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Adam

 

I did a quick walkthrough of the house. I liked everything ordered and in its place. And without Brent here with his usual young adult clutter, it was a fairly easy job.

Upstairs, I walked past the door to his bedroom and shook my head as I did. I wished that he’d been like me. Joined the army (or even the marines, if he felt strongly about it) made a real man out of himself.

Anything but what he did. Which was to head off to school for an undergrad degree in that most useless of all subjects: philosophy.

I let my hand slide down the banister as I went downstairs to the main floor.

Scratch that, it could have been slightly more useless. It could’ve been gender studies or whatever they were calling it now.

And his mother supported his decision! Of course she did. She always did try to keep Brent soft and pliant.

Disagreements over how to raise him were one of the reasons we split.

I didn’t dwell on that, though. What was past, was past.

He was a sophomore at college now. A man. Legally, at least. In all the ways that actually counted? I wasn’t so sure. And that didn’t sit well with me.

The kitchen was well-ordered, not a dish on the new granite countertop or in the dishwasher. The tile floor gleamed.

No dust bunnies beneath the couch in the living room. All the picture frames lined up and straight.

Down in the basement, I kept my workout room in order. All the dumbbells on their racks, the machines wiped down. I spent an hour in that room every morning. Just because I wasn’t in the service anymore didn’t mean that I shouldn’t keep myself in fighting shape.

I finished up my inspection and proceeded back upstairs, where I grabbed a Miller out the fridge and downed a few mouthfuls of the foamy suds.

I checked my watch while I walked to the front door.

“Hnh,” I grunted, “Late. Nothing new about that.” I took another gulp of beer. I had the feeling I’d be through the entire case before the weekend finished up. 

The weekend Brent was home from his hippy-dippy college.

And this time he was bringing alone a girl. Girlfriend, that is. I wanted to see what sort of woman my boy could bag,. Though, and I blamed myself for this, I didn’t think he’d know what to do with a girl even if she were spread-eagled on his bed begging for it.

Not the most masculine type, like I said. 

I felt a bit of a tingle down under at the thought of a beautiful young woman naked on my bed. Youth was wasted on the young, I knew.

Especially a youth like my son. Like as not, she’d have him wrapped around her thumb. Pussy-whipped. Whatever they called it these days. It all amounted to the same thing: not getting any action because he didn’t know how to keep a woman in her place.

I took another thoughtful gulp of beer, relishing the way the little foam bubbles tickled the roof of my mouth and then my throat. Relishing the spot of warmth that started in my stomach.

I didn’t have long to relish either, though.

Because my son pulled into the driveway in the old Tercel I’d bought and fixed up for him. The exhaust was a little blue and I shook my head. Oil leak. And Brent wouldn’t have a clue what to do about it.

I watched him climb out. Sure enough, he ran around to the passenger side and pulled the door open.

“Oh,” I said when I saw who stepped out.

A petite, perky blond. Her legs impossibly long. She turned and bent over to grab something out of the car and that familiar tingle ran down the front of my stomach. 

A perfect figure. The very picture of youth. When she smiled across the car at him and said something, I could swear the whole damn day brightened up.

Brent came scurrying back across and grabbed the tiny tote that she’d pulled out of the car.

They proceeded up the few steps to the front porch, where I already waited with the door open.

“Brent! You’re late,” I said.

He glanced at me, then at the girl. His eyes went down and I suppressed the urge to sigh.

“Yeah, sorry. Danielle wanted to stop at the mall for a bit first,” Brent said.

“That so?” I said, the three of us standing at the cusp of the front hall.

“Brent?” she said, “Aren’t you going to introduce us?”

He looked at us dully for a second before cluing in.

“Oh, yeah, uh, right. Dad, this is my girlfriend, Danielle. Danielle, this is my dad, Adam.”

I smiled and offered my hand, “Mr. Sedgewick will do for now.”

She took my hand daintily, gripping on my fingers since hers were too small the get a good grip on my palm. Her skin was soft and smooth and warm and it made me wonder if the rest of her felt that way.

“Nice to meet you, Adam,” she said.

She started pulling her hand away but I held on. “Mr. Sedgewick. Let’s get to know each other before we get familiar.”

I held on still. She glanced at Brent, who helped neither of us, then back at me. “Sure, yeah,” she said.

I let her go.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” she said.

“Whatever Brent told you, I can promise you it was even worse,” I said with a wink, then, “And I’ve heard almost nothing about you.”

I knew next to nothing about her. Almost three months ago, Brent told me he was dating someone. Then nothing.

She gave me a sidelong look and I knew I already had her measure. Already in control of the relationship. So pretty Brent wouldn’t think twice about anything she asked him or told him to do.

