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1.

 


Jenny

 


"I don't think we should," I
said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin
flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my
ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan
said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the
hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo
shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his
desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet
I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in
me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He
moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that
sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and
the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel
good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away
from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him.
We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was
19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a
bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for
the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad
serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the
couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his
lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed
against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and
there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I
also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get
the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying
nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious
between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I
wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My
wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed
the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at
me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles
running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I
unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up
again.

"You're giving me blue balls here,
babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I
knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him
next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him
this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders,
made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair
shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down
when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of
tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that
point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate
hardness between his legs.

I rubbed.

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the
tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he
comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it
out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking.
Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit
girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab
me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and
there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I
wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking
about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he
wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he
wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart
sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach
withered.

That was your
chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me?

"It would really suck if my dad walked
in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the
whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest
once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's
mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband
and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had
been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call
after all.

About ten minutes after that little
episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without
waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the
couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on
happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my
heart trying to find a way to escape up through my
throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said.
He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet
different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and
slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should
look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw,
dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his
elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of
sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body
responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how
could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this
behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it
had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been
caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at
the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost
did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him?

But that was crazy, there was no way he
could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this
is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so
meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the
G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's
double-parked and it's a long drive."

 


2.

 


Adam

 


Evan and Jenny chose to sit in the back
seat.

Probably so they could fool around a
little thinking I couldn't notice. I pretended to not.

I already had Jenny pegged.

She was very pretty. She had that
youthful glow about her. A heart shaped face. Small breasts, but
perky and symmetrical. Long blond hair that practically begged you
to run your fingers through it.

To wrap it tightly around your hand and
haul her head back.

A nice, pert ass that could make any
straight guy hard with nothing but a glance.

I could also tell that my son, Evan,
was in deep with her already. Love-struck.

And I could also tell that Jenny was a
little tease and that there was no way she'd given it up to him
yet.

"Evan!" I heard her whisper behind me.
I glanced quickly in the mirror and got the gist of what
happened.

They'd been making out a bit, as much
as their seatbelts would allow. Evan put a hand on her thigh. Tried
sliding it up higher than that.

And who could blame him? Jenny had this
slightly flushed look to her skin. Her lips looked so plump and
juicy. Like she was practically begging for a hard fuck.

And then she grabbed his hand and put
it back on his own lap.

You little
vixen, I thought, you little tease.

I wanted my boy to man up. To take what
he wanted. I could see the way he suffered. Blue-balled for who
knew how many times now.

I could sympathize. Seeing her made my
cock hard, too. Even though she was young enough to be my
daughter.

I thought that maybe that was part of
it.

I also knew that if she was mine I'd
have claimed her tight little pussy already. Made it mine. Made her
beg me to fuck her.

Not the other way around. A real man
never begs for it. A real man doesn't ask. He takes.

"Maybe my dad will leave us alone..." I
heard Evan whisper. I got the implication.

So did Jenny.

"Not yet," Jenny said, "You know I need
to feel completely safe first."

I rolled my eyes.

 


***

 


Friday night went by. Then Saturday. I
even told them I'd let them sleep in the same room.

But Jenny insisted on taking the guest
bedroom.

They spent time together. But I don't
think any article of clothing came off.

Even when I spent a contrived amount of
time out getting liquor. I came home and found them sitting on the
couch. Evan all flustered. Jenny all flushed with that
cock-hardening glow.

He still hadn't gotten past second
base.

I decided I needed to step
in.

Rather, I decided that precious little
tease Jenny needed a good breaking in. It was the least she
deserved.

 


***

 


Sunday came around. I'd be bringing
them back to campus later that night. Not much time left. But I
didn't need much time.

They were both up in Evan's
room.

I knocked once on the door and went in.
Locked doors weren't allowed in my house. If I wanted in somewhere
I just went.

Though I also knew I wasn't really
interrupting anything.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the
bed, leaning over all the while to hide a hard-on.

A hard-on that Jenny refused to help
him with.

The girl herself stayed on the bed,
bare feet hanging over the side while she supported herself on her
elbows. Her hair hung down, exposing her slender throat and creamy
shoulders.

She wore a pair of those form-fitting
yoga pants that hugged her hips and thighs.

"Evan," I said, "Didn't you want to go
hang out with that Sean guy?"

Evan glanced at Jenny, then back at
me.

Whipped, I thought. Totally
whipped. It was shameful.

"Yeah..." he said, "But I decided to
stay here. Hang with Jenny and you."

"Go," I said.

"What?" Evan replied,
flustered.

I stood out of the doorway so that he
could get by. "You heard me. Get going. You'll regret it if you
don't."

In more ways than
one, I thought.

"Jenny doesn't want to," Evan
said.

