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Promised to Her Best Friend’s Daddy

	 

	Courtney got almost everything that she wanted for her 18th birthday, which had been last month.

	She liked the car, a Civic, that her parents bought her to use at college. And she liked the gift cards and other little things.

	But something was missing. Or rather, someone. And that someone sat in her living room having a couple of beers with her dad.

	Courtney walked into that living room feeling the rush of the air-conditioned breeze running over her bare legs and tummy. She knew her dad didn't approve of wearing a skirt so short. Or a crop top, but she was 18 now and about to move away to school so there wasn't much he could do.

	Connor glanced at her and then did a double take, which tied her stomach into knots and sent her heart pounding. It was just the effect she'd been after.

	Connor covered up his surprise with another mouthful of beer before saying, "Hey, Court, how's it feel to finally be old enough to vote?"

	She sat down on the arm of the couch and put her hand on her dad's shoulder. Connor sat across from them in the big wingback, the glossy-topped coffee table between them.

	"I hope that's not the only thing I'm legally allowed to do now," she said.

	"Well I'm pretty sure your dad would kill me if you talked me into buying you smokes or booze," Connor said with that easy smile of his.

	"Damn straight," her dad said with a chuckle, "Gotta keep my little angel pure for as long as possible, but you know the feeling."

	Courtney smiled as sweetly as she could. Inside, she wondered what her dad would think if he found out that Courtney spent pretty much every night thrashing around in bed, torturing her throbbing clit with the vibrator that she'd convinced Genevieve to order for her.

	Courtney shared a Prime account with her parents, but Connor let Genevieve have her own. She still remembered the night they'd spent perusing the adult toys section together, picking out exactly what they wanted.

	"Speaking of my angel," Connor said, "Where is Gen anyway?"

	"Oh, up in my room," Courtney said, "I just came down to grab some sodas and then we figured we'd go for a drive in my new car."

	"Well I'm sure you're bored hanging out with dear old dad already," her dad said, clapping a hand on her knee, "You guys go have fun."

	Courtney's pulse raced when she turned her smile on Connor, "Oh, I think you're lots of fun." She made eye contact with him.

	Then, before she could let her mind talk her out of it, she did just what she'd been fantasizing about.

	She spread her legs. Not completely, of course. But enough to give Connor an eyeful of the white cotton panties clinging to the shaved lips of her pussy.

	And he looked. His eyes widened for a moment before he could control himself. He hid his reaction with another mouthful of beer before leaning forward.

	His reaction electrified Courtney, who bounced up from the armrest of the couch. She couldn't help smiling.

	She couldn't help how wet she got at the thought of turning on Genevieve's dad so much and so quickly that he actually had to lean forward to hide the growing bulge in his jeans.

	Because she'd always had a crush on Connor. And for a long time now she had promised that her first time would be with him.

	It was just that she was the only one who knew it. Though that would change soon enough.

	She made sure to roll her hips extra as she pranced out of the room. When she stole a glance back over her shoulder, she caught Connor's eye again.

	This time he didn't look away.

	Courtney's tummy went all tight and saliva squirted into her mouth. She didn't want to wait any longer. She wanted him now, right then.

	But she knew that she couldn't have him yet. Somehow, that made her want him even more. She'd been curious about sex, as was natural, and had done a fair bit of research on the internet.

	Older guys seemed to love making it with younger girls. She'd grown addicted to watching these men guide these girls through incredible orgasms.

	And she loved it when the men came. The way it looked like it felt so good it hurt. Would Connor make a face like that when the tight, wet sheath of her pussy sliding up and down his length made him lose control?

	She hoped so.

	Courtney got upstairs and pushed the door to her room open. Genevieve lounged on the bed, scrolling through her Insta feed. She glanced at Courtney and did a bit of a double take.

	"You okay, Court?" Gen sat up, a frown of concern creasing her normally smooth and youthful forehead.

	Courtney's heart lurched, "Yeah. Why?"

	"You're all red, like sunburn-red."

	Courtney noticed then how hot her skin felt. All over. She glanced down at her bared legs and arms and saw what Genevieve meant. Her mind raced to find an excuse.

	"Yeah, I'm all turned all thinking about your dad," Courtney stuck out her tongue.

	"Gross!" Genevieve screwed her face up.

	Then they both laughed and that seemed to defuse the situation. Courtney laughed because it wasn't actually a joke, but Genevieve didn't have to know that.

	They hung out for a while, chatting about guys they'd miss from school when they moved away to college.

	Then it happened. Courtney didn't even have to prompt it.

	Genevieve, sitting beside her on the bed now, gently rocked her shoulder into Courtney's. "Hey, want to come over tonight? My mom's gone on some work thing and I'm afraid my dad will stay up all night watching action movies or something and I don't think I could take it."

	Courtney almost caught herself saying that Genevieve could spend the night at her house, but thought better of it when she realized that this was exactly what she'd been waiting for.

	"That sounds pretty good to me," Courtney replied. She smiled sweetly at her best friend. Just under the surface, she was on fire.

	Tonight. It's happening tonight! Oh, God, how am I supposed to make it to then?

	Genevieve didn't bother telling her dad that Courtney was coming over. Which made things interesting when after supper Courtney crossed the street to Gen's house and knocked on the door.

	Connor answered, eyes widening when he saw who stood on his front porch. "Court! What are you doing here?"

	Genevieve came into view at the top of the steps up to the second floor. "Oh, she'd spending the night."

	Connor looked back at his daughter, "Is she, now?"

	"Yeah, that's cool, right?" Genevieve said.

	Connor turned back to Courtney, his jaw working. Courtney knew then that he hadn't stopped thinking about the way their eyes had locked. Or the way her ass had swayed as she'd left the room.

	She could tell that part of him wanted to come up with some excuse to keep her away. That nothing good could come of it.

	"Dad?" Genevieve said.

	"Fine, fine. Just don't bug me," Connor said, swinging the screen door open and stepping aside so that Courtney could come in.

	"Oh don't worry," Courtney said, "No bugging. Promise."

	They hung out again. This time in Gen's room. Courtney could barely keep herself from glancing constantly at her phone, or out the window when the sun finally went down.

	When Gen started yawning, Courtney's pulse raced.

	"I think it's bedtime for me," Gen said, "Must be all the heat, but I'm beat. You?"

	Courtney faked a yawn, pushing her knuckles against her mouth for a moment. "Yeah, beat."

	Ever since they were little the girls shared a bed on sleepovers. And that night was no different. Gen switched into pyjamas while Courtney wore nothing but a loose-fitting tee and her panties.

	That 15 minutes or so of lying in bed, waiting for Gen's breathing to take on the long rhythms of sleep were painful.

	They'd already stayed up later than Connor, who'd turned in fairly early. Which meant he was probably also asleep.

	But that was just how Courtney wanted him.

	Heart thundering so hard past her ears she thought it would wake Gen up, Courtney slid out of bed and stole out into the hall.

	Even though it was dark she knew it as well as she knew the one in her own home.

	The door to the master bedroom stood open a crack. Courtney peered inside and swallowed hard. Connor slept on his back on his side of the mattress. He was shirtless, and one bare leg poked out from beneath the covers.

	He shifted a bit. Just enough for Courtney to catch a glimpse of his bare cock when the covers moved. Her pussy throbbed.

	He's naked!

	Quiet as she could, heart still blasting thunder past her eardrums, Courtney crept into the room. She pulled off her top and shoved her panties down.

	With great care, she climbed into the bed. Her skin burst into gooseflesh when she pulled the covers over her nude body and felt the heat that had built beneath them.

	Desire left her pussy quivering with a heat of its own, and her tender, engorged clit begged for her to rub it.

	"Barb? Didn't think you were coming home tonight," Connor grumbled, still mostly asleep.

	"Hmm," Courtney said, eyes wide. She turned onto her side, facing away from Connor, hoping that if he glanced over he'd just see a feminine lump in the bed and assume it was his wife.

	Except then he turned onto his side as well. He spooned her. A shiver of delight swept through her as the hot curve of his body pressed into hers.

	His cock, flaccid, bumped against her ass. His hand found one of her breasts and cupped it gently.

	Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she pushed her ass back against his cock. She couldn't wake him. Not yet. Not while he still might have the willpower to get her to leave his bed.

	His shaft stiffened against the firm cheeks of her behind. Stiffened enough that it settled between them in the delightful cleft there. She rolled her hips some more, little paroxysms of pleasure shooting up and down the front of her belly as he got harder and harder against her ass.

	His hand stopped idly cupping her bare breast. He squeezed her. Found her nipple, which stiffened immediately from his sleepy ministrations.

	His lips played over her shoulder, sending sweeps of his hot breath over her flesh. His other arm pushed up under her body. His fingers started down her stomach and didn't stop.

