
        
            
                
            
        

    
Unexpected Holiday Visit

I never expected this holiday break to turn out the way it did. My daughter Kayla came home from her junior year at State, bringing along her roommate Sophia for the week since her family was vacationing abroad. I'd met Sophia a few times before during campus visits, but something was different this time.

At 21, Sophia had clearly come into her own. Her dark hair fell in waves past her shoulders, framing a face with deep brown eyes that seemed to linger on me longer than they should. I tried not to notice the way her body had filled out since freshman year – the curve of her hips in those tight jeans, or how her breasts strained against her sweaters. I'm 45, divorced for three years now, and I knew these thoughts were dangerous territory.

The first night was innocent enough. We had dinner, watched a movie, and I tried to be the responsible host. But then came the shower incident on the second day.

I was heading to my home office when I heard the bathroom door open. Sophia stepped out with just a towel wrapped around her body, her skin still glistening with moisture, her hair wet and slicked back.

"Oh! Mr. Davidson, I didn't see you there," she said, adjusting her grip on the towel.

"Sorry, just passing through," I muttered, trying to keep my eyes at face level.

What happened next seemed to unfold in slow motion. As she took a step back, her foot caught on the edge of the rug. She stumbled, her hands instinctively reaching out to catch herself. The towel dropped completely, and for three eternal seconds, she stood there completely naked in my hallway.

Her breasts were perfect – full and firm with rosy nipples hardened from the cool air. Her stomach was flat with a small jeweled piercing at her navel that caught the light. Between her thighs, she was completely shaved, her skin smooth and inviting. Water droplets traced paths down her body that my eyes couldn't help but follow.

"Shit!" she gasped, quickly bending to retrieve the towel, giving me an even more revealing view before wrapping herself up again. Her face flushed crimson, but there was something in her eyes – not embarrassment, but something else.

"I'm so sorry, Mr. Davidson," she said, her voice lower than necessary. "That was totally my fault."

"No problem," I managed to say, my throat suddenly dry. "Accidents happen."

Later that evening, I received a text from an unknown number while in my bedroom. When I opened it, my heart nearly stopped. It was a nude photo – Sophia standing in front of the guest bathroom mirror, towel open, her free hand cupping one breast.

Another text quickly followed: "OMG Mr. D, that was meant for someone else!!! Please delete and forget you saw that! I'm dying of embarrassment!"

I stared at the phone, knowing I should delete it immediately. Instead, I found myself looking at every detail of the image. Had she really sent it by accident? The angle seemed deliberate, staged even.

I deleted the photo and replied: "No worries. Deleted."

But I couldn't delete the image from my mind. And something told me this was just the beginning.

Sleep didn't come easily that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Sophia standing naked in my hallway, water droplets sliding down her curves. I told myself it was just an accident, that I was reading too much into it. But my cock had other ideas, staying half-hard as I tossed and turned.

The next morning, I came downstairs early to make coffee. The house was quiet, Kayla still asleep in her old room. I was pouring my first cup when Sophia appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt that barely covered the curve of her ass.

"Morning, Mr. Davidson," she said, her voice still husky with sleep. "Hope I didn't wake you getting up."

"Not at all," I replied, trying to keep my eyes from wandering down her long, bare legs. "Coffee?"

"God, yes please." She reached for the mug I offered, her fingers brushing against mine. The touch sent an electric current through my body.

She leaned against the counter, blowing on the hot liquid. The morning light through the kitchen window highlighted her profile – the delicate slope of her nose, her full lips, the outline of her breasts visible beneath the thin fabric.

"About yesterday," she started, looking at me over the rim of her mug. "I'm really embarrassed."

"Don't worry about it," I said. "Already forgotten."

A small smile played at the corners of her mouth. "Are you sure? It seemed like you were looking pretty hard before I covered up."

My mouth went dry. "I, uh—"

"I'm just teasing," she laughed, but her eyes held mine with an intensity that made my pulse quicken.

Kayla's footsteps on the stairs broke the moment, and Sophia casually moved to sit at the kitchen table, crossing her legs in a way that made her shirt ride up dangerously high.

Later that day, Kayla announced she was meeting up with some high school friends for a few hours. I tried not to think about being alone in the house with Sophia, but my body betrayed me with a surge of anticipation.

After Kayla left, I retreated to my home office to catch up on some work emails. About an hour in, I heard a knock at the door.

"Come in," I called, quickly switching my screen from the browser I'd been distracted by.

Sophia entered wearing yoga pants so tight they might as well have been painted on. Her sports bra left little to the imagination, her nipples visible through the material.

"Sorry to bother you," she said, not looking sorry at all. "I was going to do some stretching in the living room. Do you mind if I turn on some music?"

"No, go ahead," I managed, trying to sound casual.

