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Chapter 1

My name is Phillip Daniels. I am 38 years old. I’m a very successful Real Estate Investor with a beautiful, mostly-glass estate home on a few acres overlooking the valley. My home consists of a large living area on the first floor, and my office and conference room on the second. Both the living quarters downstairs and my office upstairs have panoramic views of the large, extravagant oasis pool in the backyard, and the hills and valley beyond. The pool is a bit more extravagant than I would have chosen, but it was there when I bought the house and makes for a nice point of conversation when my customer come to visit me at my home office. I rarely use the pool myself, but it is always perfectly maintained by a local pool company.

I am a fairly regimented single guy. I am hardworking, and run everything in my life based on routine and organization. My reputation in the industry means that I do not have to seek out new clients. I have a waiting list of clients desperate to do work with me, and I can afford to be selective. I am one of the best in the world at what I do. My work is my life, and I have never dedicated more than a small amount of effort to dating, and starting a family is simply out of the question, for my current lifestyle. I live alone and like it that way. I need it that way.

On a sunny day in late August, my regimented, routine life began to experience a few complications. It started with a call from my older sister back in our hometown on the east coast. She said that her best friend Judy Kim was bringing her daughter out to start school at the local college just 2 miles away from my house, and she had volunteered to let them stay at my house.

“Come on, you have that giant glass mansion out there, with nobody but you in it. What do you have like 6 guest bedrooms or something?” My sister said.

“I have 4, and they are almost never used,” I replied.

“Well, I’m just asking you to let Judy and her daughter Wendy come to stay with you for 2 days, while they get things set up at the college. Then Wendy will be living at the school and Judy will be flying back home. It’s two days, you can handle it.”

“Well, I’m really not that comfortable with strangers staying in my house.”

“They are not strangers. You’ve known Judy for a long time now, and you met Wendy a while back when she was a little girl. I know you are not comfortable with it. You’re not comfortable with anything that messes up your ‘super-strict’ routine, but you need to do me this favor. I’m not asking you to chauffeur them around town to see the sights. Just let them stay there. You might not even notice they are there.” My sister argued.

“I suppose it will be fine. When are they supposed to arrive?” I asked.

“Monday of next week. I’ll give Judy the directions. You just need to be there to greet them and show them around the house, and then they will probably be gone so much you won’t even notice they were ever there. Can you do that little brother?”

“I can do that.”

I did in-fact remember Judy. She had been best friends with my sister in high school and was actually my first crush. Her heritage was Japanese, and she had beautiful, exotic Asian looks. Like most boys, I enjoyed when my big sister had her girlfriends over for sleepovers, and I could remember a couple of times I ran into her in the hall wearing just a towel, or only a t-shirt for sleeping. That is probably why for most of my life, beautiful Asian girls had been my weakness. A number of my teenage masturbatory fantasies had been about Judy. Though like most high school girls whose friends had little brothers, I’m not sure she even knew I existed. I did recall a few times where she had been a bit of a bitch to me, which was probably very normal for the situation. That was many years ago though, and Judy had since gotten married, had a daughter and gotten divorced. That was apparently so long ago that her daughter was now 18 years old and starting college. How time flies.

Monday came and I worked the first half of the day as normal. Two men from a company I intended to do business with came by for a quick pre-project meeting, and I went downstairs for lunch. After lunch I continued working a bit, trying not to get too involved in anything, knowing that my afternoon would soon be interrupted. My sister said that Judy and her daughter should be arriving at my place around 3:00, but by 3:30 they still were not there. About 4:30 in the afternoon, a cab arrived in the circle driveway in front of my house. I walked downstairs and opened the front door to go and greet my new guests, hoping under my breath that this little visit would go quickly and not disrupt my life too much.

As I walked out, Judy was already out of the cab on the other side and was heading to the trunk to get her luggage. She gave me a quick smile and a wave and opened the trunk. She was still very attractive, and I instantly remembered why I had a crush on her.

But then it happened.

The most beautiful creature I had ever set eyes on stepped out of my side of the cab. Wendy, the awkward, goofy 10-year old that I remembered from a previous trip back home, was now the most gorgeous, curvy, shapely young girl that had ever been in my presence. She was absolutely stunning. Her legs were smooth and flawless in her saddle shoes and knee-high socks, leading up to her medium length pleated skirt. Her hips were wonderfully curvy and her waist was tiny. Her frilly school-uniform shirt covered her quite well, but could not hide the fact that underneath were two firm, sizable breasts. She had a flawless young face with an alarmingly gorgeous smile, straight-cut bangs and very long, straight black hair falling down her back to almost her waist.

I was in complete awe. After a moment of uncontrollable staring, I made a conscious effort to make sure that my jaw had not actually dropped, and looked over to Judy. She came over to me in a friendly manner and hugged me and said “Oh it’s so good to see you, Phillip. Wow, you are really aging well.” She said to me. My first thought was that her daughter Wendy was the one who had aged well.

“It’s good to see you too, Judy,” I said and hugged her back.

“Do you remember Wendy?” she said as she gestured in her daughter’s direction.

“Hello, Mr. Daniels. It’s good to see you again.” Wendy said with a smile, in a very bubbly, very cute, and very young sounding voice.

“It’s very nice to see you again too Wendy,” I said, trying to make sure the true meaning of my words was not obvious.

“Please come in, I’ll show you all around,” I said and I grabbed her suitcase and walked them into the front door.

“Holy shit,” Wendy said as she entered and started looking around at my house.

“Watch your language, Wendy.” Judy said “Please do not forget that we are guests in this house. And remember what I told you.”

“You’re right mom, sorry,” Wendy said, looking sweetly in my direction. I showed them around the first floor of the house. Judy and Wendy both gasped when we entered the living room and the pool came into view.

“That’s the most amazing pool I’ve ever seen,” Judy said.

“Oh my God, it’s like heaven,” Wendy remarked.

“Yes, it’s quite the spectacle. “ I said. “I don’t really use it much though.”

“Then you’ve lost your mind, Mr. Daniels,” Wendy said and gave me a slight punch on the arm. Her face was bright and bubbly, and almost painfully beautiful when she smiled.

“Wendy, behave yourself.” Judy admonished her.

We continued the tour into the kitchen. I did not show them the upstairs, as that was my office and I didn’t think they would have a need to go up there. Finally, I showed them to the guest rooms and they each picked one and sat their things down. I told them to get comfortable and when they were ready, we would order something for dinner. They both said they were going to take quick showers and get a bit more comfortable, and then they would join me in the living room.

Once I was alone again, I had to collect my thoughts. I felt a little bit guilty about being so fiercely attracted to Wendy. There was no doubt that she was attractive, no one could deny that, but I just could not take my eyes off of her. I wondered if it had anything to do with my fantasies about her mother, when I was a little boy, and how she had been the unattainable dream for a teenager going through puberty. Her mother had been quite beautiful, but she was never half as gorgeous as Wendy was now.

About 5:30 Judy and Wendy came out to the living room. “Even your guest shower is amazing. There are like 10 different knobs and shower heads in there, I didn’t even know how to operate it.” Judy said.

They came in and sat together on the couch, next to the Armchair where I was sitting. Again, my eyes were forcibly drawn to Wendy. Now wearing a loose fitting t-shirt and skin-tight yoga pants, she was even more beautiful than before, if that were possible. Her hair was still wet and her feet were now bare, and she seemed more relaxed. Her divinely shaped legs and tight, curvy ass were now clearly visible, and I was fairly confident from the lack of lines in her yoga pants, that she was not wearing anything underneath. Trust me, I looked pretty closely and I didn’t see anything.

Breaking myself away from my awkward stare, I asked: “So how was your flight?”

“It was fine. We got in around 11:00 and went straight over to the college to take care of some paperwork and get acquainted with the layout of the school. Wendy got her dorm assignment and we checked that out too.” Judy said.

“Yeah, it kinda sucks,” Wendy said with a little pout.

“She’s in a room with 3 other girls. They each have their own bunk-desk arrangement in each corner of the room, but overall the space is pretty small.” Judy explained.

“Small? It’s tiny. I bet I’m going to end up with a bunch of bitchy party-girl roommates, and I’ll never have any time to myself. It’s going to cramp my style for sure.” Wendy said, giving her mom a look that seemed to indicate that there was some hidden meaning to her words.

“You don’t know that Wendy, you could make lifelong friends in that dorm room. But you probably will need to make a couple of… ‘adjustments’ to your lifestyle, but everybody does when they go off to college.” Judy said.

“I don’t want to adjust my lifestyle. I like my lifestyle. But I know I should keep a positive attitude. Hopefully, you are right mom.” Wendy said, still somewhat sullen.

“Wendy is a very sweet, free-spirited girl who likes to do her own thing. She’s worried that college will hinder that.” Judy said.

“Well, at least you already know one person in town,” Judy said, gesturing towards me. I didn’t exactly know how to respond to that. I was sure that a 38-year-old stodgy businessman was not exactly the kind of friend she hoped to make in college.

Wendy perked up and said “That’s true. Judging by this mansion of yours I would bet that I have already met the richest, most powerful man in town.”

“Well, not exactly,” I replied.

We ordered Chinese food and made small talk for the remainder of the evening. I continued to steal glances at Wendy whenever I felt I could get away with it. At one point she put on some headphones and laid on her stomach on the rug on the floor listening to music and texting her friends, and giving me a spectacular view of her perfect ass in her painted-on yoga pants. I finally decided that I was absolutely sure she was wearing nothing underneath.

They were exhausted from the long day, so around 10:00 Judy said “I need to get up in the morning and go make some arrangements at the financial aid office. Is it alright if Wendy hangs around here in the morning while I’m gone?”

Under normal circumstances, I would have been very uncomfortable with a teenage guest lounging around my house while I worked, but since I seemed to have some sort of instant infatuation with Wendy, I said I did not mind.

Judy gave Wendy a slight kick on the floor and she removed one of her earbuds. Judy told her she was going to be and not to annoy me when she was gone. Wendy just said “OK” which sounded more like “whatever mom” and went back to listening to her music.

Now Wendy and I were alone in the living room. I was browsing the news on my iPad, and Wendy was still laying on the floor with her perfectly shaped derriere in plain view. Listening to her music, she wiggled and bounced along a little bit. I was again completely mesmerized and found myself staring blatantly at her more than once. It seemed like she didn’t even know I was there. Eventually, I rose and said I was going to bed myself.

She removed on earbud and said, “OK, see you tomorrow Mr. Daniels.” Very sweetly. I told her I would be working from about 8:00 so I would probably see her later in the afternoon. She placed the other earbud back in without responding, and I went off to bed.

The next morning I woke and got dressed and went to have a bit of breakfast in the kitchen. I briefly saw Judy as she was heading out the door to go to the college financial aid office. I went upstairs and got a couple of hours of work done, and headed back downstairs to the kitchen to make some more coffee. I walked around the corner to the kitchen and stopped in my tracks.

Standing at the kitchen counter with her back to me was Wendy. She had her earbuds in and was listening to music and lightly swaying and singing along. It wasn’t just seeing her that caused me to stop in my tracks. It was what she was wearing, and the way she looked. She had her long black hair in two pigtails coming down each of her shoulders. She had on a super-tight cutoff t-shirt that ended about halfway down her back, and she had on a tiny pair of white panties with the words “Good Girl” printed across her ass. On her legs, she had long socks that came up above her knees, which had colorful stripes from top to bottom. It was by far, the sexiest sight I had ever seen.

Her tiny panties were low on her hips, showing just a hint of her ass on the top, and most of the rest of her ass was exposed below. And it was the most fantastic ass I had ever seen. It was the perfect combination of curvy and firm. It was perfectly shaped and rounded but appeared to be all muscle, and her skin again was completely flawless, without a single imperfection anywhere. Her bare waist was also absolutely flawless and tight, and almost impossibly thin.

I could see from the side that her breasts were even a bit larger than I had guessed the day before, but not too large. Perfect, ample sized and very firm and perky. She really was an amazing sight. She was every man’s wet dream, standing in my kitchen, wiggling and singing along to her music, with no idea I was there. In terms of “eye-candy”, she was like a giant, sugary, rainbow-colored Lolli-Pop.

I felt a bit awkward, not wanting to startle her. I moved around the counter a bit, but she still did not notice me. She was eating cereal at the counter, and completely immersed in the music she was listening to. Once I had moved around the counter, I was able to see her upper body from the front. Her small stomach was perfectly tight and muscled, with rippled muscles on both sides. Her breasts were wonderfully perky and easy to see in the tight cutoff shirt she was wearing. With the fabric of the shirt stretched by the outer curves of her breasts, I could easily see her small, high-set nipples. The shirt appeared to be some sort of cartoon character shirt, and the smiling face of the animated character on the front was stretched and warped in between her breasts.

Her eyes were closed and her bra-less breasts and pigtails were bouncing around with her movements. Not wanting to be caught staring and gawking, I finally reached up and touched her shoulder. I startled her and she just about jumped out of her skin. She turned to me with her eyes wide and ripped the earbuds out of her ears.

“Oh god, you scared the shit out of me.” She said, taking a deep breath. She turned towards me and said “Mom said you were going to be at work all day. What are you doing here?”

I gave her a reassuring smile and said “Well, I actually just work upstairs. I am at work right now.”

“Well shit.” She said with a bit of a gasp. “I wish she had mentioned that little tidbit. I could have avoided a heart attack.” She said.

Now standing facing me, I was delighted to discover that the small white panties she was wearing covered even less in the front than they did in the back. The front was nothing more than a small patch of fabric, and in my quick glances, I had noticed no sign of pubic hair in the area. Surprisingly, so far she had not bothered to try and cover up her appearance at all. I had expected her to cover her breasts with one arm, cover her crotch with her other and run off screaming in embarrassment about her state of undress. But she didn’t. She stood comfortably in front of me as if she was wearing completely normal attire.

Taking her earbuds completely out now, she turned back to the counter and casually took another bite of her cereal.

“So you work from home?” She asked me.

“Well, yeah. I mean the upstairs is actually a fully functional office with a conference room and everything, so it’s not like I work out of the garage or anything.” I said, and she chuckled.

“I thought this house was huge enough just downstairs, I guess I didn’t think about what might be upstairs.” She said. “Can I see it?”

“Sure.” I said, “Though it’s not really that exciting.” I replied.

“I doubt that. If it’s anything like the downstairs, I’m sure it’s amazing. Let me clean up.” She said. She took her bowl and dumped it in the sink and ran the disposal, and left her bowl and spoon there in the sink. I enjoyed watching her ass as she did so.

I was expecting her to say something like “Let me run put some clothes on real quick” but she didn’t. She just turned around and said, “So where is the stairway to the upstairs?”

She was not the least bit embarrassed about wearing so little, exposing so much of her body to me, and I was trying to figure out why. Was she just that comfortable with wearing such revealing clothes in front of other people? Was she intentionally showing off for me? Or did she just think of me as an old “uncle” type of guy who could never think of her sexually? Unfortunately, that was probably the case, but I was not quite sure. I know that I was not the first person to notice that she was one of the most beautiful creatures on the planet, so she had to be somewhat used to attracting attention and stares.

“It’s actually right by the front door,” I said, and I led her over to the entryway and opened the door to the stairwell.

“Oh, I thought this was just a closet or something. This place is full of surprises.” She said as she walked in. She walked up the curved stairway right in front of me, putting her wondrously shaped ass right at my eye level as she walked. I watched as each muscle in her ass flexed and relaxed as she climbed the stairs, making the words “Good Girl” on her panties bounce left to right and back again.

At the top of the stairway was my conference room, which had a large table with seating for 10, and a projector at one end. The back wall was a huge curved glass wall overlooking the pool area. She went straight to the back wall and gawked again at the pool.

“Fuck Me. What a view” she said, leaning against the window and taking in the entire pool area. “What a view” was pretty much exactly what I was thinking too, seeing her lean against the glass on her tip-toes.

Staring at her a little nervously I said: “Well, obviously this is the conference room.”

“Do you have a lot of customer conferences in here?” She asked.

“Yeah, usually 3 or 4 a week. I don’t like to travel much, so I usually make my customers come here for meetings.” I explained.

“I bet they don’t mind. This place is amazing.”

I gestured to the right where through another glass wall you could see my office and my desk. “That’s where I am most of the time, working,” I said.

She walked over and opened the glass door and I followed her into my office. She immediately went to the back of my office and looked out the glass wall of the office at the pool again.

“Wow,” she said. “It’s so cool that you get to work in this spot and stare at the pool all day. What a view. I don’t think I could do it. I’d be too tempted to go jump in all the time.”

“I really just don’t use it that much. Not a big swimmer I guess.” I said.

“Well, there is no way I could stay out of it if I lived here.”

Without thinking I said “You are welcome to go swimming while you are here if you would like. Someone might as well get some use out of it.” I said.

“You really wouldn’t mind? I don’t want to make my mom mad by inconveniencing you.” She said with a little bounce, causing her breasts to jiggle.

“It won’t inconvenience me. I have to get back to work now anyway, so just go for it if you want to.” I said.

“Well, I didn’t bring a bathing suit, but I guess I can just swim in what I’m wearing.” She said, pointing to the panties and shirt she was wearing.

“Sure” was all I could manage to say.

“I’m going to go right now. I’ll leave you alone now. Thanks, Mr. D.” She said as she padded back down the stairway.

As soon as she was out of sight, I had to collect myself. I took a couple of deep breaths and went back to sit at my desk. I had to get myself under control. I looked out the window to see Wendy walking up to the pool. She leaned down and removed one of her rainbow-colored knee-socks, and then the other. She laid them neatly on one of the chairs by the pool. Then she extended one of her slim legs and touched the water to find that it was quite warm. The pool was solar heated, which meant that swimming was fine any time of the year.

She slowly walked down the steps into the pool and then stretched out and began to swim. From my high point of view, I could see her lovely shape, swimming smoothly and slowly through the water. At that point, I realized that I was probably not going to get any more work done that day. I had found something that I wanted to do more than work, and that was watching this goddess enjoy the grotto-like pool that I had neglected in my backyard for years.

At one point she swam under the waterfall and stood up, bringing her chest out of the water and soaking her hair. Her shirt was almost completely see-through from the water, and her breasts were gloriously visible in the sunshine. The little bit that the shirt had hidden before was now in plain sight. The stretched, smiling cartoon creature on her shirt was now the only indication that she was wearing a shirt at all.

She looked up and saw me looking down at her. I thought I was completely busted and she would forever think of me as the pervert who stalked her while she was swimming in my pool, but she just gave me a nice sweet smile and a wave. I waved back slightly and turned to face my desk again.

I spent an hour trying to focus on work, and occasionally stealing glances at Wendy, still swimming and having a great time in the pool. After about an hour, she stepped out of the pool and laid down on one of the lounge chairs beside it. She had chosen a lounge chair that gave me a perfect view of her staggering beauty. Her panties were all but translucent now, and I could see the shape of the slit in between her legs, along with the outline of her pussy lips. Her magnificent, perky breasts were in plain view as well, through the struggling, see-through fabric of her shirt. She put her ear-buds in, reclined in the lounger and resumed listening to her music.

I was blown away by the magnitude of my attraction to this 18-year-old college student. She was the human embodiment of everything I find sexy. It went beyond the fact that she had a body that oozed sex appeal, and the most stunningly beautiful face I had ever seen. It was her bubbly attitude and her brazenness. She was cute and girly and sweet and stunning and dead-sexy all at the same time. The curves of her amazing ass offset by the "good girl" mantra on her panties was driving me wild. The firm, bouncy breasts stretching the fabric of her cartoon t-shirt, and her thin smiling lips and bedroom eyes offset by her girlish pigtails were putting me over the edge. It took an actual real effort on my part not to start touching myself in my chair as I gazed upon her.

Waking me from my daydream, I heard the front door open. Judy had returned from her trip out to the school. I turned to face my desk and wondered what she would have to say about her daughter laying wet and mostly naked on the patio while I worked in the office above. I saw motion outside and looked to see what was happening. Judy had walked out to the patio and was standing over Wendy with her back to me. I had no idea what she was saying, but I assumed it was something like “Get your ass in the house right now and put some clothes on”. They spoke for a moment animatedly and then suddenly, to my great surprise, Judy turned and looked directly up at me in the office and waved for me to come downstairs.

"Oh, shit," I thought. I got up from my desk and started walking downstairs, feeling like I was being called to the principal's office in my own house. I was terrified about what Judy might have to say. It was obvious that I could see Wendy and her state of undress from my office window. I felt very dirty as I prepared to be confronted by her mother.

I walked into the kitchen to find Judy standing at the counter unloading some bags, and Wendy standing next to the counter in her wet, see-through underwear smiling as I entered.

"I wanted to thank you for letting us stay here, so I brought you some lunch. I stopped at the burger place down the street and got us all something to eat. I hope it wasn't too presumptuous?" she said in a questioning tone.

I said that was wonderful, and the three of us put some of the food on paper plates and sat at the table to eat. I felt like I was in the twilight zone. I was having a perfectly normal lunch with these two guests at my house, and everyone was chatting and acting as casual as could be, while this stunning beauty sat next to me at the table wearing only a couple of wet underthings that hid nothing of her body.

I could not believe that Judy was not upset by what her daughter was wearing, and in front of a man who was mostly a stranger to them. I asked myself much the same questions I had asked myself about Wendy herself. Was Judy so used to seeing her daughter behave this way that she really didn't notice or care? Did Judy also think of me as an old "uncle" type of person who should not notice Wendy's appeal? I was so confused by the entire situation.

While we ate, Judy explained their agenda. They had a freshman meeting to go to this afternoon that would go well into the evening. Then they would return here to sleep the night and would be off to receive Wendy's belongings and set up her dorm tomorrow. They would not be returning after they left in the morning. She reiterated how thankful she was for allowing us to stay, and for allowing Wendy to use the pool.

When we were finished eating, Judy and Wendy rose to clear the table and wash the forks and knives we had used. I noticed that Wendy was still quite wet, and her panties and shirt were still extremely transparent. I got a much closer view of her pussy and was able to see that in fact, it was shaved completely clean. I could see the start of her slit at the parting of her legs, and the puffiness of the lips below.

Knocking me for a complete loop again, Judy said to Wendy "You need to go put some clothes on before we head out to the conference this afternoon. We can't have you walking around the campus with your little pussy on display like that, now can we?"

Upon saying this, Judy looked at me for a response, as if to say "Am I right?" I was completely dumbfounded. I had no idea what to say, so I attempted to give a simple, innocent chuckle in response as if to say "Kids these days, what are you gonna do?" My response must have been satisfactory because Judy patted Wendy on the ass and told her again to go get dressed.

Wendy passed close by me on the way to the hallway and quickly whispered in my ear "I hope you enjoyed the show." and gave me a devious, sexy grin as she bounced off to the bedroom.

Standing in my kitchen alone with Judy, I was in total shock. I could not wrap my brain around these recent events. Wendy's staggering body on display for me, her mother not bothered by her brazenness, and now the sexy comment in my ear letting me know that she just might not be the "good girl" that her panties advertised. Somehow I managed to put together enough of a single train of thought to say "You all have a nice time at the conference. I guess I will see you when you get back. I'm headed back to work." and then quickly headed back to the solitude of my office.

Back at my desk, I sat and tried to absorb today's events. After about 30 minutes, I heard the door open and close, as Judy and Wendy left for their appointment. Not only had I been enjoying my time in Wendy's presence, and her nearly naked form, it seemed she knew that I was enjoying it, and she liked it that way.

I ate in the kitchen alone that evening and then went to the living room to catch up on the news of the day. About 8:00 that evening, the ladies arrived back at my house. Wendy was wearing her school uniform and was as bubbly as ever as she entered. Judy came and sat on the couch with me, obviously exhausted from her long day. Wendy said she was going to go change and put on something a bit more comfortable.

Judy again said that she truly appreciated me letting them stay with us. She expressed some of her fear about leaving her daughter here at a college far away from home.

"I am glad to know that you are nearby. I don't want Wendy to be bothering you, but it is nice to know that there is a nice gentleman around she can turn to if she needs to." Judy said.

"Wendy is welcome here any time," I said, trying to make sure I didn't sound too creepy.

"That is quite a wonderful gesture,” Judy said. And then the conversation took a very interesting turn.

“I wouldn't tell Wendy that if I were you. She'll be over here lounging around your mansion buck naked every day." Judy said with a laugh. I had no idea how to respond to this statement, and Judy continued "That girl can hardly stand to wear clothes, and she loves to show off her body, as you may have already figured out. For a while, we fought over her desire to run around the house naked every chance she gets, sometimes even when we had guests over. Eventually, I just gave up trying to get her to cover up. She's a free spirit, and I guess I just quit trying to stifle that spirit." Judy explained.

We sat in an awkward silence for a moment as I digested this information, and tried to act not too interested.

"Well, I guess you can see what I mean first hand," Judy said as she gestured to Wendy coming back into the room. She was wearing a sheer white baby-doll nightgown that came down just below her waist, and she had on another pair of cute white panties, this time with Hello-Kitty pictures all over them. Again, I tried desperately to not allow my jaw to drop. Through the sheer fabric of the nightgown, I could see her bare breasts as clearly as if she was wearing nothing at all.

"Well, it's nice to see that you decided to wear panties at least. I'm surprised you bothered to put anything on at all. You must really be acting on your best behavior for our host." Judy said to her as she shook her head with amusement.