	She opened her thighs for him and stifled a moan when one fingertip pushed into the slickness between her lower lips and found the swollen nub of her clit.

	He rubbed it. It felt so much better than when she did it to herself.

	"You shaved..." he breathed, meaning her hairless pussy lips. She had shaved that day when she showered. She wanted to be pristine for him.

	She couldn't take it anymore. She needed to feel his cock force its way up within the tightness of her body.

	She reached back. Grabbed his cock. Guided it between her thighs. A shudder of anticipation ran through her when his hard shaft pressed up against the swollen lips of her pussy.

	"The girls are just down the hall..." Connor breathed in between the kisses he planted along her shoulders and the back of her neck.

	She didn't say anything yet. Couldn't say anything yet.

	"Forget how to put it in?" Connor said with a breathy chuckle, mistaking her girlish inexperience for some lapse on the part of his wife.

	Deftly, he angled her hips back and took her hand off his cock. Her breaths came quick and hot as she felt him slide the swollen head of his member back along her pussy.

	Then he pushed.

	"Fuck..." he groaned.

	He pushed harder.

	It was happening. She felt the tight loop of her pussy begin opening around him.

	"Christ..." he groaned again.

	She couldn't help the small moan when he pushed in a little deeper. And she couldn't help the way she sucked in a sharp breath when his thickness tore through her virginity to slide deeper into her slick temple.

	One of her hands went back and grabbed his hair, pulling his mouth closer into the join between her neck and shoulder as he pulled his cock out and thrust back into her.

	The whole time, he kept playing with her clit. His fingertip pushed and rubbed it, teasing in little circles around the hood of wet flesh that covered it.

	"God, Barb, when did you get so fucking tight?" Connor moaned appreciatively. Barb was his wife. Gen's mom.

	And Courtney loved that she was tighter. Younger. Tighter. Better.

	Her heart squeezed in anticipation. This was it. The moment.

	She turned her face as much as she could towards him. "I'm not Barb, Connor."

	His reaction was instant. He froze. His cock throbbed within her, still sheathed in her youthful flesh.

	"Courtney?" he said harshly, "What in the fuck are you doing?"

	"I always wanted you to be my first, Connor. And now you are. Don't you like how wet I am for you?"

	"You're... first?" he stammered.

	She giggled a little, then started sliding her pussy up and down his cock, relishing the way he groaned when she did. "I didn't know it could feel this good," she said.

	It had hurt at first. And still did, a little. But mostly it just felt good. She liked the way her small, tight pussy opened up around him. Stretched for his girth.

	"We have to stop," Connor said.

	She didn't, though. If anything, she picked up the pace. She thought she was close to climaxing. He felt so big and hard inside of her. "We don't," she moaned.

	"My wife..." Connor started.

	"Never has to know. Our secret," Courtney said, her body beginning to tremble. She could feel a tightness low in her stomach. A low electricity dancing across her skin.

	"It's wrong," Connor said.

	"I saw the way you checked me out," Courtney said in a low growl, "If you want to stop, then pull out."

	He didn't. She kept fucking him, loving the way his bare flesh rubbed and slid against hers.

	"God damn it," Connor breathed. "I can't believe you'd do this to me."

	But he still didn't pull out. No, he changed positions. Keeping his cock buried inside of her, he shifted their bodies so that he supported himself above her.

	He fucked her hard, then. Like he was angry. The bed shook. His cock got harder. Her pussy became absolutely soaked so that their bodies slapped together wetly beneath the sheets.

	He put a hand on her chest, squeezing her breasts until she moaned. Then that hand slid up to her throat. His fingers wrapped around her neck. He growled down at her and squeezed. Just hard enough for her to realize his strength.

	"I can't believe it. I can't fucking believe it," Connor said.

	His cock felt as large and hard in her as she'd felt to that point. It forced her inner walls apart again and again, no more how tightly she squeezed up around him.

	She whimpered beneath him, her body writhing.

	"I..." she stammered. She could barely speak, "I think... I'm gonna come..."

	"Then fucking do it. I know you want to," his fingers squeezed up hard for a moment before he let go. 

	He needed both hands to support himself while he smashed his rigid manhood into her wanton cunt over and over. He went so hard she thought he meant to pound her straight through the bed.

	And then the capacity for thought swept away from her mind when she came. Her body went stiff beneath his, her back arching up, toes curling hard while her lips pulled back from her teeth.

	She'd never came so hard before. It felt so good it hurt. Waves of pleasure, hot and electric, took her body in their tide.

	"Fuck..." Connor groaned.

	She realized after a moment what was happening. He shoved his cock as deeply into her as he could, sheathing every inch in her heat.

	He flexed and throbbed inside of her, again and again. Another heat joined them. The heat of his load, pulsing deep into her womb as her hungry young body swallowed and massaged every drop out of him.

	She'd never experienced anything quite like it. Stray tears ran down her cheeks, it felt so incredibly good and satisfying.

	Unable to help himself, he savaged her chest and throat with more hot, wet kisses. She could feel his stubble prickling her sensitive skin. In fact, every sense seemed heightened.

	She could feel his heartbeat through his impossibly rigid shaft.

	She clutched at the back of his head and wrapped his legs around his waist, holding him against her for as long as she could.

	He stayed hard for so long inside of her.

	"You have to go," he said.

	"Not yet," she replied.

	"Now. What if Barb comes home? What if Gen comes in to see what all the noise is about?"

	That got through to her. Gen was like a sister to her, and she couldn't bear to think of what it might be like to not have that relationship.

	So she released him, groaning when he pulled out of her. Her pussy squeezed up against the emptiness, a satisfying soreness beginning to spread throughout her lower body.

	"Get cleaned up and get out of here," Connor said.

	She got up to unsteady feet and stepped into her panties, pulling them up and then grabbing her shirt. She noticed him sitting up on the bed, watching her.

	"Was I good? Did you like it?" she asked.

	He paused for a long time before saying, "Yes."

	She left and went back to Gen's room, crawling back into bed with the memory of what had just happened at the front of her mind.

	



	



Prom Night with Her Best Friend’s Daddy

	 

	Prom had been everything Reyna hoped for. All the way up to the end, that was.

	She sat in the back of the limo, cradling Dustin's head on her youthful lap. He snored, his hot breath blowing over her thighs in rhythmic waves.

	Reyna let out a frustrated sigh, "Why did you do that?" she glared down at him.

	Dustin and his buddies had done a good amount of predrinking before they got to the downtown rec center where prom was being held.

	They'd also done quite a bit of drinking in the limo on the way, then more when they managed to spike all the punch bowls.

	A sense of frustrated, star-crossed lust knotted itself deep and low in Reyna's tummy.

	Tonight was supposed to be the night. The one where she finally let Dustin punch her V-card. She'd been looking forward to it. Had spent so much time in the bathroom getting herself perfectly hairless between her thighs. Choosing the perfect pair of sexy panties that he'd have to peel away from her pussy, already slick with anticipation.

	Everyone in the limo, which included Dustin's friends, their dates, and Reyna's best friend, Lib, had gone in on a secret hotel booking for the night. Away from prying eyes of parents and childhood bedrooms.

	She gave Dustin a shake, "Hey, come on, wake up!"

	He grunted in response. So she reached down and squeezed him between the thighs, massaging the shaft of his cock through his tuxedo slacks.

	They had fooled around quite a bit before. In fact pretty much the only thing they hadn't done was go all the way. They'd both agreed to save themselves for prom night.

	And now Dustin was so blackout drunk that she couldn't even get his cock hard. She gave up, leaning back against the plush leather seat and breathing out a frustrated sigh.

	Everyone else had already gone into the hotel. Everyone else was probably already doing the thing that she had been so looking forward to.

	It sounded a little silly even to think it, but Reyna really thought that she'd become a woman that night.

	Oh, she'd turned 18 last month. But that wasn't the total package.

	Then the dividing window between the back cabin and the driver slid down. "You want me to take you two home, miss?"

	"Actually..." Reyna started, meaning to say yes. But she stopped. She'd already paid her share of the hotel. She intended on at least spending the night. "You can take my boyfriend home."

	She lifted Dustin's head up and slid out from beneath him. Her prom dress had ridden up, and the leather stuck a little to the back of her bare thighs.

	Then she got out and closed the door behind her, a light breeze picking at her hem and tossing it around her legs.

	It was only when the limo pulled away that she saw a familiar car in the lot. It was a silver sedan, and she'd gotten a ride in it to school plenty of times.

	It was Lib's dad's car. What was he doing here. He must've found out where they were all going. Lib had told her earlier that week that her dad hadn't been cool with the idea of her being out all night.

	Especially not with a guy.