She was a sly one. It wouldn’t have surprised me at all if it came out that Brent hadn’t even taken her to bed yet. Not in the way a man takes a woman to bed, that is.

“You two have your old room,” I told Brent, “If you guys want to get unpacked. I figured I’d throw some burgers on the grill for supper.”

“Brent, sweetie,” Danielle said, batting her eyes at him so prettily, “Can you take everything up?”

He hopped to like he was getting paid to do it. And it stayed that way the rest of the weekend. By Saturday night I knew I had to do something.

She made him fix her burgers for her. Made him turn down the damn bed before she’d climb into it. Made him drive her around the city the whole day.

And near as I could tell, the only thanks she gave him was a chaste kiss on the cheek for his trouble.

It was no way to treat my son. And I aimed to do something about it.

I needed to know that this Danielle girl could make my boy feel like a man in the way only a woman could.

So on Saturday evening I told them both to meet me in the den. They sat in the leather love seat across the coffee table from my matching black leather couch.

"What's up, dad?" Brent said. He kept his hands stuffed between his knees, and he kept glancing at Danielle like he wanted to put one of those arms over her pleasant, slender shoulders.

I couldn't blame him for wanting to. She wore one of those wide-necked shirts that left one shoulder totally exposed. I didn't see a bra strap and I figured she wasn't wearing a bra.

A pair of black yoga pants completed her outfit. The kind that really showed off her pert ass and hips. The kind that probably had every guy she walked past doing a double take.

And probably off limits to my boy, I figured.

The way she shunned him like that steeled my resolve.

"I want some alone time with Danielle," I said.

I couldn't tell if the look that took over Brent's face was panic, relief, or both. In either case he sputtered out a, "What? Why?"

"Yeah, why, Adam?" Danielle said. She looked cool as a pint of vanilla ice cream, not perturbed in the least.

I gave her a tight, humorless smile, "Still not to Adam yet, sweetheart.” 

“I’m not your sweet…” she started, but I just rode over her.

“Because I want to know what sort of girl you’re with, boy. I want to know she’s the right one for you,” I said.

“Oh,” he said. He started looking first at me, then at Danielle. Neither of us said anything to him.

“So,” I filled in the silence, “I want you to take that car you’re not taking care of to the mall, or the movie theater, or wherever. I don’t really care where, so long as you’re not here for oh, let’s say the next hour or two?”

Danielle didn’t take her eyes off me. I could see her studying me, considering me. I figured that before this she never believed Brent’s hard ass stories about me. That a boy like him couldn’t have had a father like me.

And this weekend proved her wrong.

“Yeah, go on, Brent,” she said, “We might as well get this over with.”

He reached out and put a hand on her knee, “You sure about that, babe?”

She patted his hand gently, “Yeah, go on.”

I almost smiled at what she did. Almost. Made my boy get permission from her rather than from me.

“Oh… okay. I’ll be back in a bit, I guess,” Brent said.

Neither of us said anything else until Brent left. We listened to the front door close behind him. Listened to him turn the Tercel’s engine over. The click of the transmission going into reverse, the quiet noise of the tires as he backed out and then drove away.

She leaned forward, her hands on her knees, “He’s not yours any…”

I cut her off again, “You haven’t even fucked him yet, have you?”

Her pretty mouth dropped open and little rosy spots appeared high on her cheeks. “That’s none of your…”

“Just answer me,” I said. I used the same tone of voice that I used in the army to address privates who thought they knew something about something when in fact all they knew was jack about shit.

“No,” she said, “We’re not ready yet.”

“We? Just you, I think,” I said.

“You’re an even bigger asshole than Brent said you were,” she spat back.

“You don’t know the half of it. We’re going to get this settled here and now, so sit your ass down,” I told her when she started to stand.

She sat back down, reluctantly. “And what does that even mean?”

“You need a good breaking in. And I’m going to give it to you, here and now,” I said. I could feel my shaft begin hardening against my jeans. I hadn’t put on any briefs because I knew this was coming.

“What the hell are you talking about?” she said. Those spots of color had widened, had started spreading down her slender throat towards her chest. That lop-sided shirt gave me a great view.

“You’re a headstrong little filly. You just need a good breaking in,” I said.

“I’m not a fucking horse! I don’t have to sit here and take this shit,” she said. She stood and started for the door.

I lunged up off the sofa and grabbed her by the shoulder. I spun her around so hard that she shook her head to clear her senses.

“Sounds to me,” I said, “Like you’re not fucking anything. Least of all my son. Now come on, show me what you got. Show me you’re good for him.”

