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Revenge: A Next Door Daddy Story

	 

	I didn’t mind that my son started to date the girl next door. Literally the girl next door, the one he’d grown up next to.

	I did find it kind of funny that it took them until they went to college to figure all this out. But hey, they were both 18 and could do whatever they wanted.

	She was always coming over to hang out with him. And she only came over more when she really started budding into a woman. Had I been my boy, that was when I would’ve made my move.

	But he always seemed content to keep it at friendship. Until they’d moved away to the same school, that was.

	They went to the state school 20 miles from our town, and were often back on weekends. They tended to alternate between my house and her parents’. Though more at mine, since I tended to be a little more forgiving of them sleeping in the same room.

	But hey, they were adults, right?

	Though I also wasn’t really certain how Beau, my boy, managed to get Angela. Because she was far prettier than you’re given girl-next-door.

	My son wasn’t the best looking guy, so that always kind of mystified me. I never brought this up, of course. 

	Who would tell their son that they thought his girlfriend was out of his league? Not a good dad, anyway.

	Actually, I caught myself looking at her sometimes. I have a pool in my backyard and in the summer they like to use it.

	And I have to say, Angela always made me do I double-take. I’d walk by the window and catch an image of her round, firm ass in those revealing bottoms and stop to watch the water drip down her taut young body.

	She caught me at least once. I hoped that she couldn’t see the way my cheeks burned and I waved and walked away.

	And the clothes young women wore these days! Those tight yoga pants she wore just killed me sometimes.

	The tops weren’t much better, providing only the bare minimum of coverage so that I had to no choice but to look at her perky tits and the smooth firmness of her stomach.

	So yeah, I didn’t mind them coming to stay on the weekends.

	Me, I was pretty content to stay single. After Beau’s mom left, I liked the freer lifestyle. Liked going down to the bar and bringing a woman back if I wanted some company. Liked that she left in the morning and I didn’t have to worry about her coming back.

	No, I had no qualms about being a single parent these last few years.

	It was Friday evening and Beau and Angela arrived just as the sun began to set.

	As soon as they came in, I could tell something was wrong. Angela didn’t really look at Beau. When she did, her eyes went icy.

	He didn’t seem to notice either way.

	They stayed quiet all evening, and Beau actually ended up turning in early. Angela stayed down in the living room with me.

	Except she didn’t stay still. She paced back and forth in front of the TV, arms crossed tightly beneath her breasts. I didn’t mind; she wore some nice tight pants.

	“Something the matter?” I said finally.

	She stopped in front of the TV and turned to face me. Blossoms of rosy blush bloomed in her cheeks.

	They were angry blooms.

	“You could say that,” she said.

	“And what would you say?” I pulled myself into a more upright position on the couch.

	“Beau cheated on me,” she said.

	My mouth opened and then closed. “Beau? Are you sure?”

	That seemed beyond belief. As I said before, Angela was way out of his league. Why would he even want someone else?

	She unhooked her arms long enough to wipe hard at her eyes, “I was going to visit him in his dorm and he’d left his door open a crack. I saw the two of them in bed… doing it.”

	That explains the iciness, I thought. But it didn’t explain why Beau appeared completely cavalier about the whole thing.

	“What did he do when you confronted him?” I said.

	“I didn’t. He doesn’t know that I know,” she replied.

	“What? Why not?”

	She threw her hands up. I couldn’t help but notice that all her high feelings made her nipples perk up against her bra. “I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it, okay? I shouldn’t have even told you. Ugh, I’m going to bed! In the guest room, if that’s cool.”

	“Sure, why not?” I said.

	She stomped so hard up the stairs and slammed the door I thought for sure that Beau would go check on her, but I didn’t hear his door open at all.

	I shook my head. I have an idiot for a son.

	Then I made a decision. I wanted to help.

	I went upstairs, no clue what was about to happen.

	I knocked on the door to the guest room, heard crying inside. My heart pattered in my chest when I pushed the door open.

	Angela stood with her back to me, leaning against the dresser. Her whole body shook.

	I closed the door behind me. She turned around at the door. She wasn’t actually crying, just trembling a lot, holding the tears back.

	“He’s an idiot,” I said, “But maybe you guys can fix this if he owns up to it. I can be there, if you want?”

	“Maybe…” she said, leaning back against the dresser. Her nipples still pressed hard against her bra and shirt.

	I tried to ignore the tingles low in my stomach. She’s your son’s girlfriend! You’re old enough to be her father!

	“What can I do to help?” I said.

	“I don’t know,” she replied, her head dropping down.

	She looked so alone, so upset. 

	Walking right in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her shirt. 

	It was just supposed to be a comforting hug. But I could smell the light scent of her body. And I loved the way she felt against me. 

	It just happened. There was no explaining it.

	Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back. 

	Then she started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

	Pulling back, I said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up?”

	I didn’t think Beau would. If he hadn’t come out for all the stomping and door slamming, this certainly wouldn’t rouse him.

	“I’m sure,” she said, “Watch this.”

	I frowned, not knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard. The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there were no sounds of stirring from Beau’s room. 

	I started saying, “What the—“ but Angela went up on her tiptoes and sucked my bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the waist of my pants away from my body. 

	Angela noticed my straining cock. She undid my pants and slipped her hand in around my shaft. Every time she squeezed or ran her hand up and down, she bit into my lip.

	Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I managed to get my lip out from between her teeth, and I pulled back a bit.

	“You’re not a virgin, are you?” I said. I couldn’t be certain. Beau always seemed so… disiniterested.

	She gave me a wicked smile, and I again marvelled at how nice that smile was without her braces. “I think you know the answer. It’s all just been practice, though.” As she said this, she reached behind herself and grabbed one of my hands. She guided it down to cup her ass. Her flesh felt so firm under my fingers.

	“Practice for what?” I asked.

	“You. When I come here you’re showing off that tight body like it’s nothing. Do you have any idea how many years I spent fingering myself, trying to imagine that my finger was your hard cock in me? Why do you think I come over so much?”

	I was shocked. I’d always figured she had a bit of a crush on me. It just seems to be a thing; women like older men. I had no idea that she had wanted to fuck me all this time. 

	She’s 18 now, I kept telling myself. Legal.

	Angela let go of my cock. I saw that her palm and fingers were all slick with my precum. The smile still on her face, she slowly licked it from her hand.

	“And now,” she said, drawing her arms back, “You’re all mine. Because I want to get back at Beau. And I’ve always wanted you to fuck me. Two birds with one stone.”

	Then she shoved me, hard. My hands slipped away from her as I stumbled backwards. My knees caught on the side of the bed and I fell down onto it hard enough that the headboard smacked against the wall. 

	Starting to sit up, I said, “Whoa, girl. Let’s take things nice and slow.”

	Angela came up and shoved me over again. “Don’t get up until I tell you to. I have been waiting for this for far too long. Besides,” she smiled and I saw a wicked glint in her eye, “I thought boys always want it rough?”

	I was speechless. Up to now, all of my sexual experiences had been pretty vanilla. I’d slapped a girl on the ass once while we were fucking and she seemed to like it, but we hadn’t gone any farther than that.

	Facing away from me, Angela began taking off her clothes. My cock stood straight out from my body as she removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. She had a nice, petite figure, and the curves of her back made me want to touch her. But I so wanted her to turn around so I could get a look at her tits. 

	Unbuttoning her pants, she pulled those and her panties down. She bent over, and I saw that her pussy was shaved. I wasn’t certain, but I thought I saw a bit of wetness there, too. 

	She looked over her shoulder at me and saw me staring at her ass. “Like what you see?” She wiggled her butt at me.

	“Umm, yes,” I said as though there could be any doubt. 

	Then she jumped at me. I yelped as she grabbed my pants and ripped them roughly off my body. I felt her nails scratching along my thighs as she pulled my boxers off. Grabbing my shirt, she pulled it most of the way over my head and stopped. I couldn’t really see anything.

	Her lips pressed against mine, and her tongue slipped into my mouth while I felt her hand wrap around my cock and stroke it up and down far too slowly than I wanted. She used her other hand to hold my wrists above my head on the bed so that I couldn’t even reach down and touch the magnificent body she’d revealed. It was so frustrating. 

	I felt her let go of my cock, and I raised my hips a little in protest. She stopped kissing me, and I had only a moment to wonder why.

	She slapped me again. It stung so much. I gritted my teeth. I forgot momentarily about that cheek when she hauled off and slapped the other one.

	“Are you going to be a good boy, now?” She said, talking like I was a baby.

	I didn’t know if I could talk yet, so I just nodded. As soon as I had, I heard and felt her grab a pillow. She must have taken the case off it, because the next thing I knew, she’d twisted it around into a rope and tied my wrists with it. Experimentally, I tried to move my hands. I couldn’t; she’d tied them to the headboard as well. 

	All ten of her fingernails pressed against my chest. She pushed down, letting me feel each point dig deeper into my pecs. Then she dragged them down my torso. It felt like every muscle in my body flexed as I arched my back and held my breath.

	When her hands reached my cock, she let her thumbs brush against my shaft as she continued running her nails down my body. I shivered as I felt my cock get wet with precum leaking from the tip. 