	Reyna went into the hotel and checked in, glancing around the lobby to see if she recognized anyone. But it was pretty late. The only thing she recognized was the hungry stare the night auditor gave her when he saw the low cut of her dress.

	Part of her was tempted to ask him to come to her room. Maybe take a few pics of him fucking her brains out that she could send to Dustin to make him feel like shit. The auditor was kinda cute, too.

	"Here's your key," he said, holding out the little envelope with the keycard in it.

	She took it and left before she could screw up the courage to ask him.

	She found her room and swiped the card through the lock. The king-sized bed within seemed to tease her.

	Dustin should have been throwing her down onto that bed right at that moment. Should have been hiking up the skirt of her pricey custom prom dress. Should have been yanking her panties down and throwing them across the room before plunging his face down into the wet heat between her thighs.

	Instead he was on his way back home. And she was in this big hotel room all by herself.

	It was under Dustin's credit card. Reyna thought about ordering a bunch of porn, but didn't think that would work.

	She sat down on the edge of the mattress. Someone started yelling a couple rooms over. A big, masculine voice that caught her attention.

	That guy sounded pissed. She wanted to piss Dustin off like that.

	At the very least, she figured she could take a few hot pics to send him to remind him what he missed out on.

	She lay down for a moment. Long enough to shove her panties down her thighs. She admired them for a moment before kicking them off. They were lacy, transparent things that clung so sexily to the shaved lips of her pussy. She'd spent a while picking them out.

	They ended up in a pile in the corner by the entertainment center.

	She spread her thighs open and slid one hand down between them, her breath catching for a moment when her fingers felt the silken softness of her lower lips.

	It didn't take her long to get nice and wet. Her fingertips touched and teased and pulled at her clit until her body writhed on the bed.

	"Oh!" she groaned when she sank just one finger up to the second knuckle in that slick tightness. When she pulled it out, it glistened with her nectar.

	She grabbed her phone off the nightstand, intending on taking a selfie of her engorged sex. She bit the tip of her tongue between her teeth, trying to get just the right angle...

	Then someone knocked on the door.

	That put it mildly. Someone slammed their fucking fist against the door hard enough to rattle it.

	Reyna sat bolt upright, heart in her throat, her whole body throbbing.

	They slammed on the door again. "I'm not going away until you open up! Your mother is so upset with you!"

	It was that male voice from before. And this time Reyna recognized it.

	"Lib!" the guy roared.

	Without really thinking about it, Reyna got up off the bed and padded over to the door. She grabbed the handle and pulled it open, revealing Mr. Jones standing on the other side, his fist raised in a forestalled attempt at more knocking.

	The anger on his face twisted into confusion. "Reyna?"

	She nodded at her best friend's dad. "Yep. I'm not sure which room Lib and Tyler are in."

	His face went red again and he turned as though to storm away, "So they are together. I'm going to beat the ever-loving shit out of that asshole. He said he'd have her back home by now!"

	Lib had been looking forward to this night just as much as Reyna. They'd talked about it enough. Both of them losing their virginity on the same night.

	Tyler, Lib's boyfriend, was probably balls deep in Mr. Jones's precious daughter at the moment.

	And while Reyna was pissed at Dustin for ruining her night, she didn't want to ruin her friend's. They'd known each other for so long. Were practically sisters.

	She grabbed him by the arm, "Mr. Jones. Don. Wait a second."

	He looked down at her hand, but didn't shake free, "What is it, Reyna? Do you know which room Lib's in or not?"

	"No, I don't..." Reyna said, trying to think quickly, "But before you find her can you come in for a second. I... I need some help."

	Don shook his head, "I don't think I should, Reyna."

	He started to go again, pulling out of her grasp. "Wait! I'm all by myself. Dustin... Dustin dumped me. I really could use someone to talk to." It was a stretch of the truth.

	But it worked.

	The anger in Don's face softened. He was a handsome for a guy old enough to be her father. Reyna actually had a crush on him growing up. Though she'd never tell anyone.

	Actually, she though that from the right angle Dustin kind of resembled him.

	"I'm sorry about that," Don said. And he let her lead him into her hotel room. The door closed behind him.

	"It's no fair!" Reyna said, sitting down heavily on the bed and burying her face in her hands, "He told me he loved me!"

	The wetness in her eyes came more from rage then sadness, but Don didn't need to know that. And it worked.

	He sat down beside her and patted her on the back. "It's okay. There will be other guys. Better guys. One who actually deserves a smart, pretty little thing like you." Their thighs brushed together.

	Don glanced around the room. His eyes lit on her panties in the corner. "Are those yours...?" he started.

	Reyna's stomach tightened. "So you think I'm pretty?"

	She realized she could smell him, then. His shampoo. The lightness of his cologne. A sensation like tickling fingers ran down the front of her tummy and her nipples stiffened.

	He took his hand off her back, leaving the spot where it had rested cold. "Yeah, of course. Are you going to be okay, Reyna?"

	She bit down on her bottom lip a little and looked at him sideways, "I guess."

	He was a handsome guy. The bit of gray at his temples made him look distinguished.

	"I should go then. If you want I can give you a ride home after I've found Lib." he stood up. 

	Reyna's heart pounded. She couldn't let him go, not yet. She had to do something quick. "Wait!" she jumped up to her feet.

	"What is it?" he frowned down at her.

	She couldn't think of anything else. She pressed her body against his and grabbed his face, pulling it down to hers for a kiss.

	His lips were warm and a little prickly, his body hot against hers. She didn't know why she did it, but she slipped him some tongue.

	That was when she felt it. Felt Don's cock twitch in his pants against her stomach.

	Her own body responded, all that wet heat from earlier coming back with a vengeance. She moaned into his mouth just a little. 

	She wished he would slide his hands down her back, down to her ass. She had a nice, pert ass. And right then she wanted to feel his big, strong hands squeezing those cheeks. 

	His cock continued hardening. The kiss lasted a little too long before he pushed her away. She sat down heavily on the bed, her lips tingling. Both those on her face and the ones between her thighs.

	Don couldn't hide his bulging desire. He worked his jaw for a moment, staring at her in wide-eyed shock. "Reyna!"

	"You said you think I'm pretty," Reyna replied.

	"That doesn't mean I wanted you to do what you just did!"

	She felt a little impish, so she reached out and grabbed the bulge his still-hardening cock made in his jeans. "Actually, I think it does."

	He jerked back as though she'd jabbed him with a hot poker. "I'm... I'm going to find Lib. I'm going to do you a favor and not tell your father how you acted tonight."

	He started towards the door. He could've kept walking, but when Reyna spoke he stopped and she knew that she had him.

	"You could do that..." she said, standing up. With a bit of contortion she got one hand behind her back to the zipper at the nape of her neck. With that pulled down, she stepped out of her pretty little prom dress completely naked. "Or you could stay with me. It was going to be my first time tonight. Not just with Dustin, I mean. But with any man."

	Don stood still, facing the door. His hands kept bunching into fists and relaxing. "Reyna..."

	"You could be my first man, Mr. Jones. I'm so wet for you already," and before he could stop her, she slunk up behind him, grabbed one of those hands, and pushed it between her wanton thighs.

	The pressure of his hand against the swollen mound of her pussy made her gasp.

	"Fuck!" Don said.

	But he didn't take his hand away. No. He turned around and looked down at her. His hand moved between her thighs, his fingers parting her engorged lips and stroking at the hot slickness he found between them.

	"We shouldn't," he said, swallowing heavily when she pressed her high, firm breasts against him.

	"We shouldn't..." she agreed before sliding down onto her knees in front of him. His cock bulged hard against his jeans, straining at its denim prison.

	It didn't take her long to free it. He was long and thick. Even bigger than Dustin. Her mouth watered at the sight of it.

	He sighed heavily when she put her mouth around him, swirling the tip of her tongue along the tender, taut flesh of her head. She loved the way his lips parted just a little. The way his breath caught in his throat.

	She loved how sucking on his cock made her so wet for him.

	Dustin didn't have a fucking clue what he was missing out on.

	"My wife never does that for me," Don said, brushing some strands of blonde hair out of Reyna's face for her with gentle fingers.

	"Her loss," Reyna said before putting her mouth back in place. She ran her hands up and down his length. He groaned again and she tasted the saltiness of his precum.

	She sucked on his cock until it became rock hard for her, which wasn't long. Then she stood up and helped him out of his clothes, pushing his shirt down his shoulders and shoving his briefs down his thighs until they both stood there completely naked.

	His eyes drank in her youthful, nubile body. He grabbed her hard against him, and this time he did squeeze her ass. His hard cock rubbed against her belly, and she gasped at how hot it felt against her flesh.

	"Mr. Jones..." Reyna said, heat flooding her cheeks. Now that the moment was here, she could barely take it. Her heart fluttered. Her pussy throbbed with a heartbeat all its own.

