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Ganged by the Daddies
Next Door

 


Mallory’s mouth watered at the smell of the
burgers.

The aroma wafted in through her bedroom
window, which faced out onto the Smiths’ backyard.

Said backyard currently hosted a barbecue,
to which Mallory and her mother had been specifically not
invited.

It was a guy-only event, apparently. She
could hear someone, probably Mr. Henderson, laughing at some joke
at that moment.

She went over to the window and, resting her
arms on the sill, peered out at the party.

Great weekend to come home, she
thought. She could’ve been back at school, out with friends, going
to house parties there. Maybe even doing her coursework. That last
one was a longshot, though.

She recognized at the faces in the backyard,
and they all had one thing in common, she realized: they were all
single. All single dads, that was. She knew all their kids. Said
kids were all in college now, just like she was.

And there was Mr. Smith himself. A tall guy
with a bit of gray in the temples and an easy smile. She propped
her elbows on the sill and stared down at him, rubbing her thighs
together unconsciously.

She’s known Mr. Smith her whole life. She
and his daughter, Amy, had practically been sisters. Until she went
to a different school, that is.

And while she would never tell Amy this,
she’d always had a crush on her dad.

In fact, she’d always liked all the men she
saw down there. Mallory liked her men older, more experienced.

The guy she was seeing at college was a grad
student, almost 27, while she was still 18, just a few months from
19.

Still, she thought she might like to go a
bit older. Older guys had staying power and experience. So she
thought, anyway. The grad guy was the oldest she’d been with.

But still, she fantasized.

Like right at that moment, she wished her
dad weren’t over at that party. She thought about what it might be
like to go over, grab Mr. Smith and lead him to the laundry room.
Get down on her knees in front of him to silence his protests by
taking his cock into her mouth to get it good and hard…

Her thighs rubbed together harder. She made
herself good and wet with the fantasy, thinking about how good she
could make him feel.

She bit down on her bottom lip to suppress a
smile. In her fantasy, she imagined calling Mr. Smith “Daddy.” She
imagined telling Daddy to fuck her tight little pussy as hard as he
wanted.

She imagined him getting so turned on by
that that he buried himself deep inside, all the way to the hilt,
and sprayed her guts with a hot and sticky load.

It was such a hot fantasy that her heart
sped up and she felt a dewy perspiration start on her lower back.
Enough to make her thin shirt stick to her skin.

And she didn’t have to mention how the dew
between her legs made the crotch of her panties stick to that set
of lips.

It was too much.

She needed to deal with this now, because
she wanted to go out to the movies later with another friend who
was back from school.

So she went and flopped down on her bed,
intending on toying with her swollen little clit until she could
orgasm and get rid of some of this tension.

She shook with youthful yearning that burned
hot and pure low in her stomach.

She pulled her shirt up, exposing the smooth
flatness of her tummy. When she ran her fingertips down it on
either side of her navel, her skin broke out in goosebumps.

Her body burned hot with need, her little
pussy quivering and aching with need the closer her fingers
came.

She started to unbutton her shorts. Her
breath caught in her throat. Little tingles of excitement ran
through her tummy.

I’m so wet, she thought, still
imagining Mr. Smith’s big, hard cock thrusting deep into that
slick, young tightness again and again…

Then someone knocked on the door.

Her heart lurched and she rolled onto her
side a moment before the door opened.

“Hey, hon,” her mom said, “Everything okay
in here?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t it be?” Mallory said,
hoping her mom couldn’t see the deep flush in her skin. She yanked
her shirt back down over her stomach, trying to make it look like
it had just ridden up naturally while lying on the bed.

“Just checking. Hey, can you go next door
and get your dad? Tell him it’s about the plumbing again.”

“Fine,” she said quickly, just wanting her
mother out of her room. It was ridiculous, she thought. She was a
grown woman now, an adult in college, she didn’t need her mom
barging into her room whenever!

She went over, knocking on the front
door.

Fuck, I’m still so wet. I really
should’ve changed my panties at least before I came over.

Her desire twisted low in her stomach and
left her clenching her jaw in frustration. She resolved to get this
done as quickly as possible so she could get back up to her room
and find some relief.

And hey, if it turned out that she ran into
Mr. Smith, then that would just add more to her fantasy.

It turned out that her dad had already left.
He remembered the plumbing stuff on his own, and decided to go out
to the hardware store to pick up the pieces he needed. He wasn’t
coming back to the party.

“But why don’t you come in for a while, Mal?
The guys haven’t seen you in forever,” Mr. Smith said.

She couldn’t help but smile. She swiped a
few stray strands of blonde hair back behind her ear, feeling the
way her heart pumped heat throughout her entire body.

He’s so handsome. I wonder what he’d do if
he knew how wet I am right now?

“Sure. Just for a bit, anyway,” she said,
sauntering inside when he stepped out of the way.

The whole house smelled of the barbecue.
Well, that and beer.

Right at that moment, the other guys decided
to come on in. She guessed that the food had all been eaten and now
everyone wanted to crowd into the TV room to catch whatever sports
game they could.

“Hey, Mal!” Mr. Jones said. He was also a
handsome older guy. Not as nice on the eyes as Mr. Smith, but still
good. Mal had known his son most of her life.

“Hey!” she said back, following them into
the TV room.

There were a couple of couches and that was
it. The guys crowded onto them before she could find her seat.

Mr. Smith noticed her predicament first, “I
could go grab you a chair from the kitchen. Unless a lap will suit
you?”

The second part was a joke, that was clear,
but Mallory’s wet little pussy trembled when he said it.

“Oh, okay,” he said, grinning when she went
and sat down on his lap.

“Am I too heavy?” she said.

“Not at all,” he replied, still smiling as
though she might get up when the joke played itself out.

But she didn’t. And he didn’t make her.
Maybe he felt some of the heat coming off her wanton mound. Maybe
he liked the way her firm, round ass felt. She didn’t know and she
didn’t care.

None of the other guys said anything. If
anything, they gave her little sidelong glances that she
interpreted as maybe a bit jealous.

Mr. Jones’s eyes lingered the longest, and
he leaned forward a few minutes later. Hiding something?

Everyone watched the action on the TV.
Mallory shifted her butt on Mr. Smith’s lap, making it look like
she was trying to get comfortable.

But really she wanted to find his cock and
rub herself against it. It didn’t take long. She shifted back a
little more and almost gasped, but held it back.

Mr. Smith’s hard cock pressed up against her
ass. She moved a little more, spread herself out on him a little
more.

Her breath caught a little when that hard
cylinder of his member rubbed against her hot, moist cunt.

His breath caught, too. But he did nothing.
One of his hands crept up and touched the bare skin on her outer
thigh, his fingertips dimpling her flesh.

She rubbed her pussy against him, her heart
pounding all the while, trying to keep her movements small so none
of the other men would notice.

The more she rubbed, the wetter she got. The
little nub of her clit, all swollen from excitement, started
rubbing as well.

She thought she might cum soon. Her nipples
perked up, the padding of her bra barely holding them back from
poking against her shirt.

Was there some way they could get out for a
bit? Both of them going to the bathroom, maybe?

That sounded good to her.

“Gotta pee,” she said, hopping up off
him.

It was too quick for him to hide his obvious
excitement. His cock strained hard against his jeans, a tiny wet
spot on them near the tip where her rubbing had already milked some
precum out of him.