	I jumped as I felt her teeth lightly rest on the head of my cock. She brought her hands back up my thighs, grabbing my cock with one and cradling my balls with the other. She started biting down on me, making my nerves go wild. Just as it started to hurt too much, I felt her tongue start rapidly licking up and down the little slit at the tip of my cock. I wrenched at my bonds, but she’d tied to pillowcase too well. All I succeeded in doing was making the bed creak a little. 

	Angela must have noticed, but her teeth left my cock. I felt her shift on the bed.

	“Did I tell you to try to get free?”

	I immediately stopped all efforts to get out, saying, “No.”

	“Fuck!” I yelled in the next moment. She’d grabbed both of my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched her nails into that sensitive flesh.

	“Are you going to do anything else without me telling you to?”

	“No!” I said.

	She twisted my nipples then, and said, “Are you sure?”

	“Oh Jesus, I won’t!”

	Letting go of my nipples, she bent over and gave each a gentle kiss. “Good. Now, hold still.” 

	I felt her straddle my chest. The next second, she sat on my face. Her hot little pussy pressed against my mouth. I felt how wet she was on my lips. Sticking out my tongue, I found her clit with it.

	“Oh yeah, that’s it,” she said. She started grinding her pussy against my face, shoving the back of my head painfully into the mattress. I didn’t care. I held my tongue steady as I felt her clit get stiffer and her pussy get wetter. Her juices leaked into my mouth, and I felt myself get harder. 

	She must have seen it, because she wrapped her thumb and index finger in a ring at the very bottom of my cock. She squeezed them tightly, holding my cock in place. 

	Her teeth touched my cock again. This time, I felt her mouth slip farther down my shaft. Her lips wrapped around my rod as she slowly moved her mouth up and down my length, letting her teeth excite the nerves while her tongue concentrated on the head.  

	Angela’s grinding grew more insistent. Her teeth pressed a little harder against my cock, and I wished I could grit my own teeth at the feeling. But I’d have to pull my tongue back into my mouth, and I was currently using it to lick her little clit and I didn’t want to stop. 

	She had to pull her head back while she came on my face. She jerked my cock hard as her juices flowed down my cheeks and her hips went wild. 

	“Yes. Eat my pussy,” she said. 

	Letting go of my shaft, she pressed her nails low on my thighs and dragged them up towards my torso. That time, I did grit my teeth, nearly biting my tongue in my haste. 

	“Give me that nice big cock,” she said. 

	She turned around on me. A shock of excitement flooded me as I felt her grab my dick again. She angled it as she lowered herself. I felt my head bump against her sopping opening. More of her juices ran down my shaft as I eagerly waited to feel her pussy envelope my cock in its wet tightness. But she didn’t lower herself down on me. 

	“Do you want me?” Angela asked.

	“Yes,” I said.

	She slapped me again, so hard that I saw spots.

	“Yes, what?”

	I swallowed, trying to think of what she wanted me to say. All I could think about was how tantalizingly close I was to fucking her. My cock was against her pussy, and the tip was actually inside the tight ring at her opening. 

	She slapped me again, the sound leaving a ringing in my ears.

	“Yes, I want to fuck you, Angela!” I yelled.

	I felt her hands on the sides of my face. Hooking my shirt with her thumbs, she slowly drew it up over my eyes. I looked up at her naked body. Her tits were round and firm, with hard nipples. My eyes travelled down her body. I saw her poised over my cock. My dick was actually trembling against her hole. 

	Angela lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth and exhaled as I watched my cock enter her. She was the tightest girl I’d ever been with, and I watched the skin on my shaft get pushed down as she let me fill her. Angela started slowly at first, lifting herself so that I could a look at the bald, wet lips of her pussy moving along my shaft. Angela moved her hands to my chest to better support her weight. I saw her breasts and chest suddenly pebble with goosebumps, and a moment later, her pussy squeezed me more tightly. We both gasped.

	It was like her pussy was massaging my shaft with its warmth and tightness, travelling up and down my length. Soon, Angela was practically bouncing up and down on me. The bed creaked and rattled as her hips slammed down against mine over and over. 

	“Suck on my finger,” she told me.

	She jammed her middle finger into my open mouth. I eagerly closed my lips around it and started sucking as hard as I could, wrapping my tongue around it and getting it all soaked with my spit. 

	As my mouth tightened around her, her pussy clenched and squeezed around my cock.

	“I’m going to come on you,” Angela said. She pulled her finger out of my mouth and grabbed my chin, “You’re going to come with me. I want to feel your cum in my pussy, I want you to blow your load in me.”

	She put that hand back on my chest. She started to come first, digging her nails so hard and deep into my chest that I thought she cut into my skin. My body tightened in response, and I felt the first spurt of cum shoot out of my hard, trembling cock.

	“Yeah, fucking come in me,” Angela screamed, “Oh God, I can feel it hitting the back!”

	Angela was still jamming her tight pussy up and down my shaft even while we both came. My balls tightened and my cock jerked each time I shot more cum into her tight cunt.

	I felt her pussy’s grip on me relax a bit. Angela slumped forward, lying on top of me. Her whole body trembled. I wanted to reach down and hold her, but the knot she’d tied just wouldn’t budge.

	Even though we’d finished, my shaft remained at full hardness inside her for several minutes.

	“Do you think he heard?” Angela said, resting her head on my chest.

	I listened for a bit, but didn’t hear any activity from Beau’s room. “Not sure. Maybe?”

	She kissed my chest and my shoulder and neck. Her lips were lovely and soft and warm. “Then we’re going to fuck every day until he does. What do you think of that?”

	I thought it was a terrible idea. But she was such a good lay. “Sounds fine to me.

	



	



Babysitter: Hot for the Daddy Next Door

	I paid for pretty much my entire first year of college through babysitting. I liked the work, and it was easy money plus lots of time to work on school projects.

	I kept a few main clients who pretty much always wanted me on specific days.

	One of those clients was Ryan. He was a bit older, somewhere in his early 40s, and also a single dad.

	I have to say one reason I kept working for him was because I had something of a crush on him.

	He was always so nice and understanding, and he always paid me a bit extra.

	And it wasn’t long before, back in my dorm room, I snuck my hand down between my thighs late at night and thought about what it might be like if he touched me there.

	It always got me completely sopping wet. As in when I finished I had to sneak out of bed and change my panties wet.

	Because my fantasy was very specific. See, I’d been watching a lot of porn lately to try and scratch the itch and I’d become pretty obsessed with the idea of being bred.

	Of having an older man pound my tight, young pussy until he couldn’t take it anymore and emptied his balls inside of me.

	There was nothing hotter. I always came when I got to that part of my fantasy. The one where Ryan’s big, hard cock slid in and out of my tight wetness, his shaft glistening with my nectar.

	And then I’d beg him to fill me up. He’d fuck me even harder, his cock like a rock inside of me.

	And then I’d feel it. Feel his shaft jerk. Feel the warmth of his load splash against my back wall…

	Because I’d been babysitting for so long, I kind of wanted a kid of my own rather than continue taking care of other people’s.

	I couldn’t think of a better guy than Ryan. Secure career, good looking, nice.

	All I had to do was seduce him. But I figured that wouldn’t be too hard. I was 18 years old, I hit the gym regularly, played volleyball, kept myself looking good. Wasn’t that every guy’s wet dream?

	Like clockwork, I got Ryan’s text for tonight’s sitting job. I sat back in my desk chair, chewing on my bottom lip.

	I shot him a message back saying I’d be there.

	Except I showed up to his place an hour early. This wasn’t really a problem for the sitting: his son always went to bed super early since he was so little. That was yet another reason I liked Ryan so much.

	I wore a skirt with no panties on beneath, and a thin top with no bra so that my already perky nipples pressed invitingly against the soft fabric.

	I put on my most chipper smile when I danced up the couple steps of his front porch and pushed the doorbell.

	He showed up at the door in slacks and a button down still tucked in from work.

	“Brycie, you’re early!” he said.

	His eyes flicked down to my chest and then back up. My pussy quivered, and this undulating sensation of warmth moved low in my tummy.

	“Sorry, is that okay? My bus changed schedules so this was the latest I could get here,” I lied.

	I licked my lips, which I’d spread some gloss on earlier to really highlight them.

	“Sure, no problem,” Ryan said, stepping aside to let me in.

	He led me into the living room, where he had some sports thing going on TV and a brown bottle of Bud on the coffee table.

	He sat down on the couch and then nodded at the easy chair to the other side, but I sat down on the couch, too.

	My whole body buzzed with desire. It ached inside of me. I couldn’t believe how horny I was already.

	He’s definitely going to knock me up, I thought¸ how could he not, with me this turned on? I was definitely going to cum all over his cock and pull every last drop of his load deep into my waiting womb.

	“You want anything to drink?” Ryan said.

	I could see him giving me the side-eye, doing his best to not look directly at my smooth thighs.

	“No, thanks,” I said. My stomach had clenched up so tightly in anticipation I didn’t think I could manage a single swallow of anything.

	We sat there for a while quietly, the game going on the background. The air filled with this sort of static tension.