She had a big attitude, but standing there holding her like that I saw just how slender and petite she was. I could also smell her. Some light, sweet perfume. And the sharper smell of her anger under that.

“Let go, you asshole!” she said. She raised her hand to slap me. I let her.

My cheek stung a little. She raised her hand again. I only ever gave one freebie. I grabbed her wrist midair and then twisted it behind her back. Her body arched towards me, her lovely, yoga pants-clad hips pushing against my body.

She struggled impotently for a few moments, tugging against my grip. “Fuck you. I bet you fucking love this, don’t you?”

“It’s okay,” I said, “But I know that you’re into it.”

That deep flush in her skin had continued on down. And her nipples perked up hard against her ridiculous shirt. No bra, indeed.

“Like hell,” she said.

I laughed. Then I hauled her harder against me. I kissed her. Her whole body went rigid like she’d touched a live wire. Her mouth tasted sweet. Fruity. And the way she pushed against me had me hardening in my pants even more.

I pulled my mouth from hers. Her slender shoulders rose and fell quickly. Her chest expanded and caved in just as fast. That rosy color in her skin deepened.

I marvelled at how tight, taut, and lithe her body was. How youthful. “With a body like this,” I said, “I bet you have just the tightest little cunt.”

“I bet you’d like to find out for yourself, wouldn’t you?” she snarled.

“Yes,” I said.

She snarled at me again. Struggled for a moment. Then something in her changed. She glistened with sweat. I could see her rapid pulse in her throat.

She went up on her tiptoes and kissed me. She kissed me hard. She sucked my bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on it, then sucked on it.

She wrenched at her hands, and I let them go. Just like I thought, they went between us. Went down to the bulge in the front of my jeans to squeeze and massage in.

I knew then that I’d let the little slut inside of her out to play. The one that just needed a good fucking to set her back on the straight and narrow.

She squeezed my shaft and I got so hard I could barely take it.

Then she released my lip from her mouth. She dropped down to her knees, her hungry expression on-level with my manhood. She pulled the button of my jeans from its loop. Started on my zipper.

“You have a nice, big cock,” she said. She leaned forward and put her mouth over my shaft, through my jeans. I felt the heat of her breath through the denim.

“I bet you’d like to suck it, wouldn’t you?” I said.

Her lower jaw jutted out rebelliously when she looked up at me, “Don’t you want me to suck you?”

“No, not yet. Right now I just want to know that you know how to take a cock,” I said.

I offered my hands. She looked at them, frowning, her mouth still inches from my aching shaft. Then she reached up and put her hands in mine.

I helped her to her feet. I took her in. The flush of her skin. That funny, sexy shirt. Those skintight yoga pants. The way she smelled, like pure desire that wafted from her.

This was a good start, I knew. The way she started obeying me.

“You dress like this to tease him, don’t you?” I said.

“No…” she started.

I reached up and found one of those perky nipples. I pinched down on it until she groaned. “Don’t you?”

“…Yes,” she said.

I released her. Then I grabbed her shirt and lifted it up off her. Her breasts were small, perfectly symmetrical, and perky. Nice and firm, too, I figured. The skin of her areolas and her nipples was erect and wrinkled. Ready for a man’s hands, or a man’s mouth.

She stared defiance up at me, even while thrusting that chest of hers out at me. My cock strained at my jeans some more.

She saw. She reached for me, intending on freeing me.

I gave her a shove. She fell back down onto the love seat, making the sexiest little whimper as she did.

I fell to my knees between her spread legs, her thighs on either side of my ribcage. I wrapped my arms around her slender waist, made her body arch towards me again.

“Adam…” she groaned when I took one of her nipples into my mouth. The flesh was perky and warm and fresh. When I started sucking, she groaned again. The groan turned to a shuddering moan when I set my teeth on her and bit down, just a little.

I let my mouth slide between her breasts. Let my tongue trace a wet line down her taut, flat stomach.

She went almost limp in my arms, trying to fall back on the couch. I let her. Let my arms slip out from under her. I let my fingers move down her hips, started hooking my fingers into the elastic of her yoga pants.

“Call me daddy,” I said, “Tell me: are you wearing any panties?”

I couldn’t see any telltale lines. In fact, I could see the outline of her mound through the tight black fabric. Could have traced it with my finger. Or my tongue. If I’d wanted to make her feel good.

“No,” she said.

I dug my fingers into the firm flesh of her thighs until she moaned. “No, what?”

“No, daddy.”

“Good girl,” I said.

“Aren’t you going to pull them down?” she said.

“Who said anything about pulling them down?”