“Having too much fun there?” Mr. Jones said,
still leaning forward. His eyes drank her in.

“Shit, Bill, what the hell are you doing?”
One of the other guys said.

“I couldn’t help it! She kept rubbing her
ass on it!” Mr. Smith said.

“Then why’d you touch my leg?” Mallory said.
Mr. Smith went quiet.

“You can come sit on my lap any time, little
lady!” Mr. Johnson said, grinning.

Mallory had never been so turned on before.
All these older guys, all of them looking at her. Checking her out.
She could feel their eyes taking in the curve of her hips, the
flatness of her belly.

She blamed what happened next on that
unquenchable arousal.

“That looks painful! Can I help?” she said
to Mr. Smith. His cock looked so huge as it bulged against his
jeans.

“What help are you offering?” he said.

She got down on her knees in front of him.
He didn’t stop her when she undid his belt, his button, his
zipper.

He didn’t stop her when she reached eagerly
into his briefs and found the thick shaft of his cock. It was hot
and hard and it flexed against her palm when she pulled it out.

“Mallory, your father…” Mr. Smith
started.

“Isn’t coming back here. Do you want to be
my daddy for now?” she said, letting the tip of her tongue play out
in a long, sensuous circle against hers lips. She ran her hand
slowly up his shaft until her fingers hit the ridge of his crown.
She squeezed him lightly, then pulled down again.

“Holy shit…” Mr. Jones said.

“Just for now,” Mr. Smith said, swallowing
heavily so that his Adam’s apple bobbed.

“I want you all to be my daddies, if we can
keep this a secret,” Mallory said.

She reached out and squeezed Mr. Jones’s
cock through his pants. He sucked in a sharp breath and she felt
her pussy squeeze up. When it relaxed, she was even wetter than
before.

“Sure,” Mr. Jones said. The others nodded.
All five of the men nodded.

She pushed Mr. Smith’s thighs apart and
shuffled closer. They all watched as she kissed that extra
sensitive spot on the bottom of the head of his cock. He groaned.
The groan turned to a gasp when she let her tongue play out against
it.

And the gasp turned to a moan when she let
the tight loop of her lips slide down until it encompassed the
entire head of his member.

His precum was salty. When she ran her hand
up his member, she milked more of it out. She swallowed it all.

She took her mouth off him long enough to
look at the others, all their attention on her, “Take out your
cocks.”

She felt like such a little slut, a little
whore. She loved it. Loved feeling their eyes on her. Loved it when
all of them but Mr. Smith stood up and shoved their pants down to
reveal their throbbing shafts.

They moved in close, a few of them stroking
themselves to the sight of her tight and youthful body.

Mr. Jones was closest. She grabbed his thick
meat with one hand and stroked him. He let his head roll back and
his mouth drop open. He gasped when she ran the pad of her thumb
over the head of his cock and spread his precum around the taut
purple flesh.

“Keep sucking daddy’s cock. Be a good girl…”
Mr. Smith said.

She bobbed her mouth on him, eager to
please.

One of the other guys knelt behind her,
squeezing her ass. He gave her a little spank and she giggled
around her mouthful of cock.

Little trembles of pleasure of need kept
shooting up her spine, and she thrust her ass out at him.

“I’m so wet for you, daddy,” she said in a
moment when she pulled her mouth off Mr. Smith.

The daddy behind her didn’t hesitate. He put
a hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy through her shorts.
She shivered at the touch, her body breaking out in gooseflesh.

“She’s fucking soaked,” he said.

She took her hand off Mr. Smith and used it
on the cock of the daddy to her left. She stroked off Mr. Jones,
sucked off Mr. Smith, and squeezed the hardening shaft of the third
man.

The daddy squeezing her ass and rubbing her
pussy shifted his hands around so he could undo her shorts.

And the final man squeezed and rubbed his
cock, watching the whole show.

They all paused for a moment to watch the
guy peel her shorts down to reveal her ass. The white cotton of her
panties was soaked through and stuck to her pussy lips, outlining
her mound for them all to see.

He peeled her panties down, his cock
trembling when they stuck to her lips for a moment before coming
away.

She shoved her mouth back down Mr. Smith’s
cock, swallowing most of his shaft. He bumped into her throat. When
she started to pull back, he grabbed her head and held it
there.

Her spit ran down his member, gobs and gobs
of it. Her eyes watered a little, but she didn’t stop.

Then her whole body went stiff. The daddy
behind her pushed his big middle finger up into the sopping
slickness of her cunt and wriggled it around.

Her tightness gripped him hard, and when he
pulled it out it glistened with her nectar.

He stuck it into his mouth and licked it all
off, smiling at the taste. Then the final man knelt too, he pulled
her back cheeks apart and ran his fingers down her cleft, running
little circles around her sensitive little rosebud.

It drove her mad. She squeezed and stroked
the cocks in her hands until the men groaned with the sexual agony
of it. She slammed her mouth up and down Mr. Smith’s spit-soaked
shaft until his body went all tense.

The daddy who’d pulled her panties down put
two fingers into her and started curling them. The one playing with
her ass put a finger in his mouth to get it nice and wet and then
pushed it back into her tightest hole.

“Fuck me. I need your cocks, please…” she
moaned.

The fingers pulled out of her immediately.
Before she could even ready herself, something thick and hard
pushed against her wetness. Pushed and pushed until she
stretched.

A hot, thick shaft forced her slick walls
apart and sank deep into her. Sank until it filled her.

Then it pulled out. Most of the way. It
slammed back into her hard enough that she almost choked on Mr.
Smith’s girth. Her hands squeezed up around the other shafts, the
men moaning at the pressure.

He pounded her tight little pussy, their
bodies slapping together hard enough that she bounced off Mr.
Smith’s thighs again and again.

And she loved it. She loved having hard
cocks down her throat and buried in her pussy. She loved the sounds
of the pleasure that the daddies gave to her.

“I’m gonna cum!” she said, “Don’t stop! Oh,
please fuck me harder, daddy!”

“You’re getting so tight!” he said, his lips
peeled back from his teeth, “Oh, baby, tell me you’re on birth
control!”

“I am!” she lied. She didn’t know why she
lied. She wasn’t on anything. The guy she saw at school she made
wear a rubber.

Something inside her made her tell the lie.
Something inside her wanted to feel that daddy fill her tight
little pussy up with a hot load.

“Good, because this feels too nice to pull
out,” he said.

“Fill that pussy up and then get out of my
way,” the daddy who’d played with her asshole said.

Her mouth pulled off Mr. Smith when she felt
the daddy’s cock flex in her pussy. Felt it flex and then felt the
splashing heat of the first squirt of his seed.

She came on him, her tightness bearing down
all around him, holding him inside, making him shoot his load good
and deep so that she didn’t miss a drop.

Her whole body went rigid.

“So fucking tight!” he said, his cock buried
deep inside of her.

But when he finished, he pulled out and got
up. The next man knelt down behind her. He entered her raw, the
mingled cum and pussy juices slathering up his shaft right
away.

He grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, his
thickness stretching her out with every thrust. Every time he
buried himself to the hilt inside of her she winced. It felt good,
but it hurt, too.

It hurt so good.