	I turned towards him, bringing my feet up onto the couch and my knees up to my chest. I let my thighs open up a bit so that if he looked at me there would be no way he wouldn’t get a glimpse of my bald and wet little pussy.

	“Ryan?” I said.

	“Yeah, what’s up?” he replied, lifting the beer from the table.

	“You know what I like the most about sex?” I said, turning my sweet smile to a devilish one.

	The bottle stopped halfway to his lips. He glanced quickly down at my bare thighs, then forced his gaze back up to my face.

	“Excuse me, young lady?” Ryan said, trying to put on his best “daddy” voice. All it did was make me feel wetter.

	I leaned forward, making sure he could see down my shirt. “My favorite part is where the guy’s cock stiffens up even more than it already has, getting so hard I can feel every little bulge, and then he fills me up with his hot load.”

	Opening my mouth, I ran the tip of my tongue slowly along my lips. Even with his legs crossed, I could see his cock hardening. 

	He opened his mouth to talk, but I cut him off, “I love it even more when the guy is so horny, with a nice, big cock, that when he comes I can feel it hitting inside me. God, it just makes me come all over him...”

	My heart doing a machinegun beat in my chest, I reached forward and grabbed Ryan’s stiff cock through his shorts. I could see a little spot in the cloth where his precum had already leaked. 

	“Oh, Brycie, we shouldn’t,” Ryan said, making no move to get my hand off his throbbing shaft.

	Remembering something from some porn I’d seen, I said, “I want you to breed me, Ryan.”

	Ryan set his beer down, then ran his hands slowly up my thighs. “What’s that?” he asked.

	I leaned forward until my lips were right by his ear, “That’s where we fuck without a condom and you come inside me. Don’t you want to feel our bare flesh rubbing together so much until you can’t take it anymore? Until you fill your daughter’s little pussy up with your cum?” I finished by sucking his earlobe into my mouth and nipping it.

	Ryan trembled, and I could feel his cock practically pulsing in my hand. 

	“Yes, baby,” he finally said, “But not here.”

	Before I could say anything, he shoved his hands under my ass and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his body as he stood up and went down the hall. The guest room on the ground floor was closest. Ryan practically tore the door off in his hurry to get inside. 

	Throwing out his hand, he turned the light on and then dumped me on the bed. He grabbed the neck of his shirt and yanked it over his head. Before he could pull it off, I laid on my stomach in front of him and yanked the waistband of his shorts down, using his balls to keep them from moving back up again. His hard cock quivered a little as it stood straight out from his body.

	He was still struggling with his tight shirt as I grabbed his cock with one hand and sunk my lips down over his head. Ryan jumped when I did that. Using the tip of my tongue, I played with the ridges around the head.

	My pussy was already so wet that I knew he’d be able to slide his big cock right on in, but the way it turned a guy on to have his cock sucked turned me on even more. 

	“Oh, Ryan,” I said, licking at the tip of his member as he pulled his shirt off, “Your cock is so warm and hard in my mouth.”

	Throwing his shirt on the floor, he grabbed the back of my head with one hand. I could see all the muscles and veins bulging in his arm. Still just running the tip of my tongue over the taut flesh of his cock, I began stroking him. Each time I pulled up, I milked more precum out of him that I had to lick away.

	Groaning, I let my lips slip over his head and down his shaft. As I sucked him, he ran his free hand down my back. He cupped one of my ass cheeks for a moment, squeezing it hard, before shoving his fingers between my legs. I moaned more as he massaged my pussy through my shorts. I arched my ass into the air a little so that he could rub it better. 

	I urged my mouth farther and farther down his shaft as his rubbing became more insistent. It was like he was trying to rub right through my shorts to get at my delicate pink folds. 

	Squeezing my other ass cheek for a moment, he flattened his hand and ran it under my shorts. With one quick move, I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts so that his fingers could move over my bare flesh.

	As soon as he could slip a finger between my legs, he entered me.

	“Oh, Ryan!” I said, pulling my head back and screwing my eyes shut as he shoved his finger deeper into my pussy. I’d already soaked his finger with my pussy juices, and he slid it as deeply as in could. His other fingers rubbed against my lips and my clit, sending little jolts through me that made me tighten up around him. 

	“You touch me so good, Ryan. I love you so much,” I said before ramming my lips down his shaft again.

	“You’re so wet for me, baby. You get me so hard,” Ryan said.

	He pulled his finger out of me. It was all shiny and soaked. I felt my pussy quiver when he stuck his finger into his mouth and sucked all the juices off it. I grabbed his hand and pulled it down next to his cock. I shoved his finger all the way into my mouth, letting my lips trail back along it, before doing the same thing to his cock.

	Ryan watched me with wide eyes as I did this, the fisting holding the back of my head clenching harder with each moment. 

	“Will you fuck my pussy, Ryan?” I said, batting my eyes and smiling up at him. I took the tip of his cock in my mouth and tongued it while I waited for an answer. More of his salty precum leaked out and I slurped it up. 

	“Brycie, I want to fuck you so badly my balls ache.”

	I let go of him, then wriggled around on the bed as I shoved my shorts down my legs and finally kicked them off. His eyes were glued to my round and firm ass while I did this. I kissed the tip of his cock while I clenched my ass cheeks for him.

	“Do me from behind, Ryan,” I said, moving my forearms under me and sticking my ass a little higher in the air for him. 

	Ryan climbed up on the bed behind me, straddling my thighs. I felt the head of his cock rest in the cleft of my ass. I started gyrating my hips, letting the slippery wetness of my saliva on him let him slide around. I felt a little tickle every time I felt him pass over my asshole. He watched my young body with his hungry eyes.

	“You want me to fuck you, Brycie?” Ryan said, grabbing my ass cheeks and prying them apart.

	“Nice and hard, Ryan,” I said, smiling over my shoulder at him.

	Gritting his teeth, I watched as Ryan pushed down on the top of his shaft with one thumb. This moved his cock my sliding up and down my ass to between my legs. He leaned forward. I gasped as he entered me. Even though my pussy and his cock were already totally soaked, I still had to stretch out around his girth. 

	I heard his breath catch as he put more of his weight into it, sinking his cock more deeply into my tight little pussy. He was so thick that a little bit of pain mingled with the pleasure of feeling him inside me. I shut my eyes and pushed my forehead against the mattress. 

	Sucking in a deep breath, I started pushing back against him. I heard him grunt as my tightness pulled against the skin on his cock. 

	Panting, I looked back over my shoulder. I felt myself tighten up more when I saw him. His abs were flexed, and he was staring straight down at my pussy as it strained around him.

	“Ryan,” I said, making him look at him, “I love the way you feel inside me. Nothing in between, just your skin on my skin. Am I tight enough for you?”

	I felt his cock jerk a little inside me when I said that, and it was his turn to suck in a sharp breath and his fingers squeezed my ass harder.

	“Yes, Brycie, your pussy is nice and tight. I wish you could see how you’re all stretched out around my cock.”

	He pulled his cock out a little, then shoved it back into me. Neither of us spoke for the next little bit as he fucked me over and over. I could feel my pussy being forced apart a little more each time he entered me again. 

	Soon, I felt his hips bump against my ass. He got balls deep into my pussy. I could feel his balls slap against my lips then. I squeezed his shaft tightly with my pussy, making myself as tight as I could, whenever he pushed into me. 

	“I love how you fuck me, Ryan,” I said.

	He responded by giving my ass another squeeze. We were at a good rhythm, his rod pounding me at a quick pace. 

	I was really starting to get into it, my whole body trembling as my soft pussy yielded to his hard cock. My breathing was more like a series of pants, groans, and moans than anything.

	It was like I’d gone to a different level of reality, where all sensation just blurred into pure sensual pleasure. Aside from our fucking, I had completely lost touch with the world. 

	It was because of this that I squealed out as my Ryan grabbed me by the thighs and, pushing my leg back so that it wouldn’t hit him, rolled me onto my back with his cock still buried all the way into my trembling pussy. 

	I looked up into his strained face and he smiled. “I want to see the look on you when I come,” he said. 

	With that, he pushed my knees back against my chest and started giving me the hardest pounding I’ve ever had. His cock slammed into me, the head bumping against the back lightly each time. He pushed both my legs together and rested them on one shoulder. I closed my eyes and pushed my head back against the mattress at the suddenly increased tightness. 

	I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my breasts, rolling my stiff nipples between my fingers as my Ryan continued pounding my pussy hard and fast. All I could hear were his grunts, the wet noises of my pussy as his bare cock slid in and out of it, and the slap of his balls against my flesh. 

	“Come inside me, Ryan,” I begged him, stretching out my hand to feel his hard abs as they flexed with each thrust.

	“I can’t... I can’t stop it anymore,” Ryan said, an expression close to pain crossing his handsome face. 

	That expression coincided with a stiffening of his cock inside me. I moaned at the new hardness. 

	I knew Ryan was about to come inside me. I wanted it so badly; my body wanted it so badly.

	“Fill me up, Ryan!” I moaned, my young and nubile body writhing on the mattress as my pussy strained around his member.

	“Brycie!” Ryan yelled as his cock jumped in me. I felt his cum shoot against the back of my pussy again and again. I screamed out wordlessly as my pussy tensed up around his member, holding it in while I came all over him. 