	He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and pulled on it, exposing her throat to him. Hungrily, he kissed her there. His stubble tickled at her. For just a moment, his other hand slid between her thighs and massaged at her inner heat.

	She could've melted then and there.

	But she didn't. No, instead, he threw her down onto the bed and climbed on it after her. He grabbed her legs behind her knees and pushed them out and back, exposing the glistening slickness of her bald pussy.

	His cock trembled at that sight.

	"Please..." she moaned, "I need it. I need it bad."

	So did he. Grimacing with an expression that was almost pain, he bumped the head of his cock against her throbbing cunt. He used one thumb to get the right angle when he slid down to her entrance.

	She took a breath and grabbed handfuls of the bed clothes, unable to keep her eyes off his thick shaft as he pushed against her youthful, inexperienced tightness.

	"Fuck," he said.

	"Sorry," she moaned. He was just so big.

	But he liked it. His lips pulled back from his teeth and he pushed harder. And harder still. They both gasped when the head of his cock forced her tightness open around it and he slipped in.

	Her whole body trembled and she almost came all over him right then. A flush of red heat started high on her chest and low on her throat. Tingling waves of desire ran up and down every nerve.

	He pushed harder, forcing her slick walls open around him.

	Then she gasped, partly from pleasure, and partly from the brief but sharp pain when he tore through her virginity.

	She came when she felt him bump against the back of her cunt. She snarled, pushing her head back into the mattress. Her hands gripped and tore at the the comforter. Her pussy tightened around him again and again.

	When it let up he started fucking her. Slowly at first. So slow she could watch the way her sex left his shaft dripping wet and slick.

	But then faster and faster. "God, you're so tight," he moaned. He leaned forward and kissed her hard, that stubble prickling at her lips and cheeks some more.

	He started to pull back, but she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and put her mouth next to his ear. "I want you to come in me," she whispered.

	His cock throbbed inside of her and he paused for a moment. "What? No, I shouldn't..."

	"Fucking fill me up," he told him, "I want to feel your stuff inside me."

	"God..." he moaned before he started fucking her again.

	This time she wrapped her legs around his waist. When he started to slow down, she picked up the slack, rolling her hips and forcing his cock deeper into her with every stroke.

	"Reyna..." Don groaned, his breaths getting ragged. She could feel him getting even harder inside of her.

	"That's it, give it to me," she said.

	"Reyna!" he cried out again.

	She tightened her legs around him. This was it. What she wanted. A few more thrusts was all it took.

	His eyes squeezed she and he snarled. She actually giggled when his cock flexed inside of her the first time. Then she felt the warmth of it and her giggle turned to a moan. Her body went crazy on his, throbbing and shuddering each time he spurted more into her.

	He came more than Dustin ever had. So much that she felt it leaking out around him and down her ass. It was so warm and it seemed to pulse inside of her.

	Before he could pull out, she grabbed her phone off the nightstand and snapped a quick pic. It didn't show his face. Just the lower halves of their bodies. More than enough to make Dustin jealous.

	And he hadn't seen it, either. She shoved her phone under her pillow.

	"God, oh god," Don moaned in his post-coital clarity. He pulled his cock out of her and a flow of his load leaked out of her pussy.

	Her inner walls already throbbed and she could tell it would turn into a delicious, satisfied ache soon enough.

	"Never fucking tell anyone this happened," Don said.

	"Of course not, Mr. Jones," she smiled sweetly up at him.

	He gathered his clothes up, first rushing into the bathroom to clean himself as well as he could.

	Reyna didn't say anything, just watched. He shot her another warning glance just before he left. Reyna took her phone out and texted the picture to Dustin.

	No one was ever going to find out. But Dustin wouldn't pull a stupid stunt like this again.

	And now she was a woman.

	



	



Virgin and the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Clarissa didn’t want to go to college a virgin, she knew that much.

	She’d managed to save herself through high school, even though she knew how the guys looked at her.

	Even though she knew she could’ve let any of them fuck her.

	But there was only one man she wanted to give herself to. And he happened to be the one man that she couldn’t.

	“Hey, Clarissa. Is your dad home?” Drew said, looking at her and smiling as he walked up the steps to her porch.

	Immediately, heat flooded into her chest. From there, it flowed up her neck and bloomed in her cheeks.

	It also went down. To that spot between her thighs. It made her quiver and the base of her spine tingled.

	“Yeah, he’s out in the garage,” Clarissa said, barely able to get the words out. “How are you? Is… is Maggie home?” Maggie was Drew’s wife. The woman Clarissa envied most in the world.

	Because she got to have him whenever she wanted.

	Clarissa also envied Jess, Drew and Maggie’s daughter, for getting to live with them. But she was a year older than Clarissa and already in college. Clarissa knew that she’d also decided to stay by the school for the summer.

	He paused, “Nah, she’s not around today. Going to visit with Jess. Too many things to do myself to go… You’re looking pretty today.”

	Clarissa smiled wide without being able to help it, and then made herself bite down on her bottom lip.

	It was wrong of her to want him like this, she knew as she watched him go back down the porch and then up the driveway to the garage.

	Drew had been a family friend for a long time. He and her dad were the same age.

	He just seemed so strong and mature and experienced. And he looked like a man, not a boy like the guys she’d gone to school with.

	And shouldn’t her first time be with a guy who could make her feel good, and not a guy who’d blow his load after two or three strokes?

	She guessed one thing about the fantasy that had drawn her to it was that there was no way it could come true.

	Not with Maggie and Jess around.

	But now, today, Drew was home alone. None of his women around to make any trouble.

	Fear and excitement tingled in Clarissa’s chest. Was she really thinking about doing this? About going through with it? All the way?

	She was.

	Her young body ached for it, for him. Her throat went tight and her nipples perked up. No, she wasn’t going to let this go to waste.

	So she waited until later that afternoon, until Drew finally left the garage where he’d been hanging out with Clarissa’s dad.

	She watched him from her bedroom window. Watched as he crossed the street and went into his house.

	Then she also ran across the road, her heart chattering in her chest.

	She knocked on the door and heard his footfalls inside. He opened the door and peered down at her.

	“Clarissa? What’s up?”

	She realized she hadn’t actually thought this far ahead. “Uh… My mom’s being a pain. Do you mind if a hang out here? Just for a bit.”

	Drew frowned down at her and then glanced back across the street to her house. He looked at it long enough that she began to feel like he meant to send her running back home.

	“Sure, I guess. I’ve gotta hit the shower, though.”

	“Great! You won’t even know I’m here,” she said, slipping around her through the door and into the front hallway.

	She waited until he went upstairs, and continued waiting until she heard the hiss of the shower.

	Then she went into the master bedroom. She sat on his bed, watching the closed door of the bathroom, heart thumping hard.

	It seemed to take forever, and simultaneously no time at all, for him to finish up in there. The water turned off and she saw a dim shadow beneath the door as he walked back and forth.

	When he opened the door, he was naked. His skin looked fresh and pink and clean.

	And his cock, long and thick even when it was soft, hung heavily between his thighs. 

	“Clarissa!” he said, “What the hell are you doing?”

	She stood up, so nervous her whole body trembled. “I… I want you to be my first.”

	He frowned. But she also noticed that he hadn’t grabbed a towel or retreated back into the bathroom. “Your first what?” he asked as if he didn’t know.

	“I’ve wanted you for a long time now,” Clarissa said, her voice shaky, “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it. I see the way you look at me sometimes… Don’t… Don’t you want to fuck me?”

	She took an uncertain step forward, then another. She closed the gap to him quickly. He smelled of soap. He swallowed hard when he looked down at her.

	And then she noticed the way his cock had begun to harden. Saliva squirted into her mouth, and she put her hands on his bare chest.

	“Clarissa, we shouldn’t. I’m old enough to be your father. Your father is my friend!”

	“And he doesn’t have to know. No one has to know…” Clarissa said.

	His hardening cock began pushing against her stomach, and she knew he wanted her. Knew that he struggled inside.

	“No one has to know. Not my parents. Not your wife. Please. We only have today…”

	Then she slid down onto her knees. His semi-hard cock throbbed just inches from her face. Drew looked down at her, swallowing heavily, his hands clenching and unclenching.

	“Let me suck you,” Clarissa said, surprised at the words coming out of her mouth.

	She knew that she shouldn’t. That this was wrong and forbidden. But there was a curiosity and a lust in her that overwhelmed her better judgment. 

	His shaft continued hardening until it stood out straight. He was so big, And so hard that his cock jumped a little with every beat of his heart.

	Now that her face was on the same level as his cock, she wasn’t sure what she should be doing. She wanted to please him, and to feel that monster inside her, but she was so new at all this.

