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Two Girls One Neighbor Daddy

	 

	"Are you sure you're going to be able to handle so many teenage girls in one house?" Nat smiled at him from the front door, clutching the handle of her wheeled luggage with one hand.

	Carl put his hands on his hips, doing his best to ignore the sounds of mischief coming from the living room. "There's not much worse in the world I can think of, but I'll try and manage."

	Nat gave him her "this is the smallest violin the world playing for you" expression, "It's their last weekend together before they all move away."

	"I know, I know..." Carl grumbled.

	Truth be told, he had no worries about Cynthia, his own daughter. It was the other two: Wendy and Bianca.

	They'd been troublemakers since they were little. And now that they were older that didn't seem to have changed.

	There was another thing, too. Something he would never tell another living soul, especially not his wife.

	Because while Wendy and Bianca were troublemakers, they were hot troublemakers. They had all the charms of youth and womanhood: lovely faces, high, perky breasts, and shapely asses that just begged to be grabbed.

	Carl couldn't help himself. It was a visceral reaction whenever he saw them. Whenever he thought about them too much. That's why he did his best to make sure that Cynthia went over to one of their houses instead of coming to his. His way of steering clear of the huge iceberg of temptation.

	So far he thought he was safe. That neither Wendy nor Bianca had caught him sneaking glances at their amazing asses and perky tits. But he didn't know how much longer that would go on until something bad did happen.

	So them all moving away to college in a few weeks was his saving grace. Or so he thought.

	"Yeah I figure I'll just order some pizza or something and give them their space," Carl said. He thought a cold shower might be in order as well.

	"Great! See you Sunday, babe!" Nat blew him a kiss and closed the door behind herself.

	Carl swallowed hard, wondering if maybe he should go after her and ask her to send him a few naughty pictures to tide him over until she returned. Something to keep his mind off those lithe young bodies just a couple rooms back.

	Well, he thought, better go into the lion's den and make sure everything is good before I lock myself in my room the rest of the weekend.

	He paced his way down the hall and peered into the living room.

	His heart slammed hard against his sternum and his saliva squirted into his mouth. Cynthia sat in the big overstuffed easy chair. That was all good.

	But Wendy and Bianca both lay on a blanket tossed onto the floor in front of the TV while some inane reality show bleated away.

	Wendy wore skin-tight yoga pants, her ass lifted slightly and her thighs spread open. Carl didn't think she had any panties on. Bianca wore a pair of shorts that had ridden partway up her ass, exposing the lower portion of those incredible, firm cheeks.

	Nat's ass didn't look like that. Not anymore.

	His cock throbbed in his jeans and he leaned forward in an attempt to keep it hidden.

	"Hey, dad," Cynthia noticed him and smiled.

	"Mr. Simmons, what's up?" Wendy asked, looking at him over her shoulder. She pushed up to her hands and knees in a way that thrust her ass up in the most inviting manner. 

	Bianca stayed silent.

	"Uh..." Carl started, momentarily stupified by the incredible tug of lust that made his stomach brush hard against his shirt.

	Bianca and Wendy looked at each other and giggled at his silence.

	"Dad?" Cynthia said, "You okay?"

	Carl shook his head, "Yeah, sorry, just thought of something I need to ask your mom about. Anyway, I'm going to order pizza for dinner and then leave you guys alone for the rest of the day, if that's cool?"

	"Pizza!" Cynthia's face lit up.

	Wendy stood up, her hair falling around her shoulders in an endearing tousle. She blinked up at him and Carl noticed just how full and wet her lips looked. He wondered how they tasted. He wondered how she tasted.

	"You should hang out with us, Carl," Wendy said. Was it just him, or was she thrusting her chest out a little more than usual?

	Bianca, still on the floor, gave her friend a light kick. "Wendy!"

	The thing that took him aback the most was her casual use of his name. He'd known her her entire life. Was in fact the same age as her dad. And she wasn't wearing a bra. Her perky nipples pressed against the thing fabric as though inviting him to reach out and caress them.

	"Thanks, but no thanks, Wendy. I have lots of important... uh... dad stuff to take care of tonight," Carl replied, "And now I'm going to order those pizzas. Everything but hold the pineapple, right, guys?"

	He beat a hasty retreat as the girls all called out contradictory orders to him. He grimaced a little as he adjusted the crotch of his pants to better accommodate the growing bulge of his hard-on.

	God, those girls were such minxes! He resolved to text Nat and ask her for some dirty chat and pictures later. Get his mind off those little demons in his living room.

	It turned out that she couldn't spare the time to help him get off, and he didn't want to explain to his wife that he was suddenly so horny because he couldn't get his mind off a couple 18-year-old girls sharing their house that night.

