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Abbie Grace

“All set?” Ben asked, as his wife Sadie swept through the room dropping an armload of clothing on the bed.

“Almost. Can you get Candy over here? She has to take Travis, and these clothes are for her. They don’t fit me any more,” Sadie said regrettably.

“Sure, no problem,” Ben felt his heart race at Candy’s name. Candy was a hot little nineteen-year old who would certainly live up to her name. Like candied yams and candied carrots, she was sweet and ready to eat. “I hope Linda gets better. How long will you be gone?”

Sadie turned and gave him a level gaze. Ben immediately felt guilty. “About two days. I want to be there for her breast cancer operation, and her first day of recovery.”

“Oh,” Ben nodded, quickly looking down at the clothing.

“Tell Candy to take what she wants. I will give the rest to Goodwill.”

“No problem,” Ben nodded again.

“Candy only sits when you have to work. We can’t afford to pay anything more,” Sadie said as she shook out a towel and laid it in her suitcase.

“I know that,” Ben said, feeling even more guilty.

***

The taxi beeped out front and Sadie was gone in a flash. Ben took up the phone and stood over Travis in the living room. He dialed Candy’s number.

It had been a spur of the moment thing. Ben stood with Travis under his arm, looking down at the pile of clothes. He suddenly noticed something red hidden by a Levi skirt. He bent down and picked up a lacy red bra. His cock grew hard as he imagined Candy in that bra. Suddenly he wondered why just imagine it? Why not set up the video camera where he could see it? It was set up before Candy arrived. He ushered Candy into his bedroom to the pile of clothes and closed the door. Now all he had to do was wait.

***

“I’ll be back tonight,” Candy said and smiled with Travis in her arms.

Ben nodded, kissed Travis, and closed the door behind them. He couldn’t wait to get at the camera. He looked out the front door to make sure she was gone.

He grabbed his laptop from the kitchen island and sunk into the overstuffed chair in the living room.

He opened his laptop and found the file the digital video camera had recorded. He clicked on the file and the video started to play. He held his breath, sitting on the edge of his seat in anticipation.

The video started to play. There was Candy standing in the bedroom. She picked through the assorted clothing, separating them into under things, skirts, blouses, and sweaters. Ben gasped as her hands went to the bottom of her sweater and pulled it over her head. Her breasts were magnificent, encased in a white bra which she immediately reached behind and unlatched. She caught it before it hit the bed, putting it to one side.

Ben hissed with pent-up emotions. He rocked in the chair as she took up the red bra and put it on those two perfect breasts. He could imagine how firm and hot they would feel in his hands.

She turned one way and another in front of the mirror.

“Perfect,” Ben mumbled to himself.

She next reached for the waistband of her skirt and slid it down off her legs. It was an incredible picture, with her perfect little ass in white cotton panties, and long slender legs which were utterly perfect, all the way down to mid calf, where the bed hid the rest from view.

“You magnificent babe,” Ben growled, his dick hard and throbbing. His clothes suddenly felt too tight on his body. He wished he could rip them off, but he needed to go to work. Upon sudden impulse he undid his belt and pants and slid them down to his knees. He took his cock in his hand and grabbed it while he watched Candy trying on new clothes. As his hand stroked his penis, his eye never missed a twist or turn of that young nubile body while it went from one outfit to another.

This had been a wonderful idea. Now his only problem would be where to hide the tape when his wife returned.

The head of his cock was lubricated now. It made a slick sound as his hand slid over its entire length.

“Mr. Connor?” a tiny voice called from a few feet away. Ben froze and slowly turned. There was Candy with her mouth hanging open, her eyes going from his naked cock to the TV screen. Ben felt his spine shrivel. His ass tightened as if it had been struck with a shoe.

“Candy, you’re back,” he said, stuffing his cock back into his shorts.

“Travis wanted his pacifier.”

“Oh,” Ben said, yanking up his pants. He fumbled at the laptop several times before closing the video. He sat blinking at her, not knowing what to say.

Candy came closer. She sat on the sofa, just a few feet away. His eyes went to her legs with a newfound respect. They were magnificent legs, especially in Sadie’s old Levi skirt.

“I didn’t know adults still did that,” Candy said with a half smile, pointing at his cock.

“I think probably the older people get, the more they do that,” Ben said in horrified disbelief.

“You took pictures of me,” she nodded at the laptop.

“Yeah, I’m really sorry, Candy. I...” he trailed off, not wanting to lie to her.

“I don’t mind,” she shrugged. “But why would anybody want pictures of me?” she asked in all seriousness.

“Are you kidding?” Ben gasped. “You’re perfect, Candy. Anybody would want pictures of you. You’re beautiful.”

“Really?” she sounded flattered.

“Of course, how could you not know that?” he gasped.

“I thought I was a little plain and pudgy.”

“Oh god,” Ben slapped himself on the forehead.

“So if I asked you to touch me, would you do it?” she asked in complete innocence.

“If you promised not to tell my wife.”

“Oh, I’d never tell her, she’d kill me,” Candy shivered.

“Candy, I’d love to touch you everywhere. I fantasize about it all the time.”

“Then . . . then . . . then go ahead, do it,” she said, nodding her head twice.

“Where’s Travis?” he asked suspiciously.

“Mom’s taking care of him. She’s off today.”

Ben licked his lips. “Oh, okay. Great.”

A bit of time passed while the older man made up his mind, finally deciding the younger woman was serious...

***

Ben sank to his knees in front of her. She sat back in the chair and simply watched. He took both knees in his shaking hands and pressed his face against her right leg, just above the knee. She smelled young and innocent, like summer grass and flowers.

“You even smell good,” Ben whispered.

He kissed each leg above the knee then slowly began rolling up the skirt so he could see more. He found the white cotton panties nestled between two golden legs. He put his hands in the leg holes and pulled.

Candy rose up just a bit until the panties came off in his hands. He pulled them down slowly. She lifted her left leg so he could pull them off.

“I can’t believe how beautiful you are,” Ben moaned softly. He pulled Candy forward so her ass was hanging off the front of the chair. Her legs opened for him. She was leaning way back in the chair, giving him the most innocent look he had ever seen. Was she untouched?

Ben placed his fingers on her delicate pussy lips, touching, enjoying and stimulating her sweet young flesh. He slowly slid a finger inside her hot pussy and found that she wasn’t a virgin. He inhaled deeply, then leaned down and licked her pussy.

"Oh . . . oh yes," she said, shivering, spreading her legs wide. She closed her eyes, concentrating on enjoying his ministrations. She felt his tongue flicking through the folds of her moist pussy. The electricity made her jerk, as his tongue slid through her humid folds of flesh. The tingle shot through her ass and up to her breasts.

"Oh yes," she gasped.

He opened her pussy to find her hard little clit. He flicked his tongue against it. She squirmed and moaned beneath him. Her widely spread legs quivered in time with his wagging tongue. Her breath came in little panting hisses. She was gritting her teeth and breathing through them with her eyes tightly closed. Her hands went to her breasts and she squeezed them brutally. He could see her knuckles turning white as she mashed her perfect breasts out of shape.

Ben flicked his tongue through her luxurious folds of pussy flesh. Her eyes watched him, glazed over and adoring. He sucked her pussy deep into his mouth, then slid his tongue up inside her. She moaned and closed her eyes, turning her face away as she concentrated on enjoying the first real eating of her life. Her hands mashed her breasts brutally. Her legs quivered around his face. Her crotch hunched against his face in a rhythmic fashion. He moaned in utter enjoyment. His nose filled with her scent, and a little of her juices. He was reminded of how precious and how delicious youth could taste.

“Oh yes. Oh . . . oh, I’m going to come,” she whispered. Her eyes were huge and frightened. She looked at him in shocked wonder as her pussy heated to an intolerable level, a level which she had never felt before. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. She closed her eyes and snapped her mouth closed. Breathing harshly through her nose, she finally let out a little high-pitched yelp of pleasure. So high pitched, Ben decided that probably only the local dogs could hear.

She moaned again and again, while hunching her luscious pussy against his greedy mouth. As her orgasm slowed and finally subsided, she gently pushed him away and lay panting in relieved wonder. “I didn’t know it could feel like that,” she said slowly, in amazement.

“It can feel better than that,” he quietly assured her as he wiped her juices from his face. “Much better.”

“Can we do it later?” she asked quietly, exhausted. “I’ll enjoy it more then.”

“Sure we can,” he agreed. “How about after dinner?”

She smiled. “Yeah, I would like that.”

***

When she’d recovered from the best oral of her young life, Candy picked up Travis from her mom’s. While she was gone, Ben set up a simple dinner of leftovers Sadie had left in the fridge to be heated up in the microwave. He set the table and had the meal ready when she and Travis returned.

While they ate, they didn’t talk much. Ben had a pretty good idea why. They were both thinking about what was still to come. Their minds were preoccupied with the thoughts of having sex together for the first time. The anticipation was building, and it was so strong that Ben fought the urge to rush through the meal and wolf his food down.

After the dinner dishes were cleaned up and Travis drifted off to sleep, they put him down for the night.

Together Ben and Candy made their way to the bedroom, and she sat on the edge of the bed as if she wasn’t sure what to do next, as if she was waiting for him to instruct her.

“Are you sure you’re ready?”

She nodded. “I’m definitely ready,” she assured him.

He took her hand in his and pulled her to her feet. Facing her, he looked into her eyes as he placed his lips to hers and gave her a first kiss, full on the mouth. She tasted so sweet. He let his tongue explore her mouth, his tongue sliding against her and then retreating. She kissed him back… hard… which surprised him. He was amazed how into it she was… He had half expected she’d be too inexperienced to really enjoy a long, deep kiss.

When their kiss broke, he turned her so she was facing the bed and motioned for her to kneel against the edge. With her face against the soft bedding in front of her, she turned to watch him approach from behind. To her, his cock looked bigger than any she’d ever seen. She’d only seen a few, but none had compared in size to his. She shivered at the thought of the massive shaft sunk deep into her twat, but she wanted it. She wanted it so badly, too much to back out. She took a deep breath and waited, telling herself she could take it… no matter how damned big it was.

Ben knelt behind her perfect ass and ran his hands over it in wonder. He grabbed his cock in his hand and directed its head to her waiting pussy. He felt the heat long before his cock actually touched it. They both gasped as his cock touched the swollen lips of her pussy. He wagged his cock up and down to lubricate it, then slid it slowly and carefully into the folds of her pussy.

She moaned softly as the cock began filling her moist canal. She felt her pussy expanding to enormous widths. His cock continued sliding into her mound as if it were endless. She began whimpering as its huge length began stretching her, but he suddenly came up tightly against her ass.

She waited with her head down, then squealed as his cock began slowly pulling out of her inviting pussy. She reached back for him, not wanting him to leave her. She shivered as the entire velvety soft length slowly left her pussy empty and deflated. Then it started all over again.

After the fifth time, Ben began speeding up. The slow, intolerable movements had been heart rending to Candy. Now the faster movements were generating heat and electricity in her pussy which threatened to burn her up. Her ass began filling with heat. Her chest grew hot and her nipples hardened. She felt her backbone shuddering at the exquisite contact between his hard cock and her steamy wet tunnel. She didn’t know it could feel so good. Even though it had been a bit frightening, it was now pure pleasure. It was everything she’d imagined and more. She never imagined being with an older, more experienced man could be this amazing.

Soon the room was filled with the sweet aroma of Candy’s sex, and the wet slap, slap, slap of flesh against flesh. With her face pressed tightly into the padding of the bed, Candy moaned and fingered her own tits, pinching and twisting her hard little nipples.

Ben ran his hands up and down her smooth, soft back. Her long, blonde hair lay sprawled in all different directions, completely hiding her beautiful face from view.

“You are so perfect,” Ben whispered, “so beautiful.”

“Fuck me harder,” Candy begged.

Ben could tell that she seldom used that word. It was unfamiliar on her lips. It was also damn sexy.

“I wish I could eat you up,” Ben growled, fucking her harder. “From your cute little face, your little sugar tits, to your little candy ass."

“Oh god, I’m going to come,” she whined.

“Do it,” Ben growled. “I’m going to cum too,” he said through clenched teeth. “Let’s cum together.”

“Oh god, I’m burning up,” Candy howled. “I’m so fucking hot!” she said as he pumped away in her ass.

He could feel her pussy clenching around his cock. Either her pussy was trying to hold him inside, or she was having her orgasm already. Suddenly he knew which it was.

“Oh fuck,” Candy said, stiffening in front of him.

Her pussy clenched his cock. Her ass pumped back to meet him. She shivered and squealed, grabbing the edge of the bed in a death grip. She threw her head up and her hair flew everywhere.

Ben was just beginning to feel his orgasm. Cling to her young body, he shot deep inside of her, filling her with several huge spurts of cum before he pulled out. His cock was still spewing its load when laid his throbbing cock in the crack of her ass, shooting cum across her flawless young back.

She reached behind herself and captured some on her hand and brought it up to her mouth. She tasted his cum as he continued shooting it across her back, then collapsed behind her. She licked her hand again and lay panting with his weight against her back. He finally sat up and pulled her mouth to his. He kissed her passionately, before releasing her and allowing her the first run in the bathroom. By the time she came out of the shower, all wet and smiling, the second thoughts had set in with Ben. He was still in the bedroom, sitting on the edge of the bed, head in hands. Guilt-ridden, and the last thing his young lover was feeling.

“I can’t believe we did that,” Ben bitched, disappointed in himself for about a split second.

“Me neither, it was great,” she shouted, leaping onto the bed where she lay smiling up at him. “Can we do it again?”

