stop him.

He
grabbed my wrists, held them together. Slid that look of tie around
them and then pulled it tight so that my fists rested against the
small of my back.

Then he
grabbed my panties and pulled them slowly down my thighs. My lips
parted and I sucked in a breath when I felt the crotch peel away
from my pussy.

I spread
my legs for him when he removed the panties and tossed them away
into the corner.

I was
just a little bitch in heat. My pussy throbbed and flushed with
heat.

I
watched back over my shoulder as he undid his belt. The buckle
flapped and rattled metallically against his thigh when he shoved
his slacks down.

He
pulled his cock out, the full length of it springing to a full and
trembling attention.

My first thought was: that’s not
going to fit.

“Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“Only at first. Then you’ll like it,” he said while he
stripped out of his shirt.

Then he
crawled up onto the bed, supporting himself over me with those big
arms. I could sense his weight hanging over me.

I wanted
him so badly I arched my butt up, trying to give him a better
angle.

He
played with me first, running the swollen head of his shaft between
my lips. I gasped every time that hardness pushed against my
clit.

Then he
pressed his shaft down into the cleft between my cheeks. I groaned
at how warm he was.

He
teased me like that until I almost came again.

“Please…” I begged him, “Please.”

Then he
claimed me.

His
swollen crown found the tight loop of my opening. He pushed and
battered against it until my body could do nothing else but let him
slide inside.

“God…” I breathed through clenched teeth.

He was
so hot. How could his cock be so hot? And so hard.

My body
went tight as he forced me apart around his girth. All I could
manage was a whimper when he tore through my virginity.

I’m a woman, now, I
thought.

He
started slow at first. Forcing the clutching walls of my cunt to
relax around him.

It was a
good thing I was already so wet. I didn’t think he’d have been able
to push into me otherwise.

“You’re ready for all of it now, I think,” he said.

I
started to ask what he meant. Then he showed me.

He
sheathed himself in my flesh. Every inch of himself. My stomach
pushed into the mattress. My head arched back.

He was
so fucking big.

And then
I came again. I tried to stop it. I really did. I didn’t want him
to think I was so easy.

But I
couldn’t hold back against that pressure. I clamped down around
him, unable to stop myself.

My whole
body trembled. I’d never cum with anything inside of me before. It
was different. And good.

I was so
embarrassed. I couldn’t believe how easy it was he did that to me.
Or how good it felt to cum all over him.

When I
relaxed enough, he eased backwards. I thought that was it. He was
going to pull out and then tell me to leave.

But he
didn’t.

He urged
himself back into the silky tightness of my pussy. Then he did it
again and again. Slow at first, then picking up speed.

I could
hear the wet noises our bodies made. The noise of his hips slapping
against my ass on every thrust.

I
writhed on the bed beneath him, unable to control myself. My hips
bucked and undulated, trying to angle to get him in deeper and
harder than before.

His
hands found my hips. Found my firm back cheeks and squeezed them.
When he did that I felt the way his cock throbbed inside of
me.

His
thrusting started to slow. My body, my instincts, took over. My
hips rolled and undulated. The tight loop of my pussy slid up and
down the sloppy wetness of his hard cock.

I
couldn’t stop.

“Fuck…” Craig said, “I’m going to cum.”

I wanted
to tell him I was sorry. I wanted to stop it. I looked back over my
shoulder, saw the way his face contorted in an expression that was
almost pain.


Something about that drove me wild. Drove me to fuck his cock
hard. To slide that slick tightness of my pussy up and down him
faster and faster.

He
grabbed my ass. Squeezed, hard.

Somehow,
his cock got even bigger inside of me. Bigger and
harder.

And I still couldn’t stop myself. I
think I’m going to cum again, I
thought.

I heard
his breath catch in his throat. Then I felt the first jerk of his
cock inside of me. It kept jerking like that. And there was
something new. A pulsing warmth deep inside of me.

I
realized that he came. That he was filling my little pussy up with
his spunk.

That I’d
made him do that.

Thinking
that, I came again. He slid his cock all the way into me again. The
walls of my pussy squeezed and relaxed around his length, milking
all that stuff out of his shaft.

I could
feel the way my body pulled it deep inside, up into my
womb.

His
fingers dug harder into my ass. It hurt, but I liked it. He stayed
hard and still inside of me for a long time before finally pulling
out.

His cock
was coated with my wetness, completely slick and juicy with it. I
was all creamy for him.

My hair
stuck to my forehead, which was all sweaty.

He
pulled his tie loose and freed me. “You can stay,” he said, “Go get
yourself cleaned up.”

“I can stay?” I said as though I couldn’t believe it. My eyes
trailed down his body to the swinging pendulum of his
cock.

That whole thing fit inside of me?

“Yes. You’re sleeping in here tonight. Don’t bother getting
dressed.”

He wants to fuck me again, I
realized.

My pussy
was already sore and achy. But if he wanted it again, what was I
going to do about it?


Nothing.
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"I don't
think we should," I said.

My heart
pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my
pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I
want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He
grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the
front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy
tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when
it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I
knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave
his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my
fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked
his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip
when I made him feel good.

"Not
yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing
bulge.

Then I
slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in
his dorm room.

We were
both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January
birthday.

And
things were just starting to get a bit serious between
us.

If you
count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count
meeting his dad serious.

"Come on,
baby," Evan said.

When I
tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back
down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard
bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered
letting him have me then and there.

But we
were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake.
I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever
the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until
I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I
was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the
right guy.

He kissed
the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one
shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on
his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the
most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my
stomach.

"No!" I
said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot
above my navel and stood up again.

"You're
giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was
something evil in me, I knew.

There had
to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed
back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped
my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while
the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His
Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed
heavily.

I kissed
him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at
least.

I let my
body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed
down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

Then I
leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I
went.

"No. Your
dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I
said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or
blushing.

Still
couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know.
But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan
looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and
fuck my brains out then and there.

And the
thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact,
it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a
real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could
own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him
to take it.

"You're
right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush
of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I
thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't
you take me?

"It would
really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out
sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan
said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't
have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a
long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal
trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe,"
I said.

It turned
out we made the right call after all.

About ten
minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and
then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!"
Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still
had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I
stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up
through my throat.

"Hey,
boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly
voice.

Evan and
his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where
Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like
what a man should look like.

Big
shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his
shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of
muscular forearms.

"I am," I
said.

I have to
admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was
something animal in the way my body responded to the older
man.

In fact,
my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of
man like this behind?

The one
that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather
than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock
slamming into me.

He looked
first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a
bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I
thought. Does he know what I just thought
about him?

But that
was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny,
this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My...
girlfriend."

I wanted
to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for
approval before saying the G-word.

"Come
on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long
drive."
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