She smiled. "Thanks. It helps me focus." She turned to leave but stopped in the doorway. "You could join me if you want. You look like you could use a good... stretch."

The way she said it made it clear she wasn't just talking about yoga.

Twenty minutes later, I found myself unable to focus on work. The faint sound of music drew me to the living room. What I saw made me freeze in my tracks.

Sophia was in downward dog position, her ass high in the air, facing directly toward me. The thin material of her yoga pants had become almost transparent with sweat, revealing the outline of her pussy lips clearly. As she held the pose, she looked back between her legs and caught me staring.

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered her body to the floor and rolled onto her back, extending her legs up in the air. Her eyes never left mine as she spread them wide, supposedly part of her routine.

"Oops," she said as her hand brushed against her breast, "I'm so clumsy lately."

"I should get back to work," I said, my voice strained.

"Sure thing, Mr. Davidson," she replied, licking her lips. "But if you need anything... any help at all... I'm right here."

I hurried back to my office, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. This was getting dangerous. Sophia wasn't being subtle anymore, and my willpower was rapidly crumbling.

That evening, while setting the table for dinner, it happened again. Sophia was reaching for plates in the upper cabinet when she "lost her balance." She fell backward right into me, her ass grinding directly against my crotch. My hands instinctively went to her waist to steady her.

"Mmm," she moaned softly, "good catch."

She stayed pressed against me for several seconds longer than necessary, subtly rotating her hips. I could feel myself hardening instantly against the soft curve of her ass.

"Sophia," I warned in a low voice.

She turned in my arms, her face inches from mine, her breasts pressing against my chest. "Yes, Mr. Davidson?" she whispered, her breath hot against my lips.

The sound of a car in the driveway broke the moment. Kayla was home.

"We'll continue this conversation later," Sophia said with a wink, extracting herself from my arms just as the front door opened.

I adjusted myself quickly, wondering how the hell I was going to make it through the rest of this holiday visit without crossing a line that couldn't be uncrossed.

Sleep didn't come easily that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Sophia standing naked in my hallway, water droplets sliding down her curves. I told myself it was just an accident, that I was reading too much into it. But my cock had other ideas, staying half-hard as I tossed and turned.

The next morning, I came downstairs early to make coffee. The house was quiet, Kayla still asleep in her old room. I was pouring my first cup when Sophia appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt that barely covered the curve of her ass.

"Morning, Mr. Davidson," she said, her voice still husky with sleep. "Hope I didn't wake you getting up."

"Not at all," I replied, trying to keep my eyes from wandering down her long, bare legs. "Coffee?"

"God, yes please." She reached for the mug I offered, her fingers brushing against mine. The touch sent an electric current through my body.

She leaned against the counter, blowing on the hot liquid. The morning light through the kitchen window highlighted her profile – the delicate slope of her nose, her full lips, the outline of her breasts visible beneath the thin fabric.

"About yesterday," she started, looking at me over the rim of her mug. "I'm really embarrassed."

"Don't worry about it," I said. "Already forgotten."

A small smile played at the corners of her mouth. "Are you sure? It seemed like you were looking pretty hard before I covered up."

My mouth went dry. "I, uh—"

"I'm just teasing," she laughed, but her eyes held mine with an intensity that made my pulse quicken.

Kayla's footsteps on the stairs broke the moment, and Sophia casually moved to sit at the kitchen table, crossing her legs in a way that made her shirt ride up dangerously high.

Later that day, Kayla announced she was meeting up with some high school friends for a few hours. I tried not to think about being alone in the house with Sophia, but my body betrayed me with a surge of anticipation.

After Kayla left, I retreated to my home office to catch up on some work emails. About an hour in, I heard a knock at the door.

"Come in," I called, quickly switching my screen from the browser I'd been distracted by.

Sophia entered wearing yoga pants so tight they might as well have been painted on. Her sports bra left little to the imagination, her nipples visible through the material.

"Sorry to bother you," she said, not looking sorry at all. "I was going to do some stretching in the living room. Do you mind if I turn on some music?"

"No, go ahead," I managed, trying to sound casual.

She smiled. "Thanks. It helps me focus." She turned to leave but stopped in the doorway. "You could join me if you want. You look like you could use a good... stretch."

The way she said it made it clear she wasn't just talking about yoga.

Twenty minutes later, I found myself unable to focus on work. The faint sound of music drew me to the living room. What I saw made me freeze in my tracks.

Sophia was in downward dog position, her ass high in the air, facing directly toward me. The thin material of her yoga pants had become almost transparent with sweat, revealing the outline of her pussy lips clearly. As she held the pose, she looked back between her legs and caught me staring.