She was a hungry little bitch, swallowing
every inch of Mr. Smith’s cock again and again. She looked up into
his eyes, begging him to empty his balls down her throat.

“Fuck…” he groaned, his cock stiffening even
more against her tongue.

Eager, she sucked him harder, slid her lips
up and down his shaft faster. She made two of them explode inside
of her at the same time.

Mr. Smith’s load was hot and thick. It
splattered against the back of her mouth and she swallowed it. And
kept swallowing. He grabbed her head and held it in his hands, held
his cock buried inside of her.

The daddy behind her emptied his balls into
her pussy, mingling his load with the previous one.

She came every time they did, the energy of
it wracking her petite body with little spasms, making her moan and
squirm in their grip.

They used her like that, Mr. Jones and the
final daddy also taking their turns behind her. They mounted her
one at a time, all the cum inside of her letting them slide against
the velvety walls of her pussy as fast and hard as they wanted.

By the time it ended she was more exhausted
and sore than she’d ever been. Her pussy ached deeply, and even her
greedy womb couldn’t swallow it all.

Its warmth leaked down her inner thighs and
down the slick slit between her lower lips.

She leaned back on her haunches, every
muscle stiff and unwilling. She hissed at the pain, but enjoyed it
all the same.

“Our secret, right?” she said to all of
them.

“Of course,” they all said back.

Despite her soreness, when she saw their
cocks still out, still wet with her nectar and their cum, she felt
another tingle of desire.

She was young and insatiable, after all.

“I’ll come back next weekend,” she told
them, hiking her panties and her shorts back up.

She also leaned in and gave Mr. Smith a kiss
on the mouth, “Maybe I’ll see you later…” she whispered to him.

When she went home, her own father asked if
the guys cared that he left the party. She said they didn’t.





Ganged by the Daddies
Next Door: Four on One

 


Amanda lay idly on her bed, letting the
spinning blades of the fan above her wash the air down across her
body.

It was the summer after her first year of
college. And what a crazy year it had been. Classes and exams and
dorm rooms and living on her own.

Well, not on her own. She had a dorm mate
and of course floor mates. It was strange to lie on the bed in her
old bedroom at home without having to worry about Chrissy, her
roommate, barging stuck mouth-to-mouth with some jock or frat
boy.

Strange, but nice.

Of course, she wasn’t into the frat guys and
the jocks. Her own tastes had swung a little older.

When she’d learned that she was failing
Intro to Pysch, she’d begged her TA to give her a better mark.

Her lithe young body writhed a little on the
bed when she remembered what happened next.

Her TA was an older guy named Robert. The
kind of guy who had waited until his 40s to come back to school for
graduate degrees.

She’d cornered him, gotten down on her knees
in front of him. He protested a little, but she could see the way
he swelled in his pants at the sight of her.

He’d been so hard when she pulled him out
and stroked him. Harder still when she took him in her mouth,
locking her eyes on his even while her lips locked in a tight loop
around his shaft.

She’d sucked his cock like that for a few
minutes until he swelled even harder in her mouth. He couldn’t hold
back when she pulled her mouth off him for a moment.

“I love your cock, daddy,” she’d told
him.

He came when she sank her lips back down his
long, hard shaft.

Then she swallowed everything that he gave
her. Every last drop.

She’d gotten a 3.7 in the class. As well as
an older man desperate to fuck her at any opportunity.

Amanda’s nipples perked up against the thin
tank top that she wore. One of her hands slid up her body to cup
her small and firm breast while the other strayed down between her
thighs.

Her fingers encountered the sheer cotton
panties covering her soft mound. Soft and warm. She ran her
fingertip up and down her slit nice and slow. When she felt the
dampness start, she sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth and
bit down on it. Just a little. Just enough to hurt.

Now that she was back home, she knew why she
was attracted to older men.

A car door closed with a thud across the
street. Amanda’s heart stuttered. With a gasp, she lurched out of
bed and rushed to her bedroom window.

She leaned against the sill, her breath
clouding the pane of glass in front of her, her cute, round ass
stuck out with her back arched.

There he was, getting out of his
Charger.

Her friend Molly’s dad, John. John was a
firefighter, with the build to prove it. But it was more than that.
He just seemed so manly. Other men took to him immediately. He
seemed to have a different girlfriend every month.

Molly’s mom wasn’t in the picture anymore.
He was a single father, which made all the moms in the neighborhood
swoon for some reason.

Amanda thought she could understand why,
now. A hot single older guy who knew his way around a woman’s body
seemed a rare commodity these days.

And there had been that time last summer at
the rec center pool when she watched him get out of the pool, the
water glistening on his chest and abs and arms.

But she’d gone off to school before anything
could happen.

However, she knew that Molly wasn’t coming
home for another few weeks. John had the place to himself.

Then she remembered that it was Friday
night. Molly told her that John had his firefighter buddies over
every Friday for poker.

Frustration curdled in her stomach.

She wanted him tonight! She couldn’t take it
any longer; it had been weeks since she’d had a good fucking.

But how am I supposed to get him with all
the other guys there?

Her aroused state of mind suggested
something to her. Something crazy. Something she’d been thinking
about for a while now, but never dared to try and go through
with.

What if she didn’t need to get John alone?
What if it wasn’t only John who used her tight young body?

Her cheeks heated. She’d never felt like
such a little slut before. Not even with her lips wrapped around
her TA’s hard cock.

She liked it, though. Liked thinking about
being not just John’s little slut, but all of them. All those
firemen with their big, strong hands. All of them old enough to be
her father.

Her pussy quivered as she let herself slide
into the fantasy. Her teeth clicked shut and she sucked a sharp
breath in through them. Her knees turned watery and weak and sank
slowly to the short carpet of her bedroom floor.

One hand went between her thighs. She found
the crotch of her panties soaked through. Just the barest,
whispering touch along her slit sent paroxysms of pleasure up her
stomach and spine.

Amanda knew
she had to get to work right away, glancing at the clock. There
probably wasn’t much time before John’s friends started to arrive.
She immediately started rooting through her bag, through her
dresser and her closet, looking for just the right things to
wear.

She’d never
really pictured herself as one of those girls doing it with a bunch
of guys at the same time, but now she could think of nothing
else.

She finished
getting dressed and crept out into the hall. Leaning against the
banister, she leaned over the rail and glanced downstairs.

“Mom? Dad?”
she said, waiting.

No response
came. Her heart sang in her chest. Lucky once more! She didn’t have
to think of some excuse to get out of the house.

She ran back
into her bedroom quickly to check out her window. John had gone
inside. That was good.

Heart beating
a million miles a minute, she stole across the street. Then she
went into John and Molly’s backyard. There she found the back door,
with the key in the planter beside it. She unlocked it and went in,
creeping her way upstairs and to Molly’s room.

She had just
closed the door there when she heard John start upstairs.

Then she
waited. It wasn’t a long one.

The doorbell
rang. She heard John answer it. It went again a few minutes later.
How many guys were coming? She thought probably no more than four
or five all told. Would that be enough for her? It would have to
be, she knew.

Watching
the clock radio that sat on Molly’s dresser, she let an hour slip
by. It would be best if they were all a little loosened up by
alcohol. By the sounds of it, they were. Laughter and conversation
filtered upstairs, gradually getting louder. Standing in front of
the mirror, Amanda pushed at her small but firm tits.
This is
it, she
thought.