	So he tossed and turned in bed, sometimes keeping his cock from getting stiff. But then some image or fantasy would swirl across his thoughts and bring him right back.

	It was going on 1 in the AM when he finally decided to finish himself off so he could finally get to sleep.

	He started stroking, his cock instantly hard like he was 18 again himself, not pushing his mid-forties.

	He tried to think about Nat, but his fantasies kept going back to Wendy and Bianca, who were at that moment asleep just a couple doors down the hall.

	He wondered what sort of panties they had on.

	He wondered if they'd ever gotten wet enough to soak those panties.

	He wondered what Wendy's full, glistening lips might feel like as they slid down his rock-hard member.

	He was close. His balls tightened. So close.

	Then he heard it. The distinctive creak of footsteps in the hallway. Those old floorboards had their own voices, and he knew them all.

	Someone going to the bathroom, he figured. He stopped stroking and waited, his frustration mounting.

	But then he heard another set of distinctive footsteps. Two people in the hall.

	This worried him, though he couldn't say why. Girls were odd creatures, though. They often went to bathrooms together, he knew.

	Though that was usually out in public. Not at home.

	What the hell was going on? He knew he was safe in his room, but he wished suddenly that his cock would soften.

	A voice spoke indistinctly just outside his closed door. A giggle answered. Carl swallowed hard and sat up, wondering what the hell he should do. Wondered if he could dash across the floor quickly enough to hit the button lock on the doorknob.

	And his cock was still so fucking hard!

	More giggling emanated through to him.

	Someone said something else. It sounded vaguely like a question. Then everything went quiet.

	The moment Carl started to relax, the door opened.

	“Let’s find out,” Wendy said as she walked into the room. Bianca followed. 

	Carl wondered if he was dreaming as Wendy yanked the pillow out of his hands, revealing how his erection had turned his boxers into a tent. Bianca grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back down onto his back. 

	“Have you ever had a threesome?” Bianca asked. 

	All Carl could do was shake his head. He jumped a little as he felt Wendy’s hand grab his cock. 

	“Well this is your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Bianca straddled his stomach, grabbed his head with both hands, and kissed him. Her mouth tasted sweet. She stuck her tongue into his mouth, looking for his. 

	As their tongues twisted together, she grabbed his hands and pressed them against her ass. Her cheeks were firm under his fingers, and his every squeeze made her moan a little. Bianca started grinding her hips, rubbing her panties against his stomach. The cloth was already damp. Carl’s cock hardened in Wendy’s hand.

	"Girls? Girls!" Carl whispered, "What the hell are you doing? Go back to bed before Cynthia wakes up!"

	"You know how deep she sleeps, Mr. Simmons," Bianca said.

	Wendy pulled Carl’s boxers off. Bianca was blocking his view, so Carl had no idea what she was doing down there. He trembled when he felt hot breath blow across the head of his cock. Was she going to put her lips around him? All of his muscles clenched when he felt her fingers wrap around his shaft just under the head and begin to stroke his thick cock. 

	“His cock is so big and hard, Cat,” Wendy said, “You have to see it.” 

	Bianca pulled away from their kiss. She arched her back, enticing Carl with her pert tits, and looked over her shoulder. “Wow. Do you think it will fit?”

	"This isn't right!" Carl said, his protest sounding weak in his own ears, "You guys have to stop this. Or... or..."

	"Or what?" Wendy asked him, "You'll tell our parents? What will you say? That we tried to sleep with you? Because that's not what we'll tell them. Just let this happen, Carl. We all know you want it... And so do we."

	Carl let go of her ass with one hand and trailed his fingers up her stomach. Her felt her hard nipple through the soft padding of her bra. 

	"Will it fit?" Bianca repeated, as though she wasn't talking about the cock of a man she'd known her whole life.

	“I don’t know,” Wendy replied, “I think we need to lube it up a bunch first.” 

	Carl felt his cock go completely rigid as these words hit him. Bianca chuckled. 

	“Look at that big glob of precum that just came out. I think that cock knows that it needs to fit into some tight spaces pretty fucking soon.” 

	He couldn't help himself. He couldn't stop. Besides, they'd pretty much threatened him that if he tried anymore they'd tell their parents something that wasn't the truth. And that would hurt him and his family.

	He was only being a good dad.

	“Come down here and help me get it ready,” Wendy said. 

	Carl gave Bianca’s fine ass one last squeeze as she dismounted. She’d made her pussy so wet rubbing it against his abs that she left behind a little wet mark on his stomach. Now Carl could see everything. Wendy had thrown her hair over one shoulder so it wouldn’t get in the way. She was propping herself up on one elbow, her mouth so close to his cock that he could feel the warmth of her breath. She stroked him up and down slowly as Bianca got into position on the other side. They both seemed fascinated by the blob of precum trembling at the very tip of his cock. 