I ran my hands down between her inner thighs. I felt the way her body trembled when my fingers brushed over her sweet little pussy. Just that thin layer of spandex between her quivering slit and whatever I decided to do to it.

I put my hands on either side of her pussy, cupping her inner thighs, my thumbs both pointing inwards. I rubbed the balls of my thumb against her lips. Pushed just hard enough that she groaned.

Then I moved my fingers in. I grabbed handfuls of that stretchy spandex that covered her. I pulled and it stretched.

I pulled harder. It tore.

Her little pink pussy winked at me. Her slit glistened with her wetness already. Her lips were flushed darker than the rest of her. Flushed with heat and desire.

The smell of her nearly drove me wild. My cock had never been so hard. I was surprised it didn’t just tear right through my jeans.

“So this is what you’re keeping from my boy,” I said.

I let go of the torn fabric and put my hands back where they were. My thumbs moved over her outer lips. They were so hot to the touch. Hot and smooth and soft.

“I won’t. Not anymore. Not if you use me…” she said.

“Shut the fuck up unless I tell you to talk,” I replied. She did.

I put some more pressure on those sexy lips. Parted them so I could see the wet, pink flesh that waited beneath them. Her little clit had come out to play, poking out from under its hood of flesh, eager for my fingers or my tongue.

I wanted to taste her so bad. I knew that I’d never have another taste so good in my life. But this wasn’t for me.

I needed to make sure that she learned her lesson and that she wouldn’t forget it.

So instead of devouring her right away I made her wait. I made her agonize. Made her body writhe on my couch, made her hips roll in vain, while I kissed and licked the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs.

I brought my own lips so achingly close to hers. But I stopped at the little fold of flesh on either side of her pussy where her legs joined the rest of her.

“Please, daddy. Oh, God, please,” she begged.

“You’re going to be good?” I asked. I let a breath of hot air out in a slow sigh. I let it rush right over her quivering cunt.

She trembled at the heat of it.

“So good. So fucking good. I’ll be so fucking good so long as you…” she said, looking down at me with fire and something like hate in her eyes.

I held up an admonitory finger, “Uh-uh, you don’t make the demands here. Good girls don’t make demands.”

Her head fell back against the couch and she groaned.

“That’s what I thought,” I said.

I kissed her inner thighs again. Except this time instead of switching between them, I put my lips against her pussy. Her body went rigid at the touch. And when I licked my tongue up her slit she moaned in ecstasy.

She tasted just as good as I thought she would. Better, even. I lapped her up. Licked every bit of juice that came out of her.

I found her little clit and licked that, too. Pushed my tongue against it and really tortured it.

When I stuck one finger up into her sopping sex she came right away. Her ass arched up off the couch.

Her pussy clamped around my finger eagerly, tighter even than I thought she’d be.

I curled that finger against the silky slickness of her inner walls. Made her cum harder. I wanted her to cum so hard that she ached.

I wanted her to remember all of this. Every moment.

I worked her so hard that when I leaned back on my haunches my lips buzzed and felt three sizes bigger than they were when I started. 

I could taste nothing but her. Smell nothing but her. I could barely hold myself back from just holding her down and ravishing her until I was spent.

Not yet, I thought. Not yet. 

“Oh, God,” she said, her head lolling from side to side, “I’ve never felt like that. No guy’s ever…”

“Shut up,” I said, “I think you’re good and wet now.”

I stood up. I pulled off my shirt and she got a good look at my deep chest, my broad shoulders. She got a good look and she swallowed hard.

Her eyes followed my hands down to my jeans. She’d already undone my button. I pulled down my zipper.

Then I pushed my jeans down. My cock sprang out of its prison so hard that it quivered. Some clear precum already leaked from the taut purple tip.

I stepped out of my jeans and kicked them away.

Then I grabbed the back of her knees and pushed them against the couch, forcing her mound up at a better angle for me. I wasn’t nice about it, either. I gripped her legs hard, and she whimpered. But she didn’t struggle.

“Fuck yes, fuck yes…” she kept muttering under her breath.

I knelt lower. Lower still. I sucked in a breath through my teeth when the bottom of my aching shaft met the soft, waiting warmth of Danielle’s pussy.

Her body trembled at the touch. Little sparks and tingles of excitement ran up and down my length. Already I could feel her wetness against me. Could feel the way she burned for me.

“Are you going to start treating my son like a man?” I said, rubbing my hard cock up and down between her sopping, slippery lips.

“Yes, daddy! Please, just put it in! I need it. I need it so fucking bad,” she moaned through gritted teeth.

“I know you do,” I said, “But good girls don’t make demands, remember?”

By this point the entire bottom of my cock glistened with her pussy juices. She started lifting her hips each time the tip of my cock passed near her sopping opening.