I looked at Jenny. She smiled at me. So
innocent looking. But I could see the tease in the shine of her
eyes. I could see how she had my boy wrapped totally around her
finger.

"Then she doesn't have to go. She can
stay here. I think she'll be okay without you for a couple hours,"
I said, "Now go. Take the car. Keys are where they usually
are."

I didn't really give him much
choice.

They said their goodbyes.

When Evan left, he looked almost
relieved.

I'll fix her for you,
boy, I thought.

"Guess I'll just watch TV or
something," Jenny said. She rolled over onto her stomach, feet
still dangling over the edge, and searched for the clicker for the
small TV that Evan kept on his dresser.

I watched the way her pert, shapely ass
wiggled in those tight pants. There were no panty lines, I
noticed.

No underwear.

The blood went straight to my
cock.

I waited until I heard the car pull out
of the driveway.

Jenny found the clicker she put it onto
some inane music channel. She stayed on her stomach.

I went over to the window and pulled
the curtain shut. I didn't need anyone looking in on us and the
little lesson I wanted to teach.

"Things going well between you two?" I
said, coming over to stand by the bed.

She looked over her shoulder at me. Her
lips glistened. My cock throbbed.

"Really great! I really like him," she
said. So girlish.

"He likes you, too. I can tell," I
said.

"I know," she replied. She looked back
at the TV.

"So why are you such a little fucking
tease, then?" I said.

She rolled over onto her side and
looked at me with wide eyes. "What?"

I don't think any many had ever spoken
to her like that before. She always got her way.

That was about to change.

Besides, I could tell she liked
it.

"Don't play dumb," I said, "You're a
little cock tease. You get him all excited and then shut him down.
That's going to stop."

She pouted. "That's none of your
business! I'm saving myself."

"Like hell. You enjoy doing this to
him, and I won't have it anymore."

She glared at me, hard. The look made
her nature plain to see. That tease inside of her. That part that
enjoyed using her youth and her looks to control men.

"I'm calling Evan and we're getting out
of here," she said.

She'd left her cell downstairs, I knew.
She got up and started for the door.

I reached out and grabbed her by the
wrist. Pulled her back into the room. Her eyes were wide with
something else when she looked at me again.

"Let go! That hurts!"

"Not until you've learned your lesson,"
I said.

She was a small thing. Light. Easy to
throw around. I tossed her onto her back on the bed.

"What are you doing?" she
said.

"Showing you how to treat a man," I
replied.

She started to get up again. I shoved
her down. I grabbed her thin wrists in one hand and pinned them
above her head against the mattress.

She squirmed beneath me. She was
excited. Her nipples perked up against her shirt.

And her little moans...

That lusty flush returned to her flesh.
I could tell she was turned on.

"You need to learn how to handle a
man," I said.

"And you think you can teach me?" she
spat.

"I know I can," I said.

She breathed in deep gasps that puffed
her chest up. Her body writhed on the bed.

 


3.

 


Jenny

 


Holy fuck my pussy was so wet. It ached
and quivered inside of me.

He manhandled me. Forced me down on the
bed. I couldn't get up. Couldn't escape.

He was so much bigger than I was. So
much stronger. I could feel that strength in his hand while he
gripped my wrists.

Part of me rebelled. Part of me knew I
should be in control. That I told the guy what to do, not the other
way around.

The rest of my responded on a primal,
animal level to his aggression.

This was what I'd been waiting for. He
was what I wanted, on some level. A man, a real man. One who knew
what he wanted. One who refused to take no for an
answer.

My hips rolled against the bed, my body
already needing to feel him buried to the hilt inside of
me.

"So what are you waiting for, big man?"
I said, looking him in the eye, "Going to take what you
want?"

He cupped my cheek with his free hand,
traced the sensitive skin beneath my eye with the roughened pad of
his thumb.

That thumb moved down, pushed against
my lips. I opened my mouth, sucked him in. Wrapped my tongue around
him.

"Not until you've had a taste of your
own medicine," he said.

He pulled his thumb out. It glistened
with my saliva.

He held my hands pinned while he did
what he wanted with me.

He started with my throat, wrapping his
large hand around it. He squeezed. Just hard enough that when he
relaxed I gasped for air.

 

I'd never been so powerless, so
helpless, with a guy before.

"I'm a virgin," I said between
breaths.

"Not for much longer," he
replied.

I wasn't wearing a bra. I wasn't
wearing any underwear, actually. I liked the freedom of it. I liked
the way Evan salivated for me when he saw. Adam didn't salivate
though.

He reached down and tugged the collar
of my shirt down below my breasts, exposing them for him to see and
use.

My nipples already ached with
stiffness. They were small nipples, hard little points on my firm,
small tits.

He squeezed one breast. Squeezed until
I groaned at the pressure. Then he squeezed the other.