	“Who gets to lick it off?” Carl asked. 

	Wendy pointed Carl’s cock at Bianca. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around Carl’s shaft right below where Wendy held him. Looking into his eyes, she put her tongue flat against the bottom of the head, then slowly ran it up his taut flesh to slurp away the glob. 

	“Salty,” Bianca said.

	“Ooh, my turn,” Wendy interrupted. 

	Carl looked back at his cock. Incredibly, another big blob of precum had trickled out of his cock while he’d watched Bianca swallow the first one. 

	Wendy plunged her lips down around Carl’s shaft until they touched her fingers. Her tongue swirled back and forth along his head, sending a shooting sensation down his shaft and into his balls. 

	“Oh God!” Carl said. 

	He couldn’t take his eyes off those lovely lips wrapped in a tight ring around his rod. His breath caught in his throat as he felt just how hot and wet her mouth was. Both girls let go of his shaft so that Wendy could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up into his eyes as more and more of him went in.

	As Wendy pulled her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her spit, Bianca moved in and started kissing the flesh as it was revealed. She ran her tongue up and down, finally using the tip to tickle at the ridges around the head when Wendy had only the very tip of his cock between her lips. Wendy pulled back and then spat on his cock. She worked it around the head with her fingers.

	While Wendy was doing that, Bianca stood up off the bed. She unhooked her bra and took it off, and then slid her panties down her smooth thighs.

	“I think I can take his whole cock,” Bianca said. 

	“Yeah right,” Wendy replied, “It’s so big!”

	Bianca got onto the bed and, facing away from Carl, straddled his chest. The smell of her pussy that close to his face made his cock tremble again. Wendy spread his legs apart and then started tonguing his balls while Bianca grabbed him by the base of his shaft. 

	A chill swept through him as she lightly blew on his wet cock. He knew how to get her back. 

	Grabbing her ass with both hands, he pulled her hips closer to his face. The slit of her shaved pussy already glistened. Carl replaced her juices with his own as he put his tongue flat against her pussy and slowly licked up and down. She tasted so good that he just wanted to lap away, but he restrained himself. He felt her muscles stiffen as he tongued her little erect clit. She started grinding her pussy against his face, instantly soaking his lips and cheeks with their combined juices. He felt her start jerking his cock. Come on, damn it, suck it! Carl thought.

	Wendy must have been thinking the same thing.

	“I thought you said you’d be able to swallow his entire cock?” Wendy asked. 

	Carl felt a pair of warm, moist lips wrap around his shaft just under the head of his cock. He squeezed her ass to keep himself from coming when he felt her mouth take in almost his entire dick. His tongue moved quickly across her slit. This made her moan on his dick, sending little vibrations through the shaft right into his balls, which Wendy was still tonguing. 

	He was surprised; Bianca kept her mouth down around almost his entire length for much longer than he thought she’d be able to. When she finally did pull away, he could feel all the spit she’d left on him slowly trickle down his flesh. 

	“I want him to eat me out, too!” Wendy said. 

	Again, Bianca dismounted him. After stripping out of her bra and panties, Wendy came up and took her place, her pussy inches away from Carl’s mouth. She smelled a little different from Bianca. He wondered if she’d taste different, too. 

	Then he felt Bianca straddle him around the hips, facing him. She reached behind herself and grabbed his cock. She held it steady as she lowered her pussy down. There was some resistance when he felt the head of his dick press against her sopping pussy, but then his shaft slid into her. Her pussy was wet and tight around him. As she kept pushing down, he gritted his teeth as he felt the skin get bunched back. 

	Wendy pressed her pussy lips to Carl’s mouth. He stuck his tongue into her wet hole. She did taste a little different. He ran his tongue around her opening, then squeezed her ass as he began running his tongue through her slit. Wendy trembled in his grip. Then he heard the girls start kissing.

	Bianca rolled her hips on him, moving her pussy lips a few inches up and down his cock each time. Carl flexed his cock inside her, and he felt Bianca tighten up around him for a moment in response. He wanted to feel both girls come on his cock. Wendy’s pussy was getting so wet from his tonguing that he wondered if she was going to come in his mouth. Carl watched as Bianca ran her hands down Wendy’s back. 

	Carl started to lift his hips every time Bianca rolled her pussy back down onto his cock. Her tight little cunt took his whole cock in each time he did this. He could feel the head of his dick bump against the back. This had an electric effect on Bianca. She started slamming her tight pussy down onto him so hard that he had to pull his mouth away and grit his teeth as the skin of his cock got pushed back by her grip.