"Mom, please don't embarrass me," Wendy said with a smirk, obviously not really embarrassed. Wendy put her earbuds in her ears and resumed her position on the floor from the night before. This time, her nightgown left her Hello-Kitty covered rear end completely exposed. In my head, all I could think was "Hello there, Kitty"

"I'm sorry if Wendy is embarrassing you, Phillip. She has a habit of making herself at home wherever she goes. She's a bit out of control." Judy said again with a smile. "Though I suppose if I had that firm young body again, I'd be showing it off to anyone who would look too."

Again, I found myself wondering how I was supposed to respond, and how this woman viewed me. Did she really think that because I was older than Wendy, I was impervious to Wendy's allure? If that was the case, she couldn't be more wrong. Or did she know that Wendy was certainly turning me on, and was she getting some sort of vicarious thrill from the situation? The whole situation was quite confusing and very new to me. I was a single man who lived alone. Of course, I had the occasional casual hook-up. Having wealth made finding attractive, willing women a fairly easy task. But I had never felt this pure, visceral attraction to anyone before, and the circumstances could not be more improper.

Fortunately, Judy and Wendy would be leaving my house tomorrow, and I would be left forever with just the erotic memory of this angel's presence in my home. It was a bittersweet thought for sure. Though I'm sure I would long to see her again, it would probably be most appropriate if I never did.

We all went off to bed around 11:00 and Judy and Wendy were just about to leave when I rose in the morning. I met them at the door on the way out. Judy gave me a great big hug, thanked me again and pulled her suitcase to the waiting cab. Wendy followed, turned to me, gave me an ever-so-sweet kiss on the cheek and whispered in my ear "Take good care of that swimming pool for me. I'll see you real soon." And then bounded off in her school uniform to get in the cab with her mother. As they drove away, I was once again conflicted, realizing how complicated things could get if Wendy did actually return, and hoping that she did return, VERY soon.


Chapter 2

The rest of the week went by fairly normally, with a number of customer meetings and my normal routine back in place. On Friday afternoon, I was escorting Mr. and Mrs. Jenson out to their car when a cab pulled up. I bid them goodbye and went to see why the cab was here. Wendy stepped out of the cab in her school uniform, and she was crying. She immediately came running over to me and hugged me and started crying into my shoulder.

“Wendy, what’s the matter, are you hurt?” I asked. “No” was all she said and continued crying. I admit I had somewhat hoped to see her again, but I had no idea what to say to a crying teenager. I wrapped one arm around her and let her sob for a moment.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“It’s horrible, just like I thought.” She said sobbing. “My three roommates became instant BFFs and totally leave me out of everything.”

“I’m like a pariah. They laugh and joke and have a great time, as long as I’m not around. When I enter my own room, they get really quiet, like having me around is a giant downer.”

I was very disturbed to see that just one week at college had turned this bubbly, bright-eyed young girl into a teary-eyed, depressed mess.

“It can’t be all that bad, can it? Why do you think they treat you like that?” I asked gently.

“I just don’t fit in with them.” She replied. “One of them even said so.”

I wondered why three other girls could be so mean to this sweet girl. The only answer I could come up with was that maybe they were intimidated by her beauty.

“Do you think that maybe they are intimidated by you?” I asked.

“No way. I’m the one that is intimidated. I’m a billion miles from home, I don’t know anyone, and I live with three evil witches.”

“Well, I mean, would you say that these three girls are attractive?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she said, looking up at me like I had just asked her if she could hook me up on a date with them.

“I mean, you have to know that you are a stunningly attractive young woman, and you have to have run into girls who are jealous of that before,” I explained.

“Well, I have had some girls treat me meanly in the past like I was going to steal their boyfriends or something, but I’ve always had my true friends around. Now all my friends are a billion miles away too.” She said as she resumed sobbing.

“My guess is that these girls are intimidated by how beautiful you are.” As I said this, she looked up at me with her big beautiful crying eyes. “These girls probably know that as long as you are around, no guy is ever going to want to choose them over you. You are going to get all of the attention.” I said.

After another moment of standing in the driveway, I said: “Why don’t you come on in and I’ll make some coffee and we can talk.”

“OK” was all she said and she let go of me and followed me into the kitchen.

I started brewing some coffee and she sat down on one of the stools at the counter. She had stopped sobbing, and now she was starting to feel embarrassed.

“I’m so sorry to bother you with my stupid problems. After my last class today I just couldn’t make myself go back to my room, so I called a cab to get the hell out of there. This was the only place I knew to go.” She said.

“It’s no problem. No trouble at all. When you left you promised to come to see me again, and I have to say I have been looking forward to it, though I’m sorry you are so upset.”

“Really?” she said, a bit of a smile poking through her sad features. “You really were looking forward to seeing me again?”

I was a bit uncomfortable with the direction the conversation was headed. I had probably said too much, but I wanted to cheer her up.

“I was,” I said. “Having you around was… very pleasant.”

“Well, my mom said that I should never bother you unless there was an emergency. She said that your sister told her that you were all strict and stodgy and did not like to be bothered with other people’s problems.”

“Well, I am normally that way, though maybe not as bad as my sister makes it out to be. But I must say that having you around was a lot of... fun. And it was nice to see someone get some use out of the pool as well. It lifted my spirits.” I said, wondering if I was saying too much.

Wendy grinned a little bit and then brazenly said “I guess it doesn’t hurt that I don’t like to wear a lot of clothes, huh? I mean, you ARE a man and all.”

After saying this, she looked directly into my eyes, and I gave her a bit of a smile.

Her look then saddened a bit and she said “But living with those three bitches, I’ll never be able to be myself around my own home. I don’t feel comfortable there. I miss home so bad and I just don’t feel comfortable anywhere out here.” She said as the mild sobbing started up again.

I handed her a cup of coffee and stood on the other side of the counter from her.

With a bit of fear of going too far I said “Well, I want you to feel comfortable here. Make yourself at home. Come by whenever you want to.” In the moment of silence that followed, I thought "Yep, too far."

She stopped sobbing a bit and looked at me again. “That is very sweet, but I can’t just force myself on you. You are a busy man, and you have things the way you want them. You don’t need a freeloading college girl showing up at your house all the time.”

To be honest, I couldn’t think of many things I would like more than having this particular college girl “showing up at my house all the time”.

"Well, I'm not just being nice. I mean it. Having you here brightens up my house. I spend a lot of time on my own here, by my own choosing, but having you around makes me rethink that a bit. This house is a more pleasant place to be with you in it." I explained.

"You really are so sweet. And I really can't go back to that place right now." She said.

"How about this. I know you don't want to go back to your dorm today. How about you make yourself at home for the evening, and then tonight you can sleep in the spare bedroom, and we'll figure things out tomorrow. You may feel differently after a bit or rest."

"I don't see how I could feel differently about those three witches. But I would love to crash here tonight. I just feel so bad, like I'm a big burden." she said.

"You won't be a burden. How many men do you know that would object to having a stunning young coed hang out with them for the evening?" I said, skirting the line of creepiness.

"Yeah, not many men I've ever met." She joked. "That's it. I know how we can make it fun for both of us. I have a great idea." She said, cheering up quite a bit. Then she stopped, leaving an awkward silence.

"Well, what's your idea?" I asked.

"OK, tell me what you enjoyed most about having me here last week. And be honest." She said, giving me an interrogating look.

"Um, I don't know. Your perky... personality." I said.

"Bull-shit." She said quickly. "That's sweet, and I don't doubt that you like my personality. But tell me what you liked MOST about my visit," she said again.

"Um," I said.

"Um." She mocked. "Spit it out, Mr. D."

"I guess, the way you dressed was quite... lovely," I said, quite uncomfortable.

"Lovely. Well, that's a nice safe word. Do you maybe mean 'exciting'." she said with a bit of a naughty smirk on her face.

"Yes, I would definitely say it was exciting," I admitted.

"That's it then. We make a deal. You let me invade your house for the evening, I will make it 'exciting' for you." she explained.

"You don't have to do that Wendy. You are perfectly welcome to enjoy my house without…" She cut me off.

"Shush, it's a done deal." She said as she stood up. "Now, I forgot what undies I put on this morning, let’s see," she said and she lifted her uniform skirt up over her waist and turned her ass to me. There before me, partially covering her sweet behind, was a small pair of pink panties with Minnie Mouse on them, staring back at me.

"Oh my god that's so embarrassing." she squealed as she quickly lowered her skirt back down. "I can't believe today of all days I'm away from home with no extra clothing, and I'm wearing my freakin’ Minnie Mouse panties."

"I'm really sorry." She said, "I'm sure you prefer a woman who wears nice frilly, lacy lingerie."

"Actually, not really." I blurted out. After a moment of silence, I realized I needed to explain my reaction.

"Actually, your girly, flirty cartoon character-covered underthings are far sexier than anything you could buy at Victoria's Secret." I explained, realizing that I was now miles past the "creepy" line.

"Really?" she said with a bubbly smile. "I thought men enjoyed seeing women in all kinds of frilly, fancy garments, sauntering around and posing like this." She said as she struck an exaggerated supermodel pose.

"Not at all. Those things are nice, don't get me wrong, but since we are being honest, nothing is sexier than a gorgeous girl just being girly and fun. Most men prefer women who are bright and cheery and flirty and happy and fun. Stuck-up, bitchy looking women in thousand-dollar lingerie can't hold a candle to you and your Minnie Mouse panties." I said.

"Huh, well, I guess I can learn a lot from you. Minnie Mouse it is then." She said, and she unbuttoned her skirt, removed it and laid it on the kitchen counter. I discovered that in addition to the large, crazy Minnie Mouse face on the back of the panties, there was also a small, smiling Minnie Mouse on the small fabric triangle on the front.

"I'm going to get out of these shoes," she said as she bent down to remove them. "Should I take the socks off?"

"Not for me. But if you want to, feel free." I said.

"You like the socks too?" she asked.

"Hell yeah." I blurted out again before thinking. "Knee -High and Thigh-High socks are the stuff of many men’s' fantasies," I explained.

"Then the socks stay on. They are nice and comfy anyway." She said. "All that is left is the shirt I guess, but here we have a bit of a problem."

"What kind of problem?" I asked.

"Well, I don't have a Minnie Mouse bra on. Or a frilly bra, or any kind of bra actually. I don't have a bra on at all, so if I take this shirt off, I'm afraid you'll have to settle for staring at my bare titties all night." She said as if that would inconvenience me in some way.

"You can just keep the shirt on. You can keep all of your clothes on if you want. I'm not sure this 'deal' is really a good idea. I feel like I'm taking advantage of an innocent young girl. I feel like a dirty old man."

"Nonsense," she said. "I'm the one taking advantage of you. Making your evening a little bit more 'exciting' is the least I can do. And in case you haven't figured this out about me yet, taking my clothes off is 'exciting' for me too. Back home I almost never wore clothes. You may think I'm crazy, but I get a real thrill from being naked, when I'm alone and when other people are around."

"I don't think that's crazy. I think that's pretty normal for a free-spirited young woman. And it's certainly thrilling for me too." I said, thinking that someone may need to pinch me to make sure I wasn't dreaming.

With that, she reached down and lifted the shirt up over her head, setting her wonderful, firm breasts free to the open air. I had seen her breasts a few times on her previous visit, but only through wet clothing and her nightgown. Now they were completely exposed, as she stood in my kitchen folding her shirt.

"I'll tell you a secret. This shirt is so damned uncomfortable, I was probably going to take it off sometime this evening anyway." She said with a laugh.

"Well, what do you think?" She said, putting her hands on her hips and striking a cute pose.

What I was thinking was that this was the most wondrous, exciting, thrilling, erotic, sexy, wonderful thing that had ever happened to me. What I said was "You look amazing. And quite comfortable."

"Well, it's not as comfortable as being naked, but it's close," she said with a smile.

At this point I'm sure I could have said something like "feel free to get naked" and she probably would have gleefully obliged, but I didn't. This was a new, budding, bizarre relationship and it was seemingly out of control already, so I decided not to go that far. Besides, the knee-high socks and Minnie Mouse panties were cute as hell, and from the waist up, she already was naked.

"So, do you want to go for a swim?" She asked.

"I don't think I'm up for it right now, but you are welcome to," I said.

"Come on. You should join me. Your pool is amazing. And I don't really want to be alone right now." She pleaded.

"Tell you what, you hop in and I'll make a drink and sit out there with you."

"OK, deal." She said and she excitedly headed through the living room and out to the patio. I watched her breasts bounce and her ass shake as she bounced gleefully through my house, and I no longer thought I was dreaming. I was certain that I had died and gone to heaven.

I poured myself a captain and coke, and grabbed an extra coke for Wendy and headed out the back door. I saw her long socks hanging on the back of one of the patio chairs, and saw that she was already swimming.

I pulled one of the more comfortable, cushioned lounge chairs up the edge of the pool and leaned back into it. I watched as Wendy did a few quick laps back and forth in the pool, and then headed towards the waterfall again. Again, she stood up beneath the waterfall, revealing her body from the waist up. She was so beautiful and bright and full of life, and so uninhibited. I found myself smiling as I watched her remove her hair tie and let the water flow through her hair, and down her body, glistening off of her full breasts and making patterns as it split its way across her rigid nipples.

She looked over at me staring and smiling. I didn't feel as embarrassed about staring as I had on her previous visit. According to our new "deal", this is what I was supposed to be doing I guess. Enjoying the excitement that her body provided.

"I have to ask you a question." She said, causing me to look away from her breasts and up to her face. "Do my tits look lopsided to you?"

She swam over a bit and stood up in the pool right in front of me. "One of those bitches in my dorm said I needed to make sure I wore a bra under my shirt to cover my lopsided tits."

I took a good long look at her wet breasts, now a few feet away from me and said "That girl is crazy. She is just jealous. I can honestly say that those are the most perfectly beautiful breasts I have ever seen."

"Really, you think so?" She asked a bit skeptically. "I thought men liked ginormous, Dolly Parton sized tits."

"Well, I guess some men do, but I think most men prefer exactly what you have. They are a perfect size. Not so large that they sag or lose their rounded shape, but not too small. Yours appear to defy gravity. I think many women with breasts your size have at least some sag to them, but yours appear to be quite firm and slightly pointed upward. They truly are amazing."

"Awe, you are so sweet. You are the sweetest, kindest man I have ever met, Mr. D." She said, and then turned and dove back into the deeper end of the pool.

She swam for about 15 more minutes and then stepped out of the pool. Her panties were now soaking wet, and quite transparent. I could again see the puffy slit in the gap in between her legs. She walked over and pulled another lounge chair over next to me and laid back.

“This is the life, Mr. Daniels. You are so lucky to have all of this. You must be very good at your job.” She said.

“Well, I am actually,” I said. I really wasn’t trying to boast. It was just a fact.

“Don’t you ever get lonely, living in this giant house all by yourself?” She asked.

“You know, it’s funny. I really don’t, most of the time. Actually, I don’t get along with most people very well. I’ve never met anyone that I felt I could spend a whole lot of time with before. I guess I’m just your stereotypical loner workaholic. My work is my life.” I explained.

“Well, I’m not sure that’s good for you. Everyone needs to stop and have some fun sometime.”

“Well, it might interest you to know that I find sitting by the pool with you to be quite fun,” I said.

“Good.” She said and smiled sweetly.

“I’m going to go inside and cook us some dinner. Do you like fettuccini? I make a great fettuccini.” I said.

“That would be wonderful.” She replied. “But there I go inconveniencing you again. You don’t have to cook me dinner.”

“It’s nothing,” I said. “I was going to make it anyway.”

“Do you happen to have any towels out here?” she asked. “I’ll dry off and come in and help you.”

“I’ll go grab you one.” We both rose and she waited by the patio door while I went to get a towel. With a big smile on my face, I returned and handed her a towel that was quite small. It was big enough to wrap around her body, but just barely, and was only about a foot wide.

She laughed when I handed it to her. “Biggest towel you have I guess?” She said with a chuckle.

“Nope” I replied with a smile.

She took the towel and dried her hair a bit, and then dried her chest and arms, smiling at me the whole time. Then she used it to dry her legs a bit. Then she wrapped the towel around her tiny waist, and reached under it and slipped off her panties. She placed them on a chair and said: “We’ll just let Minnie Mouse dry out here for a bit.”

We went inside to the kitchen. I pulled out all of the ingredients while she stood there with just the tiny towel wrapped around her waist, waiting for instructions.

We cooked dinner together and ate together and then went to relax in the living room. I sat in my usual spot on the lounge chair and she laid out on the couch, stretching out and giving me a wonderful view of her glorious, mostly naked body. She grabbed her phone and started texting some of her friends back home, and catching up on social media. I perused some emails on my iPad and checked the news.

She struggled and squirmed a bit to keep the towel in place, and I chuckled.

“Shut up you. You’re mean.” She said with a smile and a giggle, as I laughed at her plight.

Eventually, she sat her phone down and looked up at me. I continued to read for a couple of minutes as if I didn’t notice, and then she said. “Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?”

“I don’t mind at all,” I said. “I’m an open book.”

“Do you um… have sex a lot?”

I was pretty shocked by her question, and very curious about where this was going. “Well, I’m not sure what you mean by a lot,” I said.

“I sometimes meet women through work and conventions and things like that. I go on dates and they sometimes lead to sex.”

I could see that she was very interested in what I had to say.

“I’ve even tried those hookup apps from time to time. I’ve been pretty successful with those as well when I am just looking for a quick fling.”

“I bet you have.” She said. “I bet most women drop their panties at the front door when they see this house.”

“Well, not exactly, but yes, having money and a nice house does help to gain most women’s interest,” I said.

“Have you ever had a steady girlfriend?” she asked.

“I have had a couple of girlfriends I guess you would say. But I think I’m a bit of a difficult person to live with. I like things the way that I like them. I have my rules and my routine and most women’s personalities just don’t seem to fit.” I explained. “I’m a strange guy. Most women don’t mind hopping in bed with a strange guy from time to time, but many find it hard to live with one.”

“Their loss.” She said quietly.

“So, do you… when no one is around. Do you…” She said, and then said, “oh, never mind.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“No, I don’t want to freak you out. I’m getting too personal.” She said.

“OK. But you can ask me anything, Wendy. I won’t mind. I have nothing to hide and it’s almost impossible to embarrass me.”

“Do you masturbate?” She blurted out. “I mean, I know it’s none of my business, but a strong, powerful man like yourself, living alone. You must take matters into your own hands sometimes, right?”

“Well. Um. I’d like to take back what I said about not being embarrassed now.” I joked.

She put her hand over her face and said “I’m sorry. I went too far. I know. I’m crazy. Just forget about it. Just pretend I never opened my idiot mouth.” She said rolling over on the couch in embarrassment.

“No, it’s fine. You’re not crazy.” I said with a bit of a pause. “I do. I do masturbate. I think everyone does really, and I’m no different.” The room went silent and she remained with her head covered on the couch. Feeling like I needed to fill the silence, I started speaking again. “Masturbation is a perfectly natural and….”

She cut me off “I masturbate all the time!” she blurted out, and then buried her head again. “I can’t believe I just told you that. I’m such an idiot.”

I looked over at her. She was laying on the couch curled up a bit facing away from me. The tiny towel was barely hanging on and only slightly covering her ass.

“You’re not an idiot. That’s great for you. You pleasure yourself from time to time. Who doesn’t?” I said, trying to ease her embarrassment a bit.

“It’s not from time to time. It’s all the freaking time.” She said.

She then rolled back over and looked at me as the conversation continued.

“I just have these naughty, sexual feelings all the time. I love to be naked. I love it when people see me naked. And I love to masturbate.” She said.

“Back at home I was naked all the time, and I would masturbate 2 or 3 times a day. Sometimes I just can’t control myself. It’s an overwhelming feeling, like an obsession. And now that I live in that stupid dorm with those stupid girls, I’ll never get any privacy. I’ll never have any time to myself and I’ll just be so frustrated all the time. I went this whole week keeping myself covered up and not touching myself even once.” She explained, starting to sob a little bit.

“I’m just not cut out to live in a dorm, and I don’t know how I’m going to do it for four fucking years.” She sobbed.

If ever there was a time when I didn’t know what to say, this was it. I felt bad for her, of course. But I wasn’t sure this was a discussion that she really wanted to be having with a 38-year-old businessman, and I wasn’t sure what I could really do about it.

All I could think to say was the normal, expected response of encouragement. I leaned forward in my chair towards her and said “I’m sure things will get better, Wendy. I’m sure that once everyone has their schedules worked out, you will find some time to be alone and some privacy.”

“You sound just like my mom.” She said. “It’s not going to get better, I just know it. I’m going to be a frustrated, repressed, miserable drone at that school for four years.”

“No, you are not. It will get better. It has to. It’s all so new and overwhelming right now, but you will figure out a way to be yourself, I’m sure of it.” I said though I was not sure. What did I know?

She looked up at me with sad eyes. Her eyes were so big and bright and beautiful when she smiled, and it almost pained me to see them teary and clouded. “Do you think so? Honestly?” she asked.

“Well, I think it will get better. And I’m sure you won’t go four straight years without finding a private moment here and there.” I said, trying to be honest.

She rolled again and said “Here and there. Oh God, I don’t think I can survive with ‘here and there’.” She said.

The room was silent for quite a while, and I thought carefully about what to say next. This whole situation was so new and bizarre to me. I didn’t want to overstep my bounds and go ‘too far’, but so far it seemed there was no ‘too far’ for Wendy. I took a breath and quietly said “You know, you are not at the dorm tonight. There are plenty of places that you can have privacy here in this house.” I waited to see if she understood what I was implying and if it freaked her out like it probably would for most girls.

She turned in my direction again, not saying anything. ‘So, you wouldn’t mind if I… you know… while I’m here in your house?” She asked quietly.

“No,” I said. “Why would I mind? I certainly don’t mind your desire to be naked. Why would I mind your desire to pleasure yourself?”

“I just thought that… that might be going too far. I’m already forcing my way into your life, and your home. That’s got to freak you out. I don’t want you to think I’m too insane and too perverted to have around. I don’t want you to stop welcoming me here. Coming here is the only bright side to my life lately. I don’t want you to see me as some crazy freak.”

“Look, I think your feelings are quite natural, and quite sexy to be honest. A lot of women, particularly women my age, have very little interest in sex. It’s quite exciting and quite a turn on to know a woman with an active desire for pleasure.” I explained.

Again, she stared at me for a moment. Then she smiled.

“I was thinking. Let’s make another deal.” I said. “You keep worrying about going “too far”, and honestly so do I. I’m worried that something I might say will freak you out, and it sounds like you have the same worry. So let’s make a deal that we can say anything to each other. Nothing it ‘too far’. That way we both can relax and feel more comfortable when we spend time together.”

She stood up in front of me and reached out her hand to shake mine. “It’s a deal.” She said. Then she leaned over and gave a sweet, simple little kiss and stood back up saying. “Now, I’m going to go try to catch up on all the ‘self-pleasure’ I’ve missed this week, and then pass out in bed. See you tomorrow Mr. D.” She padded off around my chair as I paused in amazement. Then a moment later, the towel she was wearing landed on my shoulder on the chair.

I quickly turned to see her completely naked from behind as she disappeared around the corner and down the hall. I was shocked in my seat. I could not believe this brave, brazen young woman was naked in my home, heading into my spare bedroom to masturbate. I waited to hear the door close, but the sound never came.

A few moments later, as I was still sitting frozen in place in my chair, I started hearing other, much more erotic sounds from down the hall. What started as soft, gentle moans very quickly turned to erratic breathing sounds and tiny squeaks and squeals. I stood up and decided I shouldn’t be sitting here listening, though the fact that she did not close the door seemed to mean that I was welcome to listen if I chose to.

I walked down the hallway on the other side of the house, to my master suite and opened the door to enter. I paused for a moment in the doorway and listened. From all the way across the house, through the hallways, I could hear a few simple words. “Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God.” I closed the door and went to bed, wondering what amazing excitement could possibly be in store tomorrow.


Chapter 3

On Saturday morning I rose and got dressed and walked out of my bedroom. I instantly heard the sound of music and cooking in the kitchen. I turned the corner to find Wendy standing at the stove cooking bacon. She was wearing an apron that I kept in the pantry and her knee-high socks. And that was all. Again, I felt like I was dreaming as I looked at this angel’s long legs, beautiful bare ass, and flawless, thin back as she bounced from leg to leg at the stove, poking and prodding the bacon as it cooked. I took a quick look outside to see Minnie Mouse still in her place on the patio chair.

“Hi, there,” she said to me when she noticed I had come in. “I found some bacon in the fridge and thought, since you made dinner, I would make breakfast. It’s almost done.” She said.

“Well thank you,” I said and I went to the coffee pot to discover that she had already made coffee. I poured myself a cup, prepared it, and leaned up on the counter to watch her ass bounce some more while she cooked and danced.

“I hope the music didn’t wake you.” She said.

“Nope, not at all. It’s a pretty quiet house.”

“Scrambled eggs are already on the table. Go ahead and grab a plate and have a seat.” I sat and she removed the bacon from the skillet, dried it a bit, and brought some over to me.

“I found this apron in your pantry and borrowed it. Hope you don’t mind. Didn’t want to get burned by bacon grease.”

“No problem.” I said, “That’s what it is there for.”