	The warmth of his cum spread throughout my body in waves with my orgasm. Ryan went still as his cock jumped fitfully a few times. He stayed inside me for a little longer, letting my pussy massage out any cum left in him. 

	He pulled his cock out with a wet noise. I quickly covered up my pussy with one hand so that none of his seed could trickle out of me onto the bed. I couldn’t let my mom find out about this, not if I wanted to it happen again, at least. 

	“It feels like there’s so much in me, Ryan,” I said.

	“Yeah, well, I wanted you really badly,” he said. 

	“That’s good. That should definitely get my pregnant!” I said.

	“What?” he replied, shifting back, “I thought you were on the pill!”

	“Nope. Man, you came so much in me! There’s no way I’m not pregnant!” I said.

	“Fuck,” Ryan replied.

	



	



Daddy Next Door Gets Rough

	 

	“I’m so glad you could come camping with us!” Michelle hugged me again.

	I swear it was at least the 10th time that she’d done that. Since we got to the campsite. Probably, like, the hundredth since I’d gotten to her house early that morning and we all set out on this trip.

	“Yeah, thanks for inviting me,” I said.

	My eyes strayed over Michelle’s shoulder to Brent, Michelle’s dad, as he got to work digging out the dirt for a fire pit and then settling some tinder and wood inside.

	He was the real reason that I’d come along. I hated camping. Hated the outdoors, really. Except for beaches, of course. They were awesome.

	I just hoped that the mosquitoes didn’t eat me alive. I hadn’t really planned for this very well, I knew.

	For one, I’d put on the smallest, tightest pair of shorts that I owned. So short that my ass hung out the bottom of the legs.

	“I’m so happy you girls both decided to come along,” Brent said, “I thought I’d lost you both to college!”

	“Never,” Michelle and I said at the same time while she released me from this latest hug.

	Brent smiled at us, at me, and I felt the heat rush into my cheeks. I hoped he put it down to all the sunshine still streaming in through the trees.

	Actually, I didn’t.

	Actually, I wanted him to see me as a woman. As a hot little 18-year-old piece of ass. That’s what I wanted. Well, that, and for him to fuck my brains out.

	See, I’d always had a big crush on Michelle’s dad. There was something about him that just turned me on.

	And now that I was 18 and out my parents’ house, I decided I’d wanted to fulfill that fantasy finally.

	Though I realized again how poorly I’d planned on this.

	What, is he supposed to fuck you right in front of Michelle? I thought.

	I had some vague notion of sneaking out of the tent that she and I would be sharing later and into his.

	Maybe waking him up with nice, slow blowjob.

	I pictured it all so clearly in my head that my pussy throbbed with desire. Sneaking into his tent. Taking his cock in my mouth and feeling it get hard as I licked it all up and down.

	Him waking up, maybe doing something like trying to stop me. But then his own desires overcoming it and him pushing my smooth, pale thighs aside so he could slowly sink every inch of his rigid shaft into my aching pussy with one hand over my mouth so that we wouldn’t wake Michelle…

	My eyes glazed over and I swallowed hard.

	I’d caught him once or twice coming out of the shower. By “accident,” of course. I knew he was big down there.

	I knew I’d barely be able to fit him in my mouth. I also knew that if he pushed that monster into my tight little pussy I wouldn’t be able to stay quiet.

	“This place is amazing!” Michelle said, turning in a slow circle to take in the little meadow we’d found away from the main camping area.

	“Yeah, it’s really nice,” I said, trying to see if I could make out the outline of Brent’s cock through his shorts.

	“I just wish the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said, not even noticing the way I practically drooled over her dad.

	I didn’t care that he was the same age as my dad. I wanted him. And I wanted him to want me.

	All I had to do was figure out some way to show him that.

	“If only the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said.

	Brent struck a long match and then lit the tinder in the cute little teepee he’d made in the fire pit. “Guess you’ll have to be willing to take a hike if we want this spot all to ourselves. Or just go in the woods.”

	“Eww!” Michelle said, “Gross! I’m not going in the woods like some animal.”

	“Suit yourself,” Brent told her.

	The sun went down later and we’d all had supper and a good amount of water and tea with it.

	We all sat around the fire, me trying to keep my eyes off Brent. 

	Michelle jumped to her feet. “Gotta go! Guess I’ll be back eventually.”

	“Take a flashlight,” Brent told her.

	“Try not to bore her to death, okay, dad?” Michelle said as she thumbed the flashlight on.

	“No promises,” he replied.

	We both watched as Michelle disappeared into the woods on her quest to find the bathrooms by the parking lot.

	“Guess it’s just the two of us,” Brent said. A knot of wood in the fire popped.

	“Great!” I said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

	“Something wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom liked him so much. 

	“No... It’s fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you know?”

	I glanced over at him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful inside.

	Walking over, I put my hand on his arm. He was warm.

	“Brent! Are you okay?”

	It was like he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. “Yeah, just a little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you know?”

	I nodded and mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know. 

	As the shadows began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat beside each other on the soft ground. 

	He told a joke and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I yanked my hand away.

	“Sorry,” I said.

	He smiled and we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going fine until it started getting truly dark out.

	 “Brent?” I said. 

	His eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my knees tremble. “I know what you want.”

	He leapt to his feet and grabbed me, slamming me down to the ground. A shock of panic ripped through me as all the air left my body.

	At the same time, my pussy quivered.

	He lifted himself off me after grabbing the back of my neck in a tight grip, and I pulled in a grateful lungful of air.

	Then he picked me up by the neck and slammed me down hard enough to knock that from me, too.

	“Brent! Not so rough!” I cried as he lifted me up a few feet, ready to smash me down again.

	Miraculously, he simply dropped me down. I turned over onto my back. His shoulders lifted and fell with his breaths, which misted the air. His lips were pulled back in a snarl. Is this really my best friend’s father? I thought.

	He yanked off his shirt and kicked off his shorts, the firelight catching on his flesh.

	That’s when I saw his cock, thick and heavy, hanging between his legs. My cleavage was completely exposed. He started getting hard, the monster between his legs slowly straightening from his body.

	I do make him hard! was all I could think. 

	Shifting, I went onto my knees in front of him. With a snarl, he lashed out, catching my shoulder. I fell to the ground, that whole side of my body numb.

	I don’t think I’d ever felt my pussy get so wet so quickly before.

	I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with the remains of my shirt, from my body. When I went back onto my knees, my firm tits and their hard nipples displayed, he didn’t hit me again. Instead, his cock finished hardening. I looked at the bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get hotter. 

	Reaching out slowly with one hand, I moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot and hard Brent’s cock was. And it was all because of me. 

	I let my fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth. 

	Feeling had returned to my other side. Lifting my hand up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the movement. 

	He snorted, and I felt him harden even more for a moment. 

	“It’s so big, Brent...” I said.

	When I made eye contact, he changed. He grabbed me with one hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black dots shifted across my eyes. 

	I felt his other hand roughly grab one of my tits, the nails digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness. Even as my nipple perked up so hard it ached.

	Grunting, he straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips. 

	My lips could hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft, swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to suck more out any time I had the breath.

	“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Brent said through clenched teeth, “That’s all you have on your mind, I bet. Nice, hard cock! Well, now you’re getting what you asked for!”

	I felt so hot and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his cock.

	Tears started running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in. 

	Letting go of my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. 

	I heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts. 

	His fingers clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my mouth.

	The fingers gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the nerves in my clit lit up. 

	He started getting mad then, trying to feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my shorts and panties. 

	He shot to his feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My thigh tingled from his harsh squeeze.

	 My nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t help it. 

	He ripped a gash in my shorts and panties, exposing my pussy to the cool night air. I saw his cock shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole. 

	He ran the ball of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him even as I shivered. 

	I hoped that Michelle would be gone longer. I thought her dad was going to fuck me soon and I didn’t want her coming back, ruining the whole thing. 

	I did the only thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my knees with my arms. Grabbing the gash in my shorts, I tore at it some more, making sure the hole was big enough so that he’d have no trouble fucking me. 

	When he fell to his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and down my ass. 

	I sucked in a breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness of my little cunt around him. 

	He filled me with the first stroke. 

	His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck me harder.

	“Oooh, Brent, yeah Brent,” I said in time with his thrusts. 

	My words touched him, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in the ground. 

	My face twisted as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Brent,” I said, my teeth gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me, pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it. 

	“You’re my little slut, aren’t you?” Brent said.

	Then he grabbed me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter. 

	“Yes,” I moaned as I felt the way I stretched and slid around his girth.

	So fast I hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices. 

	He filled me much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

	“I’ve wanted you for so long…” I moaned through clenched teeth.

	“Tell me,” he demanded.

	“Ever since I liked guys, I wanted you…” my pussy clenched around him and we both moaned, “And when I turned 18 I knew I had to have you…”

	“And now you’re mine,” he said.

	His first few strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me, shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

	I loved having Brent’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy fucking me.

	Reaching back, I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked the way that made me clench around him.