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered her body to the floor and rolled onto her back, extending her legs up in the air. Her eyes never left mine as she spread them wide, supposedly part of her routine.

"Oops," she said as her hand brushed against her breast, "I'm so clumsy lately."

"I should get back to work," I said, my voice strained.

"Sure thing, Mr. Davidson," she replied, licking her lips. "But if you need anything... any help at all... I'm right here."

I hurried back to my office, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. This was getting dangerous. Sophia wasn't being subtle anymore, and my willpower was rapidly crumbling.

That evening, while setting the table for dinner, it happened again. Sophia was reaching for plates in the upper cabinet when she "lost her balance." She fell backward right into me, her ass grinding directly against my crotch. My hands instinctively went to her waist to steady her.

"Mmm," she moaned softly, "good catch."

She stayed pressed against me for several seconds longer than necessary, subtly rotating her hips. I could feel myself hardening instantly against the soft curve of her ass.

"Sophia," I warned in a low voice.

She turned in my arms, her face inches from mine, her breasts pressing against my chest. "Yes, Mr. Davidson?" she whispered, her breath hot against my lips.

The sound of a car in the driveway broke the moment. Kayla was home.

"We'll continue this conversation later," Sophia said with a wink, extracting herself from my arms just as the front door opened.

I adjusted myself quickly, wondering how the hell I was going to make it through the rest of this holiday visit without crossing a line that couldn't be uncrossed.

Sophia's visit took an even more intense turn the next day. After our marathon sex session, we'd barely had time to clean up before Kayla returned. Throughout dinner, Sophia kept giving me secret glances while her foot rubbed against my crotch under the table. The mix of danger and desire was intoxicating.

Around midnight, I was awakened by my bedroom door opening. Sophia slipped inside wearing nothing but a collar around her neck. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated her naked body as she approached my bed.

"I couldn't sleep," she whispered, pulling back my covers to reveal my naked body. My cock was already hardening at the sight of her. "I need more of you."

"What's with the collar?" I asked, reaching out to touch the leather band around her neck.

"I want you to own me tonight," she said, her voice thick with lust. "I want you to use me however you want. No limits."

My cock throbbed at her words. She reached into a small bag she'd brought and pulled out a pair of handcuffs, a vibrator, and a bottle of lube.

"I borrowed these from Kayla's drawer," she said with a wicked grin. "She thinks she's kinky, but she has no idea what I'm about to do with her dad."

The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead, it sent a surge of adrenaline through my body. The forbidden nature of it all only made me harder.

"Get on your hands and knees," I commanded, surprising myself with my authoritative tone.

Sophia's eyes darkened with desire as she immediately complied, positioning herself on my bed, ass in the air. I moved behind her, running my hands over the smooth globes of her ass before delivering a sharp slap. She gasped, then moaned.

"You like that, don't you? You're a dirty little slut," I growled, slapping her other cheek and watching it turn pink under my hand.

"Yes," she moaned. "I'm your slut. Use me."

I grabbed the handcuffs and secured her wrists behind her back, leaving her face pressed into the mattress and her ass elevated. The position made her completely vulnerable to my desires. I reached between her legs to find her pussy already soaking wet.

"Fucking drenched," I murmured, sliding two fingers into her tight heat. She whimpered and pushed back against my hand. "You get off on this, don't you? Seducing your best friend's father? Being handcuffed in his bed while she sleeps down the hall?"

"God, yes," she moaned as I finger-fucked her roughly. "I've fantasized about this for years."

I withdrew my fingers and grabbed the lube. "Ever had a cock in your ass, Sophia?"

Her breath caught. "No," she whispered. "But I want you to be the first."

I squeezed a generous amount of lube onto her puckered hole, watching as it glistened in the moonlight. I worked one finger into her ass slowly, feeling her tense and then relax around the intrusion.

"That's it," I encouraged, working a second finger in. "Relax for me."

As I stretched her tight hole, I reached for the vibrator and turned it on, pressing it against her clit. She bucked against the dual sensations, a string of profanities spilling from her lips.

"Please," she begged. "Fuck my ass. I need to feel you inside me."

I positioned my cock at her lubed entrance and pushed forward slowly. The tight ring of muscle resisted at first, then gave way as the head of my cock slipped inside. Sophia buried her face in the pillow to muffle her scream of pleasure-pain.

"Fuck, you're tight," I hissed, inching deeper into her forbidden hole. "Your ass is gripping my cock like a vise."

Once I was fully seated inside her, I held still, letting her adjust to the new sensation. Her body trembled beneath me, her breathing ragged.

"Move," she finally gasped. "Fuck me hard."

I didn't need to be told twice. I withdrew almost completely before slamming back in, setting a brutal pace that had the bed creaking beneath us. With one hand, I kept the vibrator pressed against her clit; with the other, I gripped her hair, pulling her head back.