She placed some bacon on my plate and then prepared a plate for herself. She brought her plate over to the table and sat it down, and then removed the apron and sat beside me. Now wearing only her knee-high socks, she looked much more delicious to me than the bacon, and I absolutely love bacon.

“I rushed over here last night with no plans to stay, so I don’t really have any clean clothes. I hope you meant it when you said I should get comfortable.” She said with a smile, giving me a sexy glance.

“If I ever object to having you naked in my house, I don’t deserve to live. I want you to take me out back and shoot me.” I said.

“I did keep the socks on. It feels kind of naughty and fun to be running around in only my socks.” She said.

After a few moments of eating quietly, I observed: “You seem to be in a better mood this morning.”

“You mean after I finger-fucked myself until I passed out last night. I sure am feeling better.” She said with another sweet smile.

“That’s not exactly what I meant, but that works.”

“I feel wonderful. For the first time in a week, I feel like myself again. It’s wonderful, but crappy at the same time because I know I have to go back to that place.” She said.

“Well, why don’t you stay until tomorrow afternoon, and then I’ll drive you back.” I volunteered.

“I don’t know, I just don’t feel right being such a freeloader at your house.” She said again.

“Would you stop saying that, please? I’m a serious man, and I’m not going to say things just to be polite. If I didn’t want you here, I would tell you. It’s that simple. When I say I want you to stay, that’s exactly what I mean. You’re not a burden or a freeloader. You are my beautiful, lovely, naked guest.” I said with a smile.

“Got it.” She said. “Promise me you will tell me when I’m being a burden, and I promise I won’t bring it up again.”

I put my hand out to shake hers again and said “Deal.” She shook my hand with a silly, official look on her face and said “Deal”.

After another moment or two, she looked at the front yard and the driveway through the glass wall to the kitchen and said “This house is unbelievable. With all the glass walls I feel like people could walk by and see me in here eating naked at your table at any moment.”

“Well, this house sits on a few acres of private land, so there most likely won’t be many strangers wandering by,” I said, trying to reassure her.

“Oh darn it. I kind of like it when strangers pop by and catch me naked.” She said with a devious grin, and she got up from the table, grabbed both of our plates and went to wash them in the sink.

“While we are on the subject, do you want me to run you by your dorm today so you can grab some clothes or anything else you might need?” I asked politely.

She thought for a minute and said “Um, I guess I don’t really need to unless you want me to put some clothes on. If you don’t mind my naked tits and ass bouncing around here for two days, then I should be fine.”

I thought for a minute and said “Well, today is Saturday, and the lawn crew usually comes on Saturday to cut the grass and tend to the landscaping. With the glass walls, they are bound to see you. Is that going to make you uncomfortable?”

“Probably not,” She said “Unless they get all creepy and pervy about it and start making gestures or something. Is it going to bother you if your lawn crew finds a naked young woman prancing around your glass house?”

“Won’t bother me. I’m not embarrassed. They’ll probably give me a discount.” I said with a laugh. “You can always retreat to the bedroom if you get uncomfortable and hang out there until they are done. The bedrooms aren’t glass and they have shades on the windows if you need to use them.

“Cool,” she said, “We’ll just see how it goes.”

After breakfast, we went into the living room.

“I think I’m going to do some yoga on your beautiful patio. Do you do yoga?” She asked.

“Um, no. I’ve never done it. But you go right ahead.” I said, looking up at her from the chair.

“You should try it some time. It really clears and eases your mind. Then again, you don’t seem like a really stressed kind of guy. This oasis in your backyard is the absolute perfect place to do it. It will be like doing yoga on a tropical island.” She said.

“So, is there any chance that just maybe you have some towels in this house that are a little bit larger than the one you gave me last night? I mean I’m sure you wouldn’t have given me such a tiny towel on purpose last night.” She joked, standing in front of me with her hands on her hips, trying to keep from smiling. “But is there any way you could check to see if there is a larger one anywhere around. I need a towel to lay on the ground while I do yoga.”

I stood up and said, “Well, if you are just going to use it to place on the ground, then I can probably come up with something.” I joked back. I went to the linen closet down the hall and brought her a much larger towel than the night before.

“Nice,” she said and took it from me. She stepped out on the patio and laid the towel on the ground right in front of the pool, where she was still in plain sight. She put some music on speaker on her iPhone and sat it down next to her, and for the next 30 minutes, she proceeded to put on the most beautiful, erotic, transcendent display of the human female form I had ever seen. She stretched and curled and muscles tightened and relaxed. She curled her body tight, and spread it out wide in poses that I’m sure have names like “Upward facing camel” etc. In my mind, I gave them my own names like “Sexy as hell pose number 14” and “Oh My God number 7.” If I had fallen asleep on the couch, I could not have dreamed of anything more beautiful and erotic than watching Wendy do yoga on the tropical patio in just her socks.

After watching Wendy do yoga for a while, I was totally convinced that her body was absolutely 0% body fat, and completely blemish free. No matter what pose she took, or how she stretched or rotated, never once did I see a single indication of an ounce of fat on her body, or a single blemish or scar or imperfection. She was absolutely perfect. I was also treated to my first really good look at the treasure between Wendy’s legs. In the sizable gap between her legs was a perfectly hair free, perfectly symmetrical slit, bordered by two plump lips, and leading upward to her small but noticeable clit at the top. Her pussy, like the rest of her, was perfect and otherworldly to look at.

After yoga, Wendy removed her socks and hopped in the pool for a quick swim to cool down a bit. I could have used some cooling down myself. Wendy’s yoga exercises, it turns out, got us both quite hot. After a few minutes of relaxing swimming, she stepped out of the pool, used the towel I had given her to dry off, and then set it on the chair next to Minnie Mouse and came inside.

She laid back on the couch and turned her attention to her phone, texting and checking social media. While she was already poking at the phone, it rang.

“It’s my mom.” She said and answered it with a “hello”. I listened in to the conversation, assuming that if she wanted it to be private, she would step away.

“Well, it still sucks, actually. Those girls are all bitches, what can I say?”

“Well, I’m fine right now, because I’m not over there… I’m at Mr. Daniel’s house.”

“I was so upset that I just left. I had to get away and this was the only place I know.”

“He says he doesn’t mind…”

“I don’t think he would say he didn’t mind if he minded. He’s not like that…”

“Yes, I swam in the pool…”

“No, I’m not naked mom…” She said and quickly looked up at me with a mischievous grin.

“I don’t know what to say. The living arrangements at school suck, but I guess I have to tough it out…”

“Yes, I completed the paperwork to request a new dorm room, but everybody says they just ignore those…”

“The classes are fine. Most of my teachers are cool. The food is not bad. I guess as long as I stay away from my dorm except to sleep, I’ll survive.”

“No, I haven’t been able to get any ‘alone time’ in the dorm. You know that’s part of the problem.”

“Well, I did steal away for a little bit of ‘alone time’ over here at Mr. Daniels’ house in the spare bedroom. That was nice. I don’t know how I would have survived another week.”

“Yes mom, the door was closed and I was quiet…” she told her mom with another grin, confirming the fact that she knew what she was doing when she had left the door open.

I was a bit surprised that Wendy and her mom discussed her ‘alone time’, but what the heck did I know about what moms and daughters discussed.

“I know, I know you can’t do anything to make it better. I’m just going to have to deal with it.”

“I don’t know what I’m going to do about it in the future.”

“OK, mom. I’m gonna go now, mom…”

“I won’t overstay my welcome, I promise.”

“I will tell him ‘thank you’ for both of us.”

“No, I’m NOT naked mom, Jeeze.”

“OK, love you too mom. Bye.” She said and hung up the phone.

“Guess my mom knows me pretty well.” She joked after hanging up the phone. “She feels really bad, being so far away and not being able to really help me.” She seemed saddened again a bit by the situation and went back to texting.

I was suddenly struck by the idea that I could let her move in here, with me. It was an absolutely insane idea. A ridiculous one I knew, that could only lead to trouble. As delicious as the thought was of her being my long-term naked houseguest, it probably wasn’t the best option for her. I decided I was not going to mention it to her. I decided to take her back over to the dorm tomorrow and let her see how another week went. I hoped things would improve for her there, but I also hoped she would continue to drop by once they did. Trying to work things out with her dorm mates was the best, and the most correct thing to do, so I was going to keep my idea to myself.

I turned on the TV in the living room and we watched a bit of an NCIS marathon, while I tinkered with a few emails on my iPad and Wendy poked at her phone a bit. About 3:00, we heard a truck pull up outside. Wendy poked her head above the couch to look through the front glass wall to see who was arriving.

The lawn crew had arrived and out stepped 8 sweaty men who had obviously been working hard in the sun all day already.

“Holy shit,” she said. “It’s like a giant group of guys. I expected like one or two old men with weed whackers.”

“Well, it’s a big yard,” I said with a bit of a grin. “Do you want to go back to the bedroom so they won’t see you?”

“No, no, this could be fun I guess. I’m not sure I’ve ever been naked in front of this many men before. I’m just going to keep sitting here and see what happens I suppose.”

The men out front spread out like an army attacking my lawn and shrubs, starting in the front and working their way around. Wendy went back to texting on her phone but kept looking up and over the couch in all different directions, trying to keep track of where everyone was.

Unexpectedly, or at least before Wendy was quite ready, two of the men came around to the patio with hedge trimmers. One of them came up to tend to the shaped trees that surrounded the back doorway and caught sight of the lovely naked young woman reclining on my couch and typing on her phone. He stopped in his tracks, as expected.

Wendy kept typing on her phone. It seemed like she was texting to someone about what was happening, though I doubted she was actually explaining this bizarre situation to any of her friends. I kept reading my iPad. Wendy whispered. “Is he still looking at me?”

“Yep,” I replied. “He is trying really hard to trim the tree, but he can’t take his eyes off of you,” I said.

“Oh, God. Oh, God. This is so exciting.” She said without looking away from her phone.

It was quite entertaining to watch as the one landscaper who had discovered the treasure inside the house went over to his friend and tried to tell him to look inside the house, without looking like he was telling him anything. The other landscaper came over to the second patio tree and began trimming, holding his hand over his eyes to block the sun so he could see inside.

“Don’t look now, but the second guy has discovered you,” I said.

“Oh, shit” was all she said, as she typed feverishly on her phone.

“What should I do?” She asked.

“Well, this is my house, and you are my guest. You are free to do whatever you please. I say you just act completely normal and do whatever you want. If these guys can’t handle it, then that is their problem. We are just two residents living normal lives at home.” I said.

“Ok, that makes sense. Besides, these people work at lots of houses. I’m sure they have seen naked girls inside of them before.” She said rationally.

“Well, they may have seen naked girls inside of other customer’s houses before, but I can absolutely guarantee that they have never seen a naked girl as stunning as you in any house in America,” I said back.

By this point, most of the guys were in the back-yard working, and word seemed to be getting around.

“Well, I’m going to take your advice and act normal, and pretend I don't know they are here.” She said and she stood up in front of me. “I’m going to grab some water from the fridge, do you want some?” She asked, standing with her bare ass facing the now gathering lawn crew.

“Yes please,” I said with a smile. She gave me a wink and trotted off slowly and casually to the kitchen. In the kitchen, she was a bit harder to see from the backyard. The inner wall to the kitchen was glass as well, but appliances and other kitchen accessories obscured the view a little bit. As Wendy leaned into the refrigerator to gather two waters, I saw the old man who owned the landscaping company catch sight of her in the kitchen from the front yard.

At first, like all the others, he stopped to stare and take in the amazing sight. But then, as he realized that with Wendy here, the rest of his crew was probably not getting any work done, he said “Shit” and started running quickly around to the back of the house.

When Wendy returned with the water, most of the men had stopped pretending to do work and just watched as her bare breasts bounced with each step. Wendy did a good job pretending not to notice them.

Surprising me, Wendy came to the chair I was sitting in, and sat sideways across my lap and said “Your water sir" as she handed it to me. I assumed she had decided she wanted to put on a good show for the audience. Her bare ass ground into my stiffened crotch, and there was no way she did not notice that I was enjoying this little show as well. Then she stood back up, stretched, reaching for the sky and giving everyone outside an amazing view, and laid down on her back on the couch with her phone in front of her, and her breasts pointed straight up at the sky.

The owner of the landscaping company finally made his way around the house and started scolding his crew, both for not working and for invading a customer’s privacy. He had a difficult task because my guess was that just about any of those workers would have gladly given up their job to stop and stare at the beautiful naked woman reclining on my sofa.

Eventually, all the men got back to work, finishing the job while stealing glances into my living room whenever the opportunity presented itself. It took them far longer to complete the job than it ever had before, but they finished and loaded up and were on their way.

As soon as they pulled out of the driveway, Wendy bounced up and said "That was so fun!" with a loud, girly squeal. "I know I'm a freak but being totally naked and exposed to all of those people just makes me so... HOT." She said.

"You are not a freak Wendy, you're just... excitable. And maybe a little bit naughty."

"Oh, I am naughty Mr. D. I'm so naughty," she said, sounding very excited and quite turned on.

Then, somewhat out of the blue, she laid on her stomach across my chair, with her cute bare ass in the air, right in front of my face and said: "I think you're going to have to spank me, Mr. D."

Quite shocked, I didn't react for a moment. Then she continued "Come on Mr. D. I've been so naughty. I need a spanking so bad."

I decided not to miss out on this opportunity, and without saying a word, I lifted my hand and gave her a friendly pat on her ass. "Oh, yes," she said. She quickly said, "I think I need more." I gave her two more gentle pats on her bare behind and watched how the muscles in her ass contracted and flinched upon my touch. I glanced in between her legs and could see a good bit of moisture forming on her soft, puffy lips as well. "Thank you, sir, may I have another." She joked. She squealed and wiggled in my lap as I gave her a few more firm pats on her bare ass.

Then she abruptly jumped up off of my lap and started pacing around in the living room, back and forth, biting her lower lip, like she didn't know what to do with herself. Then she scooted off towards the hallway saying "Sorry Mr. D., I've got to go take care of something."

I was fairly sure I knew what she had to take care of, judging by how turned on she appeared to be. Again, as she went to the bedroom, I waited for the sound of a closing door, which never came. Quite abruptly though, I did start hearing low moaning sounds. The moaning sounds quickly turned into higher pitched squeals again.

This time I decided that I was not going to retreat to my bedroom. This time I was going to remain in my spot and enjoy the beautiful music of my new young friend pleasuring herself. Her abrupt squeals and accelerated breathing quickly turned into words. Short, abrupt words and phrases like "oh god" and "oh fuck" and "oh yes". Within minutes, she was blurting out "oh god oh god oh god" in loud, quick bursts. Then I was fairly certain I heard her quickly say "I'm gonna cum" under her breath before she went silent for just a moment, and then let out a much louder shriek of "Yeeeessssss. Yeeesss. Ohhhhhhhh".

As she calmed down from what was evidently an amazing orgasm, the house got quiet. I could still hear her breathing quite heavily, trying to catch her breath. I waited a good five minutes after the noises stopped and then I went into the kitchen and grabbed another bottled water from the fridge. I walked back towards the spare bedroom making loud footsteps as I went so that I wouldn't surprise her. I turned the corner to the room to find her laying on her back on her bed, with her legs squeezed tightly together, and her right hand still in between them, moving ever so gently.

Her body was covered in sweat, and her face held a look of utter exhaustion. I walked up next to her on the side of the bed and held the water out for her. She removed her hand from between her legs and sat up on the bed. "I know you must think I'm crazy," she said quietly, in a scratchy voice.

"Not at all," I said calmly.

"You are too good to me Mr. D." She said sweetly and leaned over to kiss me on the lips. It was a gentle, sweet kiss that seemed to be just a friendly kiss, but lasted a good 20 seconds. "I'm so glad I met you, and you let me screw up your life," she said with a smile.

"I'm glad you've screwed up my life too." I joked back, bringing a smile to her face.

She drank some of the water I brought her, and I got up to leave. She said "I'll be out in a few minutes" and she flopped back onto the bed.

The rest of the night was fairly uneventful if you can call hanging out at home with a naked 18-year-old goddess uneventful. We ate dinner and lounged by the pool, listening to the waterfall and talking about simple, unimportant things. I asked her about all the texting she was doing earlier.

“It’s my best friend Sandy back home. You would like her. She’s a lot like me.” She explained. “Except she has IBT.”

“What is IBT?” I asked, thinking she was referring to some irritable bowel syndrome, which was a very strange thing to tell about someone when first describing them.

“Itty Bitty Titties.” She said with a laugh. “She’s the best person I know, and we have a ton in common. She’s just as crazy as I am. Maybe more.”

“Were you texting her telling her about all of the lawn crew seeing you naked?” I asked.

“Oh hell yeah. She gets off on that stuff too. Anytime one of us has a crazy adventure like that, we share it with each other.” She explained.

“Have you told her anything about me?” I asked curiously.

“Oh yeah, I told her you were this pervy guy who wouldn’t stop staring at my ass.” She joked with a laugh. I faked a hurt look. “I’m just kidding. I told her you were my knight in shining armor. My hero who has saved me from the hell that I live in now.”

We relaxed and chatted some more until we both went off to bed. The next morning, when I entered the living room, Wendy was on the couch sobbing. She was dressed in her school uniform, the way she had arrived two days before.

"What's the matter?" I asked.

"I have to go back to that place." She said in tears. "These past couple of days have been like a dream, and now I have to go back to the nightmare."

Again, I was left with nothing good to say to her that might make her feel better. "What is your phone number?" I asked.

She gave me her phone number and I sent her a text so that she would have my number. "There, now you have my cell phone number. I am never without my phone. When you go back to school, you can text or call and let me know how things are going. And if you need me, just call and I will come to get you whenever you need me to."

This seemed to cheer her up a little bit. She got up and went to retrieve her shoes from the corner of the living room where she had left them, and knelt down to put them back on.

"Can I drive you back to school?" I asked.

"You don't have to do that. I can take the bus. It stops right at the end of the road." She replied.

"It's no problem. I enjoy a good Sunday drive. I have a few fun vehicle options you might enjoy as well." I said. We went outside and I opened the garage, revealing my car collection. Her draw dropped as she wandered into the garage and inspected each one of the 6 cars.

“This one!” she said, standing in front of the Ferrari California Spyder.

“Good choice,” I said. I grabbed the key from the post on the wall and we jumped in. I started the car and she purred as she heard the throaty sound of the engine. I pressed the button to lower the top and we eased out into the driveway.

“I’ve never been in a car like this.” She said. “I’ve never even been near a car like this.”

I revved the engine and we headed in the direction of her college. She smiled the entire way, enjoying the wind in her hair and the looks we were getting from other drivers on the road. I’m sure she thought the looks were for the car, but I suspected that many of the folks were looking at the stunning girl in the passenger seat.

The fun ended almost instantly when we pulled into campus. Her smile instantly changed to a look of stress and sadness. She gave me some directions to her dorm, and I pulled up right in front of the front door. Many of the students stopped to check out the car and give us a thumbs up. I could also see a number of heads popping up in windows across the dorm.

She looked at me with a look of utter sadness, breaking my heart to see her beautiful, effervescent eyes shadowed and dark.

“Call me any time you need me,” I said. “And text me. Let me know how you are doing.”

She opened the door and stepped out. “I will. And I can’t thank you enough for rescuing me for the weekend.”

She turned and walked into the front door, leaving me with an unexpected sense of emptiness.


Chapter 4

I drove away from campus and was halfway home when I received a text. It was from Wendy. I read it quickly and all it said was “I left you a surprise.”

I arrived home and parked the car, and entered the house. I walked back to the spare bedroom that Wendy has been staying in and opened the door. On the bed, I found her cute Minnie Mouse Panties and a note.

The note read:

“Dear Mr. D. I just want you to know that you really are my knight in shining armor. Not only have you opened your home to me, but you have also given me a place where I can truly be myself. No man has ever been so kind to me, and I only hope that I can somehow return the favor one day. XOXOXO Wendy.”

I picked up the note and placed it in my pocket, and left the panties right where they were in the center of the bed.

I spent the rest of the day Sunday in a bit of a funk. I tended to the errands I needed to accomplish that day and then went to sit out on the patio that evening. I wondered what Wendy was doing. I pictured her sadly and quietly doing her homework in the corner of her dorm room while the other three girls laughed and had fun, giving Wendy dirty looks. It made me very sad.

Two days went by and I had not heard from Wendy at all. I took this to be a good sign. Maybe she was getting along better with her classmates and making friends. I know that girls that age can be fickle, and they can dislike each other one moment, and be best friends the next.

I had slipped back into my work routine quite comfortably and was having a very productive week. I was very close to closing a huge sale that would mean millions in profits. The money would be wonderful, however, I already had money. At some point after buying this house and the cars, and the yacht I kept at the marina, I sort of ran out of ideas of things to spend the money on. With my head down and my focus only on work, I had really stopped trying to enjoy the spoils.

By Tuesday evening, I had to contact Wendy. I had to have confirmation that things were getting better for her. I sent her a simple text saying “How is it going?”

After about 30 minutes, her reply came. “OK”.

I replied, “Are things improving?”

Wendy: “No.”

Me: “Worse?”

Wendy: “Yes.”

Me: “I’m so sorry.”

Wendy: “Not your fault that freshmen girls are assholes.”

Me: “Anything I can do?”

Wendy: “Maybe. Have you ever killed anyone before?” I took this as a joke.

Me: “Not really my thing. I’m an investor. I can buy their homes and kick them out.”

Wendy: “That would be nice, but they would probably still be here.”

Me: “Ok, we’ll hold off on that then.”

Wendy: “Since you dropped me off in that super-car of yours on Sunday, everyone has been teasing me saying you are my Sugar Daddy.”

Me: “Is that bad? I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Wendy: “No, it’s not really bad. They think they are being mean, but I kind of like it. I think I’m going to make that your nick-name. Sugar Daddy.”

Me: “OK… I guess.”

Wendy: “You need to come up with a nick-name for me. How about it?”

Me: “Hmm… How about… LolliPop”

Wendy: “That was fast. It’s cute. I’m guessing you didn’t just think of that on the spot.”

Me: “No, when I found you in the kitchen in your rainbow-colored socks, you reminded me of a Lollipop.”

Wendy: “Did you get my surprise?”

Me: “I did. It was very sweet.”

Wendy: “You are very sweet.”

Me: “Let me know if there is anything I can do.”

Wendy: “I will. I have an interesting idea brewing, but I need to do more research. I’ll let you know. Bye. XOXO”

Saddened my Wendy’s situation, I sat down my phone and was lost in thought. I really wanted to help her. It was a travesty that this bright, bubbly personality was being stifled and suppressed at college. I wondered briefly what she meant by an ‘interesting idea brewing’. I thought again about inviting her to come live with me. It didn’t seem all that bad anymore, but it just felt wrong. I did not think it was OK for a 38-year-old man to ask an 18-year-old college girl to come live with him.

I thought of the term “May-December romance” which was used to describe older men who date younger women. The situation must be more common than I thought, if they had a special term for it, though I assume when someone used the term, it was most likely derogatory. Wendy and I aren’t even dating, though that didn’t really make our relationship any more appropriate. Anyway, I would have to put the idea aside. It just wasn’t right.

On Wednesday, I worked throughout the day, getting the last preparations in place to close my giant sale. In the evening after dinner, my phone buzzed. It was Wendy.

Wendy: “You there?”

Me: “I’m here.”

Wendy: “I’ve done more research on my idea, and I think it’s a good one.”

Me: “What’s the idea?”

Wendy: “First, remember your promise that nothing is ‘too far’”

Me: “Nothing.”

Wendy: “I’m going to give you a website to check out. Take a few minutes to look it over and let me know when you have read about it.”

Me: “OK”

She sent me the website link. It was SugarDaddyMeet.com. I had never heard of it before, so I pulled out my iPad and typed it in. The website was a page that promised to connect older, successful and financially well-off men with young college girls. The men would provide financial security, usually by paying for college tuition or room and board for the girls, and the girls would “Treat the men like Kings”.

I did a quick google search for more information about the site and others like it. I found numerous articles about how common “sex-for-tuition” or “sex-for-room-and-board” arrangements were becoming. The articles explained that the arrangements were usually not about relationships. They were usually just about an agreeable exchange of financial support and security for non-commitment based sexual relationships with college girls who were attractive and needed the money.

The articles went on to describe the similarities and differences between these relationships and prostitution. They explained that primary difference was that these relationships were friendly, respectful, fun relationships and that the majority were specifically initiated by the female college students themselves. They simply facilitated connecting two willing people who each had something that other desired.

Paying for college and room and board were difficult, and apparently, tens of thousands of young women across the globe were more than willing to use their lithe young bodies to persuade older men to provide for them during college. And, to no-one’s great surprise, tens of thousands of men across the globe were willing to spend their money on nubile young college girls.

I sat the iPad down and digested this information a bit. Was Wendy suggesting that we enter into one of these agreements? Was she proposing that our relationship become fully sexual? Was she just doing this out of desperation? There was no way I could take advantage of her in that way. Though I found the idea VERY exciting, and I was sure there wasn’t a girl on the planet that I would want to have this type of agreement with more than Wendy, it still didn’t sit right with me.

I needed to know more about what she was thinking, so I picked up my phone again.

Me: “I read the website.”

Wendy: “And?”

Me: “It sounds very exciting of course. But it sounds a bit like men taking advantage of girls’ desperation.”