	Then he ran his nails down my back. When he got to my ass, he squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

	My orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come inside me so badly.

	“Come in my pussy, Brent,” I pleaded.

	When he filled me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped, his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it was. I wanted more and more.

	Grabbing his hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body trembled as it accepted his load. 

	His fingers pressed through my shorts into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me. 

	He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum out.

	“Fuck you’re tight…” he groaned.

	I wanted to stay like that, just the two of us clinging together by the fire. But we couldn’t.

	We both saw it at the same time. The beam of a flashlight cutting through the darkness of the woods.

	Michelle! I thought.

	We both scrambled. I found a change of shorts and panties in my bag and struggled to pull them on while Brent got dressed.

	I could still feel the wet heat of Brent’s seed inside of me when Michelle got back to the campsite.

	“I see you’re still alive! Good job entertaining her, dad!” Michelle said.

	“It wasn’t so bad,” I said. 

	My pussy already throbbed with soreness. Brent had a big cock, and he hadn’t exactly been gentle with it or me. I hoped I’d be able to walk okay tomorrow.

	We went to bed soon after that, and I wondered if I might still be able to sneak out and have him for a second time without waking Michelle.

	



	



The Single Daddy and the Virgin Next Door: Last Day as a Virgin

	 

	“Hey, Mr. Gaines,” Sienna said.

	I looked up from the foot of the stairs that led up my porch. I’d just finished replacing the first riser, and I could feel the heat of the late afternoon sun on the back of my neck.

	Sienna stood in the middle of the walkway leading up to her house. She wore a cute little sundress that stretched tight across her hips. The sunlight caught in the blonde waves of her hair.

	“Hey, Sienna,” I said back.

	I’d known Sienna’s parents since they moved into the house next door almost 20 years ago now, just before they had Sienna.

	I had a son a couple years older than her, and they spent a lot of time growing up together. Until my boy went off to college, of course. Sienna still liked to drop by to gripe about her mom and dad.

	I thought she had a bit of a schoolgirl crush on me. Always had.

	And now that she was somewhere between 18 and 19 and as cute as a peach, I’d really begun to take notice.

	Like just at that moment. I saw the way the neck of her dress swooped down just enough to show some cleavage. And the way her legs looked nice and smooth.

	It made my stomach brush hard against my shirt, and a bit of a lump formed at the back of my throat.

	“It’s too hot to be outside!” she said, smiling. It really made her light up. You could see how young and vital she was.

	She gave her head a little flick, sending a few locks of hair down her cheek. She grinned at that, and then swiped those stray locks behind one ear with a finger.

	“You’re outside,” I shot back, unable to keep a half-cocked grin off my face.

	“Not for long!” she replied, then strutted up her porch, watching me with that lovely smile the whole while.

	I tried to keep my eyes off her figure. She’d grown into quite the woman.

	What made it worse was that I was single. Had been for almost 15 years now. A single dad, full time job, a son. No time for women.

	But now that my boy was gone…

	She turned her back towards me for a moment, and I saw the way that nice dress stretched across the firming of her ass, a thin line running down the middle, denoting the cleft between them.

	Part of me almost thought she did it on purpose. Flirting with me. Flaunting her tight young boy at me.

	I thought that I’d be doing more than lathering up in the shower after I got my tools away.

	I went inside, noticing the way I felt lighter in my step. The way I felt a bit happier. Like Sienna just lifted me up somehow, elevating my mood.

	I guess that was the magic a young woman held. She could make a man happy with a smile. Make his mouth go dry with a wink.

	Make him rock hard with one wiggle of her hips.

	In the shower I didn’t find any relief. In fact, I found that bit of frustration almost as invigorating as Sienna’s smile and the roll of her hips.

	I got out of the shower and wiped a clean swatch through the steam on the mirror.

	I still looked good. Still made time to get to the gym. Big shoulder, deep chest. My stubble had started to tend more toward salt than pepper, but I thought it made me look better.

	I pulled on a pair of jeans and a clean white tee shirt and went to grab a beer from the fridge.

	Just as I grabbed the handle, the doorbell rang.

	That better be a beautiful naked woman on my doorstep, I thought. I really wanted that beer. I even considered not answering, but then decided to. Lucky me.

	I went over and pulled the door open. Sienna stood on my porch. She smiled up at me right away. A stray breeze tugged one of those long locks of hair across her cheek and she again swiped it behind her ear.

	Something about that made my balls tingle.

	That, and I could smell her. She smelled fruity and sweet and freshly washed and part of me wondered if that’s what she smelled like between her shapely thighs.

	“Mr. Gaines, I need to talk with you about something,” she said, “Mind if I come in?”

	“Only if you agree to call me Rich and not, ‘Mr. Gaines.’ I’m not that old, am I?” I said, unable to keep from smiling back at her.

	“Aren’t you the same age as my dad?” she said, quirking an eyebrow at me.

	“Give or take,” I said, “Speaking of, do your ‘rents know you’re here?”

	She flicked her hair again, “I’m 18 now. I’ll go where I want. So can I come inside, Rich?” She put extra emphasis on my name, smiling while she did. I noticed how glossy her lips looked. I wondered if they tasted as good as she smelled.

	“Sure,” I said, stepping out of the way.

	When she walked past me, that lovely scent of hers wafted by me again. The front of my stomach tightened. This wasn’t a good idea for her to be here like this.

	Especially not wearing that.

	I followed her into the living room, and I couldn’t help but look at the way her dress stretched across her ass.

	I also couldn’t help noticing the complete lack of any panty lines.

	“So what’s this about?” I said, sitting down on one end of the couch, leaning back against the armrest.

	She did the same thing, plunking herself down and putting her feet up on the previously empty cushion between us.

	I wondered if she might part her legs a little, let me see if she was wearing anything underneath that dress.

	Control yourself, I thought, reminding myself that I’d known Sienna pretty much all her life.

	She glanced at me, one hand reaching up to try and brush at some imaginary hair. Then she looked away.

	Was she nervous? What would she have to be nervous about?

	Sitting so close to her, I caught that scent again. That fruity sweetness. It went straight up my nose and seemed to end up tingling its way down to the very tip of my shaft.

	I knew that soon enough I’d have to lean over to disguise my growing erection.

	“I’m going away to school soon,” she said.

	“I know that,” I replied. Her parents had thrown her a going away party a couple of weeks back in their backyard. They had a barbeque and everything. All of her friends from school and most of the neighborhood had showed up.

	Her legs parted, just a little. Before I could stop myself, I glanced down, hungry for a look.

	But just as quickly, they closed. I looked back up at her to see if she’d seen me. She smiled a little and I thought not.

	“I’ve never had a boyfriend,” she said suddenly.

	“Okay,” I replied, not sure what she was getting at. I didn’t understand why she never had a boyfriend. She was beautiful. Ripe. She’d probably been giving guys her age awkward boners for years now.

	“I don’t want the guys at college to think I’m weird or anything,” she said.

	“They won’t, trust me,” I said, unable to stop myself from grinning.

	Her slender throat started to flush, matched by a pair of blushing spots that started in her cheeks.

	I wondered how far that blush went down her body.

	“You’ve always been good with women,” she said.

	I reached back and put a hand behind my head, still smiling, “I don’t know about that.”

	“It’s true! You had a lot of girlfriends. I saw them. Sometimes you kept them around a while, other times they were just here one night,” she said.

	She noticed. Why would she notice that? I wondered. “Is there a point to all this, Sienna? I was just about to get to relaxing for the day.”

	She looked at me, then glanced down, all the while biting down gently on her lower lip so that I could just see the corner of one tooth.

	It made me ache, low in my stomach. I actually had to restrain myself from gathering her up and setting her down on my lap.

	“I was hoping that… hoping that you could… show me…”

	“Show you what?” I said. My heart started pounding in my chest and I wasn’t quite certain why.

	“How to be with a guy. How to make him feel good,” she said.

	My mouth went dry and I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat. The collar of my shirt felt constricting.

	“Sienna, I’m old enough to be your dad…”

	“Please?” she said.

	“Sienna…” I started.

	“Don’t you want me? Don’t you think I’m pretty?” 

	“You are pretty,” I said.

	“Because I want you so bad,” she said.

	She bit down on her lip again for a second, nervous. I thought I could see her perky little nipples pressing up against her dress.

	“It’s wrong,” I said, trying to tear my eyes away from her delicious young body.

	“I want you to be my first. Thinking about being with you makes me so wet. See?” she said.

	This time she spread her legs apart nice and wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

	And she’d shaved herself completely clean down there, too. I tried to tear my eyes away, but couldn’t.

	“See…” she said, reached down between her thighs with both hands. She put her fingers on her puffy little pussy lips and pulled them apart good and slow.

	She glistened between them. She was so pink. I saw the little nub of her clit poking out, begging to be rubbed, begging for me to wrap my lips around it and suck on it until she cried out for mercy.

	“Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked.

	Her blunt words struck me hard. It felt like my body temperature rose 10 degrees. My cock was so hard against my jeans it hurt.

	As I watched, she slid one finger between her lower lips and gently caressed the little pink nub of her clit. She moaned. I felt my jaw muscles tense up.