	Drew seemed to sense her uncertainty. Grabbing hold of his cock again, he thrust his hips forward until the head bumped into her lips. When Clarissa didn’t open her mouth, he grabbed her jaw, gently but firmly, and pulled it open. Clarissa looked up into Drew’s eyes. They blazed with animalistic lust as he looked down at her sweet face. 

	The head of his cock pressed through her lips. There were ridges around it, and she found if she ran her tongue against them Drew jolted in her mouth and closed his eyes. 

	He tried pushing himself deeper into her, wanting to feel that warmth and wetness around more and more of his shaft. Clarissa had to grab his cock with both hands to keep him from going too quickly and making her gag. 

	Clarissa began sliding her fingers up and down Drew’s shaft while she focused on sucking the head, like she saw the girls do in porn. 

	Soon, Drew made a noise deep in his throat. As her tongue licked across the tip of his member, she tasted his precum. It was warm, and the harder she sucked, the more came out. She started moaning then, too. This seemed to make Drew even harder. 

	He grabbed the sides of her head, getting fistfuls of her hair. Every time she stroked him, his fingers tightened.

	Using his thumb, he brushed at her cheek. She looked up at his face.

	“Faster,” Drew said.

	Clarissa obeyed, moving her fingers faster and faster up and down his shaft. When they touched her lips, they collected some of the saliva she’d worked up and smeared it up and down his rod. This, in turn, let her fingers move faster still.

	She badly wished she could take one of her hands from his member. Clarissa wanted to pull her skirt up and touch herself again. All she could think about was how hard and large he was in her, and how badly she wanted him to fuck her right there. 

	Drew’s breathing became ragged, then. He snarled down at her, but it wasn’t in anger. Clarissa frowned at him, wondering what was wrong. His face made it look like he was almost in pain. His cock was harder in her mouth, and seemed to have swollen up to an even greater size.

	Clarissa started to pull back, to ask him what she was doing wrong. Then he grunted, his fists tightening in her hair and holding her mouth in place.

	Her eyes widened in shock as liquid shot in spurts out of Drew’s cock in her mouth. There was so much, and it was so warm. Clarissa swallowed it all, almost choking it came out so fast. 

	She stroked her fingers up and down his shaft a few more times, squeezing the last of Drew’s seed into her mouth and swallowing it. He was still looking down at her, his chest and shoulders heaving. He seemed more relaxed, and Clarissa thought she saw the hint of a smile curl the corners of his mouth as his brushed the hair off her face. 

	Clarissa fell back onto the floor, sitting. She felt sore, as though she’d been clenching all the muscles in her body as well. She looked at Drew’s still partially hard cock, which was drenched in her saliva, dripping. The sight made her pussy tingle. He may have been satisfied, but Clarissa knew she wasn’t.

	She didn’t want him to finish! She wanted him to fuck her! 

	But then he didn’t soften. His shaft hardened again. He leaned over and grabbed her shoulders.

	“Get up, I’m not done with you,” he said. He spun her around so that she faced away from him.

	All Clarissa said was, “Oh!” as he pulled her too him. She felt his cock pressing against her ass through her skirt. He was already getting hard. 

	Her body responded to his, her pussy getting slick and her skin flushing.

	“Give yourself to me,” he commanded, his lips right next to her ear so she could feel his hot breath. 

	Clarissa turned her face, looking at Drew over her shoulder. His eyes flicked down to her lips. He kissed her. After a moment, she kissed back. At the sudden reciprocity of desire, Drew’s cock got rock solid, poking against her. 

	Drew spun her around. Clarissa went to her knees, ready to take him in her mouth again.

	“No,” Drew said, “I’m going to take you now.”

	He laid his hands on Clarissa’s shoulder and pushed her to the floor of the cave. Clarissa whimpered, breathing quickly. Her eyes were wide. A sudden fear washed over her, almost overcoming her desire to have Drew inside her. She wanted him, but she was afraid. She knew it was wrong, but in some way, it also felt right.

	Drew went down onto his knees, his manhood, long, hard, and trembling before him. He pushed her skirt up, then pulled her panties off. Clarissa knew her pussy was fully exposed now. It felt so wet, too. He had to be able to see how wet he made her. 

	Grabbing her by the thighs, he slid her body closer to his. His cock hung over her stomach. He pushed her knees to her chest and shifted himself back slightly.

	Angling his hips, he put the head of his cock against her pussy. The fear returning, Clarissa reached out one hand and put it on his stomach just over his cock, as though she could hold him back.

	“Drew...” Clarissa said between quick breaths. Her emotions swelled and fell as though they were on a rollercoaster. As the words left her mouth, she didn’t even think she really meant them. One part of her wanted to beg him to push his shaft into her, and it seemed to be winning.

	She bit her lip as he pushed and entered her. His cock filled her, stretching out her walls around his girth as he slid in deeper and deeper. She still pushed against his stomach, but it was more like a touchstone than resistance. It was all that was keeping her from passing out at the sudden sensations flooding her body.

	“Clarissa...” Drew moaned as inch after inch of his cock slid through her pink lips into her tight, wet hole.

	She knew how he felt about her from the way he’d said it, like he was on the brink of losing himself in her. Her pussy tightened up around him as she thought about the way he’d said her name.

	Looking down, she saw his thick, bulging cock straining as he tried to push it all the way into her. Growling, he pulled back. Clarissa sucked in a breath. Her pussy had soaked him, leaving a clear and shiny layer of her juices all over him. Then he pushed it back in, getting a little bit more of himself into her tightness.

	He did this regularly, pulling out and then entering her. She watched, mesmerized, as her tightness pulled at him. It was like her body didn’t want him to leave.

	Drew held her legs against her chest, his hands holding her knees, a look of concentration and a pleasure that was almost agony on his face as he thrust into her faster and faster. The sound of their flesh slapping together almost overwhelmed the thunder of the waterfall.

	Her thoughts turned to how hard he felt in her, how his cock swelled and pulsed as his passion rose.

	Then he took one hand from her knee and put it on her stomach, just above the slit of her pussy. He pressed his thumb down into her slit while he fucked her. He rubbed the ball of his thumb against her clit. 

	Clarissa saw exploding stars. She thought she was screaming, but she couldn’t be sure. The ball of his thumb circled her clit faster as he pounded his cock as hard as he could into her pussy.

	She came on him, her pussy clenching and convulsing as waves of pleasure and emotion washed over her.

	His mouth opened and he groaned. She felt his cock get even harder against her soft walls as his seed spurted deep inside her. It was warm. She felt pulsing, and didn’t know if it was her pussy or his cock.

	He pulled out of her and she threw herself into his arms, their bodies pushed together while she trembled with the afterglow of her climax.

	“I’m still not done,” Drew said.

	Drew grabbed her naked body by the ass and lifted her up. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and shifted her legs so that her knees were cradled in the crooks of Drew’s arms. 

	Leaning forward, she kissed him. She could still taste the blood, hot and fresh, on his lips as he lowered her down onto his rigid cock. She sucked in a breath as he filled her again. She refused to stop kissing him, even as she squeezed her eyes shut from the feeling of his thick shaft stretching her pussy out. In return, her pussy soaked his member in her juices so that he could slide in and out of her tightness a little more easily.

	“Oh, Drew, fuck me!” Clarissa whimpered as she pulled her lips from his and pressed her forehead against his shoulder.

	Drew bounced her up and down in his arms as her pink folds pulled up on down on the skin of his cock. Clarissa moaned, opening her mouth and pressing her teeth against Drew’s hot flesh.

	She had to throw her head back as her pussy started clenching uncontrollably. Drew was relentless, fucking her hard and fast as her wetness lubed his shaft. 

	He lasted much longer this time, having already spent himself twice. His cock moved in and out of her like a piston.

	His strong hands squeezed her ass, then pulled her cheeks apart. She felt his fingers move into her cleft, rubbing against her puckered asshole.

	The feeling was electric. She let out a howl of her own as she came on him, her pussy squeezing him so tightly that he had to slow down. She rode him through her orgasm, groaning and leaning forward to bite his shoulder as the feelings almost overcame her senses. 

	He continued holding her cheeks apart, running his fingertip in faster circles around the sensitive pucker of her asshole. She felt his shaft swell inside her as he pushed at her rosebud, harder and harder until it parted over his fingertip. 

	Clarissa grabbed the back of his head and pulled it until her lips brushed against his ear.

	“Come inside me,” she told him. 

	He’d already done it once, and she’d loved the feeling. Loved it even though she wasn’t on birth control and he could very well get her pregnant.

	Clarissa wanted to feel the warmth of his seed in her body again. Drew pulled his finger out of her so he could grip her ass better as he resumed bouncing her on him as fast and hard as he could. 

