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Richard would never tell another soul that he found Brandy attractive. 

	That at night, while his wife slept beside him, he would think about the way her hot, round ass moved and flexed in the bikini that he'd seen her in at the beach.

	And the last person he would tell would be Brandy's father, Jeremy. Because he and Jeremy had known each other since grade school. And they'd raised their daughters together. Brandy and Roxanne were pretty much sisters.

	So Richard knew just how fucked up the whole thing was. But that didn't matter much to him when he'd stroke himself to an aching, pulsating orgasm in the shower thinking what it might be like to fuck his best friend's daughter.

	"Hey, almost ready to go?" he called upstairs, leaning against the banister. He glanced at the hall mirror and finished tying his tie.

	"Soon!" a youthful female voice called down. Roxanne.

	"Almost ready, Mr. Jackson!" Brandy shouted.

	Richard glanced down at his watch and shook his head. The girls were running perilously close to being late to the own graduation.

	They were both January girls. Both 18.

	Legal, a small voice in the back of his head said. He did his best to ignore it.

	Then the girls appeared at the top of the staircase in their grad clothes. Black gowns and pasteboard hats. Richard breathed a sigh of relief at that. You couldn't see Brandy's hot little body underneath all that.

	Roxanne took after her mother: a brunette beauty who loved varsity sports. Brandy was a blonde with a tight little body and lips that always seemed curved in a sort of mischievous, sultry smile.

	"You guys look great!" Richard said as they started down the stairs.

	"You're not so bad yourself, Mr. Jackson," Brandy winked at him. His stomach tightened and he fought against the sensation. Brandy had always been such a little flirt.

	"We better hurry up. Everyone else is already there," Richard said. By there he meant the school auditorium.

	He couldn't stop himself from wondering what sort of panties Brandy had on. If any at all. He swallowed heavily, trying to keep his shaft from bulging against his nicely pressed slacks.

	"Your dad going to be there, Brandy?" Richard asked, trying to take his mind off those awful, lustful thoughts.

	Brandy and Roxanne looked at each other.

	He knew he'd touched a nerve. Had he been thinking about something other than teenage ass he wouldn't have.

	"He's still out of town," Brandy said.

	That was what everyone had taken to calling it. A few months ago, Jeremy had taken up with a stewardess he'd met on a business trip. He'd let the affair swallow him so completely that he seemed to forget about his wife and daughter back home.

	Richard just shook his head a little. He'd known Jeremy for so long, and hadn't believed it could be true until he got it straight from the horse's mouth a month or so back.

	Come on, man! That's just low! he thought to himself.

	Because he'd really thought Jeremy would be there to see Brandy graduate.

	Instead he went over to the girls, threw an arm over each one, and pulled them into a hug. "Come on guys, big day. You're both just so awesome!"

	He tried to ignore the way Brandy's body felt pressed against his. He could feel her firm breasts pushed against his ribs, and when he glanced at her, her eyes and her smile seemed to speak something forbidden to him.

	"Thanks, Mr. Jackson! You're the best!"

	"I'm certainly something," he replied, then he shooed them out the door and into the Camry out in the driveway.

	He was so grateful they'd both be off to college after the summer. He could put Brandy and her perfect round ass out of his mind and get back to being a good man and husband.

	Except it didn't go that way at all.

	The ceremony went well. He took lots of pictures from his seat between his wife and Brandy's mom, all the while tactfully ignoring the elephant in the room that was Jeremy's absence.

	"Thanks so much for agreeing to host the party," Brandy's mom said as things started to wind down and everyone began shuffling out of their seats. "I don't think I could deal with it."

	"No problem at all, Deb," Richard said.

	He wasn't looking forward to having a bunch of teenage girls around the house for most of the evening, but it seemed the least he could do.

	"Don't let them eat you alive," his own wife said with an impish smile.

	"Hah-hah," he replied. His wife had taken the smart course of action and booked a lady's night the next town over. Deb would also be going.

	Richard tried to look at it as the last time he'd have to chaperone.

	Things started off pretty well. Pizza and soda served while the gaggle of girls watched some boy band on TV in the living room. Lots of laughter. Richard mostly tried to stay out of the way, sitting around in the office going over some work stuff.

	It worked pretty well to keep his mind off Brandy. He tried so hard not to think about her that he didn't notice that every time he went to check on everyone that she wasn't there.

	In fact, he didn't notice until he went upstairs to finally change out of his shirt and tie and heard the sobbing that emanated from Roxanne's room.

	"Roxy? Everything okay?" Richard said, heart lurching with concern. He knocked quickly before grasping the handle and pushing the door open.

	"Mr. Jackson!" Brandy said from Roxanne's bed. Her eyes were puffy and red, her face flushed with sadness.

	A pile of tear-soaked Kleenexes sat beside her on the bed.

	"Brandy? What's going on? Why are you..." then he clued in. Jeremy. That asshole. And of course his wife and Deb were both out on the town so he would have to deal with the tears himself.

	The girls had all changed out of their caps and gowns when they got to the Jackson house. Brandy wore some shorts so short that the bottoms of the pockets pocked out of them, and over that a spaghetti strap tank top.