He started to say no, but his eyes went to her bare leg, sexily revealed just below his dirty T-shirt, which had slid up to her thigh. It was meaty and well-tanned. He ached to touch it.

“Let’s get some sleep right now,” he suggested, spent. “We’ll see where things go tomorrow… or later.”

She smiled. “Okay, as long as we do it again. Promise?”

He nodded slowly, looking into her shining eyes. “Promise.” He couldn’t say anything else. He was pretty damned sure he’d never be able to resist her… even if he tried...

“I’ll  be ready,” she said and planted a sloppy, wet kiss on his mouth. “Wake me if you have to…”

***

Sometime before morning, Ben awakened and found Candy asleep. She was barely awake as he turned her to him. She opened her eyes as his mouth sought hers. He gave her another deep, tongue-to-tongue kiss as he rolled into her.

She reached out for him, placing her hands around his waist and sliding up his broad back, and he took her, stroking deep into her moist snatch again and again until they both came together just as the sun shone through the bedroom window casting a golden glow over their naked bodies…

the end

Candystriper’s First Time

With Daddy Dom

Mackenzie Grey

Eighteen-year old Cindy stood in the mirror, admiring her freshly ironed uniform. With the white baseball hat and flat shoes, she looked innocent, an angel of mercy. The head nurse, a stout woman with the infinite light year heart, enjoyed the treatment Cindy gave her patients whenever she administered medicine, propped up pillows, or read to an old woman whose eyes were operated on.

Cindy was admired by most of the doctors, which made some of the other blow-dry and makeup nurses in training jealous. But their comeuppance came when Cindy helped out a shorthanded doctor in the ER; an older man had a severed leg, and none of the other nurses were available.

“Let the little bitch take care of it herself!” one nurse snarled. A few weeks later, that same nurse was fired for engaging in a compromising act with an orderly in the hospital janitor closet.

“She thinks she can do anything,” sneered another.

But despite all of this jealousy, no one ever denied that she was beautiful. At five feet nine and with a healthy mane of white-blonde hair, Cindy could pack a tight mini and even tiny short-shorts with a minimum of bother. After five, her bare face took a completely different countenance... she transformed from sweet candystriper to a real live Venus in High Heels. The only thing that fortunately didn't change was her personality...nothing could take away from that.

There was this 45-year-old man, building contractor John Llewellyn, a rugged Welshman who had migrated to the US when he was a much younger man and, after being severely injured at a construction site, was in need of back surgery. Every day, John had to endure grueling physical therapy, but usually Cindy was there to cheer him up. Though he spoke fluent English, his accent was heavy, and when he swore, it was in Welsh.

One of the doctors recommended that other exercises could be used to ease John's back pain. One doctor even had the gall to mention sex (“but only masturbation, because penetration would throw ethics out the window”), but that would denigrate the patient's dignity.

Cindy was doing her usual rounds when the head nurse was in an unusually foul mood. “Where have the ethics gone?” she sighed, shaking her head. “Next thing you know they'll have stroke victims writing symphony orchestras.”

Cindy was nearby when she heard her, and asked what was wrong.

“It seems that one of our esteemed doctors wants to have alternative therapy done to John Llewellyn. The following list of intensive massage, ultrasound, and other sound medical practices are fine. Self-stimulation and copulation are not.”

Suddenly, a wicked gleam came to Cindy's eyes, and the head nurse began laughing. “I assume you like the other two choices, huh? But that doesn't solve the problem. John Llewellyn needs the utmost medical care and we must protect his dignity. We can't fuck the guy and call it a cure!”

Cindy looked up in the air, and soon a mischievous smile creased her lips. “I could assist John in making him feel better... I think he's kinda cute.” Cindy covered her mouth to hide her laughter, thinking to herself he’s more than kind of cute. He’s downright sexy and huge where it counts...

The head nurse looked from side to side, and then she said in a soft voice, “It's a good thing you're a volunteer, or else this hospital would be closed in a blink of the Medical Association eye. I would have the patient feeling better than having the patient go through agonizing therapy and pain.”

Cindy shrugged, pretending she didn’t understand the head nurse’s gripe, and headed off on her latest mission of mercy.

***

A couple of days later, John had just finished his afternoon therapy, and the orderly directed John back to his room. The door creaked open, and Cindy came into the room. “Hello, John. I'm going to give you a post-therapy wash up... if you'll sit on the bed, I'll get the water ready.”

She ran some warm water into the bucket, and found a sponge from underneath the bed. After putting a little bit of bath oil into the bucket, she undid John's hospital gown and found that his penis was already erect. She washed all around his belly, making small rivers around his stomach.

John's eyes were in a state of semi-sleep, but he closed them again when Cindy gently and tenderly washed his genitals, squeezing his penis after she was through. She began to knead the flesh between her hands, and it was obvious that John was really enjoying the attention.

Soon, she began to pleasure him, alternating long strokes with a skilled tongue and good suction. Suddenly, his back arched, and he began to climax. One wave after another made his hips buck, but Cindy was able to catch it all in her throat.

***

A few days later, John's condition improved dramatically. Therapy became painless, and John was able to bend over and stretch. Every day, John did Tai Chi exercises to put his mind at even balance, and to keep boredom at bay.

The next week, John was released from the hospital. Cindy missed him, but she never lost her cheerfulness as she treated the other patients. Later that week, Cindy received a beautiful bouquet of roses, with a note attached:

“Cindy: I would like to repay your kind services at the hospital. I know you might have gotten in trouble, but what you did was better than any medicine. Stop by my apartment for coffee and conversation...” and the address of his apartment was given at the bottom of the card.

***

Cindy rang the doorbell a few days later, after she went to a party with her friends that got raided by the police. John answered the door; he was watching “Nightline”, and on the table was a cup of tea. “C'mon in, Cindy. I wasn't expecting you,” he said, and Cindy entered.

“Am I disturbing you?” Cindy asked with a catch in her voice, but John raised his hand. “You're only interrupting a night with Jay Leno, Ted Koppel and the entire staff of Columbia Broadcasting,” he said modestly. “You look very nice tonight... not like you do at the hospital,” he added, drinking in her form enclosed in a denim miniskirt, white Edwardian shirt, white heels, and white mesh nylons.

John handed her a cup of Chamomile Tea, in which she drank slowly. A orange-red lipsticked smile traced her lips, and she never took her eyes off of John as she sipped.

“As I said before, if I got you into any trouble, I am completely sorry,” John smiled wanly.

Cindy laughed, and shook her head. “I admit I was being a little too forward and not using a shred of medical ethics, but I've read that some form of sex is good for the back. Believe me, my little 'remedy' was furthest from a cure. But I think it gave you impetus to heal, along with the Tai Chi exercises you did daily.”

John responded by leaning over to Cindy and kissing her squarely on the lips. Taken aback, Cindy recoiled a bit, but she began to loosen her resistance. John kissed everywhere on her face and neck, giving attention to each side of her neck, her eyes, and the insides of her mouth. Both of their tongues danced, and neither of them cared if it continued forever.

Cindy began to undress John, slowly undoing each button of his shirt to reveal his chest. It was not a muscular chest, but Cindy buried her head within the thick tuft. She licked his nipples and began to suck on them, and after undoing the belt buckle, she found his erection at full attention. She brought down his boxer shorts and he stood nude after she removed his argyle socks.

Now it was John's turn. Carefully, he removed her blouse, touching her neck gently after he discovered her white bustier-bra. Since the bra had a front clasp, John removed her bra with ease. A well-formed pair of breasts met his gaze, and like a baby he nursed her swollen nipples. As he did, he unzipped her denim skirt, letting it fall to the floor.

Cindy stood up, and he reached to unclip each of her garters from her gossamer white nylons. With a flourish he unhooked the belt from behind, and rubbed his hand up and down her thigh. Her moistness was already running down her thigh, staining the tops of her nylons. Gently he took down her white panties, and found her warm and welcoming mound inviting. He rubbed his hand up and down her slim legs, and as he did, he brought the stockings down as far as her ankles. Cindy bent down, and began to do what she did in the hospital.

But instead of climaxing, John withdrew from Cindy and said something in Welsh. He pleasured her mound, and her engorged clitoris was the feature attraction for her loud moans. But John did not let her have an orgasm either – he backed off and settled her on the couch.

John gently mounted Cindy, and he started to suck on her nipples while entering her gently. For each thrust, her moans grew exponentially louder, and she could hold back no more. She shot up like a bolt as she began to climax; she buried her head in his shoulder as she shook hard against him. Her waves began to excite him, and he also had an intense orgasm... more intense than at the hospital.

John gently cleaned Cindy up and then himself. Her parents would wonder why she hadn't come home, and would freak out if they found out that she had sex with someone twice her age. John hugged her gently, and said, “Darling, you are half my age, and some might frown on that. But there is an old Welsh proverb that says something like, 'There’s nothing foolish about having a good time.' You can visit me as often as you like, because you are welcome here.”

John kissed Cindy lightly on the cheek, and she left the house with tears in her eyes.

* * *

Cindy awoke from her dream, as her alarm clock rang. She was already home, and she looked in the mirror. Walking in a long nightshirt to the closet, she pulled out her old candystriper uniform, looked into the mirror, and smiled. That was so long ago, she recalled fondly, wondering what had become of John...? He was her first... and she swore she would never forget him.

And she hasn’t....

the end

Daddy Dom & the Houseguest

Tyler Wilco

My name is Tom Knox. Most of my friends and business acquaintances call me simply ‘Knox’. I’m 48-years-old, work as a construction foreman, and am happily divorced. After my first marriage ended in divorce, I met my ex-girlfriend, Karen, a widow, with a nineteen-year old daughter named Kensley.

Kensley is a beautiful young woman. She has long blonde hair and big blue eyes. She’s very feminine but with a strong will of her own that makes her even more attractive.

When her mother and I broke up, after several months of dating on and off, her mother moved out and took off with some jerk she met on a dating app. She left me and her daughter behind. Kensley had no family in town and needed a place to stay. I offered to let her stay with me until she could get a job and find a place of her own.

Last night we moved our relationship into a completely different level. It certainly was not planned, it just happened. I’ve never thought about my ex-girlfriend’s daughter in any other way other than a gorgeous, bright young woman. I've spent my days protecting my ex’s daughter from the dangers of being on the streets and homeless, but I never dreamed we’d end up being more than just cohabitants or roommates.

It all started out innocently enough after her mother left, leaving us to fend for ourselves. No big deal, I told my Kensley, we'll get through this and come out the other end fine. I really believed that, and I wanted her too to.

Anyway, the first week we got along fine, things went smoothly, we made meals together. Sometimes Kensley would already be preparing the food for dinner when I got home, which I liked. I’d get in the kitchen and help her finish up the meal. Sometimes we’d eat in silence, but most evenings we’d discuss how our days went. I’d mentioned something that happened on a job site, and she’d tell me about how things went in her classes at the local community college.

Last night was different, though. We decided to give ourselves a break from cooking and treat ourselves. It was my idea, I admit. I just figured we could both do with a little break from preparing and cooking our own meals. It was a Friday night after all, and we’d survived our first week together without her mother. I felt like celebrating, and from the look in her eyes, I figured she did too.

Kensley and I ordered a large pepperoni pizza and scrolled through the movies on Roku to find a movie to watch. I was hoping for a Steven Seagal flick or Al Pacino, but Kensley insisted on a romantic comedy. Being the strong-willed man I am, I put my foot down and we clicked on a movie called There's Something About Mary.

While we waited for the pizza delivery, Kenlsey gave me a big hug and said, “I love you so much.” I didn’t think too much of it, really. I figured she was just thanking me for freeing her from cooking dinner for the evening… or maybe even thanking me again for giving her a roof over her head by letting her stay with me. I did find it interesting and puzzling when she got on her tiptoes and gave me a kiss right on the lips before our hug broke, but I still didn’t read too much into it. I still figured it was her showing her gratitude, even though the kiss was hardly a friendly kiss, more an aggressive, hard kiss the way a man and woman kiss when they are interested in much, much more than friendship.

Still, I shook it off and got on with the evening we’d planned...

About forty-five minutes later, our pizza arrived. I paid and tipped the guy, and we settled down to eat our dinner.

***

After we finished eating Kensley said she wanted to shower before we watched the movie, so I cleaned up the kitchen while she went upstairs and showered.

I finished up and went into the living room and flopped down on the couch and got the movie ready. Pretty soon Kensley came down, her hair still wet, wearing only a long T-shirt.

I looked at her for the first time it seems and realized how grown up my ex’s daughter was becoming. There were definite curves beginning to form along her hips, giving her a very nice, round ass. I could tell through her shirt that her breasts had developed nicely and taken shape as well.

While I wasn’t paying attention, my little roommate had become a knockout!

Kensley, as she usually does, sat next to me on the couch. Her long wet hair made a wet spot on my shoulder. “I'm cold,” she said and she actually shivered, “would you put your arm around me?”

Truthfully I felt nervous as my arm slid around my sexy young roommate.

Nervous because for the first time I was getting sexually aroused by her. Oh my god, what's wrong with me? I’d never paid any attention to a young woman, not one nearly half my age, but here she was, sitting right beside me. So close. And for the first time I was really seeing how incredibly beautiful she was… I’d always known she was beautiful inside, but damn, the girl had a hot body as well!

As we watched the movie, my hand stroked Kensley's arm. Her young body was pressed very close to me, causing my cock to grow hard. I tried not to think about it.

Or her.

As I was quickly finding out, it was easier said than done.

The movie had a lot of funny scenes in it, especially the one where he jerks off and his cum is dripping from his ear, unbeknownst to him. Kensley seemed to enjoy that part as well. Towards the end of the movie there was a kissing scene that was fairly passionate.