Making her way
downstairs, she found them all seated around a circular table in
the den. Counting John, there were four big and strong firemen all
laughing and drinking as they played at poker between jokes and
stories. She leaned against the doorframe, curving her body to
accentuate her figure.

Some guy whose
name she thought was Jim saw her first. He whistled. The rest of
the guys stopped and turned to look at her. John was smiling.

“Hey, Amanda.
What are you doing here?” John said, his face a little flushed from
his drinking. His friends chuckled.

“I just came
over to see if Molly was home. That’s okay, right?” Amanda
said.

John frowned a
moment and her heart dropped. Then he smiled, “Of course it is!
Sorry to disappoint, but she’s not home. So unless you want to hang
out with this bunch of drunks…”

“Sounds like
fun!” she said, throwing on her brightest smile.

John frowned
again, then shrugged, “The more the merrier!”

The other guys
glanced at each other but said nothing.

She walked
into the room. John started to stand to get her a chair, but she
lifted her skirt a little and sat on his lap.

The other guys
seemed to find this amusing and cute, and they started telling her
how to play. But Amanda wasn’t wearing any underwear, and she’d
lifted her skirt so that her bare pussy was right on John’s cock.
She had felt it jump a little when she’d sat down. She started
gently grinding her pussy back and forth along it, smiling at the
other guys as they talked. John was silent. At first, he seemed to
resist it, but suddenly she felt his cock get so hard that it
strained against his pants, as though it was struggling to get
inside her. This thought made her get wet, and her pussy
squeezed.

She
gasped, jumping up from his lap in mock outrage. When the other
guys saw why, they burst into fits of laughter. She saw that her
pussy had left a nice wet spot where she’d been rubbing it against
his pants. Perfect, Amanda
thought.

“Oh, daddy!
Let me help you.”

Amanda bent
down and started undoing John’s pants. He still seemed so shocked
that he could hardly do anything but sit there with his mouth open,
trying to protest. Having gotten his pants undone, she grabbed them
and yanked, pulling them part way down his thighs. She’d grabbed
his underwear, too. His hard cock popped up. What she saw made her
salivate. His cock was nice and big, just like in her fantasy.

This seemed to
make the semi-drunk firemen laugh even more.

They stopped
laughing when she started sucking his cock. She’d grabbed it with
one of her hands and shoved her lips down over it, letting her
tongue tickle that sensitive spot between the head and shaft.

John pushed at
her shoulders, “No, Amanda, stop.”

She swallowed
as much of his shaft as she could, then, feeling the head of his
dick press down into her throat.

“Holy shit,
isn’t that his daughter?” One of the guys said behind her.

“His
daughter’s friend, actually,” Jim replied. His voice held the hint
of amusement. “Old John has to beat the ladies off with a stick.
Doesn’t matter who they are.”

John’s grip
had shifted from her shoulders to her head. Rather than trying to
pull her mouth off, he actually pushed it a bit farther down his
length. He leaned back in his chair, giving Amanda more room to
move around.

Soon, the
shocked silence turned to chuckles and even a few cheers as the
semi-drunk firemen accepted what was happening. They hooted and
cheered when Amanda managed to press her mouth all the way down
John’s shaft. She let his cock push into her throat, suppressing
her gag reflex. She felt him get even harder in her mouth as he ran
one of his hands through his hair.

When she could
hold her breath no more, Amanda pulled back. His shaft was covered
in its entirety by her wet spit. Amanda slowly ran one hand all the
way up and then all the way down the wet flesh, smiling up into
John’s face the whole time.

“Did you like
that, daddy? Did that help?” Amanda asked.

“Yeah, kiddo,
it did,” John replied. She felt his cock harden and pulse for a
moment in her hand as he looked down her body. She felt herself get
warmer in response.

“Hey,” one guy
said behind her, “I think we all need a little help, too.”

Still stroking
John’s cock with one hand, Amanda looked over her shoulder at the
man who’d spoken. She didn’t even know his name. But she did see
him rubbing his hard cock through his pants under the table. With a
quick glance, she saw that they all sported nice big boners.

With an impish
smile, Amanda grabbed her skirt with her free hand and pulled it
up, leaving her ass and pussy bare to see for anyone willing to
duck their head under the table.

She made a
pouty face as she looked at the nameless man who’d spoken, “I think
there’s a problem under the table that can only be solved by
firemen,” she said.

The three
remaining firemen all practically fell over themselves trying to
get a look under the table. Smiling still, Amanda turned back to
John. She savored the look in his eyes as she peeled her shirt off.
Amanda wasn’t wearing any bra, and he got to see the hard nipples
of her smallish but firm breasts right away.

A big hand
clapped onto one of her ass cheeks and gave it a squeeze. Without
looking back, Amanda reached back and found the owner of the hand.
She gave his cock a squeeze through his pants.

Arching her
ass up and leaning forward, she laid a wet kiss on the bottom of
the head of John’s cock before swallowing half his shaft again.

She started
moaning when the hand squeezing her ass travelled between her legs.
Big, strong fingers worked their way over her wet gash, and a big
thumb pressed into her tight and wet pussy. She gave the thumb a
squeeze as she felt it get covered in her juices.

Amanda worked
her mouth more vigorously on John’s cock, sucking at it and using
her tongue to feel the big bulges. More hands grabbed her ass, this
time pulling the cheeks apart so that the owner of the hands could
get a look at her dark little asshole.

A chair
squealed as someone pushed it back and stood up. A moment later,
Jim appeared at John’s side. He laid a hand on John’s shoulder and
looked down with a smile at the little slut sucking his friend’s
cock. Amanda saw that Jim’s own cock was hard in his pants.

Another chair
squealed as another of the firemen got up and then crawled under
the table. Amanda closed her eyes and moaned on John’s cock as she
felt a warm and wet tongue start sliding up and down the cleft of
her ass, tingling every time it passed over her sensitive little
asshole.

When she
opened her eyes again, Jim’s cock was out of his pants and he was
stroking himself, his eyes fixed to her tits. Smacking his hand
away, she grabbed his hot and pulsing cock and started stroking it
for him.

After making
sure John’s cock was still thoroughly soaked with her spit, she
shifted and took Jim’s cock into her mouth. He moaned as her lips
wrapped around his shaft in a tight ring and proceeded most of the
way down his length before pulling back almost all the way off. A
big glob of precum leaked out of his dick and right onto her
tongue. Amanda swallowed it right away and started trying to suck
more out of him.

“Your
stepdaughter has such a nice little mouth,” Jim said. He reached
down, grabbed Amanda by the back of the head, and pulled her mouth
down until she had his entire cock in her. She gagged a little, but
made no move to resist.

“Such a great
ass, too,” the fireman who’d been rimming her the past few minutes
said before returning to his task.

“Yeah, well,”
John said, “I think she’s been a very bad and naught girl. Come on
guys, let her stand up.”

The firemen
variously stood up and backed away from her, their cocks and
tongues leaving her. After a second, she stood. John grabbed her
shoulders and spun her around. He unzipped her skirt and it fell
around her ankles, leaving her totally naked for the big firemen to
see.

“What do you
have to say for yourself, young woman?” John said.

“I’m sorry,
daddy,” Amanda said, “I thought you would like it.”