"You want the whole house to hear you getting your ass fucked?" I growled in her ear. "Want Kayla to know what a whore her best friend is?"

"Yes," she moaned, beyond caring about the noise. "Let her hear. Let her know I'm taking her daddy's cock."

Her words pushed me over the edge. I fucked her ass with abandon, the tight heat driving me to new heights of pleasure. Beneath me, Sophia convulsed as the vibrator and my cock brought her to a screaming orgasm. I quickly clamped my hand over her mouth to muffle the sound.

"I'm going to cum in this tight ass," I grunted, feeling my release building. "Going to fill you up."

"Do it," she panted against my hand. "Mark me as yours."

With a final thrust, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pumping hot streams of cum deep inside her ass. The intensity of the orgasm had me seeing stars, my body jerking with each pulse of pleasure.

As we collapsed onto the bed, I uncuffed her wrists and pulled her against my chest. We lay there panting, our bodies slick with sweat.

"That was just the beginning," Sophia whispered, her hand finding my semi-hard cock. "I want to try everything with you."

True to her word, over the next several hours, we explored every kinky fantasy we could think of. I tied her spread-eagle to my bed and edged her for an hour, bringing her to the brink of orgasm repeatedly before finally letting her come so hard she squirted all over my sheets.

She deepthroated my cock until tears streamed down her face, gagging as I fucked her throat ruthlessly. I came down her throat, watching as she swallowed every drop.

We fucked in Kayla's room while she was out with friends, Sophia wearing her best friend's lingerie as I bent her over Kayla's desk and pounded her pussy from behind. The depravity of it sent us both into a frenzy of lust.

In the shower, I made her kneel before me and open her mouth as I pissed on her, marking her as my personal slut. She moaned through it all, her fingers working her clit to another orgasm.

The risk of discovery only heightened our desire. One evening, while Kayla was watching TV in the living room, Sophia knelt under the kitchen table and sucked my cock while I pretended to read the newspaper. The thrill of potentially being caught had me cumming faster and harder than ever before.

Another time, during a family dinner with some relatives who'd stopped by, I fingered Sophia under the table while she maintained a conversation with my sister about college classes. Her ability to keep her composure while my fingers worked her pussy impressed and aroused me.

As the holiday visit neared its end, our encounters grew even more intense and depraved. The night before Sophia and Kayla were due to return to campus, we took our biggest risk yet.

While Kayla was in the shower, I bent Sophia over the kitchen counter and fucked her roughly from behind. We were so engrossed in our forbidden coupling that we didn't hear the shower turn off. The thrill of nearly being caught pushed us to new heights of recklessness.

"Next time," Sophia whispered as she packed her bags, her body still bearing the marks of our intense sexual adventures, "I want to try a threesome. I know a girl at college who'd join us. She's even kinkier than me."

The thought of two young women at my disposal had my cock hardening all over again. As I watched Sophia and Kayla drive away, I knew this was just the beginning of something far more depraved and exciting than I could have ever imagined.

And I couldn't fucking wait.

Unexpected Spring Break

Three months had passed since Sophia's holiday visit, and my cock still hardened every time I thought about our forbidden encounters. We'd kept in touch through secret text messages and late-night video calls where she'd perform for me, fucking herself with toys while calling me "daddy." But nothing compared to the real thing, and I found myself counting the days until spring break.

When Kayla called to ask if she could bring Sophia and another friend home for the week, I tried to keep the eagerness out of my voice. "Of course, sweetie. There's plenty of room."

"Thanks, Dad! Madison's parents are renovating their place, so she has nowhere to go. You'll love her—she's super cool."

The day they arrived, I was working from home when I heard the front door open and the sound of female voices filled the entryway. I made my way downstairs, and there was Sophia, looking even hotter than I remembered in a tight crop top and shorts that barely covered her ass. Our eyes met, and a knowing smile played across her lips.

"Mr. Davidson!" she exclaimed, giving me a hug that lasted a bit too long, her breasts pressing firmly against my chest. "So good to see you again."

"You too, Sophia," I said, my hands briefly squeezing her waist before I released her.

Kayla rolled her eyes. "Sophia wouldn't shut up about coming back here. I think she likes our house better than the dorm."

"It has its... attractions," Sophia replied with a smirk.

Kayla turned to the third girl. "Dad, this is Madison."

I hadn't paid much attention to the new arrival until that moment, but when I did, my breath caught in my throat. Madison was stunning—tall and athletic with fiery red hair cascading over her shoulders. Her green eyes sparkled as she extended her hand.

"It's so nice to meet you, Mr. Davidson," she said, her voice husky and melodic. "Sophia's told me so much about you."

I shot a quick glance at Sophia, who was watching the interaction with undisguised amusement.