Knesley, with her eyes glued to the screen, said aloud, “I wonder if I'll ever get kissed like that.”

I squeezed her closer to me and told her not to worry she'd have tons of boys lining up for her soon.

Lining up to be the first to fuck you, baby girl, I thought to myself.

All of the sudden I found myself thinking about what it would be like to make love to this girl. How I would love to be her first, making it something special. I couldn't believe I was having these thoughts, but at the same time was getting very turned on.

Kensley gave me the same ‘you’re so freaking lame’ look her mother used to toss at me all the time. “Oh, you're just saying that because, well, you're supposed to,” she said in response to my attempt at reassurance.

“No I'm not, honey. I’m not just saying that because I’m you-your friend.” I didn’t know what else to say since I was no longer with her mom. “Any guy would feel honored to get to kiss you like that. And if he didn’t, well, he’s an idiot.”

Kensley smiled suddenly and her whole face lit up like she was on top of the world as her eyes looked deeply into mine. “You mean it?” she asked me, somewhat amazed. “Would you feel that way?”

“Well, uh,” I stammered, “of course I would, Kensley, but older men aren't supposed to kiss their roommates who happen to be younger women like that.” It sounded so clumsy, but I just felt so awkward trying to explain to her that we had a definite age difference, an age gap as they say nowadays. I was an older man, and she was a younger woman. Fuck, I was more than twice her age. Some people frowned on people of such vastly different ages hooking up.

She stared at me for a long minute before saying anything. “Why not?” she asked, sounding uncertain again.

It occurred to me later that this may have all been just a way of getting what she wanted... but at that very moment my mind was too much a blur to care.

“If you love me and I love you, what's wrong with it? C’mon, Knox. I want you to. Pleeaase.”

There was no way I could resist the girl, even if I’d wanted to. I was already so incredibly horny and now she was practically begging me to let my tongue explore her mouth.

I looked into Kensley's big blue eyes and bent down and slowly began to kiss her on the mouth with a desire that in the past was exclusively reserved for women closer to my own age. I knew I was breaking the rule I’d set for myself based on the expectations of others, and I wondered why I hadn’t done it sooner.

Kensley's lips were so soft and warm, I practically melted into them. She quickly returned my kisses with her own intensity and before I knew what was happening my young houseguest and I were making out on the sofa.

My hands slowly caressed her body, still not making contact with any ‘vital areas’. I could feel her breathing becoming heavier as our tongues continued to dance with each other. Finally, I had to back away. This was quickly getting to a point of no return. One in which both terrified me and aroused me at the same time.

“Kensley, we have to stop,” I whispered. “This isn't right. I - I shouldn't have these feelings.”

“Why? Why is it wrong? We’re both adults, and you may have dated my mom for a hot second, but we’re not related in any way. The age difference isn’t a problem if we say it’s not, no matter what anyone else thinks.” She paused her eyes searching mine. “I don't want you to stop. I want you to keep doing what you're doing. Kiss me all over. Okay? I want you to, and I know you do too! I love you, and I know you’d never hurt me.”

I looked into her young eyes and realized how much she really did love me. She trusted me enough to be gentle and caring. I decided then and there to make this a very magical night. I bent back down and kissed Kensley with even more passion, moving my mouth and tongue along her neck. “Oh baby, I’m going to make you feel so special. I love you so much.”

I dropped to my knees in front of the couch and slowly lifted up her T-shirt. With every exposed inch of her skin, I planted soft kisses, working my way up to her lovely young breasts.

Kensley peeled her shirt the rest of the way off as I cupped her mounds in my hands.

“Your breasts are so beautiful, honey.” I gently sucked on her nipples and fondled the curves of her blossoming chest. As I licked around their shape, I heard Kensley begin to moan softly. I let my tongue run down her front, tasting her tanned skin as I licked down her belly, inching towards the top of her panties.

Kensley was wearing some fairly skimpy panties for a teenager. They were very lacy and high cut with a low waistline. She looked so incredibly hot in them. I couldn't wait to see how she looked out of them.

My mouth roamed along the edges of her panties, kissing her inner thighs. I could smell the sweet aroma of her sex as my face hovered only inches away from her pussy.

Kensley instinctively spread her young legs giving me even better access to her virgin treasure, her hips writhing up towards me. I hooked my thumbs underneath the waistband of her panties and slid the last remaining article of clothing off of my young, sexy houseguest.

I don't know how many men out there have ever got to experience the feeling I did when I saw this young woman's untouched pussy laid out for me for the first time. Nothing, I repeat nothing, can compare to it. Knowing that she has given herself completely up to me, knowing that she trusts me that much, and knowing that I am the very first to frolic in this wonderful, secret garden is literally heaven on earth.

Kensley's pussy was so beautiful, so inviting. She had just a wisp of blonde hair at the top of her mound. Her lips were slightly swollen, but looked exactly as they should. Untouched, pure and virginal. I could see a slight glistening of moisture, as the kisses had definitely heightened her arousal.

As I licked along her thighs I heard her moan, “Oh yes, kiss me there… Ohhhh yesssss!”

My first contact with her pussy is one I will cherish to my dying day. She tasted so fucking sweet, like honey only sweeter.

My tongue ran all along her slit, as I probed the inner folds of her sex. My hands cupped the well-rounded globes of her ass, lifting her hot pussy to my face. I became insatiable, devouring her young cunt as if it were the last pussy I'd ever taste.

Kensley squirmed under my touch, her hands reaching down to my head, guiding me to more and more of her inner soul. I could tell she was close to an orgasm, so I licked my way up to her small clit and gently sucked it into my mouth.

“Ohhh goddd!” she squealed out loud. “Ohhh yesss! My goddd, ohhh yesss! Ohh my god yesssss!”

Her first orgasm of the evening quickly enveloped her young sweaty body, bucking her hips wildly into my face. I continued lapping up her juices until she collapsed back into the couch. Her breathing was still hard as she whispered, “My god... that… felt… so… wonderful!”

I looked up at Kensley, my face still drenched in her pussy juices. “Baby, we've only just begun.”

I stood up and removed my pants. My cock was rock hard and standing straight out.

She stared at my manhood, mesmerized by its size. Although my cock is what would be considered just normal.. or just maybe a bit above average in size, to a 19-year-old, who’s inexperienced, it had to look huge. “Go ahead honey, touch it,” I told her. “Be gentle.”

Kensley slowly reached her hand out and put it around my shaft. I could tell she was afraid of hurting me by her motions. “It's okay, Kensley. You can grip it a bit tighter. Now, just slide your hand up and down like this.”

I guided the young woman's hand up and down my shaft, aroused at the sight of her jerking me off. “We'll do more of this later,” I said to Kensley. “Right now, I want to make you feel good again.”

“Oh, Knox, I've dreamed about this. I've wanted you to make love to me for so long.”

I pulled Kensley's hips to the edge of the couch as I remained on my knees. My cock was at the perfect height to enter her. I guided the head of my throbbing cock to the entrance of her hot, tight, pussy. “This may hurt for just a bit, honey. But I promise you, I'll be as gentle as possible. Spread your legs wide for me, baby.”

I rubbed my cock along her slit, getting her nice and wet. Ever so slowly, I slipped the tip past her young pussy lips. They form fitted around my shaft with every inch that delved inside. I could tell she was tense and scared just from her body position. I stopped for a bit and tried to put her at ease.

I began to kiss her young body all over, relaxing her with my words and actions. “It's OK, baby, you're almost there. Just relax…”

I slowly thrust my cock in and out of her, letting her get a preview of what was to come. I was still only in her pussy, maybe two inches or so. But I knew I was up against her hymen. Finally, I began to kiss her more passionately, causing her to rise up to meet my tiny strokes and that is when I plunged past her virginity, thrusting my full seven and a half inches deep into her tight young cunt.

I covered her mouth with kisses as I heard her cry out. I lay still for a moment to let the initial pain subside.

“You did it, Kensley. I'm all the way in, baby. Just lay still and get used to the feeling. You're so tight, baby. You feel so good to me.”

Kensley managed to smile up at me. “I want you to do it, Knox,” she said, her eyes on mine. “I want this. Be my first, okay? Promise you won’t stop?”

I nodded. “I promise, sweetheart. Now, whenever you're ready honey, I'll show you.”

As I spoke I ever so softly began to slide in and out of her newly touched pussy. She was so incredibly hot and tight. No offense to any woman I’ve ever been with, but she had to be the snuggest fit I’ve ever had. I continued fondling her tiny breasts, kissing her all over.

Kensley began to match my rhythm and started to fuck me back. We increased the tempo of our thrusts until our bodies were slamming into one another. I lifted her legs and placed them on my shoulders so I could penetrate her tight pussy even deeper. I was now fucking her with everything I had, my cock ramming in and out of her wet hole.

She was moaning loudly now, getting into the feeling of being fucked hard.

“Oh yes! Yesssss! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

I had never heard her say anything like this. I couldn't believe those words came out of her innocent mouth, but they turned me on even more. I knew I was close to cumming. Her young pussy was like a vise-grip around my shaft.

Kensley reached around and grabbed my ass, pushing me deeper into her stretched cunt. “Come on, Knox, cum in my pussy! I want to feel you cum in me! Ohhh yess!”

I was powerless to pull out as I buried my throbbing cock deep into my young houseguest’s snatch, pumping out wave after wave of my cum.

“Yes, baby girl. I'm cumming… Ohh god, Kensley! You're… so… fucking… tight!”

My body tensed up as the last of my cum filled her freshly-fucked pussy. Almost as soon as my first blast hit her, she tensed and began to come again too. We came together, wrapped in each other’s arms, riding out our orgasms together in a heated rush. It was the first of many hot nights we’d share together.

Afterwards, I kissed Kensley passionately and held her young body tight against mine. “Oh, sweetheart, I love you so, so much,” I whispered in her ear, wondering why I had waited so long to let this happen. It felt so natural, like it was meant to be. And we’d both wanted it, probably longer than either of us were willing to admit. I was filled with a combination of deep sexual satisfaction and concern that her first time had been as amazing as she’d hoped.

“How was it, sweetheart?” I asked, hoping she’d been as satisfied as I was.

She pressed her cheek to mine, her warm lips against my ear as she spoke, “It was great.” She drew in her breath excitedly. “And I can’t wait till we do it again!”

And so we did...

the end
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My best friend Lindsay's father always flirted with me when I came around to spend time with his daughter. I enjoyed his attention, and sometimes I even flirted back a little. I figured that’d be the extent of our flirtation, I seriously couldn’t imagine it ever going any further than that.

Even though I didn't expect anything to ever come of our flirting, I admit it wasn't because I didn't want it to. He was married and my best friend's dad besides, but I still found him awesomely attractive. I remember thinking he was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my young life.

He was much older than any of the guys I'd dated. Honestly, he was older than any of the guys I fantasized about, and I fantasized about plenty of my teachers when I was in high school, even Coach Porter. But Mr. Blake wasn't like most older guys, he took care of himself, worked out, and looked amazing for his age. So, I wouldn't rule out a hookup, but it wasn't likely. His wife would shit a brick if she found out, and I was pretty sure Mr. Blake would never risk that.

At eighteen, I'm in my first year of two-year community college with Lindsay. We're both taking nurse's training. When we're not in class, we either hang out at her house or mine and share entertainment and snacks since neither of us work yet and our cash flow is limited. We have both promised our parents we'll look for summer jobs, even if it's something part time and mind-numbingly boring. By the time summer rolls around, hopefully we'll be settled into our classes or our parents will have forgotten about our promise altogether. It’s already late spring, so… Fat chance, I know!

If I had to admit it, it seems like we spent a lot more time at Lindsay's house than mine, but that was only because I enjoyed being around her dad. You might say I had a bit of a crush on him. I truly did, and I admit it. But, even so, I still did not believe that what happened between us would ever have happened in a million years.

But it did... and here's how it all began.

The day started out just like any other. Lindsay and I had classes in the morning, ate lunch, lounged by the pool at my house, and eventually made our way to her house.

There, in her room, I lay on her bed and watched as she held up outfits while she stared at herself in the mirror on the back of her closet door and asked me for my opinion.

Yes, my BFF had a date with some random guy, Kyle, she met at a cafe downtown. He seemed like a total loser, but he was kind of cute. Besides, I admit I was jealous because he went after Lindsay instead of me and asked her out. That usually doesn't happen. I'm the hot best friend, at least it seems Lindsay’s father thinks so. I guess my best friend was just Kyle's type, and I should be happy for her. I'm trying. But I haven't had a date since I don't know when, and I'm horny in a way I've never felt before.

Anyway, she finally held up a short mini and a cute top. I gave that outfit two thumbs up, and she settled on it after what seemed like forever.

She went off to shower and get dressed. Once she was all ready for her date, she made me promise I'd stay at her house and wait up for her until she got home so she could give me all the deets.

"C'mon, Katie," she pleaded. "I'd do it for you." She pretended to pout, lip stuck out. "I have done it for you!"

I sighed. "Oh, okay," I agreed and hoped her mother wouldn't give me the stink face all evening if I went down for something to drink later and happened to bump into Mr. Blake, literally, in the kitchen. After all, I wasn't sure I could help myself. I was just so freaking horny.

Lindsay smiled and gave herself one last look over in the mirror. "Great," she said. "I have a good feeling about this date."

I shrugged, not wanting to say anything that might encourage her delusions. "Just relax and have a good time," I muttered, and I meant it. I just wasn't sure she should expect much at all from a date with a guy she didn't even know, but maybe I was just being pessimistic because it wasn't me going out with a hot guy.