	She kept whispering, “Come in my pussy,” into his ear. She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and nibbled on it.

	Pulling back, she had to bite down on her own lip as Drew grunted. She could feel his whole body stiffen against hers as his big cock jerked inside her. She giggled a little as the force of his orgasm shot his cum against the back of her pussy. Once again, she felt the warmth that her body ached for.

	Both of them breathing deeply and trembling, he lifted her off his cock and set her down on her feet. She immediately collapsed to her knees, her legs too shaky to support her weight. 

	Clarissa scrambled to grab her clothes from the floor and pull them back on as Drew’s dripping shaft softened. She felt sore inside, as though her pussy had been pounded beyond its limit. But it also felt good and satisfying.

	She felt a tingle move up her spine as she thought about how it had felt when he’d played with her asshole. She’d always thought that she’d never let a man do anything like that to her, but now she wasn’t so certain. Clarissa found herself eying Drew’s shaft, wondering what it would be like for him to fuck her in the ass with it.

	“Three times,” she said. It wasn’t a question, just an observation.

	He looked at her and shrugged, “Like you said, we only have today. I knew I had to make it count. You’d better have a shower here before you go back home.”

	“Okay.”

	“And Clarissa? Not a word of this to anyone, like you promised.”

	“Never,” she replied.

	



	



Used for Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Cassie didn’t know why her dad sent her down to the office that he shared with his business partner.

	Only that she’d gotten home for the weekend from college and he seemed really upset.

	“Dad? Is everything okay?” Cassie gave him a big hug and looked up into his face.

	He put one hand on the back of her head and pulled her cheek against his chest. “Yeah, sweetheart… Just lots going on at work.”

	His eyes took on a faraway glimmer, then. Cassie wasn’t stupid. She knew that everything wasn’t all right.

	“How’s college going?” he changed the topic.

	“Even better than first year!” Cassie replied. She’d just started her second year.

	Though one thing that bugged her was that she was still only 18. Most of her classmates had already hit 19 and she was a bit jealous. Though she didn’t share this with her dad.

	“You know if there’s anything to do to help out that I will, right?” Cassie offered, their hug finally ending.

	Her dad’s eyes unfocused once more, and he swallowed heavily. “Actually, now that you mention it, could you run on down to my office? I know this sounds weird, but Rich wants to see you.”

	Cassie frowned, “Mr. Jones? What does he want?”

	He and her dad had been business partners at the firm forever now. She still called him Mr. Jones. Calling him by his first name would be like calling her dad by his, and that just seemed weird.

	Her dad shrugged, “Not sure. Would you go do it though, for me? I think it will help a lot.”

	Cassie hesitated only a moment. She’d do anything for her dad. “Sure! Hey, maybe we can order pizza for dinner tonight?”

	“Sure,” her dad told her.

	She borrowed his car and drove down to the office. It was one floor in a lowrise building, and empty this weekend. Except for the big office in the back left corner. Mr. Jones’s office.

	“Mr. Jones?” Cassie said, pushing at his door. It stood ajar.

	Mr. Jones looked up from some papers scattered across his desk. He and her dad were the same age, though Mr. Jones hit the gym and kept himself in good shape.

	Actually, Cassie used to have a crush on him. But that was little girl stuff and she was an adult now.

	“Ah, Cassie. You’re dad told me you were on your way. You look great!” Mr. Jones said, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it. 

	His eyes went up and down her body and Cassie experienced a tingle of warmth low in her stomach.

	She bit down a little on her bottom lip and glanced away. “Why did you want to see me?”

	Mr. Jones sighed and wrapped a knuckle against his desktop. “Well, I’m not going to bullshit you, Cassie. Your dad got the firm in big trouble. Really big trouble…”

	“Oh God! Is everything okay?” Cassie knew that her dad had been off.

	Mr. Jones smiled, “Yes, I fixed everything. But it wasn’t cheap. And your dad doesn’t have the money to pay me back. And it’s not like I want my business partner to sell his house or anything to get the money. I need him here.”

	Cassie hugged herself and looked around the big office, “I don’t understand. What does this have to do with me?”

	Mr. Jones pushed away from the desk and stood directly in front of her. She could smell the woody-leathery scent of his aftershave. 

	“It was my idea, not his.”

	Cassie trembled. She took a step back. “What was?”

	“You,” he replied, his hungry eyes gobbling her up.

	She swallowed hard. That tremble in her stomach turned to a quiver. Between her thighs she sensed the first bit of wetness.

	“”You mean you want me to… be with you… and you’ll forgive my dad what he owes you?” Cassie’s smooth and youthful brow wrinkled. Little tingles ran up her body from the base of her spine.

	Mr. Jones grinned, “Yes, that’s the long and short of it.”

	Cassie couldn’t catch her breath. Her nipples perked up hard against her shirt, and she squeezed her thighs against the quivering going on between them.

	“But Mr. Jones, I’ve never… been with… a guy before. I want it to be special.”

	His grin widened. The front of his slacks bulged out, just a little. It caught Cassie’s eye. She found herself wondering just how big Mr. Jones was.

	“Good,” Mr. Jones said, “You’re a virgin. That’s very good. So what will it be? I know you’ve always had a bit of a crush on me, Cassie.”

	She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and bit down on it, harder this time. It dragged out from between her teeth all tingly. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

	She couldn’t deny the proposition intrigued her. She also couldn’t deny the sensations running rampant through her lithe body. 

	She played a lot of volleyball and went swimming at the college pool. Those coupled with her young metabolism kept her body taut, yet curvy where it needed to be.

	“Here, let me convince you,” Mr. Jones took her by the hips and pulled her body against his.

	She trembled in his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her go. 

	But she needed her dad to be okay.

	"This is your father’s last chance," he whispered into her ear while nuzzling and kissing her slender neck.

	Of their own volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure. She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her. But it was for her dad. And Mr. Jones was good looking.

	"Oh... Okay, Mr. Jones," she said.

	She squealed as he picked her up. Mr. Jones set her down on the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like that.

	Then he went down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

	This is it, she thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had gripped the edge of the desk.

	"Did I do something wrong?" she asked.

	"No," Mr. Jones said.

	Then he kissed her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air, grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her. His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

	Incredible shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her body as he nuzzled his face against her.

	Then he hooked one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside. 

	Cassie liked to keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr. Jones. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her bald, pink lips.

	Then he put his tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

	But he couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit, yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his chin and cheeks.

	"Mr. Jones!" she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

	"Mr. Jones... Mr. Jones... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

	She'd never felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jones gave her. She'd touched herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr. Jones knew what he was doing.

	Cassie almost asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jones's fingers squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her, soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed tight, and he could barely get his tongue into her.

	Then she relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a girl could be.

	"That's a good girl, Cassie. Catch your breath," Mr. Jones said as he stood up.

	He unzipped her skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties. 

	At first, she tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled out as much as some of her friends; her breasts were small, round, and firm. 

	But his fingers were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

	He leaned over her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm squeeze.

	She pushed herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and his big chest and shoulders.

	When he pushed his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight. It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the tip.

	"Come here," Mr. Jones said, grabbing her hands.

	She slid off the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock trembled a few inches from her face.

	"Go on. Show me you're worth what’s owed."

	Keeping her hands on her thighs, Cassie leaned forward. Tentative at first, as though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jones sucked in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of his cock. It tasted salty.

	Cassie found she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of him, she knew.

	"That's a good girl..." Mr. Jones said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders standing out as he watched Cassie wrap her lips around his shaft.

	Her tongue swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jones gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she kept doing it. 

	She got what she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as she swept that away with her tongue again.

	Then he grabbed her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

	Each time he pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop him. She didn't think she could.

	One of her hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with herself.

	Finally, Mr. Jones let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs of Cassie's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the floor.

	"Okay, that should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jones said.

	Her knees ached as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the desk. 

	He's going to fuck me, Cassie thought, he's going to shove that monster into me, again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that to her yet. But this was for her dad. 

	"I knew this was a good idea," Mr. Jones said as he pushed her knees back to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

	He had to squat down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so tall. 

	They both watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut head bump against her. 

	"It's too big," she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop him.

	"Shh..." Mr. Jones said, not even bothering to move her hand.

	He pushed. She really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself stretch around his girth.

	"Oh God..." Mr. Jones said as they watched his cock sink into her. 

	Her grip on his shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness, squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he drove forward. 

	It hurt, but she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter. She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

	So she cried out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out, it feels too good!

	"Mr. Jones, aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

	His cock flexed in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

	He fucked her then, slamming their bodies together. Cassie's toes curled up and she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again and again. 

	All Cassie could let out was a constant series of moans and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it home again. 

	The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside her.

	Mr. Jones had gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of firm dough. 