Wendy: “To me, it sounds like girls taking advantage of older men and their hard-earned money.”

Wendy: “I want to do this with you. I want us to have an ‘agreement’ like this.”

I paused, trying to think of what to say. My body was screaming “Do it you lucky son-of-a-bitch” but my conscience just wouldn’t let me say yes. I knew I would only ever feel like I was taking advantage of a naive young girl.

Me: “I don’t think I can do it. I would feel like I was taking advantage of your misery.”

Wendy: “Oh.”

Me: “but”

Me: “I have another idea.”

Me: “You come to live with me full time, with no arrangement.”

After a long pause and no response, I continued.

Me: “I enjoy having you around. You don’t have to agree to anything to live here. I want you to.”

Another long pause.

Wendy: “I can’t do that for the same reason you can’t. I would feel like a freeloader. Like I was taking advantage of you.”

Me: “Get over it.”

Wendy: “You get over it and make an ‘agreement’ with me.”

Me: “Don’t think I can, no matter how badly I want to.”

Wendy: “You would enjoy it.”

Me: “I don’t doubt that one bit. Tell you what, I’ll think about it.”

Wendy: “That’s all I ask. TTYL.”

Me: “OK, bye.”

And think about it I did. That is basically all I thought about Wednesday night. It was the most amazing idea. The thought of Wendy living here with me gave me goosebumps it was so exciting. I even started to fantasize about the agreement. If I were most other men I would have her over here already, but my damned conscience was making it very difficult for me.

Having gotten to know Wendy a little bit, I actually believed she would enjoy the arrangement, and probably wouldn’t be just doing it because she was miserable. She was a free-spirited girl who was definitely not shy about her sexuality and loved being here at my house. It probably wouldn’t be bad for her at all. She would probably have the time of her life. And I know I would.

On Thursday at work, I closed the deal. I was ecstatic. After taxes and fees, I made over 3 million dollars in one day. I was over the moon. I wanted to celebrate. I really wanted to celebrate with Wendy. That evening I took the Ferrari out for a drive and went to my favorite bar. It was a very classy restaurant where they knew me by name and they took me straight to my favorite spot. I had come here a hundred times. It was an expensive, classy place and frequently there were single ladies dressed in their finest, and sometimes sluttiest clothes looking for a rich man to take them home.

I had, on more than one occasion taken a lady home for a quick fling, many times on nights like tonight when I was looking to celebrate something exciting that happened at work. Tonight was no different. Around me were many well-off gentlemen with their much younger trophy wives or ‘eye-candy’ girlfriends. Though many men had younger partners here with them tonight, I did not see any whose age difference appears to be as much as the age difference between Wendy and me.

I also didn’t see a single lady in the entire establishment that was one-half as attractive as Wendy. One of the ladies who looked to be in her early thirties approached me at the bar. She was wearing a dress that appeared to be made of one very stretchy piece of fabric that started from about halfway down her ample breasts and ended right at the bottom of her ass. It was the kind of dress that a girl wears, where she has to spend the entire evening pulling it down to make sure everyone doesn’t see her ass. It gave her the opportunity to flirtatiously flash her ass to someone and then say “Oops” and blame the dress. Ordinarily, this was enough to gain my attention, but not tonight. Tonight I was realizing how all of the ladies in this building, and the potential relations I could have with them could never compare to what I could have with Wendy.

I wasn’t planning to marry Wendy. I hadn’t completely lost my mind. But I had decided that I was going to pursue the relationship. I was going to somehow convince her to come to live at my house without having to enter into an agreement. I wanted her there, and she wanted to be there, and she didn’t need to agree to anything. I decided that over the weekend I would continue the discussion with her until I had convinced her that she could live there without feeling like a freeloader.

Friday at work was a fairly easy day since the huge deal I had been working on had closed on Thursday. At around 1:00 in the afternoon I got a text from Wendy.

Wendy: “I hate to ask again, but can I come by this afternoon?”

Me: “Are you OK?”

Wendy: “No”

Me: “What happened?”

Wendy: “More bitchy girl stuff. Don’t really want to talk about it.”

Me: “What happened?”

There was a long pause, and then she wrote back “They took pictures of me sleeping naked and texted them all around the school.”

I was instantly enraged. I wasn’t even sure what Wendy was to me at that point in time. My sister’s friend’s daughter. Someone I had agreed to look after. Someone I had an inappropriate crush on. Someone I wanted to be with. Either way, she was someone I cared about a lot. I wrote back “Give me 15 minutes.”

I shoved the phone in my pocket and ran to my closet and grabbed an empty suitcase, and ran out the front door. I went into the garage and hopped in the Rolls Royce. I was steaming mad. Even if I hadn’t gotten to know Wendy as much as I had in the past weeks, I would still be mad that an innocent girl, a friend of my family, was being treated this way.

I sped down the street and onto the college campus. I skidded up and parked directly in the no-parking-zone by the front door to the dorm. I grabbed the empty suitcase and stormed in. There was a security guard who said: “You can’t come in here sir, this is the girls’ dorm.”

“Which room is Wendy Kim in,” I asked him abruptly.

“You can’t come in here sir.” He said again.

“A young girl is being abused by her roommates in this building. Escort me to Wendy Kim’s room right now, or I will sue this school until I own the god damned thing.” I said.

He looked at the Rolls Royce out front, which I guess gave me a bit of credibility as a powerful man, along with my stern look and said: “Let me look it up, sir.”

He typed on his computer and then said: “Follow me.”

We went to the third floor pulling my suitcase behind me and found her room. On the door was a wooden homemade sign with names painted on it that said “Julie, Becky, Britney, and SLUT”. I ripped the sign down and threw it on the floor and it smashed into a number of pieces. I banged on the door and ditzy girl in uniform answered saying “hold your horses”.

She was obviously expecting some other college bimbo to be at the door and was shocked to see the security guard and I standing there.

I took a deep breath and calmly said: “I’m here to see Wendy.”

She opened the door wider and all 4 girls looked at me in shock. I guess it is not every day that a handsome older businessman comes knocking on their dorm room door.

I decided rather than storming in in a rage and embarrass Wendy further in front of these girls, it might be better for me to play it cool.

I casually strolled in pulling the suitcase and said in as formal a voice as possible. “Ms. Kim. I am here to assist you with your move to the Daniels estate.”

Wendy remained still with a look of shock on her face. She had obviously been crying, and dried tears were still visible on her face. Once she recovered and realized what was happening, she stood.

I said, “It has come to my attention that your current living arrangements are quite unbearable, and I am here to inform you that you will no longer be required to live amongst these despicable people.” I said as I looked each of the other girls in the eye. The three girls were much too shocked and much too dim-witted to respond.

I opened the suitcase and placed on the bed she had just risen from. “Would you be so kind as to pack your things? Your new room at the estate has been prepared.”

Still in shock, she started to smile just a little bit and started to gather a few things from one of her drawers. But she stopped and came over to me and stuck out her hand and said: “so, we have an arrangement?”

This shocked me. I was backed into a corner. I had to help her. I knew she was referring to the “Sugar Daddy” arrangement. She was so determined to not be a freeloader or a burden in my home, that she was going to interrupt my gallant rescue to try and get me to agree to her ‘agreement’.

I did not shake her hand. I said in my proper voice “No agreement is necessary Ms. Kim. All arrangements have already been taken care of.”

She then said, “I’m afraid I cannot move to the estate unless we have an agreement.” And put her hands by her sides and stood there.

I felt extremely uncomfortable. There was no way I was leaving this dorm without her, and she knew it. But she was calling my bluff, and forcing me to agree to do things her way. She was forcing me to accept the arrangement of her terms. Even as I was providing a way out of her currently miserable situation, she was still not willing to be a “freeloader” in my home.

I stood still for a moment with my poker face on while I tried to determine if there was any other way I could rescue her without having to agree to her terms. I could think of none. Finally, I reached out my hand for her to shake and said “Very well miss. We have an agreement.”

She instantly broke out in a huge smile and hugged me. Then she started shoving all of her belongings into the suitcase as quickly as possible, now happy and in a hurry to leave. While packing she started to play along with my ruse. “Is the yacht prepared for my weekend excursion?” she asked.

“Why yes, mam it is. The limousine will arrive for you promptly at 7:00 to take you to the marina.” I said.

While she finished packing I looked around the room and at the other three girls present and said “I should say that it must have been hell having to live with these three wretched creatures for as long as you did. I don’t see how you made it so long.”

One of the girls looked like she was going to respond, but then stifled it.

I said “If you are leaving anything behind miss, I will send the driver over to retrieve it later. Though if any of your things have been touched by these three… people… you may want to consider just burning it.”

She quickly finished packing and pulled the suitcase behind her. She looked back into the room from the doorway, lifted both middle fingers and said “see ya later bitches” and walked out.

I grabbed the suitcase and smiled at the shocked girls and followed Wendy down the hall. The security guard eventually followed as well.

The three of us rode the elevator down and Wendy and I left out the front door. I threw her suitcase in the trunk of the Rolls and peeled out as we left.

Once free of the campus she said “That was so amazing. I can’t believe you rescued me like that. You really are my knight in shining armor.”

She leaned over and gave me a big wet kiss on the cheek.

“And that was so fun, shoving it in those bitches faces.” She said with a bit of anger.

“And you agreed to my arrangement. This is going to be so much fun.”

“About that,” I said.

“Oh no, there is no way you are going to back out now. You shook my hand. I have my entire life in that suitcase and I want to go live at your place really badly, but I have to have a completely clear conscience. I’m no charity case. I want this to be as amazing for you as it is for me. If you are going to back out, just turn us around now.” She said.

She was very serious. She really did want to come live at my place, but she was not going to do it simply as my guest.

“Fine,” I said.

“When we get to your place, I’ll start working on the terms of the agreement. I did a lot more reading about how this kind of thing usually works on that website last night, and I think it’s going to be so much fun.”

We rode the rest of the way back to my place with the windows down, in silence. Wendy had a look of peace and contentment on her face but didn’t say a word.

Wendy was not joking about the agreement. As soon as we walked in the door, she opened her suitcase and pulled out a pad of paper and a pen and started writing the ‘terms’ of the agreement. I went to get a drink and came back and she seemed a bit stuck.

“What are you doing?”

“Well, I think before we can make this agreement, we need to have a baseline.”

“That makes sense,” I said. I had worked on a number of huge contracts and agreements in my professional career, but it was obvious this one was going to be quite different.

“So exactly how rich are you?” She asked. I was a bit shocked at the question, and the idea that I may have just been trapped by a gold digger crossed my mind for one split second. But Wendy was no gold digger. I was sure of it.

“Why do you ask?”

“Well for the baseline there are two things I think we need. I need to know exactly how well you are going to be able to support me and spoil me, and you need to know exactly how well I am going to fuck you.”

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe she had just said that so matter-of-factly.

“I’m really not comfortable making you…” I started to say but she interrupted me.

“You are not making me do anything.” She said quickly. “Do you think that you might enjoy spoiling me?” She asked, with a sweet, pouty smile.

“Definitely,” I said.

“Well, I think I am really going to enjoy fucking you. So there. Nobody is forcing anyone to do anything.” She replied.

“Now, let’s get started with the baseline. Would you say you could afford to let me live in your home?” She asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

“Would you say you can afford to buy food for me?” She asked.

“Of course. Any food you want.”

“Would you say you can afford to buy me nice clothes? And maybe some not-so-nice clothes?”

“Absolutely.”

“Would you say you can afford to pay for a city bus pass that I can use to get back and forth to school?”

“No,” I said, shocking her.

“Um…” she started to say.

“I will buy you a car. Any car you want. There is another empty spot in my garage.” I said.

“You don’t have to do that.” She said.

“Well, that’s how this sugar daddy thing works right. I spoil the shit out of you?”

“Yes, but that’s too much.” She said.

“It’s done. Next question.” I said forcefully. She smiled.

“Would you say you can afford to take me on occasional vacations to nice places?”

“Anywhere you want to go,” I said, and she smiled.

“Would you say you can afford to buy me jewelry on my birthday?” She asked.

“I will buy you jewelry every day if you would like,” I replied.

She stood up. “Well, I think that satisfies my part of the baseline. I would really enjoy all of those things.”

She grabbed my arm and pulled me to the living room and sat me on the couch.

“Now for your part.” Without hesitation, she stood up and started removing her shirt. Today she was wearing a bra underneath, probably because of the mean things those girls had said about her. She unbuttoned and removed her skirt as well, exposing her panties which were small and white, with little teddy bear pictures all over them.

“Would you say that you would enjoy seeing me in my underwear?” she asked.

“Very much,” I said.

She leaned down and removed her shoes and socks, and then removed her bra, exposing her perfect breasts to me once again.

“Would you say that you would enjoy seeing me in only my cute little panties?” She asked, doing a little spin for me.

“Very much,” I said again.

She then placed her thumbs inside her panties on each side and slowly started lowering them down, moving her hips slightly as she did no. Eventually, the panties hit the floor and she stepped out of them. With absolutely no pubic hair, I could again see her clit at the top and the luscious slit down between her puffy lips in the gap between her legs.

“Would you say that you would enjoy seeing me completely naked?” she said and she put her hand to her mouth with a look like she had just said something very naughty.

“Yes”. I said.

She moved around seductively for just a moment and then came sat back in the armchair I usually sit in. She leaned back and lifted her legs up placing one foot on each of the arms of the chair. Her pussy was spread wide in front of me. Her lips were pulled apart and her small clit was plainly visible at the top of the slit. She slowly moved her hand down and placed her middle finger on her clit and started a slow rubbing motion.

“Would you say you would enjoy seeing me pleasure myself?” She asked.

“Very much,” I replied.

She began moving her hand back and forth over her clit a little bit faster and closed her eyes and leaned her head back. She started breathing a bit heavier and making some of the same sounds I had heard her make from the bedroom last weekend. Steadily she increased the speed of the attention she was giving to her pussy, and steadily her sounds grew louder and louder. It was obvious that she was about to bring herself to orgasm on the chair right in front of me after just a few minutes of effort. The panting and moaning quickly turned into grunts and she started blurting out “Oh God, Oooh Goood.” Then as she increased her pace, even more, she said “I’m going to cum. I’m going to fucking cum with you watching me. OOOOOOHHHHHHH” she said and she leaned her head back even more into the chair and her body quaked and quivered through a beautiful climax.

After a few moments, where her breathing returned to a more normal speed, she got up on wobbly legs and came over to me and reached down and grabbed my belt. Part of me wanted to resist, to not go too far, but at this point, I had lost all reason and all control. I was under her spell and did not care what the consequences may be. She unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and quickly reached in and pulled out my rock-hard cock.

“Oh Fuck,” she said, looking closely at my sizeable member. She quickly lost the pretense of the little game we were playing. For a moment her silly smile was gone, replaced with a look of astonishment. “Um, there may be a bit of a kink in my little plan.” She said.

“What is it?” I asked, with a bit of a knowing smile.

“Well, I’ve never… I’m not sure… I’ve never had something this… big. Hell, I’ve never ever seen something this big.” She said.

I smiled and said “Well, I think it should work out just fine. It may take a little getting used to, but most women like them this way. I’ve never run into a situation yet where I couldn’t work it out.” I said, not wanting to put the brakes on our little game now.

“No doubt. I’ll bet the women fucking love it.” Then she reached out and wrapped her thin fingers around it. “Oh, God.” She said again, with a little moan.

She stroked up and down very lightly on my cock for a moment and then her smile came back, and the game resumed.

“Would you say you would like it if I stroked your HUGE cock with my hand?” She asked.

“Very much,” I replied.

She continued to stroke for a few minutes, and her other hand slipped down to resume caressing her pussy.

After a few moments of stroking and looking into my eyes with a great big smile as she did so, she then leaned over and licked my shaft from the bottom to the top. She licked it again and then engulfed it into her mouth. She started sucking up and down and up and down with speed, all the while continuing to work on her pussy with her other hand. Her mouth could only get about halfway down, but it felt spectacular. It felt amazing. I truly felt as if I had died and gone to heaven. I had no idea what I had done to deserve this amazing gift, but I was glad I did.

After sucking my cock feverishly for a few more minutes, she lifted her head and said: “Would you say that you would like it if I sucked your cock?”

“Yes” was all I could say.

Then she stood up and grabbed my arms and pulled me forward. She removed my shirt, and then my pants and boxers, leaving me naked. She put one of her legs up on the couch to my right and then swung the other leg over to the left of me, and placed my cock at the entrance of her beckoning pussy. Ever so slowly and gently she started to slide down, allowing the head of my cock to penetrate her. Looking me directly in the eye and biting her lip with the strain, she continued to push. She was so fucking tight and so fucking wet. With the head of my cock inside her, she began to bounce up and down in short motions, sliding down a little further and little further each time.

I could tell that she was trying to continue to look into my eyes, but her eyes kept rolling back and she kept leaning her head back as she slid further and further down. Once she was about three-quarters of the way down I grabbed her shoulders and gently but forcefully pushed her down the rest of the way. She immediately moaned a huge, guttural moan. I held her in place for a moment and she finally regained her composure and put her head back down and looked into my eyes once again with a huge smile on her face.

At that point, I did not care how we got here, what the circumstances were or what agreement might be in place. She was obviously truly enjoying herself, and I was lost in the pleasure of the moment as well. I began lifting her small, lithe body up until only the very tip of my cock remained inside her and then thrusting her down until my entire shaft was buried deep once again. At first slowly and then with more speed, I fucked her, while she bounced and shook and moaned in my lap. Her body was bouncing in different directions as I leaned over and engulfed the nipple of her left breast in my mouth. I sucked forcefully as I thrust and then shifted to her right nipple.

Her breathing was extremely ragged and her moans were getting louder, but she suddenly stopped me. She caught her breath for a minute and then looked into my eyes again and said with a strained voice and a crooked smile: “Would you say that you would enjoy it if I sat on your cock?”

“I am enjoying it very much,” I said back, giving a quick thrust upwards into her. Then to my surprise, she lifted herself off of me.

She stood up in front of me with a giant smile and even more wobbly legs. Then she turned and got down on the floor in front of me. She leaned down so that her face was on the floor and her ass was up in the air, with her soaked pussy in my direct line of sight. I took the hint and got down on the floor and quickly rammed my cock back into her pussy from behind.

She screamed as I reentered her in one fast motion, and I began pumping back and forth as fast as I could. I reached down and grabbed her breasts in my hands and rammed her from behind with everything I had. The sounds she was making were nearly incomprehensible but I did hear her say “Do you…. think…. you would enjoy….. making….. me ….. cum….”

“YES,” I said with an even more forceful thrust. I continued pumping and fucking her and she continued squealing and moaning until I could tell she was about to cum. I reached around with one hand and began massaging her clit while I pounded her from behind. Then with one very forceful thrust, I buried my cock as deep as it would go inside her and held it there tightly. She started quaking and shivering as her orgasm powered its way through her, with my cock buried to the hilt, caressing her g-spot inside, and my finger gently making circles over her clit on the outside.

She had a ravishing orgasm, quivering and screaming “OOOOOOHHHHHH” for what seemed like many minutes until she finally collapsed onto the floor with my cock remaining inside her. I leaned forward and slowly rubbed her back and caressed her breasts while she recovered her senses.

Then, she moved forward and slowly removed herself from my cock. She stood up on her knees and steered me back to the couch, and instantly took my cock back into her mouth. She started sucking even more ferociously than before and even thrust her head down further sending my cock into the back of her throat a few times. As she resumed sucking and milking my cock she looked up into my eyes and gave a sweet smile. This scene, this feeling was overwhelming. I was ready to explode. I was ready to cum. I quietly grabbed her arms and said “I’m going to cum”, giving her fair warning so she could back off and prepare for my explosion.

She didn’t back off though. She started sucking harder and faster and I lost control and started pumping load after load of my cum into her mouth. I came and came and came and she didn’t stop. She didn’t even hesitate. When she could tell that I was finally completely dry, she removed her mouth from my cock and stood up. She had a few drops of cum running out of her mouth on one side. She stood in front of me and said to me with a mouth full of my cum “Would you say you would enjoy cumming in my mouth?” as she said this she gave a little laugh and a little bit more cum squeezed out of her lips and down her chin.

She put up her hand to catch it and then she swallowed. She swallowed the cum that was in her mouth, and then she used her fingers to catch what had dribbled down her chin and licked it off of her fingers and swallowed that as well.

“Yes” was the only word I could come up with as a response.

Then she playfully pushed me down on the couch and snuggled up beside me. We laid there for a while and she said: “I think this arrangement is going to work out wonderfully.”

“Me too,” I said, still catching my breath.

She then jumped up and said “That reminds me, I’ve got to finish it” and she ran back to the dining room table.

“Finish what?” I asked.

“The contract that will define our agreement. I don’t want you thinking you are going to get away with letting me be a freeloader.”

She picked up her pen and resumed writing. I relaxed and put my boxers back on and went to get a water from the fridge. I brought her a water which she took and then continued writing.

After about 20 minutes she said, “That should do it.” And she brought it over to me with a devious smile on her face.

I read the document:

Wendy Kim (hereby known as Lolli-Pop) and Phillip Daniels (Hereby known as Sugar-Daddy) enter into the following binding agreement for the term of one year, with the option to extend.

Part 1

Sugar daddy will provide Lolli-Pop with a room in his home and three meals a day for the entire term of the contract.

Sugar daddy will provide Lolli-Pop with some means of transportation to and from college.

Sugar daddy will take Lolli-Pop shopping for clothing that both parties agree on, on a monthly basis.

Sugar daddy will allow Lollipop to be naked as much as she chooses, and to masturbate when and where she desires within the home.

Sugar daddy will take Lolli-Pop on a minimum of 2 vacations to beautiful exotic locations, preferably where nudity is allowed and/or encouraged.

Sugar daddy will buy Lolli-Pop a gift of jewelry valued at at least $500.00 on her birthday, October 29th.

Sugar Daddy will allow Lolli-Pop to have a single named guest (Sandy Baker) at the home at whatever times said guest can make travel arrangements. Guest will be bound by the same house rules as Lolli-Pop

Part 2

Lolli-Pop will wear sexy clothing (as determined by sugar daddy) or be entirely naked at all times when at home. Allowed clothing will include long socks/stockings, themed or lace panties, tight-fitting transparent shirts, and or Bikinis. Lolli-Pop will be forbidden from wearing bras, loose-fitting clothing, or pants while at home. Skirts will be allowed on the condition that no underwear is worn underneath.

Lolli-Pop agrees that she will instantly remove any and all clothing at the request of Sugar Daddy, no matter the location or situation.

Lolli-Pop will take whatever steps are requested by Sugar Daddy to not disrupt his job/work and will dress in a respectable manner (if requested) when visitors are on-sight.

Lolli-Pop will continue to research and discover new and interesting ways to please and fuck sugar daddy.

Lolli-Pop will ensure that sugar daddy has at minimum one amazing, mind-blowing orgasm per day.

"Well," I said. "I'm not sure I have the ah... stamina to satisfy this contract." I said. "I mean one orgasm per day is quite a bit for a man my age."

"Oh, I'm sure you will manage." She said with a grin. "So do we have an agreement?"

"I'm going to need to have my team of lawyers read over this before I can sign it." I joked.

"Yeah, you want to give your team of lawyers a heart attack?" She joked back.

"Are you sure you want to do something like this. I mean I'm perfectly fine if you just want to stay here..."

She sat the paper back down on the table and quickly signed at the bottom. I took the pen from her and signed before I could talk myself out of it. I know it was just a cute, symbolic gesture but I still felt like it was taking a big step.

After we signed the paper she folded it and placed it in her suitcase and said "I'll hang on to this. I'm going to go unpack in my room." she said and started pulling her suitcase down the hall. I followed her as she turned to the room she had stayed in before and I said: "Um, that's not your room."

"What?" she said.

I said in my fake formal voice "Please follow me, miss."

I walked past her to the last door at the end of the hall. "This house has two master suites. Mine is down the other hall on the other side of the house, and this one is yours." I said and opened the door. The room was a huge, beautifully appointed master suite with a king sized bed on a raised platform in the middle, and curtains surrounding the bed. The left side wall to the bedroom was all glass and sliding doors and overlooked the pool area.

Wendy almost exploded with excitement. She ran over and bounced on the bed and then got up to check out the view of the pool. I walked past her and said. "You have your own bathroom, and I think you are going to like it." The master suite bathroom also had a glass wall overlooking the pool. A giant square stone bathtub sat up against the glass wall in the front, and the huge rain-shower area at the back of the bathroom had glass walls all the way around. You could lay in the bathtub or soak in the shower, all the while looking out on the pool grotto area. You could also be just about anywhere in the house or on the patio and look over to see the person laying in the bathtub or taking a shower.

"Wow, this is... Open." She said with a smile.

"There are electric curtains in here and in the bedroom you can close any time you want privacy. Just flip the switch on the wall next to the light switch." I said.

"Are you crazy? This is the perfect bathroom for me. It's just my style. Why would I ever close the curtains?" She said with a laugh, as she opened the glass door to the shower and looked out at the view of the patio and pool from inside. She was quite an erotic sight, standing naked in the glass shower, even without the water running. She reached over and turned the faucet on and said "I'm going to take a shower right now. Do you want to join me?"