I love my best friend, and I really did wish her the best. I just couldn't help wishing it was me.

It was late afternoon when Lindsay’s date came to pick her up. They were going out earlier than usual to play putt-putt or some similar shit before going to dinner.

Anyway, Kyle came to the door. She met him, all ready to go, and I stood in the background and said a muffled, “Hi.” He barely acknowledged that I even existed, he was all eyes for my best friend, and she knew it. I begrudgingly admitted to myself that he was even better looking than I’d thought as I waved them off and closed the door.

I leaned against it, eyes closed, and wondered if he looked like steak instead of tuna because I was so horny I could hardly keep from taking matters into my own hands. I made a mental note to do just that later on Lindsay’s bed while I fantasized about her father.

2

I spent a half hour or so in the living room leafing through the family photo album and drooling over photos of Lindsay’s dad.In most of the snapshots, he was wearing a business suit, and he looked drop dead gorgeous. But I wanted to see a bit more of him… if you know what I mean.

In some photos, Mr. Blake dressed casually in a button up shirt and khakis. One photo caught my attention and held it. It was one of him at the seaside with his family, his wife on one side and his daughter on the other. In it, Mr. Blake stood shirtless as if displaying his well-built physique, his chest, broad and muscular, waist tight, biceps bulging. Mmm. So very sexy!

Of course, he’d been younger then, but I bet he still looked amazing. I tried to imagine what he’d look like completely nude. I bet he’d look amazing. I wondered if I’d ever get a chance to see him with his shirt off, let alone see him totally undressed.

I felt a moment of shame at thinking of my best friend’s father in this way, but it wasn’t likely to ever happen. I certainly had no intention of ever letting her know how I felt. So, it wasn’t hurting anyone. Just harmless fantasizing, I told myself, and kept staring at the picture of her dad shirtless.

Until I heard something...

Someone put their key into the lock in the front door!

Fearing the worst, Lindsay’s mother coming home early from work, I could imagine her being angry that I’d helped myself to the family photos. If she knew what I was really doing, she’d be even more pissed. I quickly tossed the photo album back into the basket at the end of the couch where I’d found it.

I sat up straight on the couch and when the door swung open, I looked directly into the eyes of Mr. Blake. He smiled, seeming pleased to see me. But then he always smiled when he saw me.

He tossed his briefcase on the table by the door and entered the living room to say hello. We exchanged a few words in greeting, and he remained standing. He towered over me, dressed in a form-fitting business suit of a nearly charcoal gray. He looked freaking hot, but then – he always did.

“Nadine called me before I left the office,” he explained. “She is working late with her boss this evening. She said there are leftovers in the fridge for dinner.” He paused, looking through to the kitchen. I suppose he expected to see his daughter at the sink getting a glass of water or doing something like that. “It was just going to be me and Lindsay, but I’m sure there’s enough for three. Where is she by the way?”

I explained about Lindsay’s date and why I was here alone and not at my own home. He seemed understanding and assured me that was fine. “You know you’re family, Katie,” he said in that wonderfully warm and genuine way of his. “Now come on fam and let’s get dinner on the table!”

He caught my hand in his, and pulled me to my feet and led me into the kitchen where we found the leftovers in the fridge just as Mrs. Blake had said. Pot roast and potatoes. We took them out and nuked them. With a glass of red wine and a slice of bread, it was a reasonably good meal. But I didn't care if it tasted like saw dust as long as I was with him.

I couldn't help staring at him across the table while we ate. Oh my god, he was the best looking man I'd ever seen, dark haired, nicely tanned, buff bod, and reeking of what some say is the sexiest thing of all. Self-confidence. He had all the right ingredients. He was damned near perfect.

Except he was married… and he was my best friend’s dad.

I wondered if he'd notice me looking at him. If he did, he didn't let on. And I didn't stop.

He made small talk during our meal, mostly about Lindsay and our nursing classes. He did mention our promise to find summer jobs. I wondered if there was anything in his law office, and before I could stop myself I'd blurted out my thought.

He smiled and looked me right in the eye. "There could be," he said quietly, his voice deep but smooth. "I could probably find you something part time, as long as you don't mind a little..." he hesitated as if for emphasis.. "filing."

I nodded. "I'd be fine with that," I told him, and I wondered if he meant something else and if that was why he placed the emphasis on the word 'filing'. I didn't care, really, as long as I got to work around him and sneak peeks at him while I worked.

I noticed he refilled our wine goblets before I finished my first glass. He'd already drank his down and was starting on a second.

Not much else was said, and we finished eating and washed the dishes. He washed and I dried. At one point he handed me a wet plate, and our fingers touched. I felt a sudden bolt of electricity surge between us. I wondered if he felt it too. From the look of slight surprise that widened his sexy blue eyes, my guess was he did...

After we finished washing up, I noticed he finished his second glass of wine and was starting on a third. He offered to refill my glass, but I passed. I didn't want to get tipsy, wine usually went to my head even on a full stomach, and I didn't trust myself in that state. According to Lindsay, I'd done some pretty weird stuff after a few alcoholic drinks. Like dancing with total strangers and their dates, trying to climb onto the bar to do a strip tease, and I cringe at what else.

I wondered if Mr. Blake could handle his alcohol. I decided a big man like him could probably drink a couple bottles and still control himself. I watched him take a sip, though, and nearly hoped I was wrong.

Even so, I told him I'd go up to Lindsay's room and wait for her there, but he insisted I stay and keep him company till his wife got him. I didn't argue with him, because there was nothing I wanted more. I'd only mentioned going up to Lindsay's room because I didn't want to look obvious. I also didn’t want his wife coming home and finding us in the living room together, but I figured he’d already thought of that and figured it’d be no big deal. I wasn’t so sure, but right now I couldn’t make myself care. I had only one thing on my mind, and he was standing right there.

He walked with me into the living room, closely, side by side, his hand almost brushing my rear on more than one occasion.

In the living room, I expected I'd sit on the couch while he splayed out in his big leather chair in front of the TV the way my dad does. But, much to my surprise, that's not what happened.

I sank down on the sofa, and he sat right beside me and put his arm around me, kind of a fatherly thing like he might do with his daughter. He hugged me close and I felt the warmth of his body. He smelled wonderful, a pleasant mixture of expensive cologne and natural male musk. Mmmm. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. I hoped he wouldn't notice, but to be honest I didn't care if he did!

“It’s nice being just the two of us,” Mr. Blake said, smiling. “I think it’s the first time in a long time we’ve been alone together without my… er… Lindsay.”

I took a deep breath. “I think so,” I said, not sure where he was going with this.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he admitted, his voice deep, quiet and intimate as if we were lovers sharing secrets. He even looked me directly in the eye when he spoke. “I think about you alot.”

I felt myself grow warm, and I was sure my face was blushing a bright pink. “You do?” I asked because I wasn’t sure what else to say and because I was trying to avoid his obvious attempt at flirtation.

He nodded again. “I do. All the time.” His eyes met mine again and held. “Do you? I mean… um… do you think about me?”

I hesitated, not sure if this was some kind of trap or if he was really seriously interested in me sexually. It almost seemed like a dream. I couldn’t believe this was really happening, and I wondered how much the wine he’d consumed had to do with it.

“I do… sometimes,” I admitted reluctantly.

He smiled, seeming pleased. “I thought so,” he said and reached out a hand to touch me but stopped himself. Still looking in my eyes, he added, “So, it’s okay for me to do this.”

It wasn’t so much a question it seemed to me, but more of a statement, maybe his way of testing the situation to see what I’d do. I didn’t respond, but he went right ahead...

He brushed his thick fingers across my t-shirt front, right over my pert tits. I wasn’t wearing a bra, which I’m sure he’d noticed, and I could almost feel his fingernails scrape my hard little nipples. I drew in my breath. Yep, this was really happening, and my pussy responded, clenching like mad, a growing dampness collecting along my slit.

“Did you like me touching you?” he asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I croaked out.

“Good.” He leaned closer to me, his lips just a couple inches from mine. “Because I want to touch you all over. Would you like that?”

“Ye-ss, sir, Mr. Blake.”

“Katie, call me Rick. Okay?”

“Okay, Mr… er… I mean Rick,” I stammered out.

My breath caught in my throat as I realized where this was headed. I was pretty damned sure he was going to fuck me right here in the Blake living room, and I wanted him to do it now. My pussy was still pulsing like crazy, and I wanted him deep inside me. I wanted his cock buried in my tight little cunt, and I wanted him to ravage me. I wanted him to fuck me good and hard like no man ever had before.

I could feel his breath on my face, warm and sweet from the wine, as he stared into my eyes and let his hand drop between my legs, between my thighs. He watched my face as he slowly slid his hand up closer to my wet hot cunt. My breathing was becoming jerky the closer he got to my vee.

Suddenly he reached my pussy and he started to massage it with his hand. I could feel the dampness growing with each touch of his fingers. He leaned closer and started to kiss right beneath my ear, driving me wild at the touch of his cool lips against my warm, sensitive skin. I writhed against his big hand between my legs.

He kissed down the side of my neck, and I continued to buck against him. All the while his breathing became deeper and harder, almost labored, like he was incredibly turned on, horny as hell – or both.

He unzipped my shorts and pushed a big finger inside, feeling around, wiggling and touching the front of my panties. He fingered my pussylips, smeared my wetness, and I felt a twinge of embarrassment. But when his fingertips began to circle my swollen clit, the pleasure was so much that it didn’t seem to matter. The more he rubbed my most intimate spot, the more I wanted him to keep at it and never stop.

“You know what I want to do?” he whispered in my ear.

I shook my head slightly, but I couldn’t form any words. I did manage to get out ‘what’ but it came out a slurred “Wharrr?” and sounded as if I’d drank too much. But I knew mine were because a big sexy hunk had his hand between my legs, fingering me. I wasn’t so sure about him, though. I wondered if the things Mr. Blake was saying were fueled by the wine he’d drank, but his words certainly weren’t slurred and he definitely wasn’t having any trouble getting them out. Still, I wondered how much liquid courage he was getting from the wine.

“Something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time,” he told me.

“What?” I asked foolishly, again wanting him to say the words.

“Let’s just say I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he answered but really didn’t. “I’d rather show you.” This time he moaned out the words while his fingers worked me, rubbing my pussylips in a frenzy as he pushed my panties aside to get into my tight hole. All the while I panted with the excitement of what was happening. Just the touch of his big, strong fingers, pushing into my wet hole, nearly sent me into an orgasm. No one had ever touched me this way, and I couldn’t wait for his fingers to be replaced by his cock.

All of a sudden, his fingers pushed deeper into my clenching pussy, and I came up off the couch, my back arching with the suddenness of his powerfully rough force. He pushed in even deeper, and as he did so, his lips slid from my neck across my cheek to my mouth. He kissed me hard and deep while he finger fucked my tight little pussy with a sexual fury I’d never experienced before.

I suddenly became aware that my hand was on his bulging, muscular thigh, and I slid it up and right onto his hard cock. He was huge. I wondered if his giant cock would even fit into my little tight cunt without stretching me hideously wide.

I grasped him through the material of his slacks and his shorts. I squeezed him hard, again and again, and with each squeeze he moaned into my mouth, pushing his tongue between my lips and pulling it out. The movement of his tongue simulated the thrusts of his fingers.

We stayed like this for a while until our kiss finally broke.

“Oh, Katie, you’re so damned beautiful and I’ve wanted you for so long,” he said, almost drunkeningly, still thrusting into my soppy little cunt with his fingers. Only now it was more like a part of his hand was pounding me, and the sensations created by the movement of his hand rocked me deeper than anything I’d ever felt before. He invaded my little hole like he owned it, and at that moment – he did!

My mind was reeling. Here I was in the Blake’s living room being fistbanged by Mr. Blake himself, the sexiest man I’d ever laid eyes on. It was freaking unreal, and I didn’t know how much I could take before I came.

Pretty sure I was close to coming right then, I pushed his hand away from my cunt and he sat back as if I had suddenly rejected him. That’s when I came up with an idea to keep the excitement going. “I-I want to su-suck your cock,” I begged, and it sounded like the words were gurgling up from my throat. I really did want to suck him. I’d been fantasizing about it for some time.“Pl-lease! Let me!”

He suddenly smiled, seeming pleased and began taking long breaths in anticipation of what was to come.

I slid down between his widely spread legs. Reaching up, I unzipped his slacks and his stiff, enormous cock sprang free. I took him into my mouth, deepthroating him hard and deep. So deep he pushed slightly down my throat and made me gag. Somehow I managed to keep my gag reflex in check and suck on his thick shaft, tasting every inch of it.

When I pulled my mouth off him, his cock was jerking slightly and seeping cum from the slit at the tip. I stuck out my pink tongue, pointed the tip and licked it across the head of his cock. I licked up the drops of cum that peeked out each time I squeezed his shaft, tasting his sticky sweetness.

“Mr… I mean Rick, you're so big,” I stressed the word big. I’m not sure why. I just figured he’d appreciate that. From the look in his eyes as we stared at each other, he did. “I want it inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

“I will,” he said, sounding almost too choked up to speak. I wondered if my mouth on his cock had had something to do with that or if it was what I had just said. I had a feeling it was what had just fallen from my mouth and not what I’d put in it. “Wait just a little longer. Trust me, it’ll be worth the wait.”

He took my hand and pulled me back up onto the couch beside him, but when I started to sit up, he used his hand to urge me to lay over beside him, almost as if I were straddling his lap, but only my face was above him, right over his cock.