"Nothing bad, I hope," I replied, taking Madison's hand. Her grip was firm, her skin soft.

"Quite the opposite," Madison said, holding my gaze a beat longer than necessary.

That night, after the girls had settled in, I was in my office catching up on emails when my phone buzzed with a text from Sophia: "Wait till you see what I have planned for this week. Madison's eager to meet you properly. She knows EVERYTHING."

My cock immediately stiffened. I was still staring at the message when another text came through, this time with a photo. It showed Sophia and Madison in the guest room, both in their underwear, their arms around each other. Madison was winking at the camera.

The next morning, I woke up early and headed to the kitchen to make coffee. As I rounded the corner, I nearly collided with Madison, who was reaching into the refrigerator. She was wearing nothing but a thin tank top and a pair of panties, her long legs bare and her ass on perfect display as she bent over.

"Oh!" she gasped, straightening up. "Mr. Davidson, you startled me."

"Sorry," I mumbled, trying to keep my eyes on her face. "I didn't realize anyone else was up."

She smiled, completely unconcerned by her state of undress. "I'm an early riser. Hope that's not a problem."

"Not at all," I said, moving past her to the coffee maker, acutely aware of her proximity.

"Sophia was right," Madison said casually, leaning against the counter beside me. "You are in amazing shape for a dad."

I nearly choked on my own breath. "Um, thanks. I try to stay active."

"I can tell," she replied, her eyes traveling down my body before meeting mine again. "I appreciate a man who takes care of himself."

Before I could respond, she reached across me to grab a mug from the cabinet, her breast brushing against my arm in a way that couldn't possibly be accidental. The thin material of her tank top did nothing to hide her hardened nipples.

"Oops," she giggled. "These counters are so cramped."

For the rest of the day, Madison found every excuse to touch me—her hand on my arm while asking a question, her body pressing against mine as she squeezed past in the hallway, her foot "accidentally" rubbing against my leg under the dinner table.

That evening, Kayla announced she was meeting up with her high school friends. "Don't wait up for me," she called as she headed out the door.

As soon as her car pulled away, Sophia appeared in the doorway of my office, Madison right behind her.

"Finally alone," Sophia purred, sauntering over to perch on the edge of my desk. She was wearing a silky robe that was loosely tied, revealing glimpses of her naked body underneath.

Madison closed the door behind her and leaned against it, watching us with hungry eyes. Her own outfit wasn't much more substantial—a sheer nightgown that left nothing to the imagination.

"I've told Madison all about our holiday adventure," Sophia said, her hand reaching out to stroke my chest. "She didn't believe me at first."

"Until she showed me the videos," Madison added, pushing off from the door and moving toward us. "Very impressive, Mr. Davidson."

My eyebrows shot up. "Videos?"

Sophia had the decency to look slightly embarrassed. "I may have recorded some of our... activities. For personal use, of course."

"And educational purposes," Madison chimed in with a wicked grin. "I'm a very visual learner."

Before I could process this new information, Sophia's robe had fallen open, and her hand was on my crotch, squeezing my rapidly hardening cock through my sweatpants.

"Madison's been dying to experience what I've been bragging about," Sophia said, her eyes locked on mine. "I told her you wouldn't mind sharing."

"Absolutely not," Madison said, her voice dripping with fake innocence. "If you'd rather I leave..." She turned as if to go, but Sophia caught her wrist.

"Stay," I found myself saying, my cock now fully hard at the prospect of having both these beautiful young women at once. "I think we can arrange something mutually... educational."

Madison's smile was predatory as she moved closer, her hand joining Sophia's at my crotch. "I was hoping you'd say that."

What followed was beyond my wildest fantasies. Sophia directed Madison like a seasoned porn director, showing her exactly how I liked to be touched, licked, and fucked.

"He loves it when you gag on his cock," Sophia instructed as Madison took me in her mouth. "The sloppier, the better."

Madison proved to be an excellent student, taking my entire length until her nose pressed against my pubic bone, her throat constricting around the head of my cock as tears streamed down her face. Sophia watched approvingly, her fingers working her own pussy.

"Now sit on his face," Sophia commanded. "He has the most talented tongue."

Madison straddled my face, lowering her dripping pussy onto my mouth. I gripped her thighs and devoured her, my tongue delving into her tight hole before circling her clit. Above me, she moaned and ground herself against my face, her juices coating my chin.

Sophia wasn't content to just watch. She positioned herself to ride my cock, sinking down on me in one smooth motion while Madison continued to fuck my face. The two girls leaned forward to kiss each other, their breasts pressed together as they used my body for their pleasure.

"Fuck, this is even better than you said," Madison gasped as she approached her climax, her thighs trembling around my head.