	"It's so good, Mr. Jones..." Cassie said.

	Then her teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until they turned red. 

	Cassie cried out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to hold onto him.

	Then Mr. Jones picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

	Standing like that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a wet sound that made Cassie close her eyes and lean her head back. Mr. Jones kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up her throat. 

	His fingers tightened against her ass again.

	"Mr. Jones, what's wrong?" Cassie said, opening her eyes and looking into his face.

	He looked strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Cassie's heart quickened. Had she done something wrong?

	"I'm going to cum, Cassie. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so tight..."

	Cassie moaned. She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her pussy trembling and clenching up around him. 

	"But Mr. Jones, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

	"No," he said between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her, getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

	It was too much. Cassie cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole body went rigid again.

	"Ah!" Mr. Jones groaned, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

	He exploded in her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

	"So warm..." Cassie said, trembling at the strength of their combined climax.

	Intensely pleasurable, slow-moving electric shocks trembled and tingled all throughout her body.

	When he finished, Mr. Jones didn't seem to have the strength to hold her up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt pleasantly cool against her bottom.

	But she also ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained. Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

	Her mind cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants back up.

	"Did I do okay, Mr. Jones?" she asked.

	Cassie knew she couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too? She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that mean he'd liked it?

	"Here," Mr. Jones said, handing Cassie her clothes.

	Her muscles trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when she'd finished did Mr. Jones say anything else.

	“I’ll let your dad know everything’s square between the two of us. You should run along now.”

	She couldn’t walk straight. Her sore pussy ached and throbbed with its own heartbeat. She didn’t look forward to the drive back, either. All that sitting.

	“Cassie?”

	She paused at the door and looked back at him. He had his cell phone out, apparently texting.

	“Your dad says there will be pizza when you get back.”

	



	



Next Door Daddy: Virgin Sleepover

	 

	Jeff still couldn’t believe that he’d agreed to all this.

	But he loved his daughter so much. Her mom wasn’t in the picture anymore, and she was 18 years old and about to head off to college and the rest of her life.

	“Please, daddy?” June said, the locks of her blonde hair falling so prettily on her shoulders.

	Jeff had been planning on taking the evening the next day to switch the winter tires off the car, give it an oil change. Basically get his hands dirty for a while then kick back on the couch with a beer and maybe catch the end of the college basketball game.

	But he couldn’t resist those eyes.

	“Fine… Wait, how many did you say were coming?” He couldn’t really keep track of all of June’s friends anymore. All he knew was that she had quite a few of them.

	“Four or five, if Regan can come. Thanks so much! I love you; you’re the best!” she said. She went up on her tiptoes and threw her arms around her dad’s neck and squeezed him down close.

	He hugged her back after a moment and even smiled. God, five teenage girls?

	If this had been 25 years ago and himself a teenager that would’ve sounded like nirvana to him. But now? He wasn’t certain he’d be able to get to sleep.

	“Is Regan a new one?” Jeff said when they finished their hug.

	“Yeah, she just moved here for this last school year. But don’t worry, she’s cool. You’ll like her,” June said.

	“I’m sure,” Jeff replied. 

	The girls June was friends with were all 18 now, he knew. Adults, technically, but still teenagers and all that entailed.

	After supper, the summer sunlight still shining in through the windows, Jeff heard first one and then two cars pull up into his driveway.

	He’d been trying to salvage as much of the evening as he could, one beer bottle already empty and a second most of the way there. A basketball game unspooled on the TV in front of the couch.

	“June, they’re here!” Jeff called back over his shoulder a moment before the doorbell chimed.

	His own parents had taught him manners, and he stood up from his seat to greet everyone.

	June came bounding down the stairs, arriving at the front door just as Jeff reached the front hall.

	He swallowed hard at the sounds of conversation and laughter already coming through from the porch.

	A whole damn night of this, he thought with a rueful grin.

	But June looked so happy when she pulled the door open. Five more girls all piled in. Jeff recognized them. Bryce, Abby, Kat, Michelle. And the final one that seemed only vaguely familiar had to be Regan.

	They were all cut from the same cloth: petite blondes (and in two cases, brunettes) with heart-shaped faces. All in the flower of their womanhood.

	Jeff found his eyes straying to just how tiny their shorts were. And he swallowed hard again, this time for another reason, when he saw the way that Regan girl’s hips filled out those stretchy thin yoga pants.

	He didn’t know why, but he found himself drawn more to her. Maybe it was because of the faint reddish tinge to her otherwise blonde hair. Or the way her lips glistened in the sun streaming in behind the gaggle through the doorway.

	“Hey, Mr. Ford,” a few of the girls said, turning those 100-watt smiles his way.

	“Hey, girls. Make yourselves at home. And let me watch the game!”

	They all giggled at the way he said the last part, but he was only semi joking.

	They all took off their sandals and flats and hurried upstairs, taking their giggles with them. Regan was last. She went up the stairs more slowly.

	Jeff caught himself admiring the lithe tautness of her youthful body again. He felt the first tingle of excited desire start low in his stomach. It ran down the length of his shaft.

	“Nice to see you again, Mr. Ford,” Regan said, smiling at him.

	Jeff’s eyes shot up to hers and knew that he’d been caught red-handed checking her out.

	“You too,” he said, “Enjoy the sleepover.”

	The desire tight in his stomach, he turned and meant to go bury himself in the game and another beer.

	What Jeff didn’t know was that all of June’s friends agreed: he was definitely the hottest dad from their school. Even more so because he was single. 

	In fact, they often teased June with how hot they thought it would be to hook up with him.

	Of course, Jeff never heard any of this.

	The group stayed upstairs and Jeff stayed at the TV. He lost track of the time.

	“Mr. Ford?”

	Jeff pulled in a sharp breath and looked back. Regan stood in the doorway to the living room. She wore a long nightie, and he noticed right away the lovely, smooth, and bare skin of her legs.

	“Yes?” he said, “Everything okay up there?”

	He listened closely for a moment and realized he couldn’t hear much of anything from upstairs.

	Then he glanced at the clock. It was closing in on one in the morning.

	“Great, fine. Everyone’s just asleep. Except for me, I can’t. Can I sit with you for a bit?”

	“Sure,” he said, shifting over from the middle of the couch. She came around and sat down. He saw then it wasn’t a nightie that she wore, just a long tee shirt. It rode up when she settled, making its way high up her thighs.

	For just a second, Jeff caught a glimpse of frilly pink panties before he forced himself to look up at her.

	He could smell her, too. Some light and sweet perfume that made his mouth go dry.

	They sat for a bit, then talked a bit longer. Regan kept glancing at him and then away. And he detected a faint blush in her cheeks.

	He wondered what she might do if he grabbed her up and set her down on his lap. Part of him thought she would like that. The rest of him said that even if she did, he shouldn’t.

	It was fucked up; he was older enough to be her father.

	They both went to bed shortly after that. Jeff, restless and aroused, tossed and turned for a while. His desire grew along with his cock.

	He didn’t know exactly why he allowed what happened next. Just that he couldn’t get Regan out of his head.

	He couldn’t stop wondering about how firm and supple her ass might feel if he cupped and squeezed it. Or what the smooth skin of her throat might feel like against his lips.

	And finally what her tight little pussy might feel like wrapped all around his shaft, or the little noises she might make as he pushed himself deep inside of her.

	He got up, wearing nothing but his usual boxer shorts, and went out into the hall. His heart thrummed. His cock ached.

	He told himself that if the door to June’s bedroom was closed up he would just go back to bed.

	But it was ajar.

	In the darkness, only a bit of moonlight coming in through the drapes, he saw and heard all the girls sleeping quietly. The light sound of breathing. The whisk of synthetic fabric rubbing against itself as they shifted in their sleeping bags.

	He saw Regan at the end, closest to the closet.

	He also saw she was awake, and looking right at him. His heart jumped again. She held one hand up to him, beckoning him to her.

	He tried to resist at first, but his desire overpowered him. He could think of nothing but the way she’d smelled. The way she blushed a little earlier when they talked.

	He stole into the room and knelt down beside her. His sight adjusted to the dark and he saw the quick, excited breaths she took. And the way her nipples stood up hard against her shirt.

	Her hand went to the nape of his neck and he sank down. They kissed. Her lips were sweet and her mouth was warm.

	Her other hand traced down his stomach. Her fingers found the bulging tent his cock made in his boxers. She grabbed his shaft and squeezed it, just hard enough for him to groan lightly.

	They parted.

	“I hoped you’d come,” she whispered. It sounded so loud.

	Almost as loud as the slamming of his heart in his chest. His balls ached and his cock throbbed in her grip.

	“This isn’t right…” he started.