All of the men
were smiling as John grabbed her by the shoulders and bent her over
the table. She felt the head of his wet cock bump against her ass,
and she at first thought he was going to start fucking her. She
shivered as her pussy released more juices in preparation.

“Well, this
sort of behavior is inexcusable and requires punishment!” John
said.

She felt his
cock pull away. Amanda looked over her shoulder in time to see his
beefy hand land on her ass with a loud smack. She jumped and
squealed as he did it again and again, not sparing either
cheek.

“Oh, daddy I’m
sorry! Please don’t punish me anymore!”

The spankings
stopped. John wrapped his strong arms around her waist and picked
her up. Carrying her like that, he moved to the middle of the room
where there was more space. He placed her on her feet and then
stripped off the rest of his clothes. The other firemen followed
suit, and Amanda was soon encircled by four muscular men with hard
cocks all pointing at her young and nubile body.

Then John laid
on his back on the floor.

“Get down
here,” he said. She straddled him, looking down into his face as
she lowered her body onto his. John kept his cock steady with one
hand, and he fondled one of her tits with the other. Amanda sucked
in her lip and bit it as his big cock entered her, the opening of
her pussy stretching out as the big head made its way in. She sank
down onto his cock until it filled her completely. He felt so hard
and warm against the soft, wet walls of her flesh. Both of them
moaned.

John shifted
his grip so that he held her ass in his powerful hands. He lifted
her about halfway up off his shaft and then let her fall back down,
slamming his hard member back into her tight hole. She yelped with
delight as she felt her pussy squeeze around him for a moment and
then loosen. He kept fucking her like this, making her tits bounce
up and down.

The other guys
wanted in on the action, too. The guy who she thought had been
licking her asshole stepped so that he was standing over John’s
head. She started sucking his cock, wanting to get it all covered
in her spit like she’d already done to Jim’s and John’s. The guy
who’d been using his thumb to finger bang her pussy stepped up
beside the guy she was sucking. She started stroking his cock,
using the ample precum leaking out of it as lube.

Jim had moved
behind her. She couldn’t see him, but she heard him grunting as he
straddled John’s thighs. She wondered if their balls were touching
and wanted to giggle, but couldn’t because of her mouthful of hard
cock.

John must have
seen what Jim was doing, because he stopped lifting Amanda up and
letting her drop, instead holding her in position with a few inches
of his straining shaft, all wet with the juice from her pussy,
showing.

Amanda pulled
her mouth off the cock, and instead started stroking it. She was
about to start sucking the only cock that hadn’t been in her mouth
so far, but her whole body suddenly clenched up.

Jim had
pressed the head of his sopping cock against her tight little
asshole. Amanda forced her body to relax, and he managed to enter
her tightest hole with some difficulty. They both grunted and
whimpered as his shaft penetrated more deeply into her.

John started
fucking her again, keeping her held up in his powerful arms.

“Is my pussy
tight enough for you, daddy?” Amanda said before she started
sucking on the cock she was going to suck earlier.

John’s only
reply was a grunt. His face was all red, and his lips were pulled
back in a grin of concentration and he slammed his cock as deeply
and as hard as he could into her young cunt. Jim had started
fucking her asshole now, too. The feeling of having two big, stiff
cocks stuffing her full was overpowering.

It was like
her body was spinning out of control. She sucked and jerked and
fucked as hard and fast as she could, feeling all of the cocks
getting stiffer and hotter by the moment while she herself got
tighter and wetter.

Soon, she came
all over John’s hard cock, squeezing and gripping it with her pussy
even as her eyes clenched shut at the sensation. After one
particular squeeze of her pussy, she felt John’s cock stiffen and
jerk in her, and then she felt a warm sensation as his cock spurted
hot cum into her cunt. John’s fingers dug into the flesh of her ass
as he came in her.

It was a chain
reaction. The fireman she was sucking started to groan even more.
When Amanda opened her eyes, she saw that he’d thrown his head back
and his hands were clenched into fists even as his dick swelled in
her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and finished him with her hand.
Her efforts were rewarded by long spurts of his cum which landed in
hot globs all over her face and tits.

Jim grabbed
her hips suddenly and started pounding her as hard as he could,
making her scream from the sensation. His mouth opened and the air
escaped him in a moan as she felt him fill her ass with his hot
spunk.

That left only
one man: the one she was jerking. She thought his name might be
Scott. As the one guy who’d just came all over her face and tits
stepped away, Scott stepped into his place. He leaned down and
grabbed her. He lifted her up. She gritted her teeth as John and
Jim’s cocks pulled out of her still-tight holes. She could feel
their cum dripped in hot streams out of her as Scott walked her
over to the table. There, he set her on her ass on the cold
surface. He pushed her knees back to her chest and rammed his hard
dick into her pussy.

Amanda felt
another orgasm coming as she watched his member sliding in and out
of her, filling her up each time. Scott came just as Amanda’s
second orgasm slammed into her, tightening her pussy around his
dick. He added long spurts of his own cum to John’s. Her pussy was
so filled with cum that it leaked out around his dick.

Scott used his
fingers to milk every last drop of his jizz out of his cock and
into her cunt before pulling out. Immediately, milky cum flowed out
of her onto the table. She laid back onto the cool top of the
table, her whole body shivering and vibrating gently from the
pleasures she’d just experienced.

Scott and the
nameless fireman who’d blown his load on her body were already
picking up their clothes and putting them back on. Jim had
collapsed naked onto a loveseat, his chest and shoulders heaving,
and a sheen of sweat glistening on his face.

John walked
over to the table and between her legs, his cock still partially
hard. It was covered in a medley of juices from Amanda’s pussy and
mouth, as well as his own cum.

Wordlessly,
she slipped down onto her knees in front of him and cleaned all the
mingled juices from his shaft with her tongue. His cock jerked and
flexed as she dad. She kept her eyes on his the whole time.

John cupped
her cheek while she cleaned him, and then helped her to her feet.
He was so much taller than her.

And her pussy
ached. How could it not? She’d never been fucked so hard in her
life. And by so many different cocks.

Outside, she
heard the sound of a familiar car engine. Car doors opened and
closed.

“My parents
are home,” she said.

“Better get
back then before they start asking around,” John said, “Go out the
back door.”

She turned to
go, but he grabbed her wrist. She looked back at him.

“Molly’s not
going to be home another two weeks at least,” he said, the implied
invitation glinting in his eyes.

Her sore
little pussy quivered again. “I know,” she said. Then she slipped
out of his grip and went home.





Ganged by the Daddies Next Door: Four on
Two

 


Jenny liked living away from home and going
to college. Away from her parents, away from her hometown.

But not away from her friends.

She shared an off-campus apartment with two
of her classmates, Sandy and Brie. They’d all grown up together,
met in kindergarten. That whole cute story.

And they’d all decided to go to the same
school. So it made sense after first year for them all to live
together.

“Hey!” Sandy said, coming into the kitchen.
She wore a pair of tight shorts that the bottom of her ass spilled
out of, and her lips glistened with gloss. She had her cell one
hand while she rooted around in the fridge with the other.

“Hey yourself,” Jenny said, “Where’s
Brie?”

Sandy peered around the open fridge door,
her face about even with a photo magnet the three of them had taken
together for their celebratory road trip for graduating from high
school.

“Don’t you remember?”