I knew I had been close to coming before I’d pushed his hand away, but my orgasm had backed off since then. Now, though, he placed his hand back on my little pussy and started to finger me again, only this time he used his thumb to tweak my clit while he pushed in and out of me. Damn! This felt freaking amazing.

I closed my eyes and waited, knowing damn well if he kept this up, I’d orgasm right there on the couch all over his hand.

With his free hand, he shoved my face down on his cock, urging me to suck his cock while he fingerfucked my pussy in a mindblowing frenzy.

I sucked his cock like those cock sex mad girls I’d seen in porn movies when I had a boyfriend who liked to watch them before we had sex. Taking him in as deep as I could, I stroked my mouth up and down his cock, pulsing my lips tightly along the shaft as I did, and sucked on his round cockhead each time I reached the tip. With his cock in my mouth and his fingers up my snatch, I suddenly shuddered, stiffened and erupted into the most intense orgasm of my young life.

The jerky movements my mouth made on Mr. Blake’s cock while I climaxed was all he needed, suddenly he exploded in my mouth, his warm juices spurting deep down my throat. I worked my mouth on his cock, swallowing and swallowing as I tried to take in every drop of his enormous load.

Even though I worked hard to get every sticky sweet drop of his cum, his load filled my mouth so full that some of it spurted out the corners of my mouth. When I pulled my mouth off his cock, I let my tongue lick the cum from the corners of my lips. The rest I wiped on the back of my hand and licked it clean. Next, I licked his cock clean and collapsed in his lap.

“Oh, fuck, Rick,” I said, out of breath and still revelling in my own orgasm and both of us coming together. I’d never come with a cock in my mouth before. It felt amazing.

I leaned against him, and he encircled me in his strong arms. I felt so safe and satisfied. For the first time in weeks I wasn’t so freaking horny that it was the only thing I could think of. I could feel the warmth of his body against mine. He rested his chin against my forehead, and I could feel his lips brush my skin. Mmm, it just felt so damned good.

Soon we’d recovered and Mr. Blake pushed me off his lap and pulled me to my feet. He spread the throw blanket from the end of the couch over the back. He told me to undress as he quickly stripped off.

After we undressed and stood there facing each other, completely naked, I couldn’t help looking at him. I’d wanted to see him undressed for so long. He was even more attractive than I’d imagined in my fantasies, his body totally buff, muscular without any excess flab. I actually felt my breath catch at the sight of him. I’d never thought of a man’s body being beautiful, but his was…

While I took in the gorgeous sight of his naked form, he was enjoying the sight of mine. His eyes were all over me, moving up and down my young body before finally settling on my breasts. He stared at me so intensely that my pussy actually did a little tremor and cunt juice leaked out. I wondered if I’d dribble on the floor, and I fought the urge to cover my little wet cunt with my hand.

Since not a word was said, I stood there wondering what he was up to. I barely formed the thought in my head when he pulled me into his strong arms, kissed my cummy sweet lips, pulled his mouth away and turned me away from him. I could feel his hardening cock pushing against my buttocks.

I just went along with what he was doing, and he bent me over the back of the couch and placed the head of his cock below my buttocks. At first I feared he was going to take me up the rear, and I was still a virgin there. I winced, but he shoved in and found my moist slit. Even though I was slippery wet, it still took quite a bit of effort, even force, on his part, but he finally entered me from behind. Once there, he plowed my depths, battering my little wet twat with rough, raw passion until we both came again and he collapsed against me.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me with him to the floor. There we lay together, spent, breathing hard, resting against each other, eyes closed until…

We heard a car door slam.

We stared at each other, eyes wide, not breathing.

“Go!” he said loudly.

I grabbed my clothes from the floor and I ran up the stairs into Lindsay’s room. I closed the door behind me, leaning against it, out of breath. I don’t know how long I stood there, but long enough to calm down and catch my breath.

Later as I lay naked on the bed, Lindsay’s father’s cum still dribbling from my well-fucked cunt, I heard the shower down the hall. I figured Mr. Blake had gathered up his clothes and hurried to take a shower. He sometimes did that after a long day at the office, so Mrs. Blake would not be suspicious that he was already getting cleaned up for a restful evening in front of the TV.

I closed my eyes and relived every single moment of what had just happened between me and my best friend’s father.

By the time Lindsay got home, I’d cleaned myself up and put on one of her nightgowns. I only half-listened while she rattled on and on about how wonderful her date had been, I was still thinking of the wonderful time I’d had with her father...
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A few days later, Lindsay had her second date with Kyle. I admit I was surprised there was a second date. I figured it’d flame out after their first, but I’d never tell her that. Lindsay seemed particularly excited about the date. Kyle was picking her up early again. They had a rematch at putt-putt. She had beaten him the first time, and he wanted a chance to get even. I guess it all seemed like playful fun. I even tried to feign interest because Lindsay seemed excited about it.

Since my encounter with her father, I was a lot less horny so I could feel happy for her without all those conflicting feelings coming into play. Just the thought of what had happened between me and her dad did give me flutters though… in places, one in particular, I’d never admit.

Before she left for her date, Lindsay insisted I stay over again so she could fill me in on the deets when she got home. I finally agree.

After Lindsay left for her date, I found the photo album again and spent quite a bit of time flipping through the remainder of the photos that I hadn't yet seen. I found another of Mr. Blake without his shirt. He was holding Lindsay when she was just a baby, maybe a newborn. Wow, was he ever sexy! But, in my opinion, he was even sexier now, and I formed this opinion after seeing the man not only with his shirt off but with everything off!

I was still fantasizing about the man when he walked in the door. This time I had forgotten to lock it.

He had come home early again. He’d been doing that a lot lately. I wasn’t sure exactly why, but I know why I hoped… I hoped it was because he hoped to catch me alone again so we could spend time together. He was spending more time around me than ever since we had sex that afternoon.

The thing is I hadn’t decided exactly how I felt about that, about doing it again, I mean. I couldn’t shake the fear of getting caught. I knew it’d wreck my friendship with Lindsay forever. I wasn’t sure it was worth taking the risk, especially when I worried Mrs. Blake might walk in any minute and catch us in the act.

Still, I wanted to.

I’d have to see how I felt if he tried to get with me again. If he did, I’d have to decide to give in or not. Right now though I couldn’t imagine turning him down cold. But what alternative was there?

I didn’t have much time to think about it. Here was Mr. Blake, standing just a few feet away from me, and just a few minutes after Lindsay left for her date. I kind of wondered if he’d been sitting someplace watching for her to leave, but I shook it off. It just sounded too unlikely. Still, there he was looking all incredibly sexy in my favorite suit, the dark gray one he’d worn when we’d first made love. He looked so dreamy. My breath caught in my throat. I couldn’t imagine turning that down.

Once I got my breathing under control, I explained to Mr. Blake that Lindsay had already left for her date. He didn’t seem surprised, like he already knew.

Mr. Blake gave me the same look he gave me the last time we were together. I had to remind myself that I couldn’t just give in again without thinking of the consequences. After all, there were other people to consider, and their feelings as well. I would have to resist being fucked again by the sexiest DILF I knew. But, if he was as determined as I thought, what could I do? How could I put him off?

I had an idea, but I wasn’t sure it’d work. Surely he wouldn’t try anything with Mrs. Blake in the house, at least, that’s what I was counting on…

Little did I know he wouldn’t be put off even if Mrs. Blake was sleeping just down the hall.

“You want to start dinner…” his voice trailed off and became even deeper, even sexier, “or… would you rather we enjoy each other again?”

I wanted him to say it. “Sex, you mean?” I asked, looking right into his dark eyes.

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Well,” I hedged, “I’d like to, but I don’t know if we should. I mean, your daughter is my best friend, and I hate the idea of hurting her. Mrs. Blake has…”

“I know my wife has always been nice to you,” he finished impatiently.

I nodded. “I just don’t want to mess things up.”

“Katie, we can keep this just between the two of us,” he assured me as if hoping to win me over. “I was thinking – ”

I was pretty sure I knew where he was going. I had to stop him before he said it. “Mr… hmmm… Rick,” I interrupted and tried not to look into his eyes, “I enjoyed what we did together, but – ”

“Don’t you want to… um… us to be together again?” Now he interrupted me and the way he said it, it sounded very alluring. I already knew he was going to make it hard to resist, and the way he was saying it wasn’t making it any easier.

“I’d like to,” I admitted, and this was true, “but I’m afraid. We came so close to being caught. I don’t think it’s worth the risk.”

“We can be careful – ”

“No,” I was adamant.

I stared at him, sitting there, looking rejected. It was all I could do not to just give in right there. I still wanted him. Really wanted him. It was like now that I was denying myself the opportunity to be with him again, I wanted him even more. I wanted him to take me, use me, make me his slutty little girl. I wanted him to lick every freaking inch of my nubile body and ride me all night long. Oh, how I wanted it!

But I couldn’t allow myself to give in...

He sighed, obviously disappointed. “Okay, then, if that’s the way you feel.” His voice sounded draggy now, letdown. After a moment of silence, he added, “Are you saying we can never be together again?”

He looked at me, right in the eye, and it was all I could do to look away. I felt almost sorry for him right then, but not so much that I could allow myself to give in.

I shook my head.

“No, I'm not saying that,” I heard myself say, and I could hardly believe I was saying this, given the way I felt after the first time we’d had sex. But I had to. It was a part of my plan. "Sometime when no one else is around, just the two of us, you can surprise me. Wherever you find me alone, even in bed, you can have your way with me. Just take me by surprise and it'll be good for both of us."

“What if you...you’re… you know… asleep?” he wanted to know.

“You can still have your way with me,” I told him.

That seemed to be the answer he was anticipating because I noticed immediately the huge tent in front of his slacks.

When I looked up at him, I also noticed a look in his eyes that was electric, like a light had been switched on... No, like a wave of excitement had just surged through him. I wondered if he was as turned on as I was. I knew I'd fantasize about this for the next few weeks. I had a feeling he would too.

My cellphone dinged and I lifted it up from the couch beside me.

Lindsay had texted me. She was staying over at Kyle’s. She wanted me to tell her parents. I told Mr. Blake. Again I saw his eyes light up. At first I thought he disapproved of his daughter staying out all night with a guy she’d just met, but he didn’t seem upset about it. He almost seemed pleased.

It would be a bit later before I realized how pleased he really was...
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When Mrs. Blake came home, she seemed surprised to see me, and I quickly explained about Lindsay’s date and how she wanted me to stay over.

We had a dinner of salmon and a salad. Afterwards I excused myself and went upstairs to Lindsay’s room. I planned to spend the evening up there, pretending to watch TV while I played over and over in my head the incredible pleasure I had passed up with Mr. Blake.

Later I heard footsteps, lighter than Mr. Blake, as Mrs. Blake came up and got ready for bed. She popped her head in to say goodnight and headed down the hall.

I imagined Mr. Blake down there all alone in the living room, and I had to fight the urge to creep down the stairs and join him.

But I just couldn’t...

Later I heard the TV downstairs turn off, and then heavy footsteps as Mr. Blake made his way upstairs. He stopped at my door to say goodnight.

He stood there for a moment, looking so sexy with his slightly rumpled, white linen shirt open at the neck, just enough to reveal his muscular chest. Damn he was sexy! It was all I could do to keep myself from pouncing on him right there. Somehow, knowing his wife was just steps away, I managed to restrain myself.

I noticed he had a mug in his hand, and I figured he’d wanted a last cup of coffee or some warm milk before bed.

But I was wrong.

“Here.” He held the mug out. “This is for you.”

I took it, unsure what this was about. Our hands touched when he passed the mug to me. I felt a little surge of electricity between us. I wondered if he felt the jolt too. If he did, his handsome face didn’t give it away.

“It’s hot cocoa,” he told me. “I thought you’d like something warm to sip on before bed.”

It wasn’t exactly what I would have preferred, if you know what I mean...

“Thanks,” I said, surprised, but it seemed like a nice gesture.

“I made one for Nadine, too,” he said. “She brought hers up with her to sip while she got ready for bed. It always helps her sleep. I thought it might help you too.”

“Goodnight,” I said, not wanting him to stick around too long and get any ideas, not when he’d just reminded me that Mrs. Blake was right down the hall.

He gave me a weird look before turning away. “Goodnight, Katie,” he said at the door, “sweet dreams.”

I smiled at him, and he closed the door.

I took a quick sip. Mmm, so good. I really appreciated the cocoa after the first taste, and I took another. I kept sipping until it was all gone. By now, I felt really sleepy. So damned sleepy I could barely keep my eyes open. Maybe it was the power of suggestion. But I figured it was just exhaustion from the week. It was a Friday night, after all, the end of a long week of studying hard and attending classes.

Unable to stop myself from constantly yawning, I turned off the TV and dressed for bed in one of Lindsay’s babydoll nighties, a hot little black number, and slipped between the covers. I turned out the light, and the room was flooded in the soft, warm glow of Lindsay’s Pretty Pretty Princess night light, a relic from her Daddy’s little princess era.

My head barely hit the pillow before I drifted off to sleep, a deep, dreamy sleep where Mr. Blake was suddenly back in the room with me… and in the bed with me as well...
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Sometime later in the night I thought I heard the door open and someone enter. I stirred but didn’t wake up. I felt someone close to me, as if someone had sat on the edge of the bed. Then I heard a voice. His voice.

“It’s just me,” he said quietly.

And I knew who it was...

My thoughts were still hazy. I was more than drowsy, I was half-asleep. But in the back of my mind I knew what was going on. I knew Mr. Blake had taken me up on the offer I made earlier, the offer that he could ‘surprise’ me and take me, even if I were asleep. Since his wife sleeps soundly after a warm cocoa before bedtime, I guess he figured we’d have little chance of being caught... whatever happened…

“Hey there, sleepy girl,” he said close to my ear. I could actually feel his warm breath on my cheek, on my neck, but my eyelids felt so heavy. It would take too much effort to open them… even for him.