"Not right now I think. You get comfortable and I'll be in the office upstairs. Just come to get me when you are done." I said and left the master suite. I grabbed the rest of my clothes and cleaned up a bit in the bathroom, put them back on and went to my office to take care of a couple of quick work-related items. I glanced down from my desk out the glass wall and was treated to a perfect view of Wendy enjoying the rain-shower in her new master suite.

I watched as she got out of the shower and started unpacking her bathroom supplies like her toothbrush and deodorant etc., using each one as she unpacked them. Again I pondered what a lucky guy I was to be in this situation.

I stopped watching her and went back to focusing on work for a little while. After about an hour, Wendy came bounding up the stairs. She had gotten dressed, sort of. She was wearing even longer socks than before, which came almost all the way up to her crotch, and was wearing a pair of panties I had not seen before, which had two handprints on the back right on her cute ass cheeks. She was also wearing a small, sheer, flowery button up shirt that was unbuttoned all the way and just hanging over her breasts.

She came straight over to me and said “We forgot something” and yanked me up from my chair and kissed me deeply. She shoved her tongue in my mouth with great force and we kissed feverishly for a couple of moments. My hands instinctively went to caress and squeeze her tight ass as we kissed. After a few moments we broke off the kiss, and she said “With all that fucking we did downstairs, we never kissed. So what do you think? Satisfactory?”

“Very much,” I said again, eluding to our previous conversation, and I smiled at her.

“So, the agreement is in place. It’s all official. So what do you want to do next?” She asked.

What did I want to do next? The possibilities seemed endless….


Chapter 5

That evening we went shopping at the local boutique mall. She bought a bunch of things in a ton of stores, telling me not to peek in the bags so I didn’t ruin any surprises. We stopped at a fancy women’s clothing store and I told her to pick out a few nice dresses. There were going to be cocktail parties and other events throughout the year that she may want to attend with me, and she would need proper attire. I would be hosting one-such cocktail party at my house in a few weeks. I told her the dresses could be as sexy and revealing as she wanted but needed to be nice enough to wear to fancy restaurants and parties. She bought four dresses and a skirt/shirt combination and told me three of them would be nice enough for fancy occasions, but two would be just for fun.

On Saturday we spent much of the day apart. I had a charity golf tournament to attend which was pretty much an all-day event, so I told her I would be home later that night, and I gave her the keys to the BMW in the garage. She went shopping again, just for essentials and household items. She also went to the grocery store and picked up enough food for us to make meals at home for the next few days.

That night after a golf tournament and a small banquet afterword’s, I arrived home about 11:30 and found Wendy on the couch watching TV. She was still wearing the long socks and panties with the hand-prints on the ass cheeks but had decided to ditch the shirt somewhere. I went to my bedroom and took a quick shower and threw on some sweat shorts and a T-shirt and went out to Join her. She told me to sit next to her on the couch, instead of my normal chair. I sat next to her and she snuggled up next to me.

She immediately started stroking my cock through my shorts and said: “How was the golf?”

“It was fine,” I said. “I had one of my better games.”

Without any further discussion, she reached in and pulled my cock out of my pants and laid down and began sucking it. She had laid sideways on the couch next to me, facing me and was bobbing up and down on my cock at a medium pace. Not trying to rush, but not really taking her time either. I looked down to see her bobbing up and down, looking at my cock as she did so. I reached over and slid the crotch of her panties aside and began massaging her clit.

She didn’t miss a beat, and reached her hand over and started stroking my cock in unison with her sucking motions. I continued to massage her pussy, sliding two fingers in and out, and then spreading the wetness around on her swollen clit. She began to moan as she sucked, but didn’t break her stride. Curiously, she paused for a moment and looked up at the wall and said “Oh Shit” and then began sucking my cock much more furiously.

She was bobbing her head as far up and down as it would go, at a speed I had never experienced before. Within a couple of minutes of this motion, I was ready to cum. I removed my hand from her little clit and grabbed her ass tightly and let her know that I was about to explode. She removed my cock from her mouth but continued stroking furiously with her hand, and started licking my shaft from the bottom to the top.

I held off as long as I could and then I exploded onto her face and tongue. Sprays of cum, one after another after another shot past her face and into her hair, and onto her face, and into her wide open, smiling mouth.

When I was finished, she slowed her hand on my cock to a gentle caress and swallowed the cum that had landed on her tongue. She quickly sat up with my cum running down her face and looked at the wall again. She said ‘Shew, that was close.”

I looked over at the wall to see what she was looking at. It was the digital clock on the wall and it said 11:58.

“I had to make sure you had your orgasm for the day. I didn’t want to mess up the agreement on the first day.” She said.

I laughed. She then leaned over and slid her sopping wet panties off, and used them to wipe the cum off of her face and hair. She smiled the entire time and appeared to be really enjoying this agreement. She came back over and gave my dick a little pat and said “I’m going to go clean up and go to bed. I’ll see you tomorrow!” and ran off down the hall with only her socks on and her panties in her hand.

Sunday, I decided to take Wendy to buy her a car. There was a local car dealership that I usually did business with just in town that carried all the top brands and models. I told her to put on one of her sexy dresses and she would probably get us a discount. She asked, "One of the 'wow that is sexy' dresses or one of the 'Oh my God I can see her ass' dresses?" I laughed and told her that the folks at the dealership were just a bunch of stodgy old men, so she should pick whatever she wanted to wear. She ran off to her room to get dressed.

She came out in a skin-tight black dress that hung about halfway down her breasts, and barely, and I mean BARELY, covered her pussy in front, only when she pulled it down as far as it would stretch. Though the dress covered her top fairly well, it was so tight that I could tell she was wearing a lacy bra underneath. She also wore a pair of very sexy high-heel shoes that really showed off her toned legs and caused her ass to flex in wonderful ways. She had her long, silky black hair tied up in a high ponytail that fell down her back and accentuated the dress. She was not wearing panties but was holding a small black lacy pair in her right hand. Standing still, holding the bottom of her dress down below her crotch, she looked mildly decent. But when she let go of the bottom of the dress and took a few steps, it instantly rose a few inches to reveal her clean shaven pussy in front, and about three-quarters of her ass in the back. She came closer to me and stopped, not bothering to pull the bottom of the dress back down, and held up the panties.

"What do you think? Panties or no panties?"

"I think you probably want to put the panties on. I have a feeling you will probably cause a few of the sales guys to have heart-attacks, even with them on. If you go in there without them, it could be a major medical incident."

She laughed and turned around and bent over, revealing her beautiful slit to me as she slowly stepped into and lifted the black lace panties on. Once they were on, they did not cover a lot, and when she moved around and did not hold her dress down, they were plainly visible.

"I'm ready" she announced and we headed to the garage. We took the Rolls Royce that I had purchased previously from the same dealership and headed out. I had a hard time focusing on the drive with this bombshell sitting next to me, almost completely exposed from the thigh down. As we pulled up I joked "I'm going to go ahead and dial 9 and 1 on my phone, so if any of these old codgers keel over when they see you, I can call for help more quickly."

We entered the showroom and started perusing the selection. One of the older gentlemen I recognized named Charlie instantly came over to us, stopping in his tracks when he caught sight of Wendy and her dress. So far, she had been doing a pretty good job of holding the bottom down and keeping most of her ass covered. He quickly recovered and the typical 'friendly sales guy' expression returned to his face. Once he finally managed to look away from Wendy and look at me, he recognized me. "Well Hello Phillip, wonderful to see you again," he said. He relaxed the 'sales guy' personality a bit, probably because he knew that I had plenty of money and this was probably going to be an easy sell.

I greeted him and told him that we were here to pick out a car for my friend Wendy. He turned his attention to her and asked what she might be interested in. She flirtatiously informed him that she didn't know much about cars, but definitely wanted a convertible.

As Wendy, Charlie and I roamed the showroom floor looking at convertibles, other people in the dealership started to roam around a bit as well, making sure they had nice views of Wendy and her dress, without trying to be too obvious. At one point the female finance manager came out as well, pretending to have a discussion with one of the sales guys. I couldn't tell if she was also attracted to Wendy, or if she was just trying to be in on the scandal.

Wendy started to notice the attention and was obviously enjoying it. As she got more comfortable, she stopped trying so hard to hold her dress in place and focused mainly on looking at the cars and asking Charlie questions. She appeared to really like the silver Mercedes SL convertible, and at one point she opened the door and bent way down to look inside, keeping her legs straight, causing the dress to lift and reveal her entire, amazing ass to all of the onlookers. I heard a few gasps and sounds from the crowd and looked to see a few of them smiling at each other. The finance manager was just starring as if completely lost in thought.

I was well aware that Wendy enjoyed exposing herself to strangers, but what I found was that I was enjoying it too. I was getting a bit of a kick out of showing her off. It was thrilling for both of us. I found it a bit uncomfortable as I was fighting hard to keep my rigid cock from ripping through my pants.

She said she thought this was the one, and asked me if it was within the price range. Without even knowing the price, I said that it was and she should take it for a test drive. Charlie pulled the car out and Wendy hopped into the driver's seat, and Charlie hopped into the passenger seat. She and Charlie went out for a test drive. It was one that I was sure Charlie would never forget.

I continued to look around the showroom a bit and another salesman that I knew came over to strike up a conversation. I could tell that he wanted me to tell him about Wendy, but I just avoided the subject, having a little fun with him, and leaving him wondering.

After about 15 minutes Wendy and Charlie returned. Wendy burst out of the car and came over to me as quickly as her high-heels would allow, shouting "I love it!". In front of everyone, she came up and wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply. I quite enjoyed the kiss and the thought of the spectacle we were putting on.

We broke off the kiss and she said "Are you sure you can afford this. This seems like too much."

"I'm just fulfilling my part of the agreement," I said with a smile. "As long as you don't want a helicopter or something, then it will be fine. Though a helicopter might not be out of the question."

She smiled back and turned to Charlie and said "I want it I want it I want it." and hugged him too. I could see that she had totally abandoned any efforts to keep her dress in place, and the front and back of her panties were plainly visible.

I wrote the dealership a check on the spot and told them as I usually do to send over the paperwork at their convenience. Special customers like me get some special treatment, and they knew that money did not matter.

Wendy got in her new car and followed me home. We parked out in front of the house so I could open the garage and show here which bay to park in. She got out of her new car and stood beside it.

She turned to face the car, slid her panties down and stepped out of them, and lifted her dress. She then leaned over the door, bringing the fine, soft slit between her legs into plain view from behind, and said "I really, really love this new car" as she caressed the leather of the back of the seat.

I stepped closer to her and started to caress her sweet, bare ass.

"It is nice," I said.

She started to purr "It's so smooth and sleek and exotic."

"Yes, it is," I said as I moved my hand to caress her pussy from behind, finding that it was already soaking wet.

I then reached down and unzipped my pants and freed my raging hard cock. I took another step up behind her and placed the tip of my cock at her entry. Her high heels and her leaning position placed her in a perfect position for fucking.

She purred again. "Ohhhhh. It's so strong and it really hugs all the curves."

I reached around and grabbed her waist and with one long, slow, forceful thrust I buried myself all the way inside of her warm, welcoming pussy. She reached out to grab the steering wheel with her left hand and the back of the seat with her right and pushed back into me.

I began thrusting into her forcefully and impatiently. Unlike many of my sexual encounters, this was not about trying to make all the right moves. This was an animalistic experience. This was not about lovemaking or any type of agreement. This was about two people who enjoyed fucking, doing a very good job of it in the driveway, up against a brand new Mercedes.

I reached up with both hands and pulled the dress and bra down in front, exposing her breasts, and taking one into each hand as I continued to ram her into the door panel of the new car. I could tell that Wendy was enjoying our fuck as well, from the rough, loud moans and screams she was uttering. My driveway is secluded, so it was not likely that any passersby would happen to see us, however, if the lawn crew or the maid or anyone else happened to be stopping by at this particular time, they would certainly get an eyeful. And I'm sure there were some folks in the area who could hear the loud, sexual noises that Wendy was making. But I didn't care.

I reached up and grabbed her ponytail and pulled lightly, causing her to arch her back and causing my cock to more forcefully contact her g-spot. This caused Wendy to scream and grip the steering wheel and headrest more tightly as she shuddered through a long, pleasant climax.

I continued to thrust and withdraw at an increasingly fierce speed until, after a short time, I too was ready to cum. At the last second, still gripping her ponytail, I pulled my cock out of her moist pussy and I shot my cum all over the back of her beautiful black dress. I let go of her ponytail and she collapsed over the side of the car door.

After a moment of rest, she stood back up and kissed me. "That was awesome." She said as if she didn't think I had it in me to fuck her without hesitation and coercing. "Just so you know, I am on birth control. So maybe next time you won't have to dirty up my brand-new dress." she teased.

"I'll buy you another. And then another." I joked.

"No need. I like it this way." She said, spinning it around on her body somewhat to see the results. "I’ll feel even naughtier when I wear it again later."  She handed me the keys and reached down and picked up her panties, and said: "Would you please park this for me kind sir, while I go inside and freshen up?"

I took the keys and Wendy walked, with her dress bunched up above her waist, and down below her breasts, into the front door.

Wendy changed out of her dress and into something more comfortable, which meant removing the black dress, but wearing the black panties, the matching black bra, and the sexy black shoes. That evening we had dinner and we discussed her school schedule a little bit. I told her that I had a customer meeting on Monday afternoon, and asked if she would be around.

"Do you want me to be?" She asked.

"Of course I do."

"I have classes in the morning but I'm done by lunchtime. But I can find something to do elsewhere if you need to be alone with your clients." She said.

"No, don't do that. I'd much rather have you around than them anyway. My clients in recent years have been folks who are very fortunate to be doing business with me, and they know it. I make them a lot of money. I'm fairly certain none of them would say a word if I met them at the front door naked with an erection." I explained.

"Well, we'll have to test that theory out some time," she said with a smile.

"I don't think that's going to happen. However, if my lovely roommate were around, and was enjoying herself in whatever comfortable clothing she chose to wear, I don't think anyone would say a word. As a matter of fact, I am certain that it would make some of my clients want to do business with me even more. And if they do mind, then screw them. I'll just find the next person on the list of folks who want me to make them lots of money." I said.

"Oh, so if I were to wear this particular outfit and stroll around your glass house while you had a customer meeting, you don't think it would cause any problem for you?" She said, gesturing to her mostly naked body.

"Not at all," I replied.

"Well then, sounds like we're going to have a bit of fun tomorrow."

Monday afternoon, around 1:00 Wendy came home from class. I saw her in the kitchen for a moment and reminded her of my customer visit at 2:30. I could see her scheming some sort of naughtiness in her head.

"OK. I'm going to keep my phone with me, so if you see me do anything that you think goes too far, you just text me. Ok?" She said.

"Sounds like a plan," I said and went back to my office.

At 2:20, my customers arrived. It was Dave and Stephen Baker, two brothers that owned a property development firm, and Jenifer, Dave's wife. All three were in their early forties and were quite pleasant folks to do work with. They carried in a large portfolio with some development plans they wanted to pitch to me, and we all went upstairs to my conference room. I sat with my back to the glass wall, and all three of them sat facing it.

They laid out their plans and we had a good discussion for about 15 minutes. Then I saw Stephen looking out the glass wall at something in the courtyard. I casually glanced to see Wendy standing in front of the glass doors to her bedroom, stretching as if she had just woken from a nap. She was wearing only a super-tight, stretched t-shirt that came down barely below her breasts, and tiny, plain white panties. She stood there stretching and leaning, looking like she was struggling to wake up.

I continued the meeting as if nothing unusual was going on. I saw Stephen continue to steal glances out the window as we talked. Then I saw the moment Dave and his wife noticed Wendy as well. They both stopped and gawked for a moment, and then recovered and tried to act normal. I took another quick glance to see that Wendy had opened the glass door and was now casually strolling out onto the patio, in the direction that made her even more visible to the group.

I again resumed the discussion as if everything was normal. The three continued their presentation fairly well, with only mild evidence that anything unusual was taking place. My phone dinged and I looked over at it. It was from Wendy saying "Everything OK?"

"Yep" I texted back. "Kind of boring, actually."

"OK, I'll see if I can fix that." She texted back.

The meeting resumed and a couple of minutes later, everyone stopped mid-sentence. Wendy stood next to one of the lounge chairs by the pool in plain view, and removed her shirt, freeing her amazing breasts to the warm summer air. Then she laid down and picked up her phone and started texting.

The room was silent for a moment, as I faced the trio and acted like I had no idea what was happening behind me, and then Dave's wife Jenifer finally said "I'm sorry Mr. Daniels. I have to tell you. There is a girl down there, I'm not sure if it's your daughter or what, but I think she must not know that anyone is here. She must not know we can see her."

"Oh, why is that?" I asked without looking.

"Well, she isn't really wearing much clothing. Actually, she is topless out by the pool. Poor thing, she is going to be so embarrassed when she realizes there is a group of people up here who can see her."

I turned to look and smiled and then said "Oh, that's just my roommate. Don’t mind her. She probably thinks no one is home" I said and then looked at them to continue their presentation. I was enjoying the humor in making the Bakers so uncomfortable, and I was getting turned on by Wendy's brazenness at the same time.

My phone buzzed again with "Still OK?"

I thought for a minute about how far I wanted to take this, and texted back "Still boring", wondering how far she would go.

"OK, you asked for it." she texted back.

A few more minutes of normal meeting stuff took place, with all three guests stealing glances at the pool area every chance they got. Then suddenly Jenifer stood up and said: "Dear God, I've got to go tell that poor girl that you have guests, she is going to be so embarrassed."

I looked back and Wendy was standing by the edge of the pool now, slowing lowering her panties. She dropped them to the ground, stepped out of them, and then stood there naked for a long moment before slowly stepping down into the pool for a swim.

Mrs. Baker was headed for the door to the stairs to rescue Wendy from her embarrassment when I called out to her.

"Mrs. Baker, I’m sure she is fine. She’s just going for a swim. Let's just conclude the meeting if you don't mind, and you all can be on your way."

She came back to the table and within a few minutes, our discussions were over. I told them that I would read their research and get back to them and escorted them to the stairs.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs by the front door, all 4 of us looked over and Wendy was stepping up and out of the pool. I assumed she was going to act like she didn’t see us, but instead, she stood there completely naked and dripping wet and gave the 4 of us a sweet smile and a wave. Then she walked back to the lounger and laid back down.

My three guests stood at the door slack-jawed, and finally, Mrs. Baker regained her composure enough to say "OK, thank you for your time Mr. Daniels." and headed out the door. The two men followed hesitantly. Stephen looked back with a bit of a smile and said "Let me know if you want us to stop back by any time." and chuckled a bit. I returned the laugh and closed the door as I saw Dave speaking to his wife, no doubt lying through his teeth telling her that he too was outraged by what they had seen.

I went out to the pool to where Wendy was lying naked on the lounger and sat on the lounger next to her. She said, "Well, how was your meeting" with a wry smile.

"Excellent," I said. "That was surprisingly fun."

"You think it was fun? I got so hot knowing that they could see me naked out here. I had to fight to keep from touching myself right here on the lounger." She said.

"Why fight it?" I asked jokingly.

"So, you would have been OK if I just started finger-fucking myself right here in front of your guests?" She asked skeptically.

"Sure. You live here too now. You can do what you want." I said, challenging her.

"Well quick. Go bring them back," she said, and lifted her legs on the lounger and started caressing the slit in between them.

"I think they are long gone, but there will be other chances," I said with a wink.

"Well it's too late now, I've already started." she joked and kept caressing herself.

I said "Let me help you with that." and I scooted over next to her on the lounger. She smiled and I reached down and started caressing her little pussy. Her puffy pussy lips surrounded and engulfed my fingers. I kissed her deeply as I inserted two fingers inside her and started moving rapidly. With my fingers covered in her juices, I removed my fingers and found her clit with my middle finger and started making circular motions, still kissing her passionately.

She quickly began to moan into my mouth and lifted her legs even higher. I increased my speed and she began to gasp and moan and at one point she bit my lip. Then, she threw her head back and began to writhe and quake with an amazing looking orgasm. This girl was like an orgasm machine, with a simple on/off button between her legs. She got off so quickly and so easily, it was wonderful to see.

As she calmed down a bit, she reached out to start caressing my cock through my pants. I stood up, escaping her grip and said "Well, I've got to go back to work. I've got a couple of phone calls to make." and walked off with a wry smile.

"You bring that big cock back here right this minute mister." She said and got up to follow me.

I quickly made my way into the house and up the stairs with Wendy following along behind me saying "Where do you think you are going? I'm not done with you."

Once I was upstairs I went into my office and took out my phone. I called one of my contractors and started discussing an upcoming project with a smile on my face, as Wendy stood in front of my desk naked with a mock-angry look on her face. A couple of minutes into the call, she came around to where I was standing and started unzipping my pants.

I made a nervous, ticklish sound but quickly recovered to continue my call. Wendy quickly engulfed my cock in her mouth and started sucking it ferociously. She was not messing around. While I was trying to listen to the contractor's update on current progress, Wendy was viciously trying to swallow my cock whole. It was an amazing feeling, and it was not going to be long before I came.

I tried to interrupt and end the call, but the contractor just continued his story about delays and what they were going to do about them. When I couldn't hold out any longer, I quickly said "Let me put you on hold for just a minute" and hit mute on my phone just as I started to burst into Wendy's mouth. I reached down and grabbed the back of her head out of instinct, and she held her head tightly in place as I poured load after load into her hungry throat. When I finished, she removed her mouth from my shaft with a quick gasp. Small amounts of my cum dripped out of both side of her mouth, but she quickly wiped them up with her fingers and licked them clean.

"Now we're even,” she said and walked out of my office with a little bit of extra ass shaking as she went.

I thought to myself that my boring job was never going to be the same.


Chapter 6

Tuesday evening as Wendy and I sat in the living room, Wendy sprawled out on the couch in her plain pink panties, tank-top and short folded socks with little bows on them, and me in my lounge chair. She was texting with her friend Sandy and kept making quiet "oh" noises. After a few quiet moans escaped her lips while reading her friend's texts, I had to ask.

"Interesting conversation?" I said.

"Oh yeah."

She left me hanging for a few more minutes, typing quickly on her phone.

"Have you ever heard of 'edging'?" She eventually asked me.

"You mean like when you are cutting the grass?"

She laughed. "No, not exactly."

She went quiet for a couple more minutes and then mumbled a sexy "ooohh" again.

"So, what is edging?" I asked.

"Are you sure you want to know? It's awfully naughty." She said with a smile.

"I think I can handle it."

"Well, edging is a little masturbation game. A way to make it more… exciting. It’s when a girl masturbates, and when she is about to cum, she stops. She picks some amount of time, like 30 minutes, and she keeps bringing herself right to the edge of orgasm over and over but is not allowed to cum until the 30 minutes is up. She's not allowed to stop touching herself for more than 30 seconds either."

I digested this information for a minute and then said: "That sounds kind of like torture actually."

"Oh, it sounds so fucking hot to me. Can you imagine being on the verge of an orgasm for 30 fucking minutes? Holy shit. Sandy is doing it right now."

"She is?"

"Yeah, every time she has to stop herself from cumming, she sends me a quick, barely legible text."

We sat in silence for about 3 minutes and then her phone dinged again. Wendy read the message and moaned another erotic moan again. "Oh God, that's the fourth time she has stopped herself. She must be in such wonderful agony right now."

Wendy typed a few more words and hit send.

"What are you texting back to her?" I asked.

"Oh, just words of encouragement and sexy messages to keep her going. Like 'imagine I was there licking your clit right now' and stuff like that." She explained.

I was suddenly struck with the new notion that Wendy and her friend Sandy may be a bit more than just friends. I know girls sometimes joked around about stuff like that, but I wasn't so sure Wendy was just joking.

"Her thirty minutes are almost up. She's got about 4 minutes left I think. I wonder if she can make it." Just then her phone dinged again.

"Oh God no, she had to stop herself again. You poor baby." She said and started typing again furiously.

“What are you texting her now?” I asked.

“I just said, ‘you can do it, only 4 minutes left’. Then I told her that when she cums she should think about the time she and I shared her mother’s two-headed dildo in her parents’ basement.” She said as if this were no big deal. I was still not sure if she was just joking or not.

It was silent for a few moments as we both were now interested and involved.

Then about ten minutes later her phone dinged again.

“Ohhh” Wendy said. “She says that she made it, but barely. She said it was one of the best orgasms she has ever had. She said it went on and on and on” and then she laughed a bit.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

“She said it was almost as good as the two-headed dildo.”

Wendy put down the phone and was lost in thought. After a couple of minutes, she said ‘I am definitely going to try that in bed tonight. It’s so fucking hot.”

I paused for a minute and then said: “Why wait until you are in bed all by yourself?”

“Mmmmm. Well, with you watching me, it’s going to be a whole lot harder to try and not cum. By myself, I think I could probably make it, but with your eyes on me, I doubt I have a chance.” She said.

“So you’re wimping out from a challenge, is what you are telling me?” I joked.

“No fucking way I’m wimping out,” she said. “OK, let’s do this. But you have to help me. You are in charge of the timer. You make sure that if I have to stop, I don’t stop for more than 30 seconds, and then you tell me when the 30 minutes is up.” She said, making a plan.

She had a giddy smile on her face as she jumped up and tore off her tank-top, throwing it on my chair. She laid back down on the couch facing me and started lightly rubbing her breasts.