“No,” Jenny said. She leaned against the
countertop, “What?”

“Her dad’s coming up with a few of his
friends.”

“Oh,” Jenny replied. Her stomach
tightened.

That was one other benefit to rooming with
her childhood friends. Specifically, Brie. More specifically,
Brie’s dad, Bruce.

“Wow!” Sandy said, “Nice blush!”

“I’m not blushing!” Jenny said, turning her
face away to stare fixedly at the backsplash behind the sink.

She couldn’t really deny it to herself,
though. Her whole body was hot.

“I can’t believe you still have a crush on
Bruce!” Sandy said. She closed the fridge door, her formerly empty
can now clasped around a bottle of water.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
Jenny said, still not looking.

She’d been crushing on Bruce hard for as
long as she could remember. And it had never gone away.

If anything, it got worse. Because Brie’s
parents had divorced and she had chosen to stay with her dad.

Bruce was single. Had been for years now. It
made it feel like things were… possible.

It was a recurring fantasy of hers to find
Bruce in some foul mood and then bring him back around with her
youthful smile. To make him recognize her as a woman and not just
some girl his daughter knew.

He was like another father to her. Somehow,
that made the fantasy even worse. That forbidden, taboo aspect that
lifted her panties all twisted and damp when she thought about
it.

It kept her awake at night still, trying to
keep quiet while she worked the wet pink folds of her pussy into
tight agony with one finger.

“You do! You totally do!” Sandy said.

“No. I don’t care. That’s gross; he’s old
enough to be our father,” Jenny said.

Sandy took a sip from the water bottle and
then set it down on the counter. She ran her eyes up and down
Jenny’s body and then smiled.

“Really? Then you wouldn’t mind if I flirt
with him a little when he gets here? Because he is pretty good
looking. For an old guy.”

Jenny’s stomach twisted some more. She
swallowed hard against the sensation.

“Do whatever you want,” Jenny said, “See if
I care.”

“Maybe I will,” Sandy replied. Then she
danced out of the room, showing off those long legs and that perky
ass of hers some more.

Sometime after that, the buzzer rang. Jenny
hurried over to the intercom and pushed the button to let him
in.

Her heart thrummed in her chest for that
half minute or so until the knock at their door.

She flipped her hair back behind her head
and hoped that her bra would keep Bruce from seeing how stiff her
nipples had gotten. They were so hard they ached.

Yeah, for his hot lips to wrap around them
and then suck on them…

She pushed that thought from her head when
she opened the door.

“…hey,” she said, confused.

Because it wasn’t just Bruce. There were
three other men with him. She recognized one of them as Tom, the
father of another of their friends who hadn’t come to this
college.

The other two looked about the same age as
Tom and Bruce, and she figured they were maybe the fathers of
friends of one of Bruce’s sons.

“Jenny! Hey, long time no see!” Bruce
said.

And before she could protest, he bent over
and wrapped her in a big hug. Their bodies crushed together.

She hoped desperately that he couldn’t feel
her stiff little nipples against his flesh.

She hugged him back, trying not to think
about the spicy scent of his aftershave or the way his stubble
prickled so delightfully against her cheek.

Or how big and strong his arms felt around
her. And how his clasped hands rested on the small of her back,
just above the firm curves of her ass.

No, she locked all that away for later use
in her bedroom, when she was all alone and no one could hear the
wet sounds her fingers made or the noise of her little whimpers of
pleasure.

“Hey there, Bruce. You miss me, too?”

Sandy leaned against the hall closet, still
wearing those tiny shorts and now an even shorter crop top that
exposed so much of her taut, bare belly.

Jenny’s mouth turned in an involuntary frown
when Bruce released her from his grip. Tom came in next to hug her,
but she mostly ignored him.

“Of course not. Wow, look at you! Bet you
get any guy you want around here, don’t you?” Bruce said, moving in
and gathering Sandy up in his arms like he’d just done with
Jenny.

“Yeah, any guy,” Sandy laughed. It was a
lilting, lovely sound. Jenny hated her.

She wanted this to stop. She hadn’t expected
Sandy to follow through on her threat.

“Hey, where’s Brie? I thought she was coming
back with you?” Jenny said.

Bruce let go of Sandy, “Yeah, we sort of had
a bit of a fight and she decided it was best to go stay at her
mom’s. And about that… The guys and I would understand if you
wanted us to go crash in a hotel instead of here. I mean, we know
we’re not really family or anything.”

Sandy wrapped both her hands around one of
Bruce’s biceps and leaned her body against his, “It’s no problem!
You can all stay here the night at least. Brie’d be pissed at us if
we kicked you out. Right, Jenny?”

Jenny crossed her arms beneath her small,
round breasts. Her nipples chafed against her bra, adding to her
irritation.

“Of course it isn’t,” she said, forcing a
smile. She hoped that her eyes said, I hate you for doing
this to Sandy.

Bruce pulled his arm away from Sandy’s grip
which pleased Jenny. The irritation returned when he dropped it
around Sandy’s shoulders and pulled her closer to his side.

“Great, thanks guys. We’ll head out in the
morning, won’t be in your hair long,” Bruce said.

“No problem,” Jenny said.

But to her surprise, after that Sandy seemed
to lay off. The guys hung out in the living room while Jenny stayed
in her own room and Sandy ran out to the mall.

It wasn’t until Jenny crawled into bed that
she thought it was all going to be okay. She flicked off her lamp
and went to sleep, not daring to relieve the pressure on her
swollen little clit for fear one of the guys would walk by and hear
the noises she made.

***

Jenny woke up
in her underwear under the covers. She glanced at the clock and saw
it was a bit after midnight. She felt so thirsty that she got up
and walked towards the kitchen. The whole apartment was dark, and
she didn’t really hear anything but her own footsteps. Then she
passed by the living room. It was dark in there, but she heard low
grunting and constant slurping and sucking noises.

“Yeah,
baby...” A man whispered. She couldn’t be certain, but Jenny
thought it was Bruce.

Not thinking,
she reached around the doorframe and flicked on the light. Everyone
froze. Sandy, completely naked, was on her knees in the middle of
the room. Bruce was standing in front of her, also naked. Sandy had
most of his meaty cock in her mouth. Sitting on the couch beside
them, slowly jerking his own hard cock was Tom.

They all
looked at her when the light came on.

“Bruce!”
Jenny yelled. She just couldn’t believe it. For some reason, her
jealousy flared again and a voice in her mind said,
it should be me
sucking his cock.

Sandy quickly
pulled her mouth off, but left one of her hands wrapped around
Bruce’s shaft. Jenny could see thick gobs and strings of her spit
all over Bruce’s cock.

Jenny marched
into the room and stood beside Sandy. She could feel the heat
coming off their bodies, and it made her own temperature rise. She
fought it back, though. This was unacceptable, and she had to do
something about it.

“What the
hell, Bruce?” Jenny said.

Bruce held his
hands up, a look of guilt on his face. Tom chuckled from the couch
and continued to stroke himself, his eyes fixed on Sandy’s nubile
and shapely body. The noise brought the other two guys into the
room from wherever they’d been sleeping. They both gasped when they
saw what was going on.

“I’m sorry,
Jenny,” Bruce said. She saw his eyes flick down her body, and she
remembered that she was just in her underwear. Again, a jolt of
arousal thrilled through her pussy.