Each squeeze sent a tingle down the
front of my stomach. The tingles ran down between my thighs. Made
me squirm beneath him.

Made my pussy so moist. So slick.
Flushed with quivering heat.

I craved him. My body craved him.
Craved the thick hardness of him inside of me.

"You feel it, I can tell," Adam said,
"How bad do you want it?"

"Bad. Give it to me. Take me now," I
said.

I writhed beneath him, my body drawn to
his. I was his for the taking. All he had to do was pull his cock
out, pull my pants down, and shove it in. That was all.

"That's what I like to hear," he
replied.

But he continued mauling my pert
breasts. They ached from his squeezes. And I gasped when he rolled
and pinched my nipples between his fingers.

The crotch of my yoga pants was
soaked.

He started running his hand down the
taut flatness of my stomach. I arched up beneath him, relishing his
touch as he moved closer to my heat.

Finally, some
relief, I thought. My entire body quivered
in anticipation of his touch.

He didn't touch me, though. His hand
slipped around my moistened mound, found my inner thigh. He
squeezed. The top of his thumb brushed aching close to my
cunt.

"You want me to fuck you now?" he
said.

"So much," I moaned. My hips quivered
against the bed. I thought I might cum as soon as he touched my
slick little pussy.

"Not yet, then," he said.

I moaned, swung my head from side to
side. "But I need it!"

"Like Evan needs it," he
said.

"I was just having some fun! I wanted
to make sure he was serious first!" I said, hearing the pout in my
voice.

"He's serious. And so am I," he
said.

He grabbed my knees one at a time and
spread my legs apart. He squeezed my inner thighs again. Made the
muscles in the small of my back flex with the pressure of my
need.

He ran his thumb around me, tracing the
outline of my aching sex.

"You know how he feels now, don't you?
How you make him feel?" he said. He traced me again, pushed a
little harder.

"Yes. Oh God, please... Please touch
me. Do whatever you want to me," I said.

"Are you my little slut?" he
said.

"I'll be whatever you want me to
be."

"Good girl. Good girls get
rewarded."

He slipped his hand over my sex.
Immediately, I ground myself against his palm. The pressure felt so
good that my eyes rolled up and my mouth dropped open.

Then his hand slipped away. I whimpered
at the loss of that pressure. At the loss of the warmth of him
against me.

"Touch me. I need you to touch me," I
said. Begged. Pleaded.

Instead he ran his hand back up my
body, fondling my breasts. He squeezed my throat again, cupped my
cheek.

"Are you going to fuck my boy?" he
said.

"Yes."

"Soon?"

"Yes!" I said. My whole body quaked
with need. I never knew I could even feel this way. Could need
someone this badly.

"Don't fucking move," he
said.

"I won't."

"Good girl," he replied.

"Good girls get rewarded, don't they?"
I breathed. Hoped.

"They do. I'm glad you're
learning."

He let go of my wrists. Which was nice,
so he'd been squeezing hard enough that my fingers tingled while
the blood returned to them.

He ran both hands down my body,
squeezing and kneading my breasts again. Then down my
stomach.

They came to rest on my inner thighs,
just inches from my quivering sex.

Then he grabbed the crotch of my yoga
pants. He pulled.

The pants tore along the seam, making a
rough sound as the stitching parted. I yelped at the sudden sound
and sensation. At the sudden touch of the air as it kissed my bare,
glistening pussy.

I kept myself shaved clean down
there.

My pussy was flushed plump and pink
with desire. My little clit poked out of its hood. My slit
glistened with my juices. It quivered and throbbed.

"Please fuck me. I need it so bad," I
said.

"Not yet," he said.

He tortured me some more. He pulled my
lower lips open with his thumbs. Ran his fingers against my most
sensitive places.

He gathered up some of my wetness on
one fingertip and sucked it off his finger.

Then he did it again.

He pushed that finger against my mouth.
I let him inside. Tasted myself on him. My pussy tingled at the
flavor.

He teased the opening of my sex,
running one thumb around me. Pushing it in just a little and then
pulling it out again. Each time my tightness gripped him, tried
pulling him in deeper, but he refused.

I was a trembling wreck on my bed. My
legs quaked. Every inch of my throbbed.

"Please. Please. Give it to me. I'm
going to pass out," I breathed. My breaths came in quick, sharp
gasps. My lungs burned, but I couldn't get enough air into
them.

He didn't stop teasing for another for
minutes, continuing to trace the sopping entrance of my sex. And
running his finger up to circle around my clit, giving me only the
barest brushes.

Each touch sent my into near
spasms.

"Now I need to see how you take a
cock," he said.

I took my first deep
breath. God, finally. I couldn't take the teasing much longer.

He turned my over on the bed, pulled me
down so that my knees touched the floor.

He grabbed my already torn yoga pants
and ripped them again, exposing my ass.