She wanted me inside her so badly. I could barely hold back against the tightness in my balls.

“What are you going to do for me? For Brent?” I said.

I let go of one of her legs so that I could angle my cock better. I slid the tip down between her juicy lips until it butted up against her entrance. I pushed until I felt her start stretching around me.

Her whole body shook. Her toes curled up. Her eyes squeezed shut.

I pulled back away from that tight loop of flesh.

“What are you going to do?” I said.

“I’ll fuck him! I’ll fuck him, okay?”

I pushed forward again. A little more than before. I couldn’t believe how soft and warm and tight she was around the tip of my cock. I wanted to feel all of that all around me. Around every last inch.

Her little pink pussy had just about swallowed the whole head. I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her youthful body stretched around me.

“What else?” I said.

“Anything you want,” she said, “I’ll fuck him. I’ll let him tell me what to do. I’ll…”

“You’ll treat him like a man?” I said.

“Yes!” she said.

“Good,” I replied.

Then I slid the rest of the way into bliss. 

Her lips pulled back from her teeth. Her head pushed back into the couch. She was so fucking tight.

But also incredibly wet. So wet that even with all that tightness I had no problem sheathing myself to my balls into her angry little flower.

Drawing my shaft back out was almost as good as shoving it in. I felt the ridge around the head dragging against her most sensitive flesh. I loved the way her abdominals tightened. The way her whole body shook.

“You’re so big…” she said.

“I know,” I said. I’d pulled myself most of the way out. My cock dripped with her juices. I glistened with them.

Then I shoved back into her. I knew once I started I wouldn’t be able to stop, which was why I’d wrung what I wanted out of her before the real fucking started.

I fucked her hard. I fucked her with long, even strokes that made her little pussy swallow up every inch on every thrust.

I watched her juices change from clear to milky as she started trembling more and more on the couch. Her hips rolled in time with the thrusts, maximizing the friction of our bodies as they slapped together.

She came again. She came all over my cock. She got so wet that the couch cushion beneath her dripped onto the floor.

Her legs shook. She opened her mouth and screamed. I reached forward and grabbed her perky little tits. I squeezed them, trapped her hard nipples between my fingers and pinched them.

She grabbed the couch cushion beneath her and tried to squeeze the shit out of it.

Just like her pussy squeezed the hell out of my cock. She got so tight I could barely move.

I thought about holding on a little longer. About flipping her onto her stomach so I could watch that pert ass of hers bounce against my stomach.

But I couldn’t hold out any longer, either. It felt too good. She was so hot around me. So silky and soft. So tight.

The muscles of her pussy massaged my entire shaft. No guy could resist that. No man could resist emptying his balls deep inside of her.

And I did just that. I pushed myself as deep as I could. I let myself fall into the sea of sensation. 

I felt my balls lift and tighten. Felt the first spasm of my own orgasm. Felt myself shoot into her harder than I’d shot in a long time. So hard my cock ached after the first jerk.

And I kept jerking. Again and again. Easily the largest, most powerful orgasm I’d had in years. Like this was what I was meant to do. Like I was fulfilling my purpose and my body knew it and went for broke.

I came so much that even the plug of my cock couldn’t keep it all inside of her. It mingled with her own milky, creamy juices and dripped down onto the couch.

“Fuck. Oh fuck,” she said, collapsing down onto the couch, every muscle in her going slack. Every muscle except the ones in her pussy, the ones that kept my clamped inside of her as though her jealous little cunt wanted to make sure it got every drop out of me.

I squeezed her breasts again. Her nipples were still hard. I let go and saw my handprints. Then I leaned over and kissed those breasts. Sucked those nipples again. Nuzzled against her neck.

I wanted to remember the way she tasted. The way she smelled and felt.

We both groaned when I pulled out of her. I grabbed her torn up yoga pants from the floor, balled them up, and handed them to her.

“I don’t want my couch ruined anymore than it already is,” I said, “Keep that cum inside you until you get to the bathroom.”

She pushed that ball up against her pussy to sop up all the cum leaking out of her.

“And you never fucking tell Brent a thing about this. Ever. You know what I’m willing to do to him now,” I said.

This time she did actually look scared and I knew it had worked. I knew that I’d broken her. Broken her in, at least. I smiled and told her to get the hell off my couch.

She was a different girl that Sunday. Different with Brent, different with me. She kissed him lovingly, held his hand. Smiled.

And stole little glances at me the whole time.

I watched them leave on Sunday afternoon and waved at them when they honked. I went back inside, thinking of nothing but how my cock ached all night and all day.

But it had been worth it.
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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."
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