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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.

	



	



Grad Night with Her Best Friend’s Daddy

	 

	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.

	



	



At the Beach with Her Best Friend’s Daddy

	 

	Erica loved the beach. She loved the salty smell of the breeze, the muted roar of the surf coming in. The cacophony of laughter, conversation, and music.

	But what she loved most of all was showing off her bikini body. As skimpy as she could get away with.

	While she was 18, technically an adult old enough to make her own choices, she still lived at home and her dad absolutely hated it when she showed off her firm, high breasts and pert ass in something that left next to nothing to the imagination.

	So when Beth, her best friend since forever, invited her to a beach day with her family she jumped at the chance.

	She and Beth walked along parallel to the water, which lapped up around their bare feet every few moments.

	"How did you even manage to buy that!" Beth said, giving Erica's slim and nubile body some rather judge-y side eye.

	"Amazon," Erica replied.

	She made sure her hips swayed nicely. Every time she looked back at the beach she caught guys of all ages either quickly looking away or staring with open hunger.

	Hunger for her. Erica smirked a little, enjoying every last second of it.

	"If your dad saw you he'd kill you. After wrapping you in a towel," Beth said.

	"Well my dad isn't here, is he? Also, jealous much?" Erica gave Beth a pointed look. Her friend wore a two-piece, but a much more covering one.

	Though just about anything looked covering compared to what Erica had on.

	"Hey! I'm sure some of those guys are checking me out too. Besides, my dad is here."

	"Oh, I know," Erica winked at her friend.

	"You're lucky if he doesn't tell your dad about today," Beth said.

	"I think he's lucky he didn't pop one in his shorts as soon as we came out from the change room."

	"Erica! That's disgusting!" Beth said, her sun-drenched face flushing red.

	"I dunno, Devon's pretty good looking for an older guy. Real silver foxy-type," Erica said. It wasn't really a lie, either. Erica would be lying if she hadn't felt a flutter low in her stomach when she saw Devon, Beth's dad, shirtless for the first time that day.

	"You're such a slut!" Beth said with a laugh. She gave Erica a playful shove.

	They played around like that for a bit, Erica loving how pretty much every male eye on the beach was fixed on them. She thought about undoing her top (by "accident" of course) but forgot about it when her own eyes crossed out over the water.

	"Hey! Your dad and sisters are out pretty far," Erica said, pointing.

	Beth looked. Yeah, Devon and Beth's two older sisters had swum out pretty far and were currently splashing at each other and generally frolicking.

	"Let's go!" Erica said, rushing out into the gentle waves. She had already gotten in up to her waist in the warm, salty water before Beth charged out as well.

	It didn't take them long to swim and wade their way out to the others. Erica was well aware of the way her her mostly bare breasts glistened in the sunlight. And in the way Devon couldn't keep himself from glancing down at them.

	He put on a smile, "I was wondering if you guys were ever going to join us."

	"I wouldn't miss it for anything!" Erica said, "Thanks so much for letting me come along! I've been waiting for a chance to put on my new bikini."

	"It's no problem at all," Devon said, "And I don't think your dad would've let you."

	Erica winked at him, "Would you have let Beth or the others out in this?"

	"Hah!" he barked a laugh, "Not in a million years."

	A brief silence took over then. Erica smiled at Devon, who nodded at her.

	"Dad!" Beth said in a put-on of a whiny voice. Everyone laughed.

	Everyone swam for a while, splashing and laughing. But Erica kept finding her eyes drawn back to Devon.

	Probably because every time she looked at him, she noticed him glance away. 

	There was something hot about that. It made her nipples perk up and push hard at the thin material of her top.

	She let Devon notice that, too.

	Gradually, she found herself swimming closer and closer to him.

	"Having fun?" Devon asked.

	"Too much," she replied. Then she splashed him.

	He looked at her with mock shock, then splashed her back. They splashed each other some more, somehow drawing closer and closer each time.

	It didn't take long before they stood right in front of each other. Devon was taller, and the water came up to just under his chest.

	"Erica! Come over here!" Beth called.

	"Coming!" Erica shouted back.

	"Don't have too much fun, now," Devon said. She tried not to look at the way the water run in glistening rivulets down his chest.

	He tried not to see the way those rivulets of water ran between Erica's heaving breasts.

	"Of course not," she replied.

	Then she spun around. It was half accidental, half intentional. She let her hand sweep low through the water.

	It brushed against the front of Devon's shorts. His breath caught.

	She stopped. Let her hand linger. Her heart tried to pound its way up through her throat, and her body went hot.

	She squeezed his cock through his shorts and he groaned, stiffening within the grip of her fingers.

	"Erica!" Beth said.

	Erica let go, leaving Devon breathing heavily. She winked at him, then paddled her way over to Beth.