For hours, we explored every possible configuration of our three bodies. I fucked Madison from behind while she ate Sophia's pussy. They took turns riding me, competing to see who could make me lose control first. At one point, they both licked and sucked my cock together, their tongues meeting around my shaft in a pornographic display that nearly made me cum on the spot.

By the time Kayla texted that she was staying at a friend's house for the night, we had moved to my bedroom. Madison was handcuffed to the headboard, a vibrator buzzing inside her ass while I pounded her pussy and Sophia sat on her face.

"I think she's a keeper," Sophia commented as Madison screamed through her fifth orgasm of the night. "Don't you, daddy?"

I could only grunt in agreement as I emptied myself inside Madison's tight pussy, adding to the loads I'd already deposited in both girls throughout the evening.

As we collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, Madison turned to me with a mischievous smile. "And this is only the first night of spring break. Just wait until you see what we have planned for tomorrow."

Sophia nodded, her fingers idly tracing patterns on my chest. "Madison's brought some toys from her personal collection that make mine look like child's play."

"And I've always wanted to try double penetration," Madison added casually, as if discussing dinner plans.

I groaned, my cock already stirring again despite multiple orgasms. "You two are going to kill me."

They laughed in unison, their hands finding each other across my chest.

"What a way to go, though," Sophia said with a wink.

And as I lay there, sandwiched between two insatiable college girls plotting ever more depraved activities for the week ahead, I couldn't help but agree.

The Swimming Pool Incident

By the third day of spring break, my entire body ached in the most satisfying way possible. Sophia and Madison had been insatiable, waking me up with their mouths on my cock, taking turns riding me until I couldn't tell whose pussy was whose anymore. The house had become our sexual playground—we'd fucked on every piece of furniture, in every room, even on the washing machine during its spin cycle while Kayla was upstairs studying.

It was a scorching hot day, unusual for spring, when Kayla suggested we all use the backyard pool. "It's finally warm enough," she said at breakfast, oblivious to the look that passed between Sophia, Madison, and me.

"Great idea," Madison replied, stretching her arms above her head so her breasts strained against her thin t-shirt. "I've been dying to cool off."

An hour later, I was sitting on the pool deck pretending to read a book while stealing glances at the three girls sunbathing. Kayla was modest in a one-piece, but Sophia and Madison had opted for the skimpiest bikinis I'd ever seen—little more than dental floss and postage stamps.

Madison kept "adjusting" her top, practically exposing her nipples each time. Sophia made a show of applying sunscreen, her fingers lingering on her inner thighs dangerously close to her barely-covered pussy. My cock strained against my swim trunks, and I had to keep the book strategically positioned on my lap.

"Mr. Davidson, could you help me with my back?" Madison called out, holding up the bottle of lotion. "I can't reach."

I hesitated, glancing at Kayla who was absorbed in her phone. "Sure," I managed, moving to kneel behind Madison.

She lay on her stomach, reaching back to untie her bikini top. "Don't want tan lines," she explained innocently.

My hands trembled as I squirted lotion onto her bare back, then began to spread it across her smooth skin. She moaned softly as my fingers worked the sunscreen into her shoulders and down her spine. When I reached the small of her back, just above her bikini bottoms, she arched subtly, pushing her ass up against my hands.

"Don't miss any spots," she murmured, spreading her legs slightly. The thin fabric of her bikini bottom had ridden up, revealing the plump lips of her pussy.

Across from us, Sophia was watching the scene with undisguised lust, her hand casually dipping beneath her own bikini bottom. I was painfully hard now, grateful for the concealing water when Madison suddenly announced, "I'm going for a swim!"

She rolled over, momentarily flashing her bare breasts at me before retying her top and jumping into the pool. Sophia followed suit, and I watched as they splashed around, their bodies glistening wet under the sun.

Eventually, Kayla's phone rang. "It's Jessie," she said, standing up. "I need to take this inside. Work stuff."

As soon as she disappeared into the house, Madison swam to the edge of the pool where I sat with my feet in the water. In one swift motion, she pulled down my swim trunks underwater and engulfed my hard cock in her mouth.

"Fuck!" I gasped, looking frantically toward the house. "Kayla could come back any second."

Sophia swam up beside Madison. "That's what makes it exciting," she said, joining Madison in taking turns sucking my cock under the water. The sight of their heads bobbing between my legs, their hair floating around them as they serviced me, was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

Madison came up for air, water streaming down her face. "I want you to fuck me right here," she whispered, her hand still working my shaft underwater. "While Sophia keeps watch."

"Are you insane?" I hissed, even as my cock throbbed at the suggestion.

Without answering, Madison turned around and pulled her bikini bottom to the side, presenting her pussy to me while gripping the pool edge. The water made her ass look even more spectacular, droplets running down the curve of her cheeks.