She was going
to tell him off, but her desires changed her mind.

“You are such
an asshole. Do you know how long I’ve wanted to suck your cock? And
you let my roommate do it first!”

“Jenny, I’m
sorry—“ Bruce started, then his brain processed what she just told
him, and he said, “—Wait, what?”

Jenny grabbed
Sandy by the shoulder, looked down at her, and said, “Move.”

Smiling
impishly again, Sandy wiped at her mouth and got out of the way.
All of the guys gasped again when Jenny went down on her knees
where Sandy had been. She tossed her hair back. Reaching up with
one hand, she grabbed Bruce’s cock. It was hard and thick, and also
wet from the suck job Sandy had been giving it. Looking up into
Bruce’s eyes, Jenny opened her mouth and took his cock with it.

“Hell yes,”
she heard Tom say from the couch.

Bruce smiled
down at her. He ran his finger along her cheek, then gently cupped
her chin. He pushed back, making her move her mouth back off his
member. He bent over and gave her a full kiss on the lips, then
stood back up. Immediately, Jenny shoved his cock back through her
lips.

“Come here,
boys,” Sandy said. She squatted behind Jenny so that their backs
were touching. Tom got up from the couch and stood in front of her.
After a second, the other two came in as well. Sandy smiled up at
them. “Take out your cocks,” she said.

“Right here,”
Tom said, grabbing his cock and thrusting it at her.

“That’s a
nice, fat cock you have there, Tom,” Sandy said as she grabbed
Tom’s cock and started stroking him.

Hastily, the
other two guys pulled down their pants and let their own hardening
shafts spring out into the air. They were both on Tom’s left, so
Sandy did the only thing she could to please them all at the same
time. She took the middle man’s cock in her mouth, where it
instantly hardened, and she grabbed the final man’s dick and
started stroking it at the same pace as she did Tom’s.

Jenny didn’t
care about all that though. All she could think of was how hard she
was making Bruce’s cock, how he moaned when she rubbed her tongue
against the bottom of the head of his cock, and how the skin of his
shaft moved as her fingers slid back and forth along his
member.

Reaching
behind her with one hand, Jenny undid the clasp of her bra. She
used that same hand to pull it off her, reluctantly and quickly
taking her hand off Bruce’s shaft for the second it took to get the
strap off. He stared hungrily down at her breasts. Under that gaze,
she felt her nipples stiffen, and a shiver ran through her.

It wasn’t long
before she was rubbing her pussy through her panties, thinking
about how it would feel when he shoved his thick shaft into her
little cunt. Her panties were moist under her urgent fingers.

Tom extricated
himself from Sandy’s grip. He moved over until he was closer to
Bruce, where he put he hands on his hips and looked down at Jenny.
His big cock trembled in the air as he looked, and some clear
precum came out of the tip.

Without
thinking, Jenny switched cocks, thirstily lapping at the salty
precum before sliding her lips as far down Tom’s shaft as she
could. The whole while, she continued squeezing and stroking
Bruce’s rod. Both men groaned as she worked over their cocks with
her body.

Behind her,
Sandy was getting into position to take a cock in her pussy. She
went on her knees on the couch, resting her forearms on the back of
the couch. Behind the couch, one of the guys stood getting his cock
sucked. The other guy took position at Sandy’s ass. He ran his
hands over her flesh, and gave one of her cheeks a couple playful
slaps. She responded by wiggling her ass at him. Without further
ado, he entered her.

He had to push
in slowly because she was so tight, working his cock a few inches
in, pulling back, and thrusting in a little deeper each time. Her
pussy tugged at the skin on his shaft, showing just how tight she
was.

“Holy shit, I
love co-eds,” the guy said as he managed to cram every last inch of
his dick into her hole. When he pulled back from another thrust,
his shaft was shiny from her juices.

Sandy started
moaning like a whore as the guy nailed her from behind. Her noises
of pleasure seemed to make everyone else amplify their own. Jenny
groaned around Bruce’s cock as she switched back to it, and then
did the same to Tom’s.

All of the
guys seemed to be watching Sandy again, or, rather, watching their
friend as he fucked her brains out. Even Bruce couldn’t stop
watching Sandy’s perfect ass move back and forth.

Jenny let him
feel her displeasure as she ran her teeth lightly over his shaft
the next time she pulled back. That seemed to get his attention.
Wordlessly, Bruce moved around behind her. He picked her up as Tom
began protesting. He quieted as he watched what Bruce did. Bruce
put her down on one of the overstuffed arms of the couch, which
supported her hips and made her back arch on the cushions
beautifully. He spread her legs apart and stepped between them.
Jenny’s heart pounded as her pussy released more juice in
anticipation.

“Give me your
cock,” Jenny said.

Bruce eased
his cock into his friend’s daughter’s tight little pussy after
shoving her underwear to one side. Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and
buried her face in the cushion as she felt her pussy stretch out
around his girth. Bruce grabbed and squeezed her ass when he
started fucking her.

That left Tom
out. He stood there, watching everyone else have fun. Sandy
noticed.

She said,
“Come over here, Tom. I need your cock now.”

Sandy stood
up, making the guys stand back for a moment. She grabbed Tom by the
shoulders and got him to lie down on the couch, his shoulders
against the other armrest. The next second, she’d straddled him.
Grabbing his shaft, she lowered herself down onto him. His lips
pulled back from his teeth as his member sank into her tight
pussy.

“You,” Sandy
said, pointing at the guy she’d been fucking before, “Have you ever
tried anal sex?”

She didn’t
need to say any more. The guy got up on the couch, putting his
knees wherever there was space. Sandy lifted and angled her ass and
pulled her cheeks apart to show her asshole to him. He was in her
and making her moan within a few moments.

Jenny took
care of the final man, who was still standing behind the couch.
Twisting her torso, she reached up and started stroking his cock.
It was nice and slick from Sandy’s mouth, and his member felt warm
and wet in her hand as she stroked.

The couch
started shifting on the floor as Bruce got into his groove. He
rammed her pussy hard and fast, making her grunt every time his
cock slammed balls-deep into her. She could feel her pussy get
pulled back and forth with each stroke.

“Oh Bruce,”
Jenny said, “You’re so hard in me.”

His cock was
like iron in her. She got wetter thinking about how she was the one
making him so hard and horny. It was her pussy he wanted, not
Sandy’s. That made her happy. She groaned again as she felt the
ridges around the head of his cock pull back through her wet hole,
stretching it out a little more at that tightest point.

“Uh huh, uh
huh,” Sandy said repeatedly as the two other guys pounded her
delicate holes. Jenny knew Sandy was about to come; she’d heard her
roommate masturbating in her bedroom enough times to also know that
this one was going to be big. Sandy grabbed the back of the couch
and squeezed until her knuckles turned white. She panted while she
came.

“Yes, fuck my
pussy and ass. Are they nice and tight on you? Yeah, you like
that?” She said through gritted teeth.

Both Tom and
the other guy fucking her had looks of concentration on their
faces. They’d both slowed down considerably, both from how tight
Sandy had gotten around their cocks and how neither wanted to be
the first to come. Sandy let go of the couch, reached around behind
her, grabbed the ass of the guy fucking her asshole, and yanked him
deeper into her. He groaned and she smiled. After a dangerous
second, the man regained his composure.