	“I think about it all the time,” she said, “Because I know you’d make me feel so good. And I think I can make you feel good, too. Don’t you want me? I’m so wet already.”

	I caught another scent, then. Below that fruity perfume smell. The scent of her desire. It was lower, muskier. It made my heart pump acid through my veins.

	If I had any willpower, it evaporated at that moment. That scent touched something primal in my mind, made my instincts kick in.

	“I won’t ever tell anyone,” she said.

	“No, you won’t,” I replied.

	I took in the flushed pink lips of her pussy again. The way her juices left her finger glistening as she toyed with herself. Saliva squirted into my mouth and I knew I needed to taste her. Needed it more than anything I’d ever needed before.

	I turned towards her on the couch. Her eyes widened for a second. She played with her pussy faster, her breaths starting to come in little gasps. All her wetness made these delicious, slick sounds with every movement.

	I reached forward, grabbing her by the hips. Her little gasps caught in her throat. Her skin was hot and smooth and firm.

	I pulled her towards me, sliding her ass forward on the couch. The movement made her dress, already riding high, slip above her hips.

	I grabbed her hand and pushed it out of the way. Her fingers ran up her stomach and she started squeezing her perky little tits, running her fingertips around the little tents her nipples made in the thin fabric.

	I kissed her below the navel firm, smiling when I felt her jump a little beneath me.

	She shivered a little when I ran my lips down towards the source of her heart. I could feel that hot desire pulsing from her. I imagined her slick inner walls trembling with barely contained need and I reached down to squeeze the hard bulge of my cock through my pants.

	I kissed down to the little fold of flesh that separated her inner thigh from her wanton mound.

	Her hips rolled and she squirmed beneath me, her arousal a living thing.

	“Please… Oh, please…” she moaned.

	I didn’t think I could tease her any longer. I moved my face between her thighs and let a long, hot breath spill out over her pussy. Her whole body shivered and all the skin on her legs broke out in goosebumps.

	“Ohhh…” she moaned.

	I made myself go slow, pushing the flat of my tongue against the bottom of her pussy and bringing it up good and slow. I could see the muscles and tendons in her firm young thighs tightening and working.

	She tasted like heaven. Sweet and clean. And so wet it practically ran out of her.

	I did that a few more times, letting her really yearn for the texture of my tongue against her body.

	Then I let myself have that tender little clit of hers. I sucked it in gently between my teeth. Then I toyed with it with the tip of my tongue. Soft and light at first. Then harder, more insistent.

	She moaned. Her hands went down and grabbed into my hair. She pulled my face harder against her slick little snatch and she ground herself against me.

	“Don’t stop. God, don’t stop…” she moaned.

	While I tortured her clit I ran my index finger under my chin. I touched the slick, wet folds of her lips. I found her opening and ran my finger in slowly widening circles just inside of her.

	Her young body gripped onto me eagerly, begging me to sink my finger up to the last knuckle inside of her. But I held off. I wanted the first thing that deep inside of her to be my cock.

	That was when she came the first time. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes squeezed shut. A deep, rosy flush spread out from her chest. Her breath came and went in short little gasps while her whole body shivered.

	Her ass lifted up off the couch, crushing her young cunt against my mouth. I bore down harder on her clit, really torturing the climax out of her, not letting her come down from it.

	Tears ran out from the corners of her eyes.

	“Rich! Oh, Rich!” she screamed.

	My cheeks were soaked and I loved it. I loved watching her cum for me. With the tip of my index finger I could just feel what was happening on the inside. The way her walls trembled and squeezed, desperate for a cock.

	Desperate for my cock.

	And I wasn’t going to wait any longer to give it to her.

	I put my hands beneath the tight crescents of her ass cheeks and lowered her slowly back to the couch. When I took my mouth off her my lips were almost numb. 

	All I could smell was her pussy. All I could taste was her nectar.

	All I wanted was her. Wrapped around me. Every inch of me.

	“Please fuck me now. I need it so bad,” she said.

	First I reached up and grabbed the neckline of her dress. I pulled it down beneath her heaving, firm little tits. I squeezed them hard enough that she gasped. 

	She put her legs across my thighs, spreading herself open as she did. My cock ached with how close we were.

	A tingle ran down my shaft. I needed to fuck her. I needed it so bad.

	I got up off the couch long enough to strip out of my jeans and briefs. When she saw my long, hard shaft spring up to full attention she ran a hand between her thighs and started playing with her sopping little pussy again.

	“You’re so big,” she said, “Will it be too tight?”

	“No,” I said. I wasn’t going to stop now. I didn’t think I could stop, even if I wanted to. My desire took over. I couldn’t help myself.

	And she didn’t even mention a rubber, which was good, because I wouldn’t have halted long enough to go grab one out of my nightstand up in the master bedroom.

	“Spread your legs good and wide,” I told her, getting back down on the couch.

	I shifted in closer to her, the bottom of my cock resting on her stomach. Her hips rolled beneath me, the hunger in her little body too much to contain.

	I kept her legs spread good and wide apart with my hands on her ankles.

	Then I rolled my hips. We both groaned when the bottom of my shaft ran down into the slickness between her lower lips.

	I teased her a little more like that. I knew from experience that women loved that sweet ache of anticipation. That feeling of how hard and thick I was against their little pussy, how they wanted me to plunge every inch into them.

	“Please…” she moaned.

	I couldn’t say no to her. I took a hand off of one of her ankles long enough to push down on my cock, to angle it so that the swollen purple crown at the end pushed against the tight loop of her mound.

	I pushed. Her youthful grip was desperate and tight. I pushed harder, watching without blinking as I forced the head of my cock into the waiting pink folds of her pussy.

	She moaned again, her hips rolling.

	I sank deeper into her, gritting my teeth against the tightness slowly surrounding me. Inside, she was hot and wet and tight and soft. Her walls were velvet around my shaft, molding against my hardness.

	 “You’re so big...” she moaned. Then she hissed, her eyes squeezing shut for a second. I’d just taken her virginity. Tore through it, really.

	My balls went tight and I could’ve cum right then and there, but I held back.

	“Too big?” I asked.

	“Don’t stop,” she replied, “I like it. It feels good. It only hurts a little.”

	“That will go away,” I told her.

	I pushed myself about halfway into her and stopped, just relishing the feeling of her grip around me. Stopped like that, I could feel the little trembles and shudders in her pussy.

	Sliding out was almost hotter than sliding in. I watched the way the lips of her pussy slid back along my length.

	I saw how she’d left that half of my shaft slick with her nectar. How it had already started to go a little creamy.

	“Fuck me,” she said.

	I thrust back into her, harder this time. I buried almost my entire shaft inside of me. The feeling was exquisite. That soft, wet heat all around me. And so tight!

	I withdrew and pushed back in. It took two more thrusts like that before I got every inch into her. I felt her stretch out more and more each time.

	We picked up a decent rhythm after that. Soon, her hips started rolling in time to my thrusts, maximizing the force of our bodies sliding together again and again.

	My whole shaft tingled with the sensation of her pussy gliding up and down my length again and again.

	She played with her tits while I fucked her, squeezing them, pinching the nipples, groaning and moaning like a little slut while I fed her every inch over and over.

	I wanted to see that tight, round ass of hers. So I withdrew, my cock dripping with her wetness. She squawked as I turned her over. I grabbed one of the couch cushions and jammed it under her hips, arching her butt up.

	Then I slid back inside of her, loving the way her ass felt pressing against my stomach.

	I fucked her prone like that. Feeling her get tighter with each thrust. Her hands gripped the couch and she moaned.

	“So deep…” she said, “I think I’m going to…”

	She couldn’t get the rest out.

	She came. She climaxed all over my cock. I buried myself inside of her, wanting to feel the way she squeezed all up and down my length.

	“Fuck…” I said.

	My balls lifted and tightened and I knew I couldn’t stop it. I pushed myself harder into her bucking, squirming body.

	My cock jerked inside of her and she gasped. I jerked again and again, feeling my load shoot hot and hard out each time, filling her young pussy up.

	“So warm,” she said, still cumming all over me.

	We stayed like that for a while. I stayed hard inside of her, she felt so good. Until finally I started to soften.

	When I pulled out of her my load stayed inside of her. I’d shot it deep in her guts.

	I thought about asking if she was on the pill, but didn’t. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer.

	“I liked that,” she said, smiling shyly at me.

	“Me too,” I said.

	“Maybe I can come see you again tomorrow?” she said.

	“Anytime you’re in the mood,” I replied, the blush in her cheeks deepening again.

	Yes, I thought it was going to be a great summer before college for her.

	



	



Next Door Biker Daddy: A Real Man Temptation

	Priscilla

	 

	I sat on a swing couch on my front porch. I saw Mr. Braun across the street sitting on that big chrome motorcycle of his.

	He reared one leg up and then slammed it down onto a peg and the bike roared to life. I flinched from the sudden noise, but at the same time my heart sped up.

	I wished my dad rode a motorcycle.

	Mr. Braun and my dad were about the same age, and I’d been good friends with his daughter, Eve, for most of my life. Sometimes I wished that Eve’s dad was my dad instead. He was so much cooler.