My resistance crumbled. I slid into the pool and positioned myself behind her, the warm water swirling around us as I guided my cock to her entrance. In one hard thrust, I buried myself to the hilt in her tight pussy.

"Yes!" she moaned, pushing back against me. "Fuck me like you mean it."

Sophia positioned herself by the sliding glass door, ostensibly sunbathing but actually keeping watch. "Hurry," she urged. "Kayla's still on the phone, but she's pacing."

I gripped Madison's hips and pounded into her, the water splashing around us with each thrust. The risk of discovery heightened every sensation. Madison reached between her legs to rub her clit as I fucked her, her pussy clenching around my cock.

"Someone's coming!" Sophia suddenly called out, just as I felt Madison's pussy contract in orgasm, her inner walls milking my cock.

I quickly pulled out and had barely adjusted my trunks when Kayla pushed open the sliding door. Madison remained in the pool, her face flushed with orgasm but hidden by the water's reflection.

"Everything okay out here?" Kayla asked, looking between us. "I thought I heard shouting."

"Just playing a diving game," Sophia said smoothly. "Madison's really competitive."

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, my cock still rock hard and unsatisfied.

Later that night, after Kayla had gone to bed, Sophia and Madison crept into my room. They were both completely naked, their bodies illuminated by the moonlight streaming through the window.

"We have a special surprise for you," Sophia whispered, climbing onto the bed beside me. She reached into a bag and pulled out a strap-on dildo, fastening it around her hips. "Madison wants to try being fucked by both of us at once."

Madison's eyes gleamed with excitement as she knelt on the bed. "I've been preparing all day," she said, turning to show me her ass. A jeweled butt plug glistened between her cheeks. "I'm ready for you to take me in both holes."

My cock, which had been denied release at the pool, hardened instantly. Madison positioned herself over me, removing the plug and slowly sinking down on my shaft, her ass stretching to accommodate my thickness. Sophia moved behind her, her strap-on poised at Madison's pussy.

"Ready for both of us?" Sophia asked, her voice husky with desire.

Madison nodded, her eyes closed in concentration as Sophia pushed forward, filling her pussy while I filled her ass. The feeling of Sophia's strap-on separated from my cock by only the thin wall of tissue inside Madison was indescribable.

"Oh god," Madison gasped as we both began to move inside her. "So full... so fucking full."

We established a rhythm, one pushing in while the other pulled out, creating a continuous wave of penetration that had Madison babbling incoherently. Her body shook between us, her tits bouncing with each thrust as Sophia reached around to pinch her nipples.

"I can feel you through her," Sophia moaned, her hips working the dildo deeper into Madison's pussy. "It's like we're fucking each other too."

The thought pushed me dangerously close to the edge. Madison sensed it and clenched her ass around my cock, milking me skillfully. "Cum in my ass," she begged. "Fill me up while Sophia fucks my pussy."

I couldn't hold back any longer. With a guttural groan, I exploded inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her bowels. The intensity of my orgasm triggered Madison's own release, her entire body convulsing between us as she came with a scream that we barely managed to muffle with a pillow.

Sophia continued thrusting through Madison's orgasm, grinding her own clit against the base of the strap-on until she too climaxed, her body collapsing forward onto Madison's back.

For several minutes, we lay tangled together, our sweat-slicked bodies catching our breath. Madison was the first to speak, her voice ragged from screaming.

"That was just the appetizer," she said, reaching for a large bag beside the bed. She dumped its contents onto the mattress—an array of vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, nipple clamps, and restraints that made even Sophia's eyes widen. "The night's just getting started."

Dawn was breaking by the time we finally collapsed in exhaustion. Madison lay spread-eagle on the bed, her body covered in my cum, her holes red and gaping from hours of relentless fucking. Sophia was beside her, the skin of her ass still bearing the marks of the riding crop Madison had produced from her bag of tricks. I lay between them, drained but utterly satisfied.

"Best. Spring break. Ever," Madison mumbled before drifting off to sleep.

One Year Later

Spring break eventually came to an end, though not before Sophia, Madison, and I had explored every possible sexual combination and fantasy we could imagine. The girls returned to college with their bodies marked by our encounters—bite marks on their necks, bruises on their thighs, and their holes thoroughly used. They left me with memories that kept me hard for weeks afterward and promises to return whenever possible.

True to their word, they found excuses to visit throughout the year. Sometimes together, sometimes separately. Madison would "forget" something and need to retrieve it while Kayla was in class. Sophia would arrive a day early for weekend visits, giving us precious hours alone. Each visit pushed our boundaries further, our encounters growing more intense and depraved as our secret relationship evolved.