	Some part of his brain managed to remain somewhat moral. "Do you want to be alone?"

	If she'd said yes then nothing else would've happened.

	But she looked at him with watery eyes, lower lip trembling a little. "No. You're such a good dad! Why can't my dad be more like you?"

	Richard's jaw worked. He went into Roxanne's room and closed the door behind him, muffling all the noise from the living room. "Your dad loves you, Brandy. It's just... he..."

	"Stop! Just stop defending him. God, Roxanne is so lucky to have you," Brandy said.

	"Maybe I should go get Roxy," Richard started to stand up.

	"No!" Brandy put her hand on his arm, "I don't want to ruin grad night for her. She's already been too nice to me. Please, just stay for a little while."

	Richard thought it may have been the way the evening light came in through the window, but Brandy looked especially beautiful at that moment. Her face had a rosy glow to it. Her lips were full and flushed and they glistened.

	He felt the tightening of desire deep in his stomach. And he knew that he shouldn't have done what he did next, but he couldn't help himself.

	He cupped her face with one hand, locking eyes with hers.

	Then he leaned over and kissed her. Softly at first, his lips meeting and fitting against hers. She tasted warm and sweet.

	His cock throbbed hard against his slacks, which had become uncomfortably tight around his bulging manhood.

	Her hand, still on his wrist, grasped him tightly. His excitement, which he thought would turn to frustration and guilt at any moment, climbed higher up his chest.

	Her lips parted, inviting his tongue. Her breathing became ragged and hot. She pushed her body against his.

	He hadn't made out like that since he'd been a teenager himself. He promised himself to end it at that.

	Then she let go of his wrist and slid her hand up his thigh until it found the outline his shaft made down the leg of his slacks.

	She squeezed him and it was his turn to moan.

	Her inexperienced fingers continued their journey, started tugging at his belt and zipper.

	"Oh... Oh, Mr. Jackson... Richard," she kept moaning, trying to get his pants undone.

	He found some self control and pulled back. Her taste still lingered on his lips. Her nipples, he noticed, had stiffened and pushed hard at the thin layer of cotton that was her tank top. They begged for him to squeeze and pinch them.

	And his cock ached it was so hard.

	"I want you," Brandy said, "I need you. Please... please..."

	"We shouldn't," Richard said. But he wanted to. Wanted her more than he'd wanted anything he could think of. He swallowed hard. He could feel his heartbeat in his painfully rigid shaft. "Roxy and the others are downstairs. And your mom could come here looking for you at any moment."

	That last part wasn't true. He'd gotten a text from his wife about 15 minutes earlier saying they'd probably be out later than originally planned.

	"I'll be quiet. I see the way you look at me when you think I can't see you, Mr. Jackson," she said.

	Richard swallowed hard again. His heart slammed against his sternum so hard he thought he might bruise a rib. And his cock just wouldn't go down.

	He started to say something, but she stood up beside the bed, eyes locked on his. Then she pulled off her top.

	Richard's mouth went dry. Her pert breasts spilled out, bouncing a little. Her nipples were just as stiff as he'd thought. And they begged for him to kiss and suck on them. 

	Her tummy was so flat and taut, and the way her blonde hair spilled around her shoulders gave him a deep and lustful ache.

	"I know you want me," she said.

	He let go of his self control, yielded to temptation. It was an incredible relief.

	Then he hooked his fingers into the belt loops of her ridiculously short shorts and pulled her between his thighs.

	He kissed her hard all the way down her throat. She giggled softly. The giggle turned to a moan when he sucked one of those stiff nipples into his mouth and toyed with it. He did the same thing to the other, leaving them each glistening with his spit.

	"Oh... I'm so wet..." she moaned.

	"Stay quiet," he whispered to her.

	His fingers were far more experienced. They got her out of her shorts and panties in short order. He almost shot his load off in his briefs when her saw the pink, swollen mound of her young pussy.

	He kissed down that taut, flat belly of hers. Right down to the rise of her pubic bone. She kept alternating between little giggles and moans that were like electric fingers up and down his whole body.

	It was all he could do to not throw her down on the bed and ravish her. But then someone downstairs might notice the noise and come investigate.

	And he couldn't stop. Not now. Not so close. Even the idea of it left his balls tight and aching.

	Instead he put his hands on the swell of her hips. The two of them traded places, Richard going down onto his knees beside the bed while Brandy sat down on the mattress.

	He pushed her down onto her back and spread her thighs open. The flushed lips of her young cunt parted, revealing the glistening pink flesh within, along with her engorged clit.

	He dove in, devouring her. Her wetness coated his cheeks and chin. Her body writhed on the bed. When she couldn't stifle her moans any longer she grabbed and pillow and bit it.

	When he concentrated his efforts on her little love button, taking it into his mouth and torturing it with his tongue, she came for him.

	She came so hard that her lithe body arched up off the mattress. He rode her through it, bringing her to such heights that every last muscle and nerve in her shuddered and shook while she moaned his name over and over into that pillow.