	Some scantily clad biker chick stepped out from his front door. She scurried down the porch steps and flung herself onto Mr. Braun’s lap, kissing him deeply.

	His hands found their way to her hips, and from their glided down to cup her by the ass while she giggled.

	The couch springs groaned in complaint when I shifted my weight. A hot shot of jealousy ran up the front of my stomach.

	And something else. Heat. Lower than that. Heat that made me press my thighs together.

	Eve and I had just finished high school. Both of us 18. Both of us pretty good looking, I thought.

	But none of the guys who showed any interest in me at school were like Mr. Braun. 

	He was a big guy. Not fat, but muscular. He had an easy smile that could turn wolfish in an instant when he saw some hot piece of ass that he wanted.

	He was good with his hands. He rode a motorcycle. He got pretty much any woman that he wanted.

	But not once had he fixed that wolfish grin of his on me. Even when I went over to hang out with Eve while wearing shorts so short the bottom of my ass showed.

	And I knew I was hotter than that stupid biker slut sitting on his lap right at that moment.

	My own dad opened the screen door and poked his head out. Only in his mid-40s, his hair was already mostly gray. And there was a nice, shiny bald spot right in the middle, too.

	No, to me, Mr. Braun was what a real man should be.

	“Priscilla? Get your ass inside and get your damn chores done. Unless you don’t want to borrow the car tonight?” he said.

	I turned to him, my left hand pushing into the thin padding of the cushion, “Uh, dad, I already did the chores.”

	“What? Don’t you tell me what you did or didn’t do! The laundry is still down in the basement! Unwashed!” he said, his face taking on a ruddy flush that did nothing for his looks.

	I blinked. “I wasn’t supposed to do the laundry. That wasn’t on the list. See?” I took a folded piece of paper out of my shorts’ pocket and handed it to him.

	He snatched it away and unwrapped it, squinting. His lips became a thin line. “So what if it isn’t on the list? Do them or stay here tonight. I don’t care which.”

	“Dad!” I said. I wanted the car for 3:00. It was coming up on 2:00. There wouldn’t be time to get all the laundry done before I had to leave.

	I was supposed to meet up with some friends at the mall for one last hang out before everything started getting ready for college in the fall.

	“Whatever it is, not my problem!” he said, and went back into the house.

	I couldn’t believe this! I pushed up from the couch and stomped up and down the porch with my arms crossed.

	I didn’t notice that Mr. Braun had ditched his biker chick and currently sat on his bike on the curb in front of my house, looking at me.

	“Everything all right, Priss?” he said.

	My heart leapt up into my throat and I also immediately felt its pulse between my thighs. A sudden, deep throb that made my abdominals tighten up.

	When that initial tautness relaxed, a rush of heat and wetness followed.

	That heat also lit in my cheeks, and I hoped he couldn’t see how rosy my face looked from down on the curb.

	I swiped at a strand of hair that dared dangle down my forehead. “Not really, no.”

	“Dad on your case again?” he said.

	I didn’t think that Mr. Braun liked my dad very much. Not that I could blame him. Dad constantly complained about the noise of Mr. Braun’s bike as well as the seemingly endless parade of beautiful women who went into and out of that house.

	Personally, I thought he was just jealous. My mom wouldn’t let him get a motorcycle. Plus I think that seeing all those girls reminded him of his age and that he couldn’t just go play around whenever he wanted.

	“Yeah. He keeps adding chores. I don’t think he wants me to take the car tonight.”

	I went and stood at the top of the porch stairs. Mostly so he could get a better look at me in my shorts and crop top. The sunlight kissed my skin and I couldn’t help smiling.

	Mr. Braun snorted. Then he looked at me. Really looked. Finally and for once! I thought. A little shiver ran up from the base of my spine and I felt my nipples stiffen and push against the thin fabric of my crop top.

	“You’re 18 now, aren’t you?” Mr. Braun said.

	“Yeah, for like four months now. Why?” I replied. I flicked that bit of hair back off my forehead. It kept falling down. So annoying!

	“And you’re going away to school in a couple months?”

	The curtains in the window beside the door flicked. It was my dad, watching. We both knew.

	Mr. Braun gave him a wave and then revved his bike a couple times, blasting the neighborhood with the noise.

	I didn’t have to look to see the disgust on my dad’s face.

	“Yeah. Same school as Eve, remember?” I said.

	“I do. Come on down here and hop on the back of the bike,” he said with a nod of his head.

	“What? Oh…” I said. My heart felt like it might slam right through my ribcage. And low in my stomach that feeling of roiling heat flared up. “I shouldn’t.”

	“Come on. Stick it to your old man. You’re an adult now, moving away. What’s there to lose?” he said.

	The drapes flicked again. I thought my dad might have heard. At first, I thought I would beg off. Then I remembered how pissed I was at him.

	Besides, Mr. Braun was right: I was an adult, I was moving away. Fuck my dad.

	“Okay!” I said.

	“I’ve never had you ride with me before, have I?” he said as I clambered onto the big, chromed bike.

	My blush deepened. “No.”

	“Just hold on as tight as you want. And trust me,” he said with a grin.

	“I do,” I said.

	“Priscilla!” my dad said, throwing the front door open. 

	I flipped him the bird. His jaw dropped. Mr. Braun laughed, revved the bike, put it in gear, and sped off down the road.

	I wasn’t sure what to expect. As soon as the inertia hit I wrapped my arms around him tight. I could feel his big shoulders and his firm, flat stomach. And he was warm. So warm.

	It was a wild ride. By the time he turned the bike back down our block I was laughing and smiling.

	And still holding him. Holding him tight. My body seemed to throb and thrum against his, and I wondered if he could feel it. Part of me hoped he could.

	Then I saw my house and my smile dropped.

	“I don’t want to go back,” I said as we pulled into Mr. Braun’s driveway.

	We both stood up. He was so much taller. Than me and especially than my dad. My thighs ached, and not just because of the narrow seat on the bike.

	“So don’t. Come on inside and we’ll talk about it,” he said.

	Again, I felt that immediate response to decline. To go back to my place and face the music. But then that rebellious spirit resurfaced. My hair, incredibly windblown, wouldn’t stay in place and I stood there in front of him trying to brush it all back.

	“Okay,” I said, smiling up at his face. One corner of his mouth ticked up and I glanced down, unable to hold his eyes.

	I saw again how hard my nipples were. And after I saw them I felt them. They were so hard they hurt.

	Did he see that? I wondered.

	We went into his house and he led me into the living room with an overstuffed couch and a huge flat screen TV mounted on the wall across it.

	The place even smelled like him. That manly musk with an undercurrent of some deep cologne.

	We sat at opposite ends, him throwing one arm across the back and one down the armrest, totally and completely at ease right away. A king in his castle.

	I hoped that the slight dimness of the room could hide my blush, at least a little. I thought my cheeks might actually catch fire soon.

	“So what’s up?” he said.

	“He just won’t stop giving me a hard time. I really want to enjoy my last summer before college starts and he just wants to ruin everything,” I said.

	“Really? I gave Eve a couple hundred bucks and told her to go have fun. Think she’s over in the city for a couple days with her cousin,” he said.

	I wondered where Eve was. Now I knew. Not here. That meant that Mr. Braun and I were completely alone in his house.

	I put my hands together and shoved them between my thighs. I almost gasped at the heat, but it was just something I liked to do when I was nervous. Kept me from fidgeting.

	And I wanted so badly to fidget with him sitting just a couple feet away.

	“I wish that you were my dad, Mr. Braun,” I said. Although I mean, I couldn’t remember any time in my whole life when I didn’t know him.

	“Bobby, call me Bobby,” he said, “And no, you don’t wish that.”

	I smiled uncertainly. God, I wish my damn nipples would calm down. They felt about ready to slice through my crop top. 

	“Why?” I said.

	“Come over here,” he said, holding out his hands.

	That flash of electric excitement tingled up and down my stomach again. A little timidly, I reached out and took his hands.

	He pulled me over and sat me down so that I straddled his lap, facing him.

	The bulge of his manhood pressed against the throbbing mound of my wanton little pussy and my breath caught when I felt that.

	His hands rested on my hips, and he looked up into my eyes, “Because I know you want me, Priss.”

	“I… I don’t know… You’re mind friend’s dad. I’ve know you so long you’re almost my dad!”

	“And?” he said, “I can feel how bad you want it. You’re so warm. I’ll bet you’re already soaking wet, aren’t you?”

	Then he pushed down on my hips. Not a lot. Just enough that he pressed my mound down against the bulge in his pants. An electric bolt of pressure and pleasure slammed up through my body. Almost instantly, a fine dew of sweat broke out all over my body. I quivered in his grip, inside and out.

	“It’s… It’s not just that…” I said, the fire in my cheeks flaring again. God, I couldn’t believe this was happening! I looked down.

	“Tell me,” he said, reaching up and lifting my chin with one finger so that I looked right into his eyes.

	“Promise you won’t laugh?” I said.

	“Never,” he replied, “Now, what is it?”

	I swallowed hard, buying a few more moments. I thought he might laugh anyway. Tell me to get out and have fun at college. “It’s just that… I’m a… virgin.”