“Daddy’s here. Are you ready for your sleepy surprise?”

I didn’t respond, at least, not in words, but I believe my lips parted as if I were anticipating what was to come.

I felt him pull down the covers, slowly as if he might awaken me. Even in my semi-half-asleep state, there wasn’t much of a chance of that.

I must have been laying on my side, with my back towards the edge of the bed, because he rolled me over on my back. He straightened my legs and spread them wide apart. I remember for some reason this made my pussy clench slightly. I could feel it even in my drowsy state, and I believe it was because I wanted his hand to slide up between my thighs and onto my vee to finger me some more, getting me ready for his incredible tonguefucking or whatever was to come.

But that’s not what happened...

Instead he seemed to just freeze or maybe stop moving. For a few seconds, I didn’t feel his hands touching me anywhere. It was like he was sitting back and taking in the sight of me lying there in a tiny babydoll nightie, bunched up around my thighs and giving more than a passing view of my young, smooth body.

After a while, he leaned over, and I could feel his warm breath against my tits. He placed his hands on them, one on each breast and cupped the tight, smooth flesh through the sheer material. His fingers caressed my tits, squeezing lightly, then a bit more firmly. I could feel the slight scrape of his fingernails as he traced my nipples, making small circles. A silent moan escaped my slightly parted lips. I don’t think he noticed because he kept exploring my body.

I felt his big, strong hands drift down my body, across my taut stomach and just above my vee. Mmmm. I wanted to moan out loud, beg him not to stop there. Keep going, Mr. Blake, where I really want your hands is just a little further down!

But he didn’t go further down… not yet anyway. What happened next, though, was just as good, if not even better.

I felt his lips touch mine, and my mouth parted as his tongue pushed inside, explored, retreated and did the whole thing all over again before giving me one long kiss and pulling away.

I tossed a little.

Even in my sleep I wanted more.

But now he was kissing my neck, suckling on the tender, sensitive skin just above my shoulder. The pleasure was immense, rippling through me even in my subdued state. His lips kissed across my upper chest, just below my neck and down to my tits. He took one of my nipples into his warm, wet mouth and suckled for a while before switching and doing the other. He sucked me through the silky sheer fabric of the nightie, which for some reason, even in my subdued state, I found incredibly sexy. The pleasure was again mindblowing, and I wanted to reach up and hold his head to my tits.

But I couldn’t lift my arms. All of my limbs felt so weak, so heavy, like it would take all the effort in the world to move them. All I could do was lay there and enjoy him while he enjoyed me…

When he lifted his head from my breasts, I felt a hand slide up my thigh and right between my legs, under the edge of the short gown, and onto my mound. Somehow even in my sleepy state, I realized what was happening, and my pussy quivered excitedly as his fingers caressed my slit, smearing the wetness that had seeped there. Slowly his dampened fingers pushed inside, deeper and deeper, opening me up. His thumb rested on my clit, stroking it until the pleasure was so intense I felt like I could come – even in my sleep.

“How’s that feel, huh? You like it, don’t you?” his voice panted as the sensation became more and more overwhelming. “I know you do.”

Now Mr. Blake was preparing to fuck me while I slept. Hard and Deep, I hoped.

All I could do in my drowsy state was to lay there and wait for him to take me. That’s what I wanted so badly. I knew I might be able to wake up enough to push him away or at least resist by turning away, but he had me so turned on that this was the last thing I wanted… I wanted him between my legs, his giant cock buried as deep as it’d go in my soppy little twat while he plowed me with long, hard strokes that seemed to go on forever…

“I know you want this as much as I do, Katie,” I heard him whisper as if he were reading my mind. I thought I heard him let out a low, deep moan as he rubbed his long, stiff prick against my inner thigh. I could feel the tip leave a cool, wet trail on my skin as it slid closer and closer to my little snatch.

I held my breath and waited for the tip to part my pussylips as he mingled my wetness with his and pushed his way in…

But that’s not what happened.

He teased my little cunt, rubbing his cock over my pussylips, even letting the tip slide just inside and then quickly slip back out. It was maddening – and yet it felt amazing. I could only imagine how great it would feel when he finally put it in, the sweet friction his thick shaft would create as he shoved in and went deep.

While I waited, hoping he would push in and fuck me senseless, he suddenly withdrew. I felt his cock pulling away from me, and I wanted to reach out and stop it. But I was still too asleep to move.

I felt him push up the little sheer gown, his breath warm on my little twat, and then he buried his face in my crotch. I wiggled my hips slightly as he licked my slit, licking away the pussy juice. His tongue pushed just inside my slit, lapping at my wetness. Tongue-fucking me. The feel of him inside me sent little pulses of pleasure spiraling through me, and I knew if he kept it up long enough I could come with only his tongue inside me, my orgasm flooding his mouth with my sweet nectar.

I began to moan in my sleep, light, almost playful sounds, as he kept thrusting away at me with his tongue. He nibbled my little clit and sucked on my cunt until it happened.

I came.

I erupted against his face, my hips bucking, my snatch filling his mouth with my juices as I rocked my little ass hard against his broad, stubbly face until my pussy felt sore, even a little raw. But I just kept going, riding against his face, until my orgasm subsided.

“Now I’m going to fuck you senseless,” Mr. Blake announced when he finally lifted his head. “You want that, don’t you?”

I grunted, trying to say ‘uh-huh’, but it didn’t come out that way. Instead it came out almost like a muffled moan, just enough for him to know that my answer was ‘yes’. Although in my head, it was more like ‘hell yes!’

The thought was barely out of my head when I felt him over me, poised for a moment while he placed the tip of his cock against my entrance and all at once shoved in.

Finally able to move now, but still not awake enough to open my eyes, I reached up and put my hands on his broad, muscular shoulders. I could feel the power rippling through him while he pounded me hard, thrusting into me, easing out, and then ramming his monster cock back into my snug little pussy, balls deep. He plunged into me again and again, pleasuring me with each push.

“I’ve dreamed of this, Katie, of me taking you just this way, and I bet you have too,” he said through clenched teeth, his breath tight. “Wake up, sweetheart, so you can enjoy it.”

I again made a sound, a slight moaning sound, but it was like several moans strung together.

He made a little sound like strangled laughter. “I knew you’d love it,” he said simply.

Then he put all his effort into fucking me like I’d never been fucked before. He pounded me so hard the bed rattled, like it might fall to pieces beneath us, but he didn’t seem concerned that the noise might awaken Mrs. Blake.

He grabbed my legs just under my knees and lifted them slightly as if to get a closer, press his body even tighter to my little pussy, and make his long prick go in even deeper. Plowing me rough, he pistoned into me with almost perfect precision.

When he was really going at it, I managed to open my eyes, and, from the faint amber light that shone from Lindsay’s nightlight, I could see his magnificent, powerful body on top of mine, thrusting into me and showing no mercy. I rocked my hips against him, wanting him to go even deeper, fuck me even harder.

My hands reached out in the darkness, clutching at him. I wanted to feel his body while he fucked me. I rubbed my fingers across his muscular chest, letting my hands rest against his bulging biceps as he stiffened and began erupting inside me with long, deep strokes that filled me with cum each time he thrust in. He filled my little pussy to overflowing and his cum mingled with my cunt juices until our combined juices spurted out around his thick shaft and dribbled onto the bedding beneath me, leaving a wet spot on the sheet.

He collapsed against me and then rolled off me and onto the other side of the bed. Exhausted and spent he lay on his back, breathing hard.

I rolled on my side and snuggled in close to him. I’d never been as satisfied sexually as I was right then.

“How was it?” he asked when his breathing finally slowed.

I smiled up at him in the semi-darkness. “Like a dream come true,” I said quietly.

And I meant it…

the end
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Chapter One

“I heard someone outside,” I said, peeking through the blinds. I looked out at the door of the townhouse next door, then out at the street. A large rental van, the kind used for moving, was parked near the curb. There was a guy with his back to me, shifting boxes at the rear of the van. I couldn't get a good look at him.

But one thing caught my eye.

He had a nice build. A fit, tight ass!

"The new neighbors are moving in," I called to my boyfriend, Jason, who was in the zone, the gaming zone, and blind and deaf to everything going on around him. He was sitting glued to the couch playing Xbox as he did every day after work. He said it 'relaxed' him after a hard day. I wished he could find another way to release all that pent up energy, something we could do together. But it'd been months since we'd made love. Right now I was so desperate I'd settle for a little bit of cuddling.

"Who's doing what?" Jason asked over the blaring sound of the game.

With a deep, frustrated sigh, I turned away from the window long enough to respond. "The new neighbors are moving in," I repeated.

Jason actually looked up at me for a split second. "You mean Liz moved?" he asked, turning back to the action on screen.

Liz had been our neighbor for five years. She was an elderly lady who mostly kept to herself and looked after her cat. She'd moved to assisted living weeks ago.

"Yes," I said. "I told you she'd moved. I guess you were too busy playing your stupid games."

"What'd you say?" he asked, trying to get his voice above the sudden burst of even louder noise.

"Nothing."

I turned back to the window, but the man had gone inside the house now.

"Are they a younger couple like us?" he asked now that the action had slowed down.

I shrugged. "I don't know. I haven't really seen them."

"Oh."

"But I was thinking we could go over and introduce ourselves after dinner," I said, as if I were just thinking out loud.

"Uh, I dunno," he started making excuses. "I'm gonna pause this, and I want to get right back to the action. We can always meet them this weekend... when we have more time."

"I still think I'll go over," I told him. "Maybe I'll go over now. I don't want them to think we're unfriendly or too preoccupied to welcome them to the neighborhood."

I was sure Jason hadn't heard a word I’d said. He was back in the action, eyes glued to the TV, fingers flying across the controller like his life depended on it. Mmmm. I wish he touched me that way.

Turning away from the window, I went upstairs and checked my hair and makeup. Not bad. I stared at myself in the mirror. The black skirt I'd worn to the office was relatively wrinkle-free and showed off my curves nicely. My low-cut white blouse showed off my big breasts and revealed just enough cleavage without screaming "Here they are, come and get 'em!" I didn't want the wife to think I was a total slut. First impressions are everything, after all.

I thought of taking something over, maybe a dish they could have for dinner, but there was nothing in the fridge. I didn't have time to cook anything. Besides, that oven pilot light was acting up again. I'd have Jason check it later, if he ever took a break from that game. Right now I'd just have to go over empty handed and take them something over tomorrow, after I'd had a chance to use the oven.

"I'm going to meet the new neighbors," I told Jason as I walked past the living room. “Sure you don’t want to come with me?”

"Nope. I'm good."

I heaved, shaking off a little rise of anger and headed out. I stood for a moment just outside the door. Jason and I had been together since we’d met in college, and we’d gone to work at the same tech company shortly after graduation. Our life together had seemed near perfect for a while, but lately Jason seemed to want to be anywhere but with me and doing anything but me.

I wasn’t sure what’d gone wrong; he just seemed to lose interest. I guess I’d never really know for sure. It was like we’d grown apart.

Remembering why I’d come outside, I decided to punch down those thoughts as best I could. The late afternoon sun was still warm, and it felt nice on the narrow porch we shared with our new neighbors. Glancing down to the curb, I noticed no one was at the moving van.

I walked over to the door, which was open and peered inside. I saw the man bent over placing boxes along a wall. He must have heard me because he stood up suddenly.

When he turned around, I nearly lost my breath. He was someone I knew. Someone from my past...

Chapter Two

There he stood. Solid muscled stud. Thick arms tattooed, black ink and intricate patterns. A total biker vibe. The first man I'd ever had a crush on. Dark haired. Just like I remembered. Gorgeous, happily married... and my best friend's father.

"Katelyn," he said before I could get my voice back.

"Mr. Brent," I gasped, hoping I didn't sound as foolish as I felt standing there gawking at the most perfect man I'd ever laid eyes on.

"Call me Josh," he urged, smiling as he pulled me into a strong, bear hug. "We're both adults now."

I gave a little nervous laugh as he squeezed me tight, my breasts pressed hard against his solid chest. Hmmm, I bet he has solid muscle everywhere. I felt my pussy clench at the thought. "Yes, yes, we are," I stammered, thinking back a few years when I used to stay over at my best friend's house and secretly swoon over her dad. "How's Amy? I haven't spoken to her in a while."

"She's great, thanks," he said, slowly letting go of me.

"Good. I'll have to give her a call or text her... soon." I glanced around. "Where's your wife... Josie?"

"Amy didn't tell you?" he asked, now looking a bit serious. "Josie and I split. We’ve been divorced for more than a year now."

"Oh, I'm sorry." But it was a case of 'sorry not sorry', for sure.

He shrugged. "We just grew apart," he explained, then added, "which is cover for she met a younger guy and left me behind."

"Really?" I couldn't believe that's what had happened. She had seemed so happy and so sensible. Wow, she must have lost it big time, I thought, staring at the vision of male perfection standing in front of me. I felt a pang of sorrow for his loss, but then I was conflicted. After all, his loss could be my gain, right?

He nodded. "Yeah, but truthfully we had grown apart. So I don't hold any ill will towards her. I'm moving on with my life just as she has. That's why I'm here. My new home and your new neighbor."

I smiled, unable to hide how pleased I was. "Welcome to the neighborhood, Mr..."

"Uh-uh," he interrupted. "Remember. Call me Josh."