“Since this has to last for 30 minutes, I’m going to start slow. Go ahead and start the timer.” She said.

I set a 30-minute alarm on my phone and sat it on the coffee table, and leaned in a bit to get a good view.

“Let’s make this even more interesting,” I said. “If you can last the full 30 minutes, then I will cook all the meals for a whole week. If you cum before the 30 minutes is up, you cook for a week. Deal?”

“Deal.” She said as she slowly slid her hand down to caress her pussy through her panties. She was squeezing her left breast with her left hand, and gently rubbing the length of the slit between her legs with her right. I watched with amazement and excitement as I saw her close her eyes and begin to moan quietly under her breath. After a few minutes, she slid her hand under her panties and I watched the motion of her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy through the stretched fabric.

The panties seemed to be restricting her movements somewhat. About 10 minutes into this ‘activity’ I asked her “So why did you leave the panties on?”

“So you can’t see my pussy.” She said. “If I knew you were staring at my pussy while I did this, I probably wouldn’t have lasted this long.”

I stood up and said “That’s not fair, now is it?” and I reached over and grabbed her panties from each side and slid them down off of her long legs. “There, now I can see everything,” I said as she gave a sweet little pout.

She was moaning more loudly now and was apparently well on her way to orgasm.

“It is so amazing to watch your thin little fingers make those circular motions over your tiny little clit,” I said, trying to make her challenge even tougher. She groaned and leaned her head back and then like she had touched a hot burner on the stove, the yanked her hand away from her pussy and took a few deep gasping breaths.

“You bastard.” She said. “You are cheating. Don’t do that. I almost didn’t even make it half way.”

She clung to the sofa cushions tightly with both hands and writhed a bit with her eyes closed, trying to calm herself down.

“I think it’s been 30 seconds,” I said. “Time to get back to work on that delicious looking pussy of yours.”

She pouted again with her eyes closed and placed her other hand over her slit. I could see the moisture in her pussy as she slid her fingers back and forth over her pussy lips, with her middle finger sliding in between. After another couple of minutes, I stood up again and said “It looks like you are having trouble reaching. Let me help you out.” and I grabbed both of her legs and lifted them into the air. She bent her knees and leaned her legs back, and placed one foot up on the back of the chair high in the air, and the other foot on the floor off of the couch. “Much better. Now I can see everything.” I said, evoking another desperate pout from her as she now had much better, much deeper access to her special place.

She muttered “cheater” without opening her eyes and continued her smooth motions and her moaning. At around 20 minutes in, she was once again very heated. She was making fast motions over her clit and quietly muttering “I want to cum so bad. I want to cum.”

I started to “help” her out again by saying “My God you have such a beautiful pussy. It’s so smooth and glistening. I bet it tastes so amazing.” Again, instantly she jerked her hand away, this time curling up a bit and hugging herself and pouting ‘oh, oh’.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I want to cum so bad, that’s what’s the matter you teasing bastard,” she said with a bit of a smile mixed with a furrowed brow.

“Then go ahead and cum,” I said. “I was thinking we could have Veal on Friday, and then maybe French toast on Saturday morning.” She reached over blindly and smacked me on the arm to get me to stop.

“Shut up,” she shouted. “You’re such a cheater.”

I leaned over to her and said “Thirty seconds is up” and I pulled her over sideways on the couch, spread her legs and leaned my head in between them.

I kissed her inner thighs softly on both sides first and then kissed the puffy lips between her legs. Then I made slow, even licking motions over the entire length of her slit, tasting her sweet juices. Her pussy tasted like something quite sweet, that I couldn’t quite identify. I thought for a minute as my tongue continued its assault on her, and I realized that she tasted like a Lollipop.

Then I moved my head upward slightly and found her clit with my tongue. I started to ravage her clit with the full force of my mouth and tongue and she quickly reached down and grabbed my head with both hands and lifted me up and away from her pussy.

“No” she moaned as she looked into my eyes in agony. “She bit her lip and spit out with her jaw tightly clenched in an agonized smile “You fucking cheater.” She leaned back and placed her hands on her knees and put her head back and took a few short, quick breaths like she was doing lamas classes during childbirth.

I watched as her breasts heaved and settled with every ragged breath. She quivered for a moment, and then relaxed a bit, closing her eyes and settling back into the couch.

I waited a few seconds and then said “Times up” and slipped my hands under her ass and gripped it tightly. I flung my head down and resumed devouring her pussy. She screamed and squealed and gripped the cushions of the couch. It looked like she was very close to ripping the cushions on the couch and very close to cumming. After hanging on for about 2 more minutes she reached down and pushed my head away with the palm of her hand screaming “Nooooooo”, and then she curled up on the couch, hugging her knees to her chest and burying her face in her knees. She was muttering “can’t stop. Can’t take it.” She was rocking back and forth on the couch and tears of exasperation were running down her cheeks.

I asked her “Are you OK?”

She said “I will be in about two minutes.” and looked up at me with a pouty smile.

I looked at the clock and she was right. There were only two minutes left. I shouted “thirty seconds are up” and spun her back around, lifting her ass off of the couch with a tight grip and burying my face between her legs once again. I circled her clit with my tongue as fast as it would go and she was muttering “hold on, have to hold on.” I sucked in her puffy pussy lips and inserted my tongue inside of her, swirling and flicking and giving it everything I had. Suddenly, the alarm on my phone started sounding and she thrust her hips further into the air and reached down and forced my face into her pussy harder. I sucked and swirled and licked at her clit while her body rocked and vibrated and she screamed the loudest scream I had heard from her yet “Ahhhhh I’m cuummminngggg”. I held my mouth in place and continued working on her clit for what had to be 3 or 4 full minutes, while she continued to hold her body stiff and rigid, and shake through what appeared to be a never-ending, earth-shattering climax.

With one final expelled breath, she collapsed back onto the couch and breathed quickly again, looking like she might pass out. She stretched out and rolled over onto her side on the couch and started to calm her breathing. Under her breath, I could hear her say “fucking cheater” as she laid on her side with her eyes closed and her body completely limp.

I reclined in my lounge chair and said: “Well, I guess I’ll be doing all the cooking this week.”

“You bet your ass you will,” Wendy said with a smirk.

As I sat there watching Wendy slowly recover her energy, my phone rang. It was my best friend Kevin Jensen. We caught up on things for a minute, and then he told me that he and his wife were coming into town on Friday, and was hoping they could stay with me through the weekend. I told him that would be great. I told him that I had a new roommate, without giving any details, and I told him I would make reservations for a nice dinner on Friday night so we could catch up.

When I hung up the phone, Wendy asked: “Who was that?”

“My best friend from college. We were pretty tight, like brothers for many years, and then he moved away for work. The last time I saw him was two years ago at his wedding.” I explained.

“And they are coming to stay here this weekend?” She asked.

“Yeah, it will be great. You will really like them. He is a great guy and his wife is a beautiful, sweet girl. They are a lot of fun. I’m sure we will all have a blast together.”

“You don’t think they will think it’s a bit weird that I live here with you?” She asked.

“They might be a little bit surprised, but they’ll get over it. They’ll have to. They are very easy-going folks. I’m sure it won’t be an issue.”

“So, what are they like?” She asked.

“Well, Kevin is a couple of years younger than me. I guess he is 35ish now.  He is a lawyer and makes quite a bit of money. Monica, his wife, is younger than him. I think she is like 27 or something like that. She is your typical curvy blonde bombshell, but very sweet. At first, everyone thought she was like a “trophy wife” for him, but he really loves her and she is a sweet, accepting young woman who likes to have fun. I think you will really like them.”

“Sounds like fun.” She said. She stood up and came over to me, standing in front of me in only her socks. She reached out a hand and said “You are sitting on my panties. Could I have them back please?”

“Not a chance,” I said as I leaned back in the chair. She reached over quickly and grabbed her tank-top shirt from the arm of the chair and said: “At least I have this.”

She put the tank top on and looked like some sort of teenage wet dream, wearing nothing from her belly button where the tank top ended to her ankles where the cute pink socks began. She really was pure eye-candy. We went to the kitchen to make two bowls of ice-cream and ate them at the kitchen counter, and then I leaned her over the table in the eat-in kitchen area and fucked her savagely from behind.

When we were finished, we both sat in the chairs at the kitchen table to catch our breath a bit. Wendy looked over at me and asked: “Are you happy with this arrangement so far?”

“I’m ridiculously happy. Happier than any one man should be allowed to me. Are you happy?”

“I’m in heaven. I keep expecting to wake up and find that this has all been a crazy, wet dream.” She said.

“Why do you ask?” I said.

“Well, I need to call my mom and tell her about my new living situation, so she can stop paying for the dorm. I don’t want her to pay for something I’m not using. I just want to make sure you don’t have any second thoughts before I make that call.”

“That makes sense. Make the call.” I said with a smile.

Wendy went into the living room and picked up her phone off the couch and dialed. She stood there looking at me while she waited.

“Hi, Mom.” She said. “How are you?”

“Things are actually pretty good here. Much, much better. I wanted to let you know something.”

“No, everything is OK. I wanted to let you know that I am moving out of the dorm. I don’t want you to pay for it anymore.”

“Well, I’ve found another place to live. A much nicer place.”

“No, it’s actually not really costing me anything.”

“With Mr. Daniels.”

A long pause.

“No mom, I didn’t beg him to let me live here.”

“No mom, it’s just convenient for both of us. He’s here all alone all the time and he likes having me around, and he has this giant house all to himself. And the girls at my school are all spawn of Satan, so it just makes sense for both of us.”

“I don’t think he thinks I’m a burden. I’m pulling my own weight. I think he kind of likes having me here.” She said as she winked at me.

“I know mom, it’s not my house, and I have to wear clothes.”

“I know, I can’t go around touching myself all the time with a man around the house. Jeez, mom.”

“No mom, I’m not fucking him. I can’t believe you just asked that.” She said with another wink.

“Well yes, he is a good-looking guy. Well, of course, I’d like to fuck him.”

“No, he can’t hear me right now, I’m in my room.”

“Yes, I’m sure his package is nice and big.” Another wink.

“Yes mom, I promise if I fuck him I will call you right away and give you all of the details.”

“I promise. Yes, I will be a good girl. I promise I won’t upset him.”

“I just wanted to let you know so you can contact the school and stop paying for the dorm. Ok. I’ve got to go. Love you. Bye.”

After hanging up the phone she said: “Good lord, turns out, my mom really wants to fuck you.” Brief memories of all the times I fantasized about Wendy’s mom when I was kid flashed through my head.

“Well.” I stumbled for a minute. “Is she OK with the arrangement.”

“She is. She’s a little bit scandalized. She’s a bit nervous that I might forget to wear clothes around the house one day and you will be so offended that you will kick me out on my ass.”

“Well, that would be scandalous” I joked. “Good thing you still have those socks on,” I said as she looked down at her naked body to see the small socks still on her feet.

She said “Good thing” and leaned up to kiss me passionately.

The rest of the week went by in a blur of work and sex. Friday afternoon when Wendy got home from her Friday classes around 3:00, I was already downstairs. Kevin and Monica were scheduled to arrive at any time. Wendy walked in and immediately unbuttoned and removed her skirt, exposing her light blue panties with the words “Spank Here” across the back. She held the skirt up and looked at me in the kitchen and smiled and said: “Gotta comply with the dress code.” And threw the skirt on the back of the couch.

She walked into the kitchen and asked “What are you doing down here? Quit work early?”

“Actually, I’m waiting for Kevin and Monica to arrive,” I said.

“Oh, shit,” Wendy said, instinctively looking at the door. “So, I guess I may need to dress a little bit less comfortable than I normally do while you have company?” She asked.

“Well, maybe at least at first. We don’t want to shock them too much when they first walk in the door. They are cool folks though, and I’m sure once you get to know them, you can decide for yourself how you want to handle the dress code.” I explained.

“Ok, I’ll go get changed.” She said and scampered off.

She came back about 10 minutes later in skin-tight yoga pants and a loose t-shirt that hung down to about mid-thigh. She had her hair in two long pigtails on either side of her head. She did a little spin in front of me. “Is this non-shocking enough?”

“You look wonderful,” I replied. “Just out of curiosity, do you happen to own any clothes that don’t reveal the fact that you have the tightest, most amazing body on the planet?”

“Well, this is probably one of my most conservative outfits. See everything’s covered.” She replied, and lifted her shirt and shifted a little to show how the skin-tight yoga pants cling to her ass, with no indication of any underwear underneath. From the front, I could also see a clear indication of the cloth riding up in between the lips of her pussy.

“Then the answer is no, I guess,” I said with a smile. She smiled back and went to grab a snack in the kitchen.

A few minutes later we heard a car approaching in the driveway. I opened the front door to see a limo pulling up. The limo stopped and the driver opened the passenger door. Kevin exited first, and the Monica. I went out to greet them and hugged them both.

I said, “Good to see you Kev.” To Kevin and told Monica she looked great. She really did look amazing. Her body was not as small and tight as Wendy’s but she had wonderful, luscious curves from her nice round backside to her busty bosom.

I grabbed one of their bags and we walked to the front door. Once we entered, they both caught sight of Wendy in the kitchen. She gave them a sweet little smile and walked towards us.

“Kevin and Monica, this is my new roommate, Wendy,” I said, gesturing in her direction.

“Hi.” She said sweetly, sticking out her hand to shake both of theirs. “It’s very nice to meet you.”

“Wendy, this is Kevin and Monica Jensen.”

Kevin and Monica both had stunned looks on their faces. Kevin looked at me and said, “THIS, is your new roommate?”

Monica said “Oh my God, you are so… Beautiful.” Monica looked her up and down and said: “I think you are the most stunning young woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you,” Wendy said, blushing a little bit. “You are so sweet. And you’re quite the bombshell yourself, Mrs. Jensen.”

“Oh, don’t call me that. Call me Monica.”

Kevin was still just sort of staring slack-jawed. Eventually, he said again “So, THIS is your new roommate” and gave me a wry smile.

“Why don’t we all head into the living room and we can catch up?” I said and led them all into the living room.

We all sat in the living room and talked about what they had been up to since their wedding, and the work I had been doing lately. I explained how Wendy was the daughter of a friend of my sister’s and how she had been miserable in the dorm and we decided she should stay here.

Well, that seemed to have worked out quite well for you.” Monica said to Wendy in a pleasant tone.

“It worked out well for Phillip you mean,” Kevin said, giving me another wry smile.

Monica said, “You’ll have to forgive my husband, he can be a bit of a horn-dog.” She said and gave him a friendly slap on the leg.

“You’re kidding, right. You’re the one who is always horny.” He said back.

“Well,” Monica said with a slight blush. “I have absolutely no idea what you are talking about.”

We drank a couple of glasses of wine together. The first 30 minutes or so were a bit awkward as the three of us reconnected and Wendy got to know everyone, but after a couple of glasses of wine, we were all enjoying each other’s company. Wendy and Monica seemed to be getting a bit tipsy from the wine, and both seemed to be having a great time.

Around 6:00 I said “I made us a reservation at Stephano’s at 7:30 this evening. We should probably go get ready.”

“Oh, I love Stephano’s,” Monica said. “Why don’t you men go get yourselves cleaned up for dinner and Wendy and I will go find something super-sexy to wear.” She grabbed her suitcase and took Wendy by the arm and said: “Let’s go get dressed.”

I showed Kevin to the guest room he and Monica would be using, just up the hall from Wendy’s room on that wing of the house, and I went and put on one of my nicer suites. I really did enjoy Kevin and Monica’s company and was looking forward to a fun night out.

When I got back to the living room, Kevin was already there, and we sat and talked while we waited for the ladies.

“So are you fucking her?” He asked, out of the blue.

“What?” I said.

“Please tell me you are fucking her. You have the most gorgeous girl on the planet living in your house, and you’re going to act like you are not fucking her?”

“Well…” I started to stumble, and thankfully Monica entered the room, saving me from having to answer.

Monica looked amazing. She had on a very tight, shiny yellow dress that came down to about mid-thigh, and had a ruffled, low cut neckline that exposed most of her very large breasts. She had a smile on her face and stood and posed for a moment and said: “Well, what do you think?”

Kevin and I both wolf-whistled at her and told her she looked amazing. Kevin said, “It looks like your tits are going to just burst out of there at any moment.”

“Well, you know I was probably going to get my tits out sometime tonight anyway, so…” She joked.

“That’s probably true.” Kevin laughed.

“Wait until you see Wendy. She looks unbelievable.” Monica said. Then she sat down and leaned over to Kevin and whispered in his ear, thinking that I could not hear her “By the way, her pussy, it’s completely shaved clean. There’s not a single hair down there”. She looked up at him with a huge smile, and he, after a moment of pause, smiled back.

Then Wendy entered the room, and all three of our jaws dropped. Her dress was dark-grey. The bottom came to only about 2 inches below her crotch. The dress was sleeveless, and the neckline dropped down by the sides of her arms and crossed her breasts right at the very tops of her nipples. Her breasts were completely exposed from the top of her nipples upwards, and it looked like even a bit of her nipples were visible through the very top. To make the dress even more exciting, it had a 4-inch strip of see-through fabric that ran from the bottom of the dress at her left-outer thigh, up across her hip-bone, then across her belly button and upwards between her breasts, ending at the plunging neckline. The see-through patch also made it blatantly obvious that she was not wearing a stitch of underwear. She also had on a pair of very tall matching high heels that again made the muscles in her legs and ass flex as she stood and moved. It looked like a dress that some fashionista super-model would wear, only it looked better on her than it could possibly look on anyone else.

“Wow,” Kevin said.

“Wow,” I said as well. “You look. You look.” I stumbled for words.

“I think what the boys are trying to say is, you look stunning sweetie,” Monica said, helping us out. “Just so you know though, that dress is screaming ‘fuck me please’ to anyone who will listen, so you are going to get a LOT of attention tonight. I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable.”

“Thanks.” She said, looking a bit shy. “I guess I don’t mind the attention.” I chuckled in my head thinking ‘if they only knew how much she liked the attention’.

“Well, it’s quite obvious that you are not wearing any panties in that dress, and I don’t want to be left out of the fun, so…” Monica said as she stood up and reached under her dress to grip her panties, being careful not to expose too much. She slid them down and then squirmed out of them, leaned over to pick them up, and sat back down and said: “That’s better.” Leaving Kevin and I both in a bit of shock.

“Well, let’s head out to dinner,” Monica said, breaking the awkward silence.

We all got into the Rolls and drove across town to the restaurant. Stephano’s was about 50% restaurant and 50% bar. The restaurant was somewhat dark, lit mostly by only candles on the table. We were seated and had a wonderful meal and great conversation. Monica was definitely a frisky girl and kept making remarks with sexual overtones throughout the night, many having to do with Wendy. Wendy eventually got more comfortable and her bright personality started to shine through. We all had a blast.

After dinner Kevin suggested we move to a table in the bar area. The bar was a well-lit, elegant room with a much more upbeat atmosphere. There were lots of single businessmen in nice suits eating and talking about sports and hoping to hook up with one of the single ladies in skin-tight dresses who were mostly there to try and find a rich man to take them home.

At some point during our conversation at the table in the bar area, Monica said “Let’s try an experiment. How about we send out little sex goddess over to sit at the bar all by herself in her ‘fuck me please’ dress, and see how many men come over to hit on her.”

Kevin chimed in saying “Let’s not embarrass the poor girl any more than you already have.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” Wendy said. “I’ll do it. If it’s OK with you Mr. D.” She said, looking over at me sweetly. Kevin and Monica looked over at me with shocked smiles on their faces and Kevin mouthed “Mr. D.?”

I just waved my hand and said “Go for it. Have fun.”

Monica pulled a ten dollar bill out of her wallet and handed it over to Wendy and said “Take this and go sit at the bar and order yourself a drink and look as sweet and friendly as possible. We’ll see how many of these Junior Executives with their hard-ons have the balls to come to talk to you. Give us a signal if it gets uncomfortable and we’ll come to rescue you.”

Wendy stood up next to our table and said “What if I want more than one drink?” with a pout.

Monica said, “Trust me, you’ll probably get enough free drinks up there at the bar to get all four of us drunk.”

Wendy casually walked over to the bar. She had to step up a bit even in her high-heeled shoes to sit in the bar-stool. When she sat, her dress rode up a bit, exposing a bit of the bottom of her ass as she sat. She made no attempt to correct this situation. She tugged at the top of her dress a bit and then spun around in the chair, acting like she was looking around the room. When she did, we could see that the top quarter of her nipples were now visible above the plunging neckline of her dress.

Once Wendy had left our table, Kevin immediately turned to me and said “So what’s the deal here ‘Mr. D.’, is she your prisoner or something?” and they both laughed. “Did you buy her in some sort of black market slave trade? What is it?”

I tried to think of the best way to explain it and ended up just saying “She’s a friend of a friend who needed help. What can I say” and I smiled a bit, giving away more than I meant to.

“So? Are you screwing her?” Kevin asked again.

“Of course he’s screwing her. Don’t be an idiot. Look at her. She’s like sex on a stick. No way she’s in his house for more than an hour before he’s all over her.” Monica said as she kept an eye on Wendy.

“Well yes, we have gotten pretty intimate. She’s a very brazen, very sexual girl and we have a great time together.” I explained.

“Well God damn,” Kevin said. “How can I get set up in one of those situations?” Kevin joked in front of his wife.

She leaned over and punched him on the arm and said “You dumbass. You wouldn’t last 30 seconds with that fucking school-girl goddess. You’d blow your load in your pants if she even made sexy eyes at you.”

“You’re probably right.” He conceded.

Just then, a man approached Wendy at the bar. He leaned in to say something softly in her ear, and she gave a huge smile and a little giggle.

“Oh man, she is good,” Monica said. “I’d bet that guys dick is already as hard as a rock.”

The man motioned to the empty seat next to her and she invited him to join her. The man made a motion to the waiter and he brought her another drink. They chatted for a minute and then another guy approached from the other side and said something to her. He motioned to the other chair and she waved him in.

“Oh no. It’s getting exciting now.”

The first guy looked a little bit put off but continued to try and have a conversation with her. The waiter brought her another drink ordered by the second guy. We could see her doing her best flirting with both men, putting her hand on their shoulders, flipping her hair back and smiling her most beautiful smile.

Just then, two other, larger men who looked like they were on the local football team came over and stepped in behind her. She turned around to greet these men as well, with the same smile and the same ‘fuck me please’ eyes. One of the men motioned to the waiter and he handed the men two beers and sat another drink on the bar for Wendy. The two men who were already there seemed quite put off by the two new suiters.

Monica stood up and said “Oh shit. She’s going to start a bar fight. I had better put an to end this experiment.” She walked over to the bar and squeezed in between the men and stood up next to Wendy. She looked at the men and said “Sorry boys, she’s my date tonight” and leaned in and kissed Wendy on the lips. Wendy returned the kiss and for a moment the two were entangled in a very passionate make-out session, with elevated breathing and wandering hands that led to cheers from the group, and laughs from Kevin and I. Then they broke off the kiss and Monica took Wendy’s hand and dragged her out of the group. They walked straight towards the front door, and Monica gave us a “let’s go” look. I threw some cash on the table and we followed them out.

On the drive back, Kevin and I sat up front and Wendy and Monica sat in the back. Wendy said “God that was so hot. All that attention and people staring at my body. And that kiss. Wow.”

Monica chimed in. “You are just amazing Wendy. Phillip is so lucky to have you around. And you are a great kisser.” She said, and she leaned over to her. I looked in the mirror and Kevin turned around to see Wendy and Monica kissing again lightly. The kiss was not quite as hot and passionate, but slower and more exploratory, as if two were really getting to know each other better. Once the kiss broke off, Monica looked up at Kevin as he stared at her.

“What?” she said defensively. “Like you wouldn’t shove your tongue into this girl’s delicious mouth if you had the chance.”

I thought that maybe this was getting a bit too out of hand for Kevin, and I asked quietly “Is this getting too weird?”

He laughed and looked back at me and said “Not even close. My wife is a hottie with a huge sexual appetite. I think these two girls together might be a dangerous pair. But for now, just let them have their fun.”

For the rest of the ride, we heard quiet whispers and lots of girly giggling from the back. When we arrived home, I grabbed another bottle of wine and we all went out to lounge by the pool. I started a fire in the fire pit and we continued to drink and laugh together.

After about 30 minutes, Monica stood up and started walking over to the pool. She announced, “I’m going to go for a swim”.

Kevin said “Um, OK. Did you bring a suit?”

“Fuck no.” She said and turned so her back was facing us and reached down and lifted her dress up and over her head. Her body was as amazing as I had imagined. Her ass was bigger than Wendy’s but was still quite firm and bounced quite nicely as she shifted her weight. She quickly stepped down into the pool, not allowing us to see her naked for too long. She swam out and started leisurely swimming back and forth across the distance of the pool.

Wendy looked at me with a conflicted look on her face. I nudged my head towards the pool and said: “Go for it.” She instantly stood up and stepped out of her sexy shoes. Standing directly in front of Kevin and I she wiggled out of her tight dress. She threw the dress at the foot of my lounger and bounded over to the steps of the pool and jumped in.

I smiled as Kevin said “Holy Fuck. I mean… Holy Fuck she’s hot. It should be illegal to be that fucking hot.” Under his breath. Then he said, “She was right, not a single hair” In amazement he watched her every step (as did I) until she was fully submerged in the pool. “You lucky mother fucker.” He said again, so only I could hear.