It was nearly a year later when things took an unexpected turn. Kayla had gotten an internship abroad for the summer and would be gone for three months. She'd barely boarded her flight when I received a text from Sophia.

"We're on our way over. Madison and I have a surprise for you."

Two hours later, they arrived at my doorstep with suitcases. "We sublet our apartment for the summer," Madison explained with a wicked grin. "Hope you don't mind some long-term guests."

The next few weeks were a sexual marathon. With no need to hide or sneak around, we fucked whenever and wherever we wanted. We cooked naked, swam naked, had orgies in every room of the house. Madison installed a sex swing in the guest bedroom and brought her collection of toys, which now filled an entire dresser.

One evening, as we lay exhausted on my bed after a particularly intense session—Madison had just experienced her first triple penetration with me in her ass, Sophia's strap-on in her pussy, and a vibrator in her mouth—Sophia propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me seriously.

"We need to talk about something," she said, uncharacteristically somber.

My heart sank. I had known this couldn't last forever, but I wasn't ready for it to end. These two women had awakened something in me I hadn't known existed.

"What is it?" I asked, bracing myself for the inevitable goodbye.

Sophia exchanged a glance with Madison, who nodded encouragingly. "We're graduating next year," she began. "And we've been talking about what comes next."

"I understand," I said, trying to keep the disappointment from my voice. "You'll be starting your careers, moving on. It's been fun, but—"

"We want to move in with you," Madison interrupted. "Permanently."

I stared at them, certain I'd misheard. "What?"

Sophia took my hand. "This past year has been the best of my life. What we have—the three of us—it's special. We don't want it to end."

"But what about Kayla?" I asked, my mind racing. "Your careers? Your lives?"

Madison shrugged. "Kayla's planning to move to New York after graduation. We can find jobs here. As for our lives..." She gestured to our naked bodies entwined on the bed. "This is the life we want."

"We've talked about it a lot," Sophia added. "We know it's unconventional. People might not understand. But we don't care. We want you. Both of us."

I looked between them, these two beautiful young women who had turned my world upside down. "Are you sure this is what you want? I'm old enough to be your—"

"Don't say it," Madison cut in, placing her finger on my lips. "Age is just a number. The way you make us feel... that's what matters."

"Plus," Sophia added with a sly smile, "we're not exactly looking for a conventional relationship. We like sharing. We like being shared. And we know you do too."

She was right. The thought of having both of them in my life, in my bed, permanently, made my cock stir despite our recent exertions.

"What would this look like?" I asked cautiously.

"However we want it to look," Madison replied. "That's the beauty of it. No rules except the ones we make. We could all share the master bedroom. Or we could each have our own space and come together when we want. We could go out as a throuple sometimes, or you could date each of us separately as well."

"The point is," Sophia said, "we want to build something together. Something that works for all of us."

I pulled them both to me, overwhelmed by emotion. "Yes," I said simply. "Let's do it."

That night, we made love differently than we ever had before. It wasn't the frantic, animalistic fucking we'd become accustomed to. It was slower, deeper, more connected. As I moved inside Sophia while she kissed Madison, I felt something shift between us—something that transcended the physical pleasure we'd been chasing.

The summer passed in a blissful haze of sex and domesticity. We settled into a routine of sorts, though one that would shock most conventional households. Mornings often began with one or both of them sucking my cock to wake me up. Evenings frequently ended with all three of us tangled together, exhausted and satisfied.

We transformed the basement into what Madison jokingly called our "play space"—complete with a St. Andrew's cross, a spanking bench, and an assortment of restraints hanging from the walls. The pool became our favorite spot for afternoon delight, especially after we installed privacy hedges around the yard.

When September approached and Kayla returned from her internship for a brief visit before her senior year, we carefully maintained our façade. But as soon as she left for school, Sophia and Madison officially moved their remaining belongings into my house—our house now.

"To new beginnings," Sophia toasted that night, raising her glass of champagne. She was wearing nothing but the collar I'd given her as a "moving in" present, the diamond pendant dangling between her breasts catching the light.

"To us," Madison added, equally naked except for her matching collar. She was sitting on my lap, my cock already buried inside her as we drank.

"To us," I echoed, looking at the two women who had completely transformed my life. What had begun as a forbidden holiday encounter had evolved into something I never could have imagined—a relationship that defied convention but fulfilled us in ways traditional arrangements never could.

Later that night, as they lay sleeping on either side of me, their bodies warm against mine, I realized I'd never been happier. The path forward wouldn't always be easy. There would be challenges, judgments, complications. But with Sophia and Madison by my side—or rather, with me between them—I was ready to face whatever came next.

Some might call what we had wrong or perverted. But in the tangle of our bodies, in the synchronicity of our desires, in the home we were building together, I had found something that felt undeniably right.

And I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world.
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