"Yes, Josh, well, welcome to the neighborhood," I corrected myself, staring into his blue eyes. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't help myself. I wondered how this man could not possibly know I had a crush on him when I was younger... and I still did. I couldn't remember the number of times I'd thought about him over the years… the number of times I’d gotten myself off… seeing his face and imagining he were taking rough and hard me like I wanted so badly...

"Thank you, Katie," he said, referring to me as he had when I used to visit his home with Amy. But the look he gave me was different somehow than it had been then. Back then he’d looked at me the way he looked at a daughter, and now he was looking at me the way a man looked at a woman.

"Jason and I are just next door if you need anything," I told him, starting to turn away. "Just give us a holler."

His eyes widened, but I couldn’t tell if he was disappointed to hear that I was attached. "Is Jason your husband? Amy hasn’t mentioned that you’d married.”

I shook my head. "No, he's my boyfriend," I admitted, almost reluctantly. I secretly wished we were both single. That way the timing would have been perfect.

"We'll have to get together," he said, his eyes on mine. "The three of us, I mean. We could go out to dinner or something."

"Sounds great," I said, thinking I wish it could just be the two of us. Despite his gaming fixation, I was sure Jason could tear himself away from his video games for a free meal at a nice restaurant. Well, maybe I could find another way for Mr. Brent and I to be alone together...

Chapter Three

The walk back to our apartment was only a few steps, but I drug it out as long as I could. It was all so much to take in. My dream man was back in my life. It was like fate had stepped in and brought us back together after five long years. There had to be a reason, and I was betting my damp pussy and weak knees were all the clues I needed.

I closed the door and Jason looked up at the sound, actually putting the game on pause. "So... what's the family like?" he wanted to know.

I shrugged, hoping he wouldn't notice how shaken I was. "There wasn't a family," I replied. "Just a single guy. I mean a divorced man."

"And?" he was getting impatient.

"He's someone I know," I admitted. "It's Mr. Brent, Amy's dad?"

"Amy's dad?" he repeated, frowning like he’d just smelled something foul. "Your best friend's dad is our new next door neighbor. How's that for coincidence?"

"Pretty good, I'd say."

"Yeah, me too." He paused, thinking. "The old guy isn't going to cramp our style, is he?" he asked finally. "I mean he'll probably keep to himself like Liz did, even though you know him and his daughter is your best friend?"

"Yeah, I suppose," I answered, thinking Jason was full of himself when it came to other people. He was really judgy lately and made some harsh assumptions without giving people the benefit of the doubt. "But he's not that old, really."

"You mean he looks great for his age?" Jason asked, with a slight grin. But I was sure he was clueless about my feelings for Mr. Brent. Hell, he was clueless about most things.

I knew I had to be careful what I said or I'd let out too much. "I guess so. Anyway he's nice, and he's my best friend's dad..."

"And you have to be nice to him," he finished for me, “and make like happy neighbors.”

"Yeah." I didn't trust myself to say more than that.

"So, babe, what's for dinner?" he asked, unpausing his game and getting right back into play.

~

After dinner, I couldn’t stand watching Jason play his stupid video game for a second longer. He acted as if he killed one more alien, he’d win the lottery or something orgasmic like that when all I could think about was the man next door. Mmmm, such a handsome stud just steps away. My poor pussy hadn’t had this much excitement in months, so I left Jason to play his game and I went up to bed early.

I could hear the racket from the game even in our bedroom, but I was determined not to let it steal anymore of my pleasure.

I quickly undressed and slipped nude between the cool sheets.

I lay my head back against the pillow and began pinching my nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. Mmmm. That felt so freaking good. The only thing that would feel better was if Josh were doing it...

After a while, I slid my hands down my belly and between my legs. My fingers pushed through my pubic hair and found my aroused clit. I began to work my excited little button, and I felt my pussy responding, nearly begging for relief. It had been so long since I'd been touched... by anyone...

I traced a finger along my damp slit while I thought of the man next door... my best friend's dad. I imagined how he'd take me roughly, manhandling me in a way Jason never had.

I kept working my clit, my movements getting more intense, almost frantic, and all the while I pressed two fingers just inside my tight hole, which was getting wetter the closer I came to orgasm.

"I know you've wanted this for a long time," he'd whisper in my ear. "I remember how you'd look at me when you came over for sleepovers with Amy. I know what you wanted then, and I know what you want now."

He'd shove into me, bury himself deep in my hungry little hole and ride me hard and raw till I let go screaming out his name.

I lay there, my fingers still buried in my juicy twat, enjoying the afterglow as my orgasm washed over me again and again. I could hear the video game noise in the background and Jason swearing. Guess he just blew a play or something. It wasn't the only play he'd blown... he’d totally missed out on the fun going on in the bedroom too...

Chapter Four

It was my day off. I spent the morning trying to think of a way to get Josh over here. I knew he was still getting settled in, and there was a lot of mess over there. If he came over here, we could be a lot more relaxed while we spent a little time together.

Remembering the pilot light needed to be lit, I decided I’d ask him to do it. Jason had neglected it for nearly two weeks now, and I could do it myself except that I was a little terrified of the gas and a lit match. I imagined the townhouse exploding into a million tiny pieces like those houses in news reports I’d seen online. Besides, I’d rather watch a gorgeous man do it any day!

Dressed in my tightest tee and short-short jean cutoffs with sandals to show off my cute toes, I headed over and knocked on Josh’s door. He opened it almost immediately, as if he’d seen me coming.

“Katie, good morning,” he said, smiling as if he were pleased to see me, then his eyes took in all of me from head to toe, his eyes lingering just a little on my breasts. I always had a feeling he was a tit guy. “How are you?”

He was wearing tight jeans and a button up shirt that was buttoned only half way. Mmmm, he looked good enough to eat. I almost forgot why I’d come over. “I-I’m fine, Mr… er… Josh. I know you’re still getting unpacked, but I was hoping you could do me a favor.”

“Anything, Katie, you know that,” was his quick response.

“I want to use the oven,” I explained, “and the pilot light has gone out again. Jason promised he’d fix it, but he hasn’t gotten around to it. Do you think you could take a look?”

“Sure. Lead the way.”

I did, imagining that along the short walk to our townhouse Josh’s eyes were glued to the gentle sway of my nicely flared hips.

Once we were inside, I led him into the kitchen and stood by the stove. He opened the door, and tried the knob and the button for igniting.

Nothing.

He asked for a match. I gave him one of those gas matches that Josh always uses.

I watched as he knelt in front of the stove, his muscles flexing as he lowered his heft. He clicked it to light and stuck it in the hole near where the flame always comes out. There was a sudden burst and the oven lit up with a nice blue flame.

Right about then I imagined my pussy reacting pretty much the same way...

“How’s that?” he asked, interrupting my little fantasy.

“That’s awesome!” I squealed and jumped into his arms, pressing my tits against his chest as I wrapped my arms around him. "I knew you could do it."

My lips brushed his chin, near his lips, and I looked up into his steely blue eyes. I started to speak, but the words never left my mouth.

Josh's lips were on mine... silencing me...

Chapter Five

Josh took my hands in his and pinned me to the wall beside the fridge. He held my hands above my head as he leaned in and crushed my lips with his. I parted my lips and let his tongue slip into my mouth, then I pushed my tongue against his and he sucked on my tongue while he gripped my hips and pressed his hardness between my legs. He felt huge, but I was too caught up in the hottest kiss of my life to give that much thought.

When the kiss broke, he looked into my eyes. "How about Jason?" he asked, sounding a bit breathless.

"H-he's at work," I answered as he leaned in again and began kissing my neck clear down to my shoulder, hitting that sweet spot near my collar bone that sent my pussy into clenching overdrive.

"Then we have the place all to ourselves," he assumed, then went back to kissing my neck.

I sighed, feeling ripples of pleasure surge through me each time his lips touched me. "Yes."

“Are you sure we should do this?” he asked, genuinely concerned. “You are my daughter’s best friend, after all…”

“I don’t care if you don’t. She never has to know.” At least he hadn’t said I was young enough to be his daughter, which was also true. But I didn’t care about that either. I’d wanted this man for so long. I was ready for him!

He raised his head and searched my eyes as if looking for any hint that I had any reluctance. “OK, if you’re sure.”

I nodded. “I’m sure.”

"Good," he sounded, pleased. "I've wanted you for so long."

I wanted to say I felt the same way about him, but I didn't. Instead I said, "Really?" Because I knew that this meant he had wanted me way back then... when I was visiting his home for sleepovers with his daughter. This realization hit me hard, and my pussy gasped like it needed to be filled... and soon.

"Uh huh," he said and again his lips were on mine while I slowly finished unbuttoning his shirt and slipped my hands inside, letting my fingers glide across his well-muscled abs. He was perfectly sculpted, and he felt amazing hard beneath my hands. From the bulge in the front of his jeans, I knew something else was hard, and I couldn't wait to feel that too… in the deepest way possible.

Josh squeezed my big tits through my tee shirt, watching my erect nipples poke at the thin fabric since I wasn't wearing a bra. The way he handled them and pushed them together, they looked even bigger. He grabbed the bottom of my tight tee and pulled up, ripping the thin material to shreds.

"I've ruined your shirt," he sounded apologetic.

"It was old," I lied, not wanting him to dwell on this. "Just keep going."

He didn't need anymore encouragement, though. Overcome by his growing excitement at seeing my bare breasts. He whistled. "Hot damn, it's a shame to cover those up," he said, his eyes alive with excitement as he leaned in and kissed one nipple while tweaking the other between his thumb and forefinger. "Those are some amazing tits right there," he whispered as he pulled his lips away.

While his attention was on my breasts, squeezing them and watching them bounce slightly when he hefted them in his big hands and let go, I concentrated on unfastening his belt, unsnapping his jeans, and working his zipper down with trembling fingers.

I then unfastened my jean shorts and shrugged them down the curve of my hips while he tried to help. God, I loved the feel of his hands on me. Together we worked my tight shorts down and they puddled around my ankles. I stood there in my sexy white thong, which could not hide my wetness or the wet streaks dribbling down between my thighs.

"I did that to you?" he asked, sounding pretty pleased with himself.

"Hell yeah," I said, looking into his eyes. "You could do something else to me too."

"Say it."

"Fuck me," I answered. "I want you to fuck me. I need your cock inside me. Jason would rather play video games than play with me."

"Jason needs his freaking head examined!" he said incredulously.

Without another word, Josh pushed his jeans down, along with his boxer briefs and his cock sprang free, bouncing slightly and fully erect. His cock pointed directly at my pussy as if to say "That's for me." He was huge just as I'd imagined, nearly ten inches and thick, the kind of cock that can do some real hard, rough plowing, and my soppy twat was just aching to get shredded by a big cock like his. Hmmm, I'd waited so long to have my best friend's daddy to fuck me raw.

With a quick flick of his hand, he snatched my thongs, ripping them off of me and letting them fall to the floor. I moaned at the sight of what he had just done, and this time he was unapologetic. He placed a finger to my lips, and I sucked on it while he placed his other hand between my legs, feeling my wetness. He traced a finger along my slit, smearing my juices. "You're so damned hot," he smiled, placing a damp finger to his lips for a quick taste. "I'd say you're ready to be fucked."

I didn't need to say a word, not that I could with his finger in my mouth. I just looked up at him, pleading for him to do it.

Fuck. Me. Now.

He pulled his finger from between my lips, and gave me another quick kiss. Then he stood back for me to take his thick muscle and bring it to my aching hole.

Just the tip of his cock entered me... very snugly. I winced as he shoved, trying to get inside me. I wiggled my hips to try to get him in deeper. But it just wasn't going to fit.

Josh pulled himself free. "Damn, sweetheart, you are so freaking tight!" He sounded more excited than frustrated.

I spread my legs a little wider, readying myself for him to give it another try.

Josh took his big, thick cock in his hand and placed the tip again at my wet hole. Without any hesitation, he shoved into me again. His big cock shredded my pussy, stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched before. He sunk it all the way inside me.

"I-I've never had one that big!" I worried.

He just grinned at me, knowing damned well I wanted it. All of it.

He did that little thing with his hips, kind of a twisted gyration and moved inside me... out a little and then back in with a rough thrust. It felt so amazing. I'd needed to be filled by a cock for so long. It was all coming at me in a rush. The friction against my pussy walls. The feeling of being filled so full. And the realization that the man doing all these wonderful things to me was her daddy... my best friend's dad!

I couldn't take it any longer, and I felt my orgasm beginning to ripple through me. "Fuck me harder!" I said through clenched teeth.

"You like this big pole shoved into your hungry little pussy?" he asked, and I knew it was because he wanted to hear the answer.

I nodded.

"Say it," he commanded.

"Yes. I love having your big cock shoved into my tight little hole. Now fuck me like you mean it!"

And with that he let go on my needy pussy with a vengeance, thrusting his hips hard into me, sinking his cock as deep as it could go. My orgasm hit me so hard my teeth chattered. I writhed and shuddered as Josh fought to keep his big meat inside my tight hole.

He pounded me so hard, slammed into me so roughly that I literally clung to the wall for support.

He was fucking me through my orgasm, letting me ride his pole hard, and I knew he had to be close to cumming too. The way he was hammering me, it wouldn’t be long...

But then something happened that made him come to a dead stop.

We heard a car drive into the garage.

Jason?

"Was that what I think it was?" Josh asked, startled.

"Yes, it-it's Jason. He must've left some paper work at home that he needs at the office. He’s always doing that."

"Let's stop," he urged quickly. "We can pick this up later. Maybe after he heads back to the office."

"No," I said, surprising myself by what I was saying. I held him in place, buried inside me. "We have to do this now. I don't want to stop. I need this. You need this."