He pushed against the small of my back,
angling my butt up so that he could get a better look at it. At it
and my pulsing pussy.

Then I heard him pop the button on his
jeans. Heard the whisper of his zipper coming down.

I wanted to see him. Wanted to get a
good look at that cock of his.

He spanked my ass when he saw me trying
to steal a peek.

"Eyes forward! You don't get to look,"
he said.

"Fuck!" I said. My ass
stung.

Then, "Holy shit!"

His cock was so fucking hard against
me. So hard and so warm. I felt the heat of him while he ran the
head up and down the slickness of my pussy, getting himself good
and wet with my juices.

And he was big. So fucking big. My
pussy trembled in anticipation.

He pushed against my mound. I opened
around him, my entire body eager to feel him buried inside of
me.

Then he stopped, my sopping entry
straining around the head of his cock.

"Are you done being a little tease?" he
said.

"Yes. Please, put it in. I need it. I
need it bad. I need it now."

"That's what I like to
hear."

Then he grabbed a handful of my hair.
He twisted it in his grip. Then he pulled. My head went back, my
neck arched. It hurt and felt good. My body tingled with the new
sensation.

Then he thrust into me.

I gasped. The gasp turned into the hiss
of air rushing between my teeth when the inexorable hardness of his
cock tore right through my virginity.

He sheathed himself in the quivering
pink warmth of my pussy. Every inch of him sliding deep into me. So
deep he bumped against the back.

Then I remembered.

"We need a condom!" I said.

Though it felt so fucking good, his
bare skin against mine. And my youthful, fertile body craved the
chance to pull his load up into my womb.

"We don't need shit. Now shut up and
take it like a good little slut," he said.

He pounded me, building up momentum
with every thrust. He buried himself hilt deep and then pulled out
so that only the tip remained, then shoved back in
again.

I groaned and whimpered as he dragged
himself back and forth inside of me. Moaned as my tight young pussy
surrendered to his thick hardness, stretching around him with a
sort of delicious agony.

My body trembled and bucked against the
bed. My hips rolled in time with his thrusts.

He ran his other hand up my back, then
my shoulder. Then he pushed shoved that thumb into my
mouth.

I sucked it eagerly. His cock throbbed
when I did that.

He pulled his thumb out all covered
with my spit.

Then I felt him run it down the cleft
of my ass. His thumb found the tight little rosebud of my
asshole.

He pushed.

My body tensed involuntarily, my pussy
clenching up around his cock. He groaned at my
tightness.

"Don't resist," he said.

I couldn't. I was out of energy. I
relented quickly. The tight little pucker of my asshole surrendered
to the slick pressure of his thumb and he entered me that way,
too.

It felt good.

So good that I came all over his
cock.

My body bucked again. I groaned. My
neck tensed, hurt from the pressure of being held the way it
was.

My body went crazy on him.

"That's it. Let me feel it. Let me feel
that teen pussy milk my cock," he said.

He pushed his thumb deeper into my ass.
Shoved his cock all the way inside of me, stretching me around him
again.

Heat and electricity ran up and down my
body in waves. My eyes squeezed shut and my mouth dropped open to
let out a silent scream.

"Take it. Every last drop!" he
said.

I realized what he meant. He was
cumming, too. His cock jerked inside of me even as my pussy tensed
and clenched and squeezed around him, milking that hot spunk out of
his balls.

I could feel myself, feel my pussy,
pulling that load deep into my body, into my waiting
womb.

He pulled his thumb out of my ass. Then
withdrew his cock. I felt empty.

Empty and achy and sore.

But it hurt so good.

Then he let go of my hair. My neck and
my shoulders relaxed, and I slumped down against the bed. I gulped
in deep breaths of air, trying to make my lungs stop
burning.

"Good girl. You think you've learned
your lesson?" Adam said. He pulled up his pants, shaving his
pussy-slicked cock back inside them before doing the button
up.

He sat down on the bed beside me, the
springs groaning at his weight.

"Yes," I said.

"When are you going to fuck
Evan?"

"When my pussy isn't so fucking sore,"
I said, "You really stretched me out."

"Told you that you needed to learn to
take a dick," he replied, "Now get some fresh pants and clean up
before he comes back."

He spanked my ass again. I gasped and
glared at him. He left the room.

 


4.

 


Adam

 


I watched the two of them get out of
the car, Evan's arm over her shoulders and her arm around his
waist. They hauled their luggage inside.

I don't think Evan noticed the way
Jenny walked kinda funny. Or the way she glanced back at
me.

I raised an eyebrow at her and she
nodded.

That was good.

I thought things would be better
between them now.

Some girls just needed a good breaking
in.

And I thought Jenny would be broken in
now. If not, I knew they planned on coming back home for
Thanksgiving. Any follow-up lesson could be given then.

I put the car in gear and pulled away
from the curb.
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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. Right?
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