	Richard wanted to take longer with her. Learn every delicious curve of her incredible body. But they both knew they were on borrowed time.

	And besides, he didn't think the ache inside of him could wait any longer.

	"I've never been so wet..." Brandy said. An incredible, sexy flush of rouge spread out over her throat and chest. She looked up at him with fuck-me eyes.

	Richard stood up, peeling his shirt off as he did. He made short work of his belt and zipper. She watched him with bated breath, which caught in her throat when he freed his thick, trembling erection from his briefs.

	"I can't wait to feel you fill me up. I've thought about it so much. I couldn't think about anything else when I first started to notice you looking at me..." Brandy said.

	She slid her ass closer to the edge of the bed and angled her hips up, ready to take whatever he wanted to give her.

	And he intended on giving her inches. Every last one. For how long, he didn't know and didn't care. Just that he couldn't stop himself. Not now. His only prayer was for a few more minutes before anyone decided to come upstairs looking for either him or Brandy.

	"I'm ready," she said, "I'm so fucking wet right now."

	He wanted to feel that tight, wet heat wrapped all around his length. His cock got even harder, somehow, as he pushed back her thighs.

	They both gasped a little when he bumped the tip against hers, using the slick slit between her lips to guide him down.

	Her tightness resisted him for only a moment before it parted around him and he found himself in heaven. Tight, silky heaven that gripped him tighter than he'd felt in a long time.

	And it was a hungry tightness. She swallowed every inch he gave her. Swallowed them all until his balls rested against her ass when he sheathed himself totally inside her body.

	"You're so big," she moaned, the tendons standing out in her neck as she pushed her head back against the mattress. "Slow. Go slow... Oh..."

	They both moaned as he withdrew until only the head remained within her. He sheathed himself again, a little quicker than before. His balls tightened. He couldn't remember the last time sex had felt so good.

	His hands explored her beautiful young body, cupping her breasts and touching her throat, running down her belly, down her well-formed thighs. He kissed one of her calves.

	He picked up a better rhythm. Slow at first. Every time he pulled his cock back it looked wetter than before. It didn't take long before her nectar turned creamy up and down his shaft.

	It didn't take long before her young body began writhing on the bed.

	And it didn't take long for him to turn those bedroom eyes of hers up to his while she said, "Fuck me harder. I need it. Please."

	He wanted to, desperately. But he also didn't want the bed to shake or make noise. It was a delicate, incredibly sexy act he found. Restraining himself just enough to keep from pounding that bed right down into the floor.

	Without pulling out, he turned her onto her side and climbed onto the mattress so that they spooned. She moaned and twisted her body so that she could kiss him, all the while rolling her hips so that the tight ring of her flesh slid up and down his length.

	It didn't take long for her breath to catch. Or for her mouth to drop open, her jaw jutting out. "I'm gonna come," she said, her hips beginning to move erratically.

	"Me too," Richard groaned. His balls tingled and tightened in a way that felt so good it hurt. He couldn't hold back. "Where?" he barely managed.

	"In me. I need it in me," she told him, "Don't worry, I'm on the pill."

	He didn't know if he believed her. But then he realized he didn't care. That nothing in the world mattered so much as filling up the pussy of his daughter's best friend with his hot load. His body demanded it.

	"Come with me... Oh, God, come with me..." she moaned.

	He couldn't stop it even if he'd tried. Their bodies slapped together over and over. She tightened down on him so much that if he hadn't been rock solid inside of her she would've pushed him out.

	Then it happened. Her first. She grabbed the pillow and screamed into it even as her pussy clamped up around him.

	His lips pulled back from his teeth. He wrapped his arms around her body and pulled her hard against him, burying his shaft inside of her.

	He groaned the first time his cock flexed. The first time he spurted into her. It felt so good it hurt. It happened again and again, every muscle in his lower stomach tightening. His balls squeezed. His body trembled with every jerk of his manhood inside of her.

	He couldn't remember that last time he came that hard and that long. When the fog of desire began clearing from his mind, he hoped like hell that she hadn't been lying about the pill. Because there was no way he could've come that much and not knocked her up otherwise.

	"A little longer..." she moaned as he started pulling out of her. 

	He wanted to stay, really. Her body felt nice against his. Especially now that they were both loose and languid in post-sex bliss.

	But anyone could come upstairs at any time.

	When he withdrew from her he thought it would be accompanied by a flood of his seed, trickling out of her pussy, down her thigh, and onto the bed.

	But none did. She'd taken all of it. Her hungry young body had pulled it up into her womb. There was something unspeakably erotic about that.

	"I'm going to shower in the master suite," Richard said, gathering up his clothes. "I suggest you clean up in the hall bathroom before you go downstairs."

	Brandy sat up on the bed, watching him, "If I can even walk straight after that. I didn't know you had it in you, Mr. Jackson."

	"Go enjoy your grad night with the rest of them," Richard said before creeping out into the hall.

	Luck was on his side. No one else was upstairs. It still sounded like they were watching some movie down in the living room.

	As he hopped into the shower, he wondered just what sort of mess he'd just gotten himself into.
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