"But we're going to get caught," Josh told me.

"I don't care," I told him, and it was true. I'd been neglected by Jason for so long, maybe it'd do him good to see how a real man takes care of his woman. "Just fuck me. Now. Shoot your load deep inside of me!"

"Where could we go?" he asked.

"Let's go into the bathroom," I begged him urgently, looking to my left. "It's down that hall. At the end."

I was glad he didn't realize we had to walk right past the garage door on the way...

He hefted me up, his cock still buried deep inside me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. He held me close and tight as he carried me down the hall, his muscles flexing and his big body not struggling at all. He carried me into the bathroom and kicked the door closed, locking it behind us.

Then he planted me against the wall, and he began to move inside me again, this time with a renewed determination.

While he fucked me like a man on a mission, we could hear Jason's car door slam, hear him insert his key in the door.

The urgency made everything more intense, more driven, and suddenly we were both coming in a fury of movements. Josh was shooting his big load of warm cum deep inside my raw little cunt, and I was bucking against him, pressing my lips to his as I came again… this time in most mind blowing orgasm of my life… one made all the more hot and intense because of how close we were to getting caught. As if being with a man I’d literally craved wasn’t enough to make me spontaneously combust, knowing that I was being plowed like a cheap whore by my best friend’s dad while my boyfriend had come home early and came thisclose to walking in on us in the act was all I needed...

I collapsed against him, trying to catch my breath quickly so that I could deal with Jason.

We heard him walking through the house. I wondered if he were trying to find me.

Josh let go of me, and his cock slipped from my pussy leaving a trail of cum down my thigh and on the floor.

I started to speak, tell Josh how I planned to handle Jason, but he put a finger to my lips.

Jason was just outside in the hallway.

I grabbed a towel, wrapped it around me and went to the door. I unlocked it as Josh moved behind the door so that when it opened, he'd be shielded from view.

I pulled the door open… just a small bit. "Jason, you're home early."

He stood there smiling at me... clueless as usual.

"Yeah," he said, "I left some paperwork in my desk. I needed it for work." He paused, taking a deep breath. I hoped he couldn't smell the scent of raw sex. "I was thinking we could have a bite of lunch before I head back."

I smiled. "Sure, let me finish my shower," I told him. "I'll be out in a sec."

I closed the door and leaned against it, relieved that we hadn't been busted. "OK, we can shower together," I told Josh quietly, and then while I keep him busy in the living room, you can slip out the back."

He nodded, already heading for the shower and pulling me along with him. I pulled away, and he looked at me, confused.

I locked the door. "Just in case," I told him.

Then we enjoyed each other all over again in the shower, our orgasms again intensified by the knowledge that Jason was just beyond that door, our moans and groans muffled by the sound of running water...

~

Epilogue:

Jason and I split a few weeks after Josh moved in next door. I kind of initiated it by saying we seemed to want different things out of life. To my surprise he agreed right away, and I was a little hurt by that. I’d expected him to beg me to reconsider.

But it would not have mattered.

I had made my mind up, and I guess he could see that. Begging would have only made things more awkward.

Since then Josh and I have been seeing a lot of each other in and out of bed, and we even stay over at each other’s places several times a week.

Amy knows her dad lives next door to me, but we haven’t told her yet that we’re involved. I don’t know how she’ll take the news. It’s not like we’re going to get married or anything.

Josh hasn’t asked me...

Yet...

the end

Daddy Dom’s Unexpected

Birthday Surprise

Lakelyn Wilder

It was the year of my 18th birthday. My life long friend, Jena, was planning a party for me at her house. I was excited to be there that morning to help plan and decorate the pool area for my birthday party that night. It was a Saturday, sunny and warm. We had all eaten breakfast together and played tennis earlier. I now stood in the kitchen staring out the window watching while Jena and her mother set up tables by the pool.

Jena’s parents were wonderful. They spent many times at my house playing cards with my parents and Jena would spend the night. We took vacations together and spent hot summers on Jena’s father’s boat. Jena’s mother, Kay, was slender and blonde just like Jena. She was young at heart, easy to talk to and at times it was hard to remember that she was not one of us teenagers.

Her father, Michael, was tall, dark and muscular. I had always thought he was handsome for a man in his forties. He was an architect and had built the house they lived in. I admired his creativity.

I noticed him watching me throughout the morning, checking out my legs in my teeny tennis skirt. His eyes on me made me have little flutters in my stomach and quivering and dampness between my legs.

At some point I realized I liked being watched… by him.

***

Sometime late in the morning, Michael had cornered me in the kitchen while Jena and her mom were out of the room. I believe they were upstairs, well out of earshot.

His huge, bulky body loomed in front of me, and I was nearly overwhelmed by his presence. I couldn’t deny I found him incredibly sexy. He had the most gorgeous smile I’d ever seen, and when he looked into my eyes, I literally shivered.

“I have something for you, Lily, something just for your birthday,” he said, his voice deep but quiet. “It’ll be just between us. Something from me especially to you. Don’t mention it to Jena or her mom. Okay?”

I nodded slowly, my mind filled with thoughts about what it could be. I sucked in my breath in wonder. “I won’t,” I managed to croak out.

He smiled that smile that slayed me every time. Damn. Such perfect white teeth and kissable lips. No man should be that sexy… and unavailable, I decided.

He placed a hand to my cheek, and a thick finger traced the curve of my jaw to my lips and across my mouth before drifting away. “I’ll surprise you,” he told me. “When you least expect it.”

Jena’s mom called from outside. She probably needed help hanging something. Maybe some of the lights.

He turned abruptly and disappeared through the door to the backyard.

I stood there, backed against the edge of the island, my breath shallow and excited as I kept thinking about what this gorgeous hunk of man could have in mind for me. I knew I wouldn’t know for a while, and the anticipation was both killing me and delicious at the same time. I could hardly wait to get my gift...

***

I began running warm water in the sink to wash dishes, smiling happily while listening to Jena and her mother talk and giggle from the patio area.

I placed the dirty dishes in the sink and squirted dish detergent under the running water. Suds automatically began to mound and I immersed my hands in the slippery softness. Just as I did I felt warm gentle hands caress my shoulders and Michael’s deep manly voice soft in my ear. “You don’t have to do those dishes, you can leave them for later.”

His breath was hot and close to my ear, sending shivers through me. I instinctively stiffened aware of the sexual tension suddenly hanging heavy in the air.

I knew this man well. Had practically grown up in his house. I remembered the time he taught me to swim. I had been afraid of the water. His strong arms had held me safe and I now remembered how his hands had felt on my stomach as I learned to tread water. I also remembered those hands cradling my butt when he taught me to float. He never did anything inappropriate, but I liked his touch. Mmm, I could just imagine his hands on me right now.

Now Michael’s hands moved down over my arms and squeezed gently.

“Happy Birthday,” he whispered and kissed my neck.

I raised my eyes to see Jena and her mother still on the patio further towards the back yard now hanging lights in the trees.

“I told you I want to give you something special for your birthday,” he said and cupped each of my breasts in his hands. He squeezed my nipples through my tennis sweater between his thumbs and forefingers. A wave of pleasure ran through me and I sighed and closed my eyes. I didn’t want him to stop but at the same time I knew we were doing something very forbidden. I felt him press against my back, the hardness of his already erect cock rubbed against my firm tight ass.

I suddenly realized my hands were in the water. I turned off the faucet and began looking for a towel to dry them. My thoughts of a towel were erased as I felt Michael’s hands on my thighs. He slowly slid his hands up my tennis skirt while he nibbled my ear and neck.

His breath was coming faster now as he was getting more aroused. I felt his finger tips raise the elastic on the leg of my panties and slide inside. He ran the fingers of one hand over the soft warm hairs of my pussy and across my clit. “God, you’re wet” he moaned against my skin.

Laughter from the pool brought me once more to reality and I looked to see where Jena and her mother were. They were still at a distance and busy with their task. I turned slightly in Michael’s arms to look at him. He was looking out the window too.

When he felt me turn he looked down at me and our eyes met and locked. I saw the passion there and it took my breath.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked in a whisper, his fingers rubbing my clit. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”

I looked down at the bulge in his pants and nodded yes, the word was soundless on my lips. With my hand, wet from the dish water, I touched his hard cock through his pants. Gently at first running my hand across the length of it. So big. I couldn’t imagine one so huge. I certainly had never seen one, but it excited me.

He exhaled and glanced out the window.

My fingers wrapped around his cock and squeezed and he drew in a deep breath and closed his eyes in ecstasy. I continued rubbing his hard cock through the fabric of his pants and he bent to kiss me.

Our lips touched slightly at first then Michael’s tongue ran slowly across my lips parting them before entering. My tongue instinctively found his and licked against it feeling the velvety softness of it. He captured mine between his teeth and sucked gently on it. I lost my senses not caring who walked in on us. I wouldn’t have been able to stop, not now.

Michael’s fingers were still in my panties rubbing against my clit and sliding in and out of my pussy, I was about to explode. My breath was proof of it and Michael knew it. He suddenly stopped his sweet torture of my pussy and removed his hands from my panties.

His hands left me for a moment to unfasten his belt and unzip his pants. He pulled them down along with his underwear to his knees. His large erect cock now stood straight out.

I had never seen a man’s cock before and I couldn’t resist touching it. It was smooth, warm and hard in my hand. Michael wrapped his fingers around mine and showed me how he wanted me to hold him. “Like this baby, oh yeah, just like that,” he whispered, his voice deep with passion. “You’re doing so good.”

“Oh, my god, you’re so big,” I told him, looking up at his handsome face.

He smiled, “You ever been fucked before?” he asked, a little grin on his lips as if he was about to introduce me to something really special… something that would change my life forever… like turning eighteen.

Only better.

I shook my head. “No.”

“I’ll show you how,” he said and took my other hand. “Cup my balls like this,” he

instructed me and placed my hand under his balls. I was surprised how soft and smooth the skin was in that area, warm but with just a hint of coolness.

My hand was there. Right there between a big, desirable man’s legs. My pussy trembled, then quivered again and again. I could feel my panties getting wetter.

“Now stoke my dick a little harder,” he told me. “Oh yeah, sweetheart, like that.” His hips began to move back and forth sliding his hard cock through my hand as I massaged his balls with the other.

He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. He let me drive him while his hands held the tail of his shirt up. I started feeling something sticky on my palm and Michael pulled my hand away.

“Oooo, you gonna make me cum if you keep that up,” he whispered, his voice a wee bit teasing but with a note of seriousness. “Let me play with you a little.”

He bent over the sink to see where Jena and her mother were before he came back to me.

He pulled my sweater up over my breasts and loosened my bra. He pushed the bra up to expose my nipples and bent his head to suck one, then the other. They were hard and throbbing.

I felt his hard cock stab my crotch each time he bent to nibble and suck my breast. The sensation was maddening. Sending wave after wave of pleasure through my body. My pussy ached to be touched.

When I thought I couldn’t stand it anymore, Michael lifted me to the counter top and pulled off my panties. He pulled my butt to the edge of the counter and leaned me back against the cabinets. He then knelt down on one knee and his head went to my crotch.

I didn’t know what he was doing until I felt his tongue dart across my clit. A pleasurable moan escaped my lips as I felt his fingers slide into my wet pussy. His tongue danced little quick steps across my clit stopping now and then long enough for him to suck it and nibble it gently between his teeth. All the while his fingers sliding in and out of my pussy making wet sucking sounds.

My hips moved uncontrollably to the rhythm of Michael’s hand. I could feel the beginning of something build inside me, almost like my soul was about to leave my body and I wanted to scream.

Michael suddenly stopped what he was doing right when I thought I was surely going to die. He stood and kissed me gently saying, “Shhhh,” against my lips. “We have to be quiet,” he whispered, before looking again out the window. Secure that his wife and daughter were still busy he came back to me.

He kissed me again, passionately running his tongue in and out of my mouth while I sucked on it. He then put his hands on my ass and pulled me almost off the counter. His hard erect cock knew exactly where to go. I felt the pressure of it as it penetrated my tight wet pussy. Michael stopped pushing it in right as the head of his cock disappeared.

He kissed me gently and breathed, “This is going to hurt for just a minute and then it will be okay. You ready?” His eyes searched mine.

I nodded.

“You sure, baby? I don’t want to hurt you.”

I nodded again and whispered a breathless, “Yes.”

With one hard, quick thrust I felt something stretch and a sharp pain before Michael’s cock filled the emptiness of my pussy. All the while he looked into my eyes, making sure I was okay.

He began to fuck me with steady stokes in and out until the pain of losing my virginity passed. With each powerful thrust of his cock I felt the rising pleasure I had felt before, building in my clit and inside my pussy making my stomach tingle.

As silent as we could be, we fucked harder and harder until our orgasms exploded sending waves of tiny electric currents through our bodies

I bit down on Michael’s shoulder to suppress the scream that wanted to escape from me and he held me tight and we rocked together until I felt the last jerk of his cock inside me.

Michael breathed against my neck and said, “Oh that was good, you felt so good, baby.” He kissed me again before helping me off the counter.

I stood there, a little shaky, my legs a bit wobbly like soft noodles. He steadied me until I could stand on my own without wavering. I felt a little pain of a different kind when he took his hand away from mine.

Handing me my panties he said, “Guess we need to get cleaned up before we get caught.” He smiled then kissed me again and said, “Happy Birthday, babygirl.”

I looked up at him, stared into his gorgeous eyes and smiled. He’d given me something, a special birthday present just from him, that I’d never expected… and never could have imagined...

Something I would never forget.

the end
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