From Jenny’s
position, she could easily watch as Sandy squeezed the man’s firm
ass, and how it flexed every time he thrust his cock back inside
her.

Bruce was
slamming her so hard from behind that he was actually rocking the
couch each time. Jenny reached back and pressed the flat of her
hand against his stomach right over his cock. She could feel
herself getting tighter around him by the moment, and his fucking
was overloading her senses.

Her whimpering
and her hand on Bruce’s body didn’t seem to make him slow down at
all, though. If anything, feeling her little cunt start clenching
up around him just seemed to make him try to screw harder and
faster. Her sudden tightness just accentuated how hard he felt
inside her, which made her tighter and him feel harder. It was a
vicious cycle that Jenny didn’t want to stop.

But it had to
end one way or the other. She opened her mouth wide, feeling her
pussy get extremely wet. She squeezed the one guy’s cock in her
hand so hard that he yelped as she came all over Bruce’s big
rod.

Through the
whirlwind of pleasure that ripped through her with each squeeze of
her pussy, she heard Sandy say, “Are you making her come all over
that big piece of meat of yours? Shame on you.” Sandy laughed.

“So fucking
tight,” was all Bruce could manage.

Jenny could
feel him pull his cock back and shove it in against her orgasm,
forcing her convulsing walls to part around his cock. She could
feel her orgasm throughout her whole body, from her tingling
nipples to her curling toes. Her pussy got so wet that she felt
some of her juices trickle down her thighs. Straining her neck to
glance back, she saw that Bruce’s cock was completely soaked.

“All right,”
Sandy said then, looking at the guy whose cock Jenny was squeezing,
“Your turn.”

The guy
fucking her ass pulled out and stepped aside. Her asshole gaped
open, and Jenny felt her pussy start to tighten up again at the
sight of it. Too quickly for her taste, the other guy took up
position and jammed his cock into her waiting hole.

Spitting on
her hand, Sandy started jerking the cock that had had just finished
with her ass. All of the guys had a sheen of sweat over their
muscles, and their faces were contorted in concentration as they
watched the two college girls work over their hard dicks.

They all look so pent up, Jenny thought. She knew that both she and Sandy had
already come. Her own pussy was still quivering a little as Bruce
gave her long, even thrusts. Their balls must be bursting at the
seams.

Jenny pushed
herself up and pulled away from Bruce. She felt a pang of longing
as his cock left her pussy. Bruce watched her curiously as she
moved to the middle of the room and squatted down.

“Hey, Sandy, I
think it’s time for these boys to let us have it.”

Sandy’s smile
widened into a grin as she extricated herself from the three men
pleasuring themselves with her body. She moved over and squatted
down beside Jenny.

The men didn’t
need any instruction. They walked over and stood in a semi-circle
around the two girls, their cocks all straining and trembling.
Sandy grabbed Tom’s cock and the guy who’d most recently been
taking her ass. Jenny grabbed Bruce’s pulsing rod and the final
guy’s.

Both girls
looking up into the men’s faces, they started jackhammering their
hands back and forth along the stiff shafts pointed at them.

“Are you going
to come all over my face?” Sandy asked Tom. He grunted in
reply.

“Give me your
cum, Bruce,” Jenny said.

That was
apparently all that was needed to set Bruce off. Jenny felt his
cock stiffen more in her hand, so she jerked him even faster. The
next second, Bruce flinched and his cock jumped, sending the first
spurt of cum onto Jenny’s face. The next landed on her chest and
started dribbling down her tits.

This set off a
chain reaction. The cock in Jenny’s other hand jumped, rewarding
her efforts with another stream of cum that landed right in her
mouth. Jenny closed her eyes as she felt more of the sticky stuff
land all over her naked body. Sandy was laughing as Tom and the
other guy spurted their loads all over her.

Jenny opened
her eyes. Bruce stood right over her. He’d made a ring around the
bottom of his cock with his thumb and index finger. Jenny moved her
open mouth so that her bottom lip touched the head of his cock. He
ran the ring he’d made up his shaft, squeezing the last few drops
of his cum out right into her mouth. She loved the taste, and she
swallowed as much as she could.

Sandy was
using her fingers to clean her body off, sucking the cum off her
fingers as she cleared it away. She saw Jenny looking at her and
she grinned.

“I bet you’re
happy you caught me blowing Bruce now, aren’t you?”

Jenny looked
back up at Bruce and she smiled. “Yes, I am really glad.”

Bruce reached
down and stroked her cheek again. She grabbed his finger and shoved
it into her mouth, then slowly pulled her lips down it. His cock
jumped.

“Whoa, slow
down there, I don’t think I could fuck right now if my life
depended on it,” then he added, “But you know, I am thinking of
staying here for a few days more.”

Jenny realized
that she really could go for another fuck right then, even though
the pounding he’d given her already made her pussy feel sore. But
in the heat of the moment, she hadn’t remembered that he would be
sticking around for a bit. The thought of being able to do this
with him every day for the next few days just made her feel so
happy, and horny.

She stood up
and put her hands on Bruce’s strong chest, then ran one down to
grab hold of his still partially hard shaft. It felt so warm in her
hand, still. She gave it a squeeze as she said, “I’d like that. But
what will we tell Brie when she gets back?”

Bruce pulled
her against his hot, solid body and let his hands slide down until
they rested on her ass. He cupped her cheeks and gave them a little
squeeze.

His cock,
trapped between their bodies, twitched again. Jenny’s aching pussy
quivered in response. She wondered if she could make him nut inside
of her. She thought that would be so fucking hot.

Bruce
shrugged, “Maybe we can get into another little fight and she’ll go
back to stay with her mom a while longer.”

“Sounds good
to me,” Jenny said.
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Daddy Next Door: A Single Dad Next Door
Romance

 


1.

 


I couldn't tell anyone. It was a secret.

And everything I thought about it—thought
about him—it made me sopping wet.

I'm talking wet enough to have to change my
panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened the top
drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and found my
diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down on my
stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd written
about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot ball low in
my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry, dated
for that last Saturday.

 


It read:

 


Dear diary, I got kissed today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was a real kiss. It
made me feel things that I never thought I could feel. Is this how
being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know. I should be
like eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that made it really
great is that we both know we shouldn't have done it.

I always kind of had a crush on him. And I'm
18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I just never
thought anything like this would happen to me.

I went over to see if Hannah wanted to do
anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr. Campbell. But he
told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that day so I wore a
pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank top.

I knew it was super skimpy. And I think part
of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr. Campbell might
react.

We were in the kitchen. He gave me a Diet
Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush crawling up my
neck.

And I definitely felt the way my pussy got
nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the inside and squirmed
on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened.

He took the can out of my hand and set it on
the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I am. Really towered
over me.

I could feel right then that he wanted me
badly.

And I'm not sure I could have stopped him
when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body against his.

God, my heart felt like it was going to
hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't shaved that day
and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his you know. It was
big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and I couldn't think
of anything but how it might feel to slide inside of me.

But then Hannah came back in.

We both jumped apart from each other. When
we went out Hannah asked me why I looked so flustered and I said
I'd jogged over.

I think the crotch of my shorts stayed moist
until I got home later...

 


I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my back
so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut
across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened.
Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt
about the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and the
way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more than
just a dream.
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