	“I want you. Please don’t go,” she said. She moved her hand, slipping her fingers down below his waistband to grab his bare cock. She squeezed and stroked it. “Please…”

	He couldn’t resist. “Ok, but be quiet.” He glanced around at the slumbering forms around them. No one woke up. Yet, at least.

	Regan lay in an impromptu bed made out of a couple of blankets thrown on the floor, her body sandwiched between them.

	Jeff pried her wanton fingers from his cock. He couldn’t take it anymore; he had to know what she tasted like. What she smelled like.

	He went down to her feet and lifted the blanket, crawling in beneath it. She spread her legs for him.

	Jeff kissed his way up one smooth calf, loving the way she wriggled and squirmed with suppressed desire when he reached her thigh.

	Her hand grabbed one of his through the blanket and squeezed.

	He kissed the little cleft of skin between her inner thigh and her pussy, one corner of his mouth brushing up against those frilly panties she wore.

	And when he kissed hard against that thin layer of fabric he felt the pulsing warmth of her swollen mound against him.

	Her breath caught in a little gasp and they both stopped to listen, making certain that they weren’t caught.

	No one made a peep.

	Not that Jeff was certain he could even stop anymore anyway. He’d caught her scent: the smell of her wet little gash was intoxicating. And when he nuzzled against the crotch of her panties he could feel how damp they’d become already.

	“Please… Please…” she kept moaning below her breath.

	Her hips trembled and writhed with barely contained need. Jeff had a difficult time keeping control as well.

	He needed to taste her. So he hooked one finger into the side of her panties and pulled the frilly pink fabric to the side, exposing her moist little slit.

	The smell of her became more powerful. it completely intoxicated him. Saliva squirted into his mouth, and his cock surged hard against the blanket beneath them.

	He pushed her thighs farther apart and then explored her gently with the pads of his thumbs.

	The flesh of her outer lips was hot and soft and puffy. So very soft. And sensitive. She squirmed at his touch.

	She kept herself bare. Not a hair on her, the skin smooth.

	Then he found the wetness of her nectar. She was already slick with it. One thumb found the engorged button of her clit while the other slid down and found the taut loop of her opening.

	He circled around her entrance with his thumb, poking it in just to the first knuckle.

	She was so fucking wet already. And tight, even around his thumb. When he teased her clit, she got even tighter for him.

	Then he used his thumbs to keep her outer lips pulled apart. He leaned in closer, inhaling her scent as deeply as he could. 

	Then he licked her, nice and slow, with the flat of his tongue. From bottom to top. She tasted sweet and light and fruity. It drove him mad.

	Even so, he forced himself to go slow. To lap his tongue against her swollen mound like that a few more times.

	She came for him on the fourth stroke. 

	She reached beneath the blanket and grabbed his wrists hard, the strength in her dainty fingers surprising. Her hips bucked, driving her pussy against his face. Her stomach arched up into the air.

	Her nectar soaked his cheeks. Wanting to make her cum even harder, her pulled the nub of her clit into his mouth and lashed at it with his tongue.

	Her bucking grew wild. Her fingernails bit into his wrists. Her nectar flowed freely.

	Her breaths came in little, choking gasps she could barely keep from becoming full-blown screams.

	Finishing, her back sank back down to the blanket. He sensed her body relax in the afterglow of her climax. Felt the heat radiating off her skin. Her stomach rose and fell steadily with nice, deep breaths.

	But he wasn’t done.

	He crawled upwards, shifting one hand down long enough to push the waistband of his boxers below his aching balls.

	The hot hardness of his shaft bumped and slid against her thighs as he moved himself along her body.

	His head came out from under the blanket and he held himself just above her, their stomachs touching.

	He could feel the naked, writhing heat from her sopping mound almost touching the swollen head of his cock. It was as though their bodies called to each other.

	He kissed along her shoulder, then moved his mouth to her throat while she ran her fingers into his hair. 

	Her body lifted up beneath his and he could feel her stiff little nipples poking against him through her shirt.

	“Fuck me,” she breathed, her breath hot against his ear, “Please, I need you to fuck me. I want you to be my first.”

	“First?” Jeff whispered back.

	That sent his pulse racing even more than before. She kissed him again, her need raw and animal. 

	Her body kept writhing up beneath his. He felt his cock brush against the hot, puffy flush of her pussy and they both moaned a little.

	He could think of nothing but sinking every last inch of his cock deep inside of her.

	“Fuck me,” she breathed again. 

	This time one of her hands quested between their bodies. She grabbed his cock and urged him forward. The head of his shaft bumped against her mound but didn’t enter. She groaned in youthful frustration and need.

	“Stay quiet,” he told her.

	He shifted his position slightly. His cock bumped and slipped against her wet gash. Using one thumb, he angled it down.

	His breath caught when he entered her. Just the tip. It was enough. She was so slick around him. So tight and velvety smooth.

	And hot. He could hardly believe the needful heat around him.

	He knew right away that he needed to feel that around his entire shaft, not just the tip.

	“Quiet,” he breathed again.

	Slowly, painfully slowly, he urged himself deeper into her. She kept writhing beneath him. Squirming. The tight walls of her pussy squeezed and quivered.

	Her breaths were sharp and quick.

	And when he tore through the semi-elastic flesh of her virginity her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open.

	He covered her mouth with one hand to stifle her moan.

	He drew his cock back, savoring the way she gripped him. The way her slippery wetness let him slide out.

	He drove into her again. Harder this time. Deeper. Her pussy stretched out around him.

	And only around me, he thought, still reeling from her virginal revelation. His was the first cock to feel her gripping and squeezing wetness.

	He pulled back and drove into her again, urging almost every last inch of himself into her youthful body.

	His was also the first cock that she came on. It happened on the next stroke. He buried himself inside of her to the hilt.

	She went rigid beneath him, her back arching up off the blanket again.

	She flung her arms around him and grabbed onto his shoulder blades for support, pushing her pubic bone hard against his.

	Jeff barely managed to hold on. She became so tight that if he’d been anything other than rock hard she would have squeezed him out.

	It was pure nirvana feeling the way her quivering pussy gripped and squeezed all up and down his cock.

	The thrusting only resumed when she relaxed a little beneath him. She held onto him tightly still, with her arms and pussy both.

	“It’s so good,” she breathed into his ear before nibbling lightly at his earlobe.

	Her hands explored the curve of his back and cleft of his spine. She cooed lightly as his strokes became more regular and even.

	He worried so much about the wet sounds their bodies made that he had to slow down. It was absolute sexual agony.

	She cupped his face in her hands and they kissed. Her tongue poked inexpertly but excitedly into his mouth.

	She felt too fucking good. Wet and tight and soft all at once. His balls felt so heavy, and they ached so much they hurt.

	Even going slow like that, he knew he couldn’t last much longer.

	She must’ve felt the way his cock hardened even more. The way his thrusts became more erratic and urgent.

	“Are you going to cum?” she whispered.

	“Soon,” he breathed through clenched teeth.

	“I want you to fill me up with it,” she told him.

	That was so hot he almost lost his load then and there. He barely managed to stop himself.

	“Are you on the pill?” he asked. He prayed the answer was yes. He could think of nothing nicer to experience in this world then shooting his seed inside of her waiting body.

	“No. Just do it. Please…”

	He started to pull back, meant to pull out. Because he couldn’t stop. He could feel his balls start to tighten. Feel all the muscles low in his back go stiff.

	But Regan wrapped her legs around him, locking him in place. She ground her hips hard against him, running the tight loop of her cunt up and down his slippery shaft.

	“Do it,” she breathed, “Come on, daddy. Do it inside of me.”

	He groaned through clenched teeth, hoping to God none of the girls heard or saw any of this.

	He tried to hold back. He really did. But he couldn’t control himself. No man could have. Not with that tight, slippery ring of flesh sliding so urgently up and down his shaft.

	His balls tightened again. His cock stiffened. Then it jerked.

	Regan’s breath caught. She fucked him harder. Really milked him. Jeff’s eyes squeezed shut and his lips peeled back from his teeth.

	It felt far too fucking good. And he came so hard that it hurt. Every squeeze of his balls made his cock jerk inside of her, loosing another spurt of his load deep into her waiting womb.

	“Yes… yes…” Regan breathed and he felt her climax on him again, forcing her pussy all the way up along his shaft, locking their bodies together.

	She didn’t release him until he began softening inside of her.

	He pushed himself to his feet, glaring down at her.

	“That was stupid,” he breathed.

	“Night,” she replied.

	He slunk off to bed.

	The next morning, the girls seemed none the wiser as to what had happened just feet from them the night before.

	Regan winked at him when they all left. She rubbed her belly just below her navel suggestively.

	Jeff started getting hard again and had to beg off to his bedroom the rest of the morning.
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