	His manhood, already bulging against the heat of my mound, pulsed and hardened against me. My breath caught again.

	“That’s okay. I’ll be gentle. At first, at least,” he said.

	“Really? What… What do you want me to do?” I said, offering a nervous smile.

	That damn bit of hair fell down my cheek again. When I reached up to push it aside, Mr. Braun, Bobby, took my wrist and stopped me. He brushed the hair back over my ear himself, then his hand stayed there against my cheek.

	His palm was rough and hot and big.

	“Let’s start like this,” he said, and he brought my face down to his. We kissed softly at first, his mouth warm and wet against mine. Then deeper, harder.

	Without my really thinking about it, I ground my hips down against his with more and more insistence. The harder and bigger the bulge of his cock got against me, the more I wanted it.

	My lips hurt when he pulled back. And his stubble had scratched against my cheeks.

	“I’m so wet,” I said, “Should I be this wet so quickly?”

	I mean, I masturbated. At night, after everyone else was in bed. I even watched porn. But I’d never really gone beyond a make out and petting session at school. And none of those guys ever made me feel like this.

	Feel this insistent, deep, pulsing need. He made my tight young body respond in ways I didn’t even understand.

	But I liked it. I liked it a lot.

	My only fear was that he might decide this was a bad idea after all. That he might tell me it was wrong and ask me to go.

	“Yeah, that’s okay. That’s good,” he said, “Makes me want to taste you, actually.”

	“Really?” I said, my heart thrumming along at a million miles an hour. It looked so hot in the porn, and when I masturbated I thought about what it might feel like to feel a man kiss and lick me down there.

	“Just relax,” he said.

	Then he lifted me effortlessly, shifting me down so that I lay on my back beneath him on his couch.

	He kissed me again, then let his mouth slide down onto the delicate and soft skin of my throat. It tingled and I gasped at the rasp of his stubble against me.

	His hands moved surely, quickly, pushing my shirt up to expose the firm, small mounds of my breasts. He sucked on one of my nipples until I groaned and arched my body up beneath his.

	Then he left a wet trail down the taut flatness of my belly, kissing around my bellybutton while he undid the fly of my shorts.

	Some of the animal came through then. When he reared back long enough to rip off my shorts and panties.

	He groaned deep in his throat when he pushed my thighs apart, exposing the dewy wetness of my pussy. I felt my inner lips spread apart when he did that. I kept it shaved and neat down there.

	“Do you like it?” I asked, nervous again. Was this what guys liked? Was this what he liked? I wanted so badly for it to be.

	“Looks good enough to eat,” he said.

	“Oh!” I gasped when he grabbed me by the hips and jerked my body towards his. Then he put his hands behind my knees and forced my thighs back.

	Then his mouth was again me. Eager, insistent, starving.

	“Fuck!” I said, my back arching up off the couch. I could feel the texture of his tongue lapping up and down my wetness. Felt it poke into me.

	Felt it begin rubbing insistently against the little nubbin of my clit.

	He was so hungry. So eager.

	He made me cum so fucking quickly. I couldn’t help it. Not with the heat and wetness of his mouth against me. Not with the way he devoured me, lapping up every bit of my juices that he could.

	“Bobby! Oh, daddy…” I groaned, giving into my climax. It slammed into my body like a hurricane, the inner walls of my sex throbbing and squeezing until I couldn’t take it anymore.

	When I finished, that rosy blush had spread out from my chest. I quivered and squirmed, and I jumped when he gave my clit one last kiss.

	“That was nice,” I said.

	“It’s not over,” he replied.

	He stood up, pulled off his shirt. He was pretty built. And there were tattoos everywhere. Crosses and skulls and snakes and beautiful women. His body was a canvas.

	And his cock was an anaconda. He shoved his jeans down and it sprang up out of his briefs, thick and long and so hard it quivered.

	My body tightened when I saw it. Saw how big it was. Did he mean to put that in me?

	“Is it supposed to be that big?” I said. My eyes felt as wide as saucers.

	He grinned that wolfish grin of his and part of my anxiety turned to nervous excitement. He hadn’t asked me to go yet. That must mean that he liked me. That he wanted me.

	“You’ll like it,” he said.

	He got onto the couch again, pushing my thighs back to expose my swollen, pulsing mound again.

	I jumped when he pressed it against me. He ran the bottom of his bare shaft up and down through my slick little slit.

	I didn’t thin it was possible for a body part to feel so warm. Or so hard. My wetness quickly left his length glistening.

	Still, for extra measure he worked some spit up and used his finger to massage it against the taut purple flesh that made the mushroom crown on his shaft.

	My young body quivered with wanton desire beneath his. I writhed and undulated beneath him, barely able to contain myself. I was like a slutty little bitch in heat.

	Still, some part of my rational mind surfaced, “Don’t… Don’t we need a condom or something?”

	He grinned at me again, “I never use them. Trust me, it feels better this way.”

	I thought about telling him I wasn’t on birth control or anything like that. To tell him to pull out. But I stopped short. I found that I craved his hot load. I wanted to feel it deep inside me.

	And if he knocked me up? Well, right at that second it sounded like just about the hottest thing possible. That would really make me his, and I wanted nothing less.

	“Okay,” I said.

	“Sweetie, I wasn’t asking your permission,” he said.

	This time when he slid his cock between my lips he didn’t run it back up. He pushed down on his shaft with his thumb.

	I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed my head back against the couch. I felt him pressing against me. Felt the pressure increase as he tested the tightness of my virginal cunt.

	Felt myself begin to stretch and spread open against the implacable hardness of his girth.

	I sucked a breath in, gritted my teeth, my lips peeling back from them. He was too big. It wasn’t going to fit. It wouldn’t fit and he’d tell me to go, I was sure of it.

	It hurt. The pain was sharp and sweet all at once. I heard him grunt and groan, too. This is it, I thought, He’s going to stop and make me leave.

	But he didn’t. Slowly at first, I felt him push deeper inside of me. There was another jolt of delicious pain and I realized he’d just torn my virginity.

	And he didn’t stop there. He kept pushing. Kept forcing that monster of his deeper into my quivering wet heat.

	My pussy responded, tightening up around him even more. I couldn’t tell whether my body wanted to trap him inside of me or squeeze him out.

	But he stayed inside. And I stretched around him. Loosened. A little, anyway.

	Enough so that when I felt him bump against the very back of me that he could withdraw.

	He didn’t pull out all the way.

	I couldn’t help but open my eyes and watch that thick shaft of his slide out of my body. My wet pussy left every inch of him sopping wet, and I saw some red in there, too. 

	But mostly I saw how tightly I gripped him. How the skin on his shaft moved with that tightness.

	“Is… Is it good? It’s not too tight, is it?” I said.

	“No. It’s good. I like it. I like it a lot,” he said.

	“Really?” I replied, smiling.

	“Yeah.”

	I felt the ride of his swollen crown drag inside of me, sending pulsing needles of pleasure outward through the rest of my body.

	And he stopped just when that swollen head was the only part of him still inside of me.

	“Tell me you want it,” he said.

	“Please. Please put it back,” I said, hearing a bit of whine in my voice. He seemed to like it.

	“Good,” he said.

	This time he wasn’t so gentle. He pushed it back in. Forced it in. My pussy gripped him but couldn’t stop him from sheathing every last inch inside of me. Filling me. Stretching me.

	Then he didn’t stop. He showed no mercy. As he loosened me up around his merciless shaft he fucked me harder and harder.

	I understood then what people meant when they talked about fucking someone’s brains out.

	It wasn’t long before I groaned and gasped and cried out and could say nothing but to beg him to go harder, to not stop.

	I grabbed onto his big, strong shoulder blades. Dug my fingernails into his flesh. He snarled at that but didn’t stop me.

	I don’t know why, but I tried to keep myself from cumming so quickly again. I guess I didn’t want to seem easy.

	But I couldn’t help it. He felt so fucking good. So long and thick and hot and hard and I couldn’t stop thinking about that purple mushroom dragging back and forth against my soft, velvety walls.

	“That’s it, cum for daddy,” he said through clenched teeth. “Cum all over my hard cock.”

	I let go, felt myself fall back into my climax. It was even more incredible than the first one, what with his long cock filling me, giving my pussy something to squeeze.

	I bucked beneath him. Screamed his name. Felt the tears roll out of my eyes. Felt every nerve in me come alive with this electric heat.

	Then he came, too. Just when I thought I couldn’t feel any better. He buried himself balls deep into me, got even harder than before. 

	Then his cock jerked. It did it again and again. Pulsing heat filled me and I knew it was the feeling of his cum squirting up into my guts.

	I came even harder, my pussy clenching and squeezing and milking until even Bobby groaned and snarled.

	Sometime later he pulled out of me. None of his cum leaked out, and I thought he came so deep inside of me that it wouldn’t. That it would just stay up in me, pulled into my waiting womb.

	And my pussy ached. It ached hard and deep and loved every little bit of the sensation.

	We fucked like that every time that Eve left the house for a while. I thought my dad knew what was up, but I didn’t care. Since even if he did he was apparently too chicken shit to do anything about it.

	It was a first time I’d never forget. Or any of the other times after that.
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    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