	She couldn't get her mind off him. Off the way he got hard for her so quickly. Off how big he felt. She wondered how big he'd get at full mast.

	She wondered how that full hardness of his might feel pushing up through the tight loop of her pussy.

	After that she took every excuse to get close to him in the water again. She loved how unspeakably naughty it was to seduce Beth's dad right in front of her, without anyone knowing what was happening just below the surface of the water but the two of them.

	Once she turned away from him and backed up, pretending to accidentally bump her ass against his shorts.

	His hands grabbed her by the hips under the water and pulled her hard against him. Just for a moment.

	Once she dove underwater near him and reached up the leg of his swim trunks. She wanted to pull them down. Put her mouth on him underwater. But she couldn't risk it.

	Her own internal ache grew. This had all happened so suddenly.

	She couldn't get the idea of fucking Devon out of her mind. But how? The beach was so public.

	Her lungs began burning, so she breached the water, flicking her long hair back so that a spray of water glistened in the sunlight.

	"You should go with the other girls," Devon said loud enough so that the others could hear. Even though, for the moment, they seemed content with splashing each other.

	Beth did glance over there, giving them both a quizzical look. Erica's heart pounded as she smiled back as innocently as she could. "I didn't realize I swam so far!" she said with a laugh. "Sorry, Devon!"

	Under water, he grabbed her wrist. Her breath caught when he pulled her back against him. The hard bulge of his cock pressed against her ass. Her pussy quivered.

	Then he put his other hand against the flat of her tummy and slid it down. It went down between her thighs and found the swollen mound of her desire.

	He pushed against it and she stifled a moan. His cock throbbed against her.

	She wondered if she could slip her bikini bottom down. Wondered what he would do if his rigid cock found its way between her thighs.

	She'd never fucked in the water before. And she'd never fucked with so many other people around, either.

	"Erica! I thought you were coming over here!" Beth called over, bounding up and down in the water and waving as she did.

	Devon rubbed her pussy again, making her squirm against him. When the electricity dancing all over her skin calmed down she said that she'd be right there.

	Devon let her go, and she started drifting away from him. Her cunt throbbed with the memory of his fingers. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hard he was for her.

	She'd never fucked an older man before. Especially not her best friend's father. But she could think of nothing else.

	Then he grabbed her wrist again. Except this time he didn't pull her back against that delightful cock of his.

	"Wait a few minutes and then meet me in the women's change room." Then he gave her a light shove to send her on her way.

	Those were some of the most difficult minutes of Erica's young life. She could barely stand the anticipation.

	But then it happened. "You girls stay out here. I'll be back in a bit. Just need to check on something I forgot about in the car," Devon said.

	He waded his way back to the shore, and once he got there started towards the parking lot.

	Erica pretended to have fun for as long as she could.

	"J'll be right back," she said.

	"Where are you going?" Beth demanded.

	"I'm getting a cramp. I think I just need to go sit for a minute..."

	"I'll come with you-" Beth started.

	"No! I mean, you don't have to. I'll be super quick. I promise. You stay out here and have fun," Erica said, her heart pounding for a different reason. If Beth came in with her then nothing else could happen. And she couldn't wait any longer. She couldn't take it.

	"Oh, okay. Well I hope it stops soon. That's what you get for having that sandwich before we left!" Beth said.

	"Yeah, serves me right," Erica said as she started wading in to shore.

	The sun warmed her body quickly as the water sluiced off her, and sand felt hot against the bare soles of her feet.

	She didn't notice either.

	Soon she got to the change rooms. She couldn't stop thinking about how hard Devon had gotten. About how big his cock felt against her.

	About how it might feel as it slid as deep into her as he could push it.

	The beach breeze had dried her off pretty well. But it couldn't touch the wet heat between her thighs.

	She went into the change room, flattening herself against the wall as a couple bikini-clad girls rushed by.

	Inside were the lockers, the benches, the showers, and some private change areas in the back.

	And she was alone.

	She padded her way in, the tiles cool against her feet. "Devon?" she whispered.

	"Here," his response came from back in the private area. She went there and found rows of closed change rooms.

	"Where are you?" she said.

	Then the door closest to her opened and Devon pulled her inside. Out of the water, she noticed how much taller than her he was.

	She swallowed hard at the lump in her throat. Excitement and anticipation ran electric fingers up and down her body.

	Her breaths came quick and hot when he put his hands on her hips and pulled her against him. "I should tell your dad what a bad girl you're being." His cock was a hard bulge against her stomach. His fingers slid down to her ass and squeezed her pert cheeks.

	"No, don't tell him. I'll do anything..." she said, her stiff nipples chafing at the thin material of her bikini top.

	"I always knew you were trouble," Devon said.

	"You have no idea," she replied. Someone had left their towel on the hook on the back of the door. She grabbed it and tossed it down onto the floor.