“Yes I am,” I said, as I leaned back. “But so are you,” I said.

“I know. You are right. I am a lucky guy.” He said. Just then Monica saw that Wendy had joined her in the pool. She swam over and gave her another quick kiss. The two girls splashed and swam and giggled together for a little while, and then they swam over to Wendy’s favorite spot under the waterfall. Both women rose up under the waterfall until only their lower halves were submerged. Monica’s breasts were huge. They were even larger than I imagined them to be. They were not quite as perky as Wendy’s but did not sag either. They sat as two large globes on her chest and swayed from side to side a bit as she ran her fingers through her hair in the water.

Wendy said “Oh my God. Now, these are the kind of tits that every man dreams of” as she reached out to grip both of Monica’s tits in her hands. She caressed them lightly and said, “Every woman too.” Monica then leaned over and kissed Wendy again. They spun around and Monica had Wendy pinned up against the waterfall and was kissing her vigorously.

The pool area was darkly lit, but Kevin and I still had a fairly good view as the two girls continued to make out feverishly. Then Monica surprised us all. She lifted both of Wendy’s hands into the air, holding them against the waterfall with her left hand, and slid her right hand under the water and in between Wendy’s legs. The two continued to kiss passionately and it was not long before we could hear Wendy making gentle moaning sounds as Monica continued to stroke her pussy under the water.

I said “um….” To Kevin, but didn’t really know what to say.

“Like I said, let them have their fun, I guess.” He said with a shrug.

I decided to just sit back and enjoy the show. The girls appeared to completely forget we were there, as Monica continued her attack on Wendy’s pussy more vigorously, all the while kissing her ever more deeply. Wendy moaned more and more loudly and then leaned her head back and bit her lip and shook as her body succumbed to the orgasm that Monica’s assault had created.

Monica’ continued to kiss Wendy more calmly and sweetly for a few minutes and then broke off. She hugged Wendy to her gently for a moment and then suddenly swam to the steps of the pool. She walked completely naked over to where we were standing and stood before us. I got a better view of her large tits and also saw that though her pussy was not completely shaven, she did have a neatly trimmed ‘landing strip’ of hair leading directly down to where her prominent pussy lips poked out underneath.

She reached her arm out to Kevin and said “Come on. I need you to fuck me right now. And you’d better do a damned good job.” She said with a smile. She looked over at me as well and gave me a bit of a wink as she caught me examining her body. Kevin rose and the two of them quickly moved into the house, to go have some alone time.

Wendy was still floating in the pool, peacefully enjoying the afterglow of the climax that Monica had just given her. She floated over in my direction. “So, what do you think of my friends?” I asked with a chuckle.

“They are awesome.” She said dreamily. “Obviously I think Monica is wonderful, but Kevin is a really sweet guy too.” She said.

“They haven’t freaked you out?” I asked.

“No, not at all. I really like them.” She replied.

A few minutes later we started hearing Monica moaning and screaming. We couldn’t quite understand what she was saying, but we understood the meaning of it.

“Wow, they are really going at it,” Wendy said.

Then Wendy swam to the pool steps, stepped out and came over to me. “Come on. I need you to fuck me right now. And you’d better do a damned good job.” She said with a wicked smile. She took my hand and led me through the glass doors into her room. She immediately removed my clothes and got down on her knees and took my cock into her mouth.

She sucked my cock in and out of her mouth as far as it would go for a few moments, and then removed her mouth and began licking it, in long strokes from the base to the very tip. Out of nowhere her door opened and Monica stepped in, still completely naked. She started to say something about “Sweetie, do you have…” and stopped in her tracks. She said “Oh, sorry” as she saw Wendy’s tongue sliding across the full length my cock.

Then, instead of running out of the room embarrassed, she said “Oh” again, and moved a little bit closer. “Oh my God,” she said and actually leaned down to get a closer look at my cock. “Oh. She told me you have a huge cock, but this is… this is… amazing” she said.

I thought Wendy might be a bit embarrassed, but instead, she simply resumed her long licking motions, starting at the base near my balls and slowly moving to the very tip, causing my rigid shaft to twitch a bit. She looked up at Monica with a sweet smile and paused for a moment and said “did you need something Monica?” and then promptly resumed licking my shaft.

I was a bit embarrassed, but apparently, I was the only one. Monica muttered “Holy Fuck” as she watched Wendy’s motions continue. Then after another moment of Wendy putting on a show for Monica, Monica finally said “Oh, I’m so sorry to have interrupted. I’ll leave you to… um…. enjoy that… monster”.

Monica walked out and closed the door. Wendy then stood up and I grabbed her by the ass and lifted her up and slowly sat her down on my rigid shaft, impaling her as we stood in the middle of her bedroom. With her legs wrapped around me, and supporting her weight, I was in total control. I bounced her up and down on my cock, slowly at first, and then more vigorously. I eventually moved over and leaned her up against the wall, where I could get more leverage, and continued to pound her small body up and down onto my shaft. She screamed and moaned and wiggled on my cock, until I finally exploded inside of her, pressing her up against the wall tightly and holding her there, perfectly still while I unloaded into her.

After a few moments of recovery, I gently lifted her off of me, and walked over and laid her down onto her bed. She laid there with a pleasant smile on her face. I leaned down and kissed her gently, and said: “I’ll see you tomorrow, Lollipop.”


Chapter 7

On Saturday morning, after the extremely exciting and surprising night we spent with Kevin and Monica, I awoke to the sound of music. I got up and got dressed and went out to the living area. I realized the music was the latest Taylor Swift song, and it was coming from the kitchen. I turned the corner to the kitchen to find the two girls in their underwear, dancing and singing along.

“Hey Mr. D.” Wendy said to me when she saw me coming in.

“Hey Mr. D.” Monica jokingly said as well.

“Well hello there,” I said. “I see we have loosened the dress code.” I joked.

Wendy said, “yeah, I figured after last night, there was no reason not to get comfortable.”

I took in the wonderful view before me. Wendy was wearing a “barely there” pair of white panties and a button up flannel shirt that was not buttoned up, and one of her pairs of long socks that came up to mid-thigh. Sexy as hell, as always. Monica was wearing a tiny pair of black ‘boy-shorts’ style underwear, with a very tight t-shirt that stretched desperately over her breasts, which were quite visible through the stretched-out fabric.

The two danced and pranced a bit to the music, and were cooking eggs at the stove. A number of times Monica gave Wendy gentle pats on the ass, as if she, like me, was having a difficult time keeping her hands off of it. Each sweet little pat made Wendy smile and giggle with glee.

I sat at the kitchen table and watched their asses jiggle and their boobs wiggle while they danced through the rest of the song. Kevin rounded the corner with a sleepy look in his eyes until he saw the dancing spectacle in the kitchen. Monica quickly ran up to him and kissed him and patted him on the ass as well. Apparently, Monica liked asses.

We sat and ate breakfast and talked about what we wanted to do for the day. Monica piped up “I was thinking Wendy and I could go do some shopping, and you guys can go do whatever guys do while girls shop.” she said. “I’ve been away from here so long, I miss all the old stores I used to shop in.”

Kevin said “Sounds good to me. You want to try to get in a round of golf?” He asked me.

“Sure, that would be great,” I said.

We all went and got dressed for the day. As the girls prepared to leave, I overheard Monica tell Kevin, “Are you going to ask him? You’d better ask him.” to which he said “I will. I will. Keep your panties on.” and she replied, “Well that kind of defeats the purpose, don’t you think?”

I gave Wendy my credit card, and she kissed me and I told her to have fun as she and Monica scooted out the door. It was nice to see Wendy heading out for a day of fun with a girl-friend since it appeared, she was not really making many new friends at school.

The girls headed out to shop and Kevin and I gathered our clubs from the garage and headed over to the country club. We spent the first half of the round just bullshitting about normal guy stuff, and then Kevin surprised me by saying “So, I hear you have a really, really big dick.”

I stopped for a moment and said: “Um, what?”

“It seems my wife caught you and Wendy in a bit of an intimate moment last night.” He said.

“Well, yeah she did. It was a bit embarrassing, I have to say.”

“Well, evidently you have absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about. Monica saw the size of your dick, and that’s all she has been talking about since.”

I didn’t really know how to respond to this. I teed up my ball and hit a bit of slice to the right rough. I turned and said “So, what’s your point? I can’t exactly show you how to grow a bigger dick.” I said with a laugh.

He said, “No, But, I think she would really like for you to fuck her with yours.”

I was completely floored. I really didn’t know how to react to that. I decided that a joke was the only way to respond. “What, do you have a little tiny dick or something?”

“No,” He said. “I have a normal sized dick, and I do just fine with it. But it’s not super-human like yours is, at least that’s what I hear.”

“I wouldn’t say its super-human.” I chuckled.

“What are you guys like swingers or something?” I asked.

“No, we’re really not. But we are open-minded, and I like to see Monica happy. If she wants a diamond necklace, I buy her a diamond necklace. If she wants a new BMW, I buy her a new BMW. But it seems like what she wants now is in your pants.”

“Um, OK.” Was all I could say in response.

“Look, we are secure in our marriage. I know Monica is not going to leave me for you, and you wouldn’t do that to me either. We just came down here to see you and to have some fun, and Monica has decided that taking a ride on your dick would be fun. Doesn’t bother me really. I like seeing her happy.”

“Well, I think I need to think about it,” I said. And I did think about it. I thought about it a lot. Monica was a smoking hot young lady, and I certainly wouldn’t mind screwing her, that’s for sure. But this seemed like a complicated situation.

“Look,” Kevin said. “I know this probably seems crazy to you, and I’m not going to try and talk you into it. Just know that she wants to, and if you are OK with it, I’m OK with it.”

“I guess it would be fine. I mean, I’m sure it would be enjoyable.” I said.

“Oh yeah, I think you will like fucking her. Monica is very enthusiastic. She used to be a cheerleader you know.” He said.

“I did not know that,” I said back.

“I will need to talk to Wendy about this I guess. I mean, she’s not really my wife or my girlfriend or anything, but we do have a really nice thing going right now, and I don’t want to take a chance of screwing that up. I guess I just have no idea if she would get jealous or not.”

“I get that. I would imagine Monica is going to have a discussion with her today about it while they are out doing girl things. I guess we’ll just see how that plays out.”

We played another hole and Kevin said “One more thing that may freak you out a bit. I want to be there when you bang her.”

“Um, come again?” I said exaggeratedly.

“Well, one of the best parts about buying your wife a diamond necklace is being there to see the joy on her face when she receives it.”

“I see, so you want to be there to see the joy on her face when she receives my dick,” I said laughing.

“You bet your ass I do.” He said in all seriousness.

After a few more holes as we started to reach the end of the round, a thought occurred to me. “I notice you haven’t asked if you can hook up with Wendy.”

“Well, of course, the thought has crossed my mind. I mean, she is too gorgeous to be real. I still think that maybe you created her in your basement or something.” He said as we both laughed “But I don’t really want to overstep, you know. This is not really about me, it’s about giving Monica a nice gift.”

“Well, I really have no idea how Wendy will react to any of this. I mean, she is a very sexual girl, and part of me thinks she is pretty much up for anything, but I don’t want to speak for her. I guess we’ll just have to see how that plays out too.”

After golf, we had a few drinks at the clubhouse and then headed home. Our conversation had returned to normal things, and everything seemed perfectly normal. Kevin obviously did not want to create any weirdness, he really did just want to give his wife something she would enjoy.

When we got home the girls were already back. There were a couple of bags from the fancy stores at the mall by the door. We heard laughing from outside and went out to the pool area to find the girls already swimming. They both had on new bikini bottoms and were topless.

“Well hello there,” I said to them as we walked out the patio door. “I see you did some bathing suit shopping.”

“Yeah, we did. do you like it?” Wendy said as she stood up and did a little twirl so I could get a good look. It was not a thong but didn’t really cover very much either. Her breasts were bare and shook nicely as she spun.

“I do like it. I like the top the best.” I said jokingly.

Monica said, “yeah, they came with tops but we decided not to bother with those.” As she stood up revealing her wonderfully large tits and her small bikini bottoms.

Kevin said “Very nice.”

Wendy said, “You guys need to come swimming with us.”

“You never swim with me, Mr. D.” She said with a pout. “We got you guys some bathing suits too. Go put them on and come on in.”

“OK,” I said. Kevin and I found our bathing suits and put them on and joined the girls in the pool. We played a bit of pool volleyball and had a great time with our topless ladies in the pool. We played Marco Polo which of course led to a bit of playful flirtatious groping. Most of the groping was between the girls themselves, who seemed quite infatuated with touching each other’s bodies.

Eventually, Monica said “We bought some steaks for grilling. We thought about going out to dinner again, but that requires too many clothes.”

“Fine by me,” I said, and I got out of the pool to light the grill.

I grilled the steaks and we ate at the table out by the pool. After we finished, Monica said to Kevin “So, did you ask him?”

Kevin looked a little bit embarrassed like he would rather have this discussion in private. Wendy looked over at me with a bit of a smile.

“Well, I did, but he wants to make sure that everything would be OK with Wendy.” He said, looking at her.

Wendy looked up with an innocent smile and said: “Make sure what is OK with me?”

Kevin stumbled and stammered a bit and said “Well, you see, ah… Monica would like to... She wants…”

Monica and Wendy both broke out in a huge laugh. Finally, Monica said “Quit your stammering you big dummy. Wendy is just messing with you. We already talked about it and she’s all for it.”

“We’re friends now and friends like to share. This crazy girl is hornier than me. She’s up for anything.” Monica said and both Wendy and Monica looked at me. Wendy was smiling broadly as if she was very excited about this new development, but Monica looked at me like she was still awaiting an answer.

“It’s fine with me.” I finally said. “You guys are the ones who are going to have to make sure it doesn’t cause any issues.”

Wendy gave a little cheer “Yay” and Monica smiled at me. Kevin said “No issues here big boy. Just don’t get used to it.” As he patted me on the back “That goes for you too.” He said to Monica, who gave a somewhat mischievous laugh.

We cleared the table and went inside. Kevin and I sat on the couch while the girls went to the kitchen for a moment. When the girls returned, Wendy came and sat in my lap and leaned over and started kissing me. She kissed me passionately for a few minutes, rocking her sweet ass back and forth on my crotch, causing my dick to become extremely hard in my bathing suit.

She broke off the kiss for a minute and whispered in my ear “No kissing, just fucking, OK?” and looked at me admonishingly. I shook my head OK and said: “That goes for you too.” She kissed me deeply again and I whispered to her again “Just say the word and this stops. You’re in charge.” She leaned back and smiled at me and said: ”Oh Monica, I think Mr. D. is ready for you.”

She got up off of my lap and sat down on the floor by my legs. Monica gave Kevin one more big kiss and a look, and he nodded his head in my direction. Monica also got on her knees on the floor and scooted over in my direction. As she did so, Wendy slowly pulled my bathing suit down until my large, rigid member sprang out into the open.

Monica gasped with astonishment again, and Kevin quietly said “Holy Shit.”

Wendy reached out and wrapped her thin fingers around my cock and started stroking it very lightly as Monica continued to scoot in my direction, her eyes locked on my erection, with a hungry look in her eyes. Once she had made her way to me, she too reached out and placed her hand above Wendy’s and they stroked together in unison.

“Oh my god, it’s amazing,” Monica said quietly. I looked over to Kevin to make sure he was Ok and he has a big smile on his face as he watched. Wendy then removed her hand and went over to sit in the lounge chair and watch.

Monica leaned her head forward and began to lick my cock from the base to the tip, much the same way Wendy was doing the night before when Monica walked in on us. She was moving very slowly, and was obviously savoring the moment, wanting this moment to last.

She placed her lips at the tip of my cock and engulfed it with her mouth. She was not looking at me, or at Kevin. She was just staring at my cock, worshiping it as she sucked it.

After a few moments of slow, passionate sucking, she removed her mouth and said: “Oh God I need this inside me.”

She then stood up and slipped her bikini bottoms to the floor and stepped out of them. Her puffy, prominent pussy lips were quite visible between her legs, and they were dripping wet. Then she turned around with her ass facing me and started to lean down to sit on my cock. She reached through her legs and grabbed my member with one hand and parted her pussy lips with the other, and placed the tip of my cock at the entrance to her pussy.

She let out a quiet moan that sounded more like a growl as our bodies made contact. Wendy sat back on the floor so she could get a better view from the front. I saw her bite her lip as she saw my cock make contact with Monica’s inflamed pussy. This was turning her on big time as well.

Monica leaned on me with a bit more pressure and my cock began to enter her. She slid down to about one-quarter of the way and moaned loudly and stopped. Wendy had gotten so used to taking my large cock in one thrust that I had almost forgotten that it can be a challenge for other girls.

Kevin said “You going to be able to do it baby?” to Monica.

“Fuck yes” was all Monica managed to spit out. With another push downward, my cock sank to about halfway, and Monica stopped again, throwing her head back and closing her eyes.

She said “Oh god oh god, it’s so fucking big” as she pushed again, getting most of the way home. Her head was shifted all the way back so that her blonde hair was hanging down on my chest, and she moaned deeply “oooooohhhhh gooooood”.

Kevin chuckled from the side a bit, and Wendy stood up and walked to Monica and kissed her. Monica reached out and kissed Wendy back, hugging her tightly and making out with her ravenously as my cock sat embedded most of the way inside her. Wendy then broke away and said, “You can do it, Monica”.

With one final push, Monica thrust her weight downward until her ass made contact with my lap, and the base of my cock contacted her pussy lips. Another guttural moan escaped her lips and she quivered a bit as she made final contact. A small moan escaped Wendy’s lips as well, and she went to sit next to Kevin on the couch, facing Monica and I and watching intently.

Monica moaned “Oh baby, it’s so fucking huge” with her eyes locked shut. At this point, I didn’t know exactly who she was calling baby. It could have been Kevin, me (the guy with the cock embedded deep inside her), or even Wendy who she just finished making out with. I guess it didn’t really matter.

After Monica sat still for a moment, she finally leaned her head forward again and started to slide herself up and down on my shaft ever so lightly. She slid herself up and down very slowly for about a minute, and then out of the blue, threw her head back sharply again and screamed: “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck I’m cumming.” I felt her whole body quiver and shake on top of me as she stiffened and rocked her way through a prolonged orgasm. When her first orgasm was over, Kevin chuckled again and joked “Well, I guess that’s that. Time to go off to bed now.”

“No fucking way.” Monica replied quickly, “I’m never letting go.” With that, she began to bounce up and down on my lap a little bit more forcefully and quickly. She had evidently adjusted to my size now and was ready for some proper fucking. As she bounced on my lap, I looked over to see Wendy facing Monica and I on the couch, leaning back against Kevin. She had one leg folded up on the couch and one foot on the floor. She had an impassioned look on her face and was gently caressing her own breasts. Kevin also looked quite enthralled as he watched his wife bouncing on top of me.

Kevin said “Is it everything you thought it would be baby?” to Monica. She replied with a simple “umm hmm” through closed lips.

Up to this point, I had not really done anything but sit there and let Monica use my member for her own enjoyment. But I decided it was time for me to start participating, so I reached down and grabbed her waist and started thrusting upwards every time she came down on me, forcing my cock into her passage more deeply. This caused her moaning to turn to quiet screams and utterances like “Oh God” and “Fuck Me.”

I glanced over again to see Wendy had spread her legs and was massaging her pussy through her bikini bottoms. She closed and opened her eyes, and was staring directly at Monica as she bounced and screamed. I put downward pressure on Monica’s waist and with a few more forceful thrusts, I brought her to her second screaming orgasm. Again, she shook and quivered and stiffened as I held her all the way down on my shaft with all the strength in my arms.

I heard Kevin moan a little bit, and I looked to see that his left hand was now wrapped around Wendy, and he was lightly caressing her pussy through her bikini bottoms. Her hand was resting on his arm as if she had just been the one to place his hand there. Her eyes were only partially open and her breath was getting a bit ragged. To my surprise, I saw her remove her arm and reach around and start to unzip Kevin’s pants. A minute later she had his cock in her hand was stroking it gently, as Monica tried to catch her breath from her most recent climax.

Monica started to move on top of me again slowly. It seemed that since she had had two fairly quick orgasms, now she was ready to take it slow and savor the experience.

Wendy released Kevin’s cock and stood up. She quickly slipped her bikini bottoms off and resumed her spot leaning against Kevin on the couch. She placed his hand on her now bare, wet pussy and reached back and resumed stroking him.

Monica looked over at them and smiled and muttered “you… lucky… bastard…” in between slow bounces, causing Kevin and Wendy to smile for a moment.

I resumed thrusting upwards into Monica, more slowly and gently this time, taking my cue from her pace. Wendy began to moan a bit and I could see that Kevin was working his hand over her clit at an increased pace. After a few moments of this, Wendy sat up on the couch on all fours and leaned over to me, and kissed me deeply. We kissed for a moment and she said: “Are you having fun?”

I said “Yes, are you?” to which she replied simply “yes”.

She sat there for a moment with her head inches from mine and her ass in the air, right in front of Kevin. Kevin seemed struck and was unsure of what to do.

Monica looked over and said “Are you going to fuck her or not, you idiot? Look at that sweet pussy. If I had a cock I would have been fucking her for a half an hour now.”

With that, Kevin stood up and removed his bathing suit. He leaned over with one leg on the couch and one foot on the ground, and pressed his cock to her pussy. With Monica gently sliding up and down on my cock, moaning and gyrating, Wendy looked into my eyes as Kevin entered her. Her eyes closed at the moment of contact, but then opened again.

With Wendy’s face inches from mine, looking me in the eye with an expression of pleasure on her face, I began to thrust into Monica with more force. Wendy leaned up to kiss me and her head began to move back and forth a bit in reaction to Kevin now thrusting inside her. I saw her reach down and begin to circle her own clit with her fingers as Kevin picked up his speed.

Monica also picked up speed, as if taking a cue from Kevin and Wendy. I reached out to grab Monica’s waist again and began to pound her with great force and abandon, as I saw Kevin fucking Wendy with great speed as well. Wendy closed her eyes and leaned her head against my chest, starting to moan. Never breaking my pace with Monica, I leaned down and whispered into Wendy’s ear “Is he fucking you well baby?”

She moaned a long “yessss” and then her brow furrowed.

“Do you want to cum?” I whispered to her.

“yesssss,” she said and she looked like she was almost there.

I heard another long guttural moan from Monica and I started thrusting inside her with all that I could muster. Wendy’s head was sliding back and forth across my chest as Kevin pounded her forcefully from behind. The room was filled with screams and moans of pleasure as all four of us put all of our energy into the event. Then, almost in unison, Monica shrieked through another forceful climax, Kevin began to grunt through gritted teeth, and Wendy leaned her head back in my lap and began to shake. I continued my assault on Monica from underneath, extending her orgasm as long as I could while I wrapped my arm around Wendy’s back and held her through her orgasm as well.

Monica finally came down from her explosion and leaned forward with her hands on my knees to catch her breath. Kevin uttered a couple more sounds through his gritted teeth and then collapsed forward onto Wendy’s back. Wendy quivered for a moment, coming down from her own climax as she rested her head on my arm.

A few moments later, Monica lifted herself off of my shaft and collapsed on the floor, and Kevin rolled down to join her. The two kissed and whispered lightly to each other. Wendy opened her eyes to look up at me and smiled a great big smile. She said “That was nice” and began caressing my chest. She rolled her head a bit to see my still hard cock right in front of her face.

She gasped and sat up with a surprised look on her face and said: “You didn’t cum?”

I reached out and touched her face gently and said: “I was saving that for you.”

She immediately leaned over and kissed me deeply and passionately and reached down and wrapped her hands around my shaft gently. She sat up and said “Oh my god you are so sweet. Get down here.”

She climbed down on the floor and laid on her back with her legs bent, and her wet pussy readily available to me. I knelt down in front of her with my still raging cock standing straight out in front of me. I heard Monica say beside us “Oh my god he’s a fucking machine.” As if to show off Wendy’s skills to Monica and Kevin, I leaned over and penetrated Wendy with a single, fast thrust.

“How the fuck does she do that?” Monica asked out loud.

I began thrusting deeply and quickly into Wendy, as she reached out and grabbed for something to hold on to to keep herself from sliding across the floor. She grabbed the carpet with her left hand and Kevin’s arm with her right. I went at her mercilessly and Monica sat up and scooted over to her. Monica leaned down and kissed her sweetly and passionately as I ravaged her. Within two minutes Wendy was rocking through another raging climax, digging her fingers into Kevin’s arm, sucking on Monica’s tongue and wriggling her ass beneath me. I never let up and a few minutes later I gripped her ass and lifted her completely off of the ground and exploded deep inside her.

I came in numerous waves, pumping over and over forcefully inside of Wendy as she squealed and gasped and shook through another final climax of her own.

Finally, completely spent, Wendy and I collapsed onto the floor along with Monica and Kevin, and we all laid there for quite some time, 4 completely naked, exhausted, and satisfied bodies on the floor. I snuggled up behind Wendy and Kevin embraced his wife, but Monica and Wendy continued to kiss each other quietly, gently and sweetly for most of our time on the floor.


Chapter 8

The next day when I came out of my bedroom, I found only Kevin and Wendy home. Wendy greeted me with a sweet kiss and said that Monica went out to have breakfast with some old friends. Wendy was back in her “uniform” consisting of a very tight Mickey-Mouse T-shirt that looked like it was made for a 10-year-old, and a pair of dark blue panties with yellow polka-dots on them, and a matching pair of knee-high socks.

Kevin was sitting in the lounge chair looking at his iPad. Wendy and I went and sat on the couch next to him, and I looked through the news as Wendy typed on her phone. Wendy sat leaning back on the arm of the couch, with her body twisted a bit and her legs up, so that her ass and her panty covered pussy was directly in view for both Kevin and I. I wondered for a moment if this was something she was just oblivious to, or if it was totally intentional. I suspected it was intentional.

Kevin noticed her position, and gave me a quick look with raised eyebrows and went back to reading. We sat for a few moments and then Wendy let out a muffled “oh, shit” while still staring at her phone.

“What’s up?” I said casually.

“Oh, nothing. Just my friend Sandy, being… well, Sandy.” She said and went back to reading intently.

After another quiet moment, her phone dinged again and she said “No way.”

“OK, now you’ve got me curious. What’s up?”

“Oh, she is just about to… try something.” She said and left it at that. I remembered the last time Sandy “tried something” it was her edging experience, which led Wendy to try it as well, which in turn led to amazing sex.

“What’s she trying?” I asked.

“Well, it might gross you out.” She said.

Kevin was now interested in the conversation too, and we both looked at her with “we’re up for anything” expressions on our faces.

“OK, she’s trying this.” She said, and she showed us a picture on her phone. It was a small glass object that had a fat “head” on one end, and then a small thin shaft and then a round tip that looked like a jewel on the other end. It looked sort of like a woman’s sex toy, a vibrator of some sort, but I had never seen one like it.

Kevin looked at the page and instantly said “Oh, I know what that is. Monica has one of those. It’s her first time?”

I was now apparently the only one who didn’t know exactly what we were talking about. Wendy replied “Yeah, she just bought it. She’s working on it now.”

“Tell her I said good luck,” Kevin said.

“Um, does someone want to tell me what that thing is?” I asked.

They both smiled and Kevin chuckled a bit. “She calls it a ‘princess plug’.”

“A princess plug? I haven’t heard of that. Is it some type of sex toy?” I asked.

“Well yeah,” Kevin replied like I was an idiot. “A girl places it in her ass.”

“Ah, ok,” I said, trying to absorb this information.

“She gets extra stimulation from it during sex, and it looks sexy as hell,” Kevin explained.

“OH” was all I said.

Wendy’s phone dinged and she said “Oh fuck” and bit her lip a little bit. “She says it’s almost in.” She announced.

We were now all waiting for Wendy’s phone to ding again, wondering how it would go. It dinged and Wendy gasped. After a moment of intense staring at her phone, she said “She sent me a picture. It looks amazing. I doubt she wants me to show the picture to everyone though.”

She gasped again as another ding on the phone came. “It’s beautiful. All you can see is the pretty pink jewel where her little hole should be.”

I got the impression that the pictures and the idea were turning Wendy on a bit. She was starting to get a dreamy look on her face as she stared at the pictures.

Another ding went off on the phone “Ooohhh” She said.

Kevin and I waited for an update, but Wendy was silent.

Another ding came and Wendy uttered another, longer moan “oooohhhhh”.

Wendy said, “She is sending pictures now of herself walking around with that thing inside her.”

After a moment of silence, another ding came and Wendy said “Oh Fuck”. She adjusted her position slightly, stretching out her legs a bit and leaning a bit further.

Finally, she said “Now she’s sending pictures with the plug in place and her fingers… uh… working on her special place. She is dripping wet.” She said with another moan.

A few more dings came and Wendy let out a few more pleasurable sounds.

The phone went silent for a couple of minutes as Wendy was flipping back and forth through the pictures. Then it dinged again and she said “Fuck, that was fast.”

Kevin and I both thought we knew what that meant, so we didn’t ask. We just chuckled a little bit.

Wendy typed into her phone for a minute and then sat it down on the couch. She leaned her head back on the arm of the couch and closed her eyes. I assume she was imagining what the plug must feel like. She started sliding her hands up and down her body and slid her legs into a more comfortable position.

Kevin looked at me again with the same raised eyebrows. I gave him an “It happens all the time around here” look, and he smiled.

Wendy continued to caress her body gently and lightly with both of her hands, spending time on her breasts, and then her hips and thighs, and her ass. She reached her left hand around behind herself and touched her pussy through the fabric of her polka-dotted panties and let out a gentle sigh. With her legs turned and her ass and pussy in plain sight, she began to rub herself from the top to the bottom of her cute little panty-covered pussy.

While her left hand was still moving she squeezed her right hand in between her legs, and under the fabric of her panties and began moving it slowly as well over her clit. As had happened many times before, her breathing became more ragged and she tilted her head back further, still with her eyes closed.

Then in one fluid motion, without changing her position, she straightened her legs way above the couch and slid her panties off. She gently restarted her caressing motions. Her pussy looked fantastic in her current position. With her legs together tightly, her puffy pussy lips were squeezed outward in our direction and were begging for attention.

She inserted two fingers from her right hand into her pussy from behind and increased the speed of her movements on her clit with her left hand. She was putting on an amazing show for Kevin and me, but that was not her real purpose. Her real purpose was the climax that she was building to, and she appeared to be getting there quickly.

She continued to increase her speed, working her slit with both hands feverishly and starting to mutter things like “oh god” and “fuck”. Then without announcement (no announcement was necessary), she clenched her body, tightened her waist and quivered through a wonderful looking climax. Kevin and I could easily see the muscles in her pussy and pelvis contracting and relaxing as she moaned and groaned through the climax.

When she was done, she continued to softly caress her pussy with her left hand and opened her eyes to look at us with a smile. “Sorry guys. I got a little carried away there.” She said, not sorry at all.

Kevin coughed a bit and said “Hey, any time” and I just smiled at her with a knowing smile.

She turned and sat up on the couch and looked at both of us, and then looked down at our pants, to see that both of us had enjoyed the show, and had stiff erections as proof. She gave us a pouty look as she looked at the bulges in our pants and said “Oh, so sorry about that” but she wasn’t sorry about that either.

Then she leaned over and sat on her knees on the floor and said “OK boys. Get em out.”

Kevin and I both sat still and looked at her.

“Come on. I’m not a tease. I wouldn’t feel right leaving you boys like this, so get em out.” She said again insistently.

Kevin quickly stood up in front of her, slipping down his pants and pulling out his cock. Wendy immediately grabbed it with her left hand and started stroking it. I watched for a minute as she licked the tip of his cock with her thin tongue and smiled up at him, still stroking him quickly.

She looked over and smiled at me and said “Excuse me, sir. Would you mind if I sucked your cock?”

I stood up and joined them, sliding my pants down and exposing my member. Wendy quickly reached out and grabbed it with her other hand and engulfed it in her mouth at the same time, while still stroking Kevin.

Kevin said, “Why in all the years we’ve known each other have you never told me you have a giant dick?”

“Not something I go around bragging about, I guess,” I said.

Wendy was stroking both of quickly now, looking to milk us as quickly as possible. She took her mouth off of my cock and placed it onto Kevin’s and started sucking him ravenously.

Just then, we heard the front door open. Kevin and I were a bit startled and turned around to see Monica coming in the front door. Wendy never missed a beat, and just kept going at us.

“Hi honey,” Kevin said with an awkward “I’m busted” look on his face. When Monica caught sight of us, she just smiled and laughed a bit.

“Good lord I can’t leave you alone in this house for 10 minutes without you shoving your dick in this poor girl’s face,” Monica said jokingly.

“It wasn’t really like that,” Kevin said.

Wendy continued to slide her head back and forth along Kevin’s cock while stroking mine with great speed. Monica came around behind Wendy and saw that she did not have her panties on. She picked them up off of the floor and said “Damn girl. You just really can’t keep these things on, can you?” With another laugh. Monica then leaned down behind Wendy and reached between her legs and started caressing her pussy from behind while she sucked.

Monica said “Look at you, you sweet thing. Giving these boys a treat.” As she caressed Wendy’s pussy. Wendy began to moan her appreciation with Kevin’s cock in her mouth.

Monica stood up next to Kevin and Wendy looked up at them without stopping her head movements. Monica said “Look at that sweet little face. You want to cum all over that pretty face don’t you?” She said to him quietly.

“Oh god yes” Kevin managed to mutter, seeming like he was on the verge.

“I don’t blame you. So, go ahead, don’t make her wait all day.” Monica said.

With that, Kevin pulled his cock out of Wendy’s mouth and started stroking it furiously. Wendy looked up at him, smiled and opened her mouth and placed her tongue right at the tip of his wavering cock, all the while still griping and stroking my cock.

“She’s so fucking beautiful,” Monica said dreamily and then instantly Kevin grunted and started spewing his load all over Wendy. She closed her eyes to keep from getting cum in them, and Kevin shot load after load into her mouth, across her cheek and closed eye, into her hair, and down her chin, dripping down onto her super-tight t-shirt.

Kevin finished unloading and Wendy opened one eye to see him and Monica standing there in awe. She gave a huge smile and more cum dripped down onto her shirt. With her free hand, she wiped some of the cum off of her other eye so that she could open it, and then licked it off of her fingers.

Monica guided Kevin onto the couch and said to Wendy “Ok, you had your appetizer, now go get your meal.” Pointing to my dick in her other hand.

Wendy pulled me over to the lounge chair by my dick and sat me down in it. I sat on the edge and she began to devour my cock like she was absolutely starving for it. She moved faster and more vigorously than ever before, and within minutes I was ready to cum. She sensed this and assumed the same position she had with Kevin. She opened her mouth and placed the tip of her tongue on the tip of my cock and stroked it aggressively until I too shot my load all over her beautiful face, hair, and t-shirt.

Wendy let go of my cock and stood up, using her hands to catch droplets of cum that were still dripping off of her chin. Monica came over and wiped a bit off with her finger and tasted it and said “Yummy.” Wendy scooped as much as she could into her own mouth and swallowed it down. Monica scooped a little bit more and swallowed it as well and said: “You know, there are scientific studies that show that this stuff is good for you?” Wendy just replied “Really? Well, I must be a really healthy girl.”

With Monica’s help, Wendy lifted her shirt off and used dry parts of it to wipe the rest of the cum from her face, hair, and neck. It was a beautiful sight, Wendy standing before us with our cum all over her, wearing only her knee-high socks, and Monica helping her clean up.

Wendy said “I’m gonna go jump in the pool, wanna come?” to Monica, who said “Absolutely”.

Wendy slipped her socks off by the entrance to the pool while Monica stripped out of the clothes she had worn to her breakfast. Once the two were naked, they took each other’s hands and stepped down into the pool, disappearing with a splash.

Kevin was sitting on the couch looking spent and said “I want to live at your house” causing me to laugh out loud.

Kevin and I walked out by the pool to watch the girls swim. Monica came over to us and said “I was thinking I could cook a really nice fish dinner for everyone tonight. You all have been so gracious to let us stay here, It’s the least I could do.”

We all nodded and agreed that that sounded nice.

Monica and Wendy played in the pool for a bit, and at one point they seemed to be having a fairly in-depth discussion. Wendy was explaining something and Monica was shaking her head. After their discussion I heard Monica say “We’ll go right now” and she took Wendy’s hand and pulled her out of the pool. The two dried off and headed back into the house naked. Kevin and I looked at each other, wondering what was going on.

A few minutes later the two girls came out dressed in short skirts and girly shirts that were not see-through, along with shoes and socks. The skirts only came down to about mid-thigh, but for Wendy, this was quite conservative. They said they had to go do some shopping, and then they rushed out the door, with no further details.

A couple of hours later the girls returned with shopping bags, presumably containing what Monica was planning to cook for dinner, and a couple of other small, discreet looking black bags. They took off their shoes, put the groceries away and came into the living room where Kevin and I were already sitting watching a football game on TV.

They sat on the floor in front of us and opened their black bags and pulled out two of the princess plugs that I had just learned about from messages from Wendy’s friend Sandy. The football game was instantly forgotten.

“Wendy told me about her friend Sandy using one of these this morning, and the gushing orgasm she had just thinking about it, so we ran out to get some,” Monica explained.

Wendy looked at the plug like it was some sort of treasure, but had a slightly stressed look on her face. Kevin smiled a big smile and said: “You already have a couple of those.”

“Yes, but I left them at home. And I wasn’t going to let Wendy have all the fun.” She said. She pulled out a bottle of lubrication and coated hers with it.

Monica then stood up and slid her panties off and laid them on the couch next to Kevin. She then sat down on the floor on all fours, with her bare ass in the air aimed right at us. She lifted her short skirt up over her back, and we were provided with a perfect view of the puffy pussy lips and her tight little ass hole.

“OK Wendy, I’m going to show you what you do. It feels really weird at first, but it’s worth it, trust me.” Monica said.

She parted her ass cheeks wide with one hand and lifted the plug with the other until the front touched her hole. Then she closed her eyes and started to press the tip until it started to disappear inside. She gave a moan and grunt as the object entered nearly half way. Wendy looked on with amazement, and so did Kevin and I.

“Once you get started, it feels like it wants to push its way back out. It keeps wanting to pop out until you get it all the way in, and your ass can close around the thin shaft.” She said. Then she reached down with her other hand started slowly caressing her pussy. With one hand sliding back and forth on her pussy, she moaned slightly and clinched up her face and pushed again on the plug. It disappeared further inside of her and she let out a great groan on pleasure. Wendy looked torn. She was excited about the potential pleasure this object could bring her, but she looked a little bit nervous about how difficult this appeared to be. Monica held the plug at its current point and said: “Almost there.”

Then with another look of exertion on her face, she pressed again. Once the fat part of the plug was past her entry, the plug was sucked into place, as if it were made to be there, and her ass closed in around it, holding it tightly in place. She let out a sigh and let go of the plug, revealing a beautiful sapphire looking jewel in place where her tight asshole had been.

Monica sat still for a moment with her ass in the air and her new jewel on display, letting out small gasps and moans as she gently caressed her pussy. She did not seem to be trying to get off but was simply enjoying the pleasurable feelings provided by the plug, enhanced by her fingers on her slit.

After a moment or two, Monica stretched out and laid down on the floor flat, with the plug remaining in place, now only slightly visible through her closed ass cheeks. She looked up at Wendy and said: “OK, Your turn.”

Wendy said “I don’t know. That looked pretty hard. And you’ve done this before.”

“It’s not that bad. It feels quite strange at first, but once you push through and get the thing in the right spot, it feels amazing” she said dreamily.

“OK, I’ll give it a try I guess. But no guarantees.” She said. She stood up and removed her panties as well, and assumed the same position that Monica had just taken, on all fours with her ass in the air. She lifted her skirt while Monica poured lubrication on Wendy’s plug. As she flipped her skirt up and out of the way, we got a wonderful view of her glistening pussy and little rosebud.

Kevin leaned over to me and said “God, even her ass hole is beautiful” and he was right. Monica’s pussy was quite delicious looking and her ass had been quite inviting as well. But Wendy’s was on a whole other level. Everything about her was perfect and blemish free, and that included her moist slit and her cute little rosebud.

Monica asked, “Do you want to do it, or do you want me to do it for you?”

Wendy said, “I guess I’d better try it myself since you won’t always be here to do it for me.”

She gently parted her ass cheeks as Monica had done, and set the lubricated plug at the entry to her hole. She squealed “Oh, it’s cold” and smiled and blushed a bit.

She then started to press on the plug until it penetrated her ass just slightly. With a tense face, she pressed some more, trying to use enough force on the plug, but not shove it in painfully. She forced the plug in about one-quarter of the way and then held it there. Then she squirmed a bit and it was squeezed back out.

She had a pouty look on her face and said “It feels so weird. I’m not used to trying to… do anything like this.”

Monica encouraged her “I know it does. It’s a very foreign feeling for your body. But you were making progress. I know you can do it. If you can take that giant beast between Phillip’s legs in your pussy, you can take this little plug up the bum, trust me.”

Wendy prepared to try again, she leaned further down and placed the plug at the entry again and pushed. It went in a bit further this time, and she moaned a long moan, but then it came out again.

Monica said “Here, let me try” and she took the plug from Wendy’s hand. Wendy said “Be gentle please” and Monica said “Of course I will. You just tell me when to push and when to stop.”

Monica placed the plug at the entry to Wendy’s cute little sphincter and pressed gently until it was in about as far as it had been before. Wendy groaned a little bit and said: “Keep going.” Monica pushed again and the plug went in halfway. Wendy moaned again and sighed and the look on her face changed to a pleasurable one. “More,” she said, and Monica pushed again until the thickest part of the plug approached her entry. Wendy leaned forward and buried her head in the carpet and moaned. She reached up between her legs and started circling her clit right away, and spoke a muffled “more” into the carpet.

Monica gave one last push, and the plug slid a little bit further, and then it was sucked in by its shape and the closing of Wendy’s muscles around it. Wendy quickly lifted her head and said “Oh god. Oh god.” and rolled a bit to the side, circling her clit furiously.

“Does it hurt?” Monica asked, not sure how to react.

“No, it feels. .. Oh God… I… feels good… it feels... gonna cum…” and Wendy leaned over onto her side and continued to gasp and moan.

“Hold it in there, don’t let it out,” Monica said with a smile as the three of us watched Wendy tease herself through another quick climax, with her finger circling her clit, and the plug embedded deep in her ass. She quivered for a moment with her eyes closed and then she calmed down a bit, but not completely. Her body stopped quivering and shaking, but her breath remained ragged and on edge.

She opened her eyes and simply said “wow”.

She laid down on the floor and Monica scooted up behind her and spooned her. Both girls were still gently stroking themselves between their legs as they lay there.

“So what do you think?” Monica asked.

“It’s freakin’ amazing. I feel like I’m still on the verge of another orgasm. I feel like with this thing in there, I’m always going to be on the verge of an orgasm.” She said.

“Well, that’s kind of the point. Just wait until you have that thing in place while you are getting fucked. You’ve never felt so filled up and so satisfied before in your life.” Monica said with a smile.

It looked as if just the movement of her body as she breathed was causing the plug to stimulate her and causing her to be turned on.

After a few moments of snuggling up together on the floor and gently continuing to stroke themselves, Wendy said: “So what now?”

“Now we cook dinner,” Monica said and reached out for Kevin to help her up. Kevin grabbed her arm and pulled her up, and Monica kept her legs a bit straight and wobbled a bit once she was standing. She turned and flirtatiously flipped her skirt up so we could see her curvy ass with the shiny gem still in place.

Wendy laid there and said “I’m supposed to stand up and walk around with this thing inside?” with a shocked expression.

“Yep,” Monica said with a giant smile and reached out for Wendy’s arm. Wendy grabbed her arm and Monica pulled her to her feet. Wendy struggled to stand for a moment and made a few gasping type noises and she adjusted to the feeling. Then she took a couple of steps and turned around and flipped up her skirt as well, so we could see the jewel remaining in place between her firm ass cheeks. Monica bounced off towards the kitchen making “mmm” sounds as she walked and motioned for Wendy to follow. Wendy took a few slow steps at first and then took on a normal pace, making cute, high-pitched squeaks and squeals as she walked, with her lips firmly closed.

The girls made it to the kitchen and started making preparations for dinner. I heard a lot of giggling and giddiness coming from the kitchen, along with a few squeals and moans and laughs. Wendy and Monica peeked around the corner and said: “Do we have any lemons?”

“I don’t think so. I doubt it actually.” I replied.

Monica said, “We can’t have fish with no lemon.”

“I’ll run to the store and grab some,” I said and stood up.

Monica jumped in “Actually, we’ll do it” with a devious smile.

She looked at Wendy and it dawned on her what Monica had in mind. “You want to run to the grocery store, in our .... current state?”

“You got it sweet cheeks,” Monica said and smacked Wendy on the ass, causing her eyes to open wide. “Let’s go.”

Kevin and I laughed as the girls sat on the couch (carefully), put their shoes back on (carefully) and then Wendy grabbed her keys and they walked out the door.

“Don’t wreck your new car,” I said as they shut the front door.

“I really want to live here.” Kevin joked again, and I laughed again.

About 30 minutes later the girls returned with a bag of lemons. Monica came in quickly and said, “That was amazing!”

Wendy followed and said “That was so hot. Walking around in public that way. It was such a turn on. I almost came while standing in the checkout line.”

“I’m glad to see you gals had fun,” I said to them.

“The bag boy had fun too,” Monica said and gave Wendy a sly look.

“Well, you are the one that lifted my skirt right in front of him,” Wendy said and gave Monica a playful slap.

“Yeah, but I’m not the one that put all that moisture down there between your legs. I bet that boy is still in the bathroom jerking off right now.” Monica joked.

Everyone laughed and as Wendy was walking by the couch, I heard her let out a low moan, followed by a deep breath. I looked at her and said, “Are you OK?”

Her face was tight and she said “I just. I can’t stop…”

She leaned over the back of the couch and closed her eyes. She breathed deeply and then suddenly started to shiver. It looked like someone was fucking her from behind, but there was no one there. She simply said “Oh God… cumming… Oh, God.”

Monica looked at her with a huge grin, and Mike and I just watched, enthralled. She caught her breath after a moment, and opened her eyes and smiled. She said “God I feel like I’m trying to keep myself from cumming like… constantly. I have to keep holding it back. But I couldn’t hold on any more…”

We all smiled at her and Monica went over to her and hugged her and said “You are not supposed to hold back. Just let it go. Cum as much as you want. We don’t mind. We’re happy for you. And it’s really fun to watch.”

Wendy took one more deep breath, and then managed to slowly follow Monica back to the kitchen for the final preparations.

Dinner was a lot of fun. Our eating, drinking, laughing and joking were interrupted twice by Wendy’s orgasms, where she gripped the table, closed her eyes and rocked her body on the chair as she came.

After dinner, we went to relax in the living room. The tone was a bit subdued as Monica mentioned that they had to leave in the morning. She seemed truly sad to leave Wendy. She really liked her. And Mike did too, as expected.

Without really talking about it, our casual “hanging out” slowly and casually turned into an evening-long orgy. Monica begged me to fuck her again, and I did. With her plug still in place, and my sizable cock, she came and came and came while I fucked her slowly but forcefully from behind on the floor, and Wendy laid next to her and kissed her.

The favor was returned as Monica and I laid naked on the floor together and watched Mike take Wendy from behind. With her plug in place, she came quickly as Mike fucked her. Monica teased that the plug in Wendy’s ass made Mike seem like a much better lover than he actually was. After her first climax, Wendy moved to position herself where she could kiss Monica and then me while Mike continued to fuck her from behind. Eventually, she and Mike came together, while she kissed Monica feverishly.

A moment later, I had Wendy back in my lap, where she belonged. She quickly impaled herself on my cock and wrapped me in a tight hug while she rocked her lower body back and forth. I reached around and touched the gem at the end of the pleasure generating device in her ass, and applied a little bit of pressure. This resulted in an instant climax from her, that she somehow seemed to maintain for the next fifteen minutes while I lifted her up and pressed her back down onto my steel hard shaft. Finally, with a growl that I didn’t know I had in me, I stood up, with Wendy’s lithe, small frame still impaled on my cock, and apparently still climaxing, I bucked and came hard, shooting my cum into her very core as she squealed and screamed and held on for dear life.

The fun continued throughout the night, ending in what I imagined was what Monica was hoping for since the moment she met Wendy. With Mike and I spent, we were reduced to mere observers, as Monica was crouching over Wendy in the 69 position, and both women kissed and caressed each other’s pussy’s gently and lovingly through one climax after another, in no hurry at all, just savoring the wonderful night.

When everyone was finally crashed out on the floor, collecting our breath and our thoughts, the silence was interrupted for a moment when Mike said again “I really want to live in this house.”

We all laughed freely, and then stood up to head off to bed. Monica said “Mike and I have an early flight in the morning, so I guess we will be gone before you two get up” with a sad expression.

Wendy said sadly “And I have to go to class in the morning.”

There was a quiet moment, and Mike came over and shook my hand. He said “Thanks for an amazing weekend.”

Monica came over and Kissed me and pressed her naked body against me, and then said the same.

Then Monica said “Well, we are off to bed. I’ll see you on the next visit Phil” but instead of taking Mike’s hand, she grabbed Wendy’s. Wendy and Monica bounded off and disappeared into Wendy’s room, and Mike and I stood there staring for a moment.

Mike looked at me and shrugged, and I shrugged back. I said, “you want another drink?”

He said, “Sure, sounds good.”

We sat on the couch and talked for a few more minutes about how crazy the weekend had been. Mike said “Wendy is just… She’s… It’s indescribable how amazingly she is. She’s absolutely perfect in every way. She’s like a work of art.”

I said “I know. This has all been like one very strange but amazing dream.”

He laughed and said, “Well, whatever you do, don’t you dare wake up.”

After our last drink, Mike and I parted ways, and I went to bed.

I woke the next morning to an empty house, which strangely seemed… wrong. I used to revel in the fact that I had my house to myself, and it never bothered me before that I had lived alone. I had wanted it that way.

But ever since the day Wendy walked into my house, and into my life, the house just wasn’t the same when she was not there. Thankfully I knew, just a few hours later, when her classes were finished, my sweet lollipop would return home to brighten my house and my life once more.
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