	Then she knelt down in front of him.

	"We don't have long," he said, his jaw working hard and his cock stretching out his shorts.

	"We don't need long," she told him.

	He pussy throbbed so hard that goosebumps broke out all over her.

	"Beth would kill me if she knew," Erica said.

	"And Beth's never going to find out."

	Erica undid the knot holding his trunks up. Then she pulled them down. Devon's thick shaft stood at full attention, inches from her face.

	She wrapped one hand around his shaft, near the base. He was hard in her fingers. And so fucking hot.

	When she put her mouth on him she tasted the salt of the water they'd just been swimming in. When she started to suck on him, started to stroke his shaft, she tasted the saltiness of his precum.

	He gathered her hair and held it back. "That's it. Suck and stroke. Get me nice and wet with your spit."

	She liked being told what to do. Especially by a man she'd known her whole life. 

	She loved how he rewarded her efforts with little shivers and groans. How the more of his cock she choked down, the more of his precum she could milk from him.

	"That's it," he said, "Just under the head. Use the tip of your tongue."

	She tickled at the inverted V of flesh on the bottom of the head of his cock like he asked. She wrapped both hands around his shaft to hold it still while she did it.

	His breathing quickened. He swallowed hard. His hands squeezed into fists, pulling at her hair. "Fuck. Fuck. Stop. I don't want to come yet."

	Part of her wanted to keep going. To tickle that extra sensitive spot until he gave her every last drop of his load.

	But her body throbbed for him. Her pussy quivered. She needed him inside of her.

	Her jaw ached when he pulled her back to her feet, and her lips tingled. They tingled even more when he kissed her.

	And as he kissed her, he undid the knot holding her bikini bottom on. It slipped off. His strong fingers dug into her firm lower cheeks. Pulled them apart. For just a moment, he teased at the wet heat of her opening with one finger.

	"Yes..." she moaned.

	Then he spun her around and shoved her against the narrow bench that took up most of the space in the change room.

	"Your ass is incredible," he said.

	She looked back at him, smiling while she wiggled her magnificent behind at him. His cock flexed in response. "I'm so wet for you."

	He found out himself a moment later when he guided his cock between her thighs. He found her opening right away and pushed his stiff girth against it. They both moaned while she parted around him.

	Each thrust he pushed more of himself into her, feeding her inches. And her tight little pussy was hungry.

	"You're so big..." she moaned.

	"Does it hurt?" he said, slowing down a touch.

	"Just a little. But I like it. Fuck me harder," she said.

	He forced every inch into her and she hissed at the feeling of getting stretched out so quickly. But it also felt good. So good.

	Her glistening nectar covered every inch of his shaft. Let him slide in and out of her tight little pussy even though she held him tightly on every stroke.

	They slowed a little every time they heard someone come into the changing area. Women laughed and talked to themselves while Erica covered her mouth and Devon fed her his cock with aching slowness until they left again.

	Then he pulled out of her and brought her to her feet. In another instant, he lifted her off the flood and pinned her back against the wall of the change room, shoving her knees back so that he exposed her tight young twat for a moment before sinking into her.

	They kissed as they fucked, their mouths hungry for each other. It wasn't long before their breathing became ragged. Before a tight ball low in Erica's stomach threatened to burst.

	Her young body quivered in his grip. Her toes started to curl. A deep flush of heat appeared between her pert breasts.

	"I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come..." she moaned, "Don't stop. Don't stop!"

	He didn't. His cock felt better than ever before. Like it swelled up even harder inside of her. Each stroke brought her closer and closer.

	Soon Devon's mature face started to twist. "I can't... I can't hold back..." he groaned.

	"Give it to me," she moaned. She was so close. So fucking close.

	He buried himself to the hilt in her, his balls slapping against her ass. His face twisted in an expression that was almost pain.

	Then his shaft jerked inside of her and she felt the hot splash of his load.

	She couldn't hold back anymore. She came all over him while he came deep inside of her. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and held on while he covered her throat and shoulder in kisses, his cock flexing all the while.

	He held her pinned against the wall a little longer, both of them catching their breath.

	"We better get back out there before Beth comes looking for us," Devon said.

	And with some reluctance he slipped out of her. He'd shot his load so deep inside of her that it didn't leak out of her right away.

	Before it could, she pulled her bikini bottoms back on and tied them in place. She could feel his seed inside of her. It seemed to pulse with warmth.

	The walls of her pussy ached already. And she couldn't quite walk straight.

	"I'll go first. Then you come out in a minute or so," Devon said.

	Again, she did as he asked. They got back out to the water and Beth asked what took so long. Erica replied that it had taken a while for the cramps to go away.

	Beth and the others didn't suspect a thing.

	Erica liked having a secret.
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