	He let himself sink into the sensations. The tight pussy moved rhythmically up and down his shaft as used his tongue to pleasure the girl sitting on his face. As he watched, Bianca’s knuckles went white as her fingers suddenly tightened on Wendy’s back. The next moment, he felt why. She’d buried his cock all the way in her, and now her walls were undulating against his rod as she came on him. He had to suck in a breath to quell the tingle he felt in his balls, urging him to fill her young pussy up with his cum. 

	The mattress shifted a little as the girls dismounted him. He watched as they went on all fours on the bed, their feet hooked on the edge. They both arched their asses into the air. From Carl’s angle, they looked like two perfect hearts. 

	As Carl stood, Wendy wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged Bianca.”

	That suited Carl just fine. He went behind her and spread her ass apart with his hands, playing with the firm flesh. He’d made Bianca come on him, now it was Wendy’s turn to feel his thick cock. 

	Wendy wiggled her ass at him again. “Come on. What are you waiting for? Fuck me, already!” 

	Grinning, Carl grabbed his cock with one hand and pressed his head against her hole. He loved that moment of hesitation as her pussy tried to stretch itself around his girth, then, finally, the head managed to slide in against the tightness. 

	Carl eased himself into her inch by inch. When he couldn’t press in anymore because she was so damn tight, he pulled back a little. The part of his shaft that came out of her glistened with her wetness. Breathing out slowly, he would push back in, making it a little farther each time. Finally, after a few thrusts, her pussy accepted his entire length. He left his cock in her like that for a second, flexing it.

	“Oh fuck, he’s so big,” Wendy said. 

	Not wanting to leave Bianca out, Carl reached over and shoved two of his fingers into her sopping hole. He smiled as he felt the hungry walls of her cunt close in around his fingers. 

	Wendy pulled forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her ass, the other hand busy pleasuring Bianca, Carl started fucking Wendy. 

	She was moaning like a little slut only a few strokes in. 

	“Oh my God, it’s so good,” Wendy moaned. 

	Carl went faster. Her pussy made wet slurping noises as it swallowed up his cock with each fuck. 

	“Don’t stop!” Wendy yelled as she started slamming her ass back each time, “Oh God! I’m going to come. Keep going!” 

	Carl’s lips pulled back from his teeth. He stared down at his cock as it crammed into the girl’s cunt. She was getting tighter, and that tingle had returned to his balls. Just like with Bianca, he felt Wendy’s pussy start convulsing around his shaft. This time, he could actually see her come. Her pussy would move up and down a little with each contraction around him. 

	As soon as she finished, Wendy pulled away from him and turned around. She grabbed his cock and started jerking it quickly.

	“Give it to me now!” She said, as she wrapped her lips around the head of his dick and looked up into his eyes. 

	Carl felt his balls tighten. His cock got harder. It jumped a little in her mouth as he felt his cum burst against her tongue. It happened again and again, each time making his whole body clench up. 

	Using her thumb and forefinger, Wendy made a tight ring around his cock at the base of his shaft. She ran this ring up and down his flesh a few times, milking every last drop of cum into her mouth. 

	Keeping her mouth closed, Wendy let go of his dick and pulled back a little. Bianca grabbed her by the chin and turned Wendy to face her. They kissed for a bit, then moved away from each other.

	“That tastes so good,” Wendy said. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out at Carl. His cum was gone. Bianca smiled and then opened her mouth. It was filled with his creamy seed. They kissed again, swapping his come from tongue to tongue, 

	It was so hot, watching those two hot college girls sharing his come. Carl even felt his cock start to stiffen up again. 

	Soon, both girls were sitting on the bed smiling. They’d finished swallowing his load.

	He glanced at the clock. It was closing in on 2 in the morning. He listened hard for any sign that Cynthia had heard any of this, his guilt a small but growing ball in the pit of his stomach.

	"You two need to go," Carl said, "In case Cynthia wakes up."

	"She's still asleep," Bianca said, "But whatever. Thanks for the fun, Mr. Simmons."

	They gathered their stuff and left. Carl flopped down onto the bed and blew his cheeks out, wondering if that had really just happened.

	He wondered how he was going to look at his wife the same way again.

	



	



Two for Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Leah discovered the affair entirely by accident. And once she found out about it, she could think of nothing else.

	She and Nicole often hung out over at Jackie's house. Especially in that last summer between high school and college.

	It was a good spot: just across the street from her own house and pretty close to Nicole's.

	The three of them had all known each other pretty much forever. In fact, they couldn't really remember a time when they weren't in each other's lives.

	The three of them were practically sisters. Like 18-year-old triplets. But not.

	But then Leah noticed Nicole going over to Jackie's house by herself a lot. At first, Leah burned up with juvenile jealousy. Why was Jackie having Nicole over and not her?

	She even confronted Jackie about it a couple of days ago, demanding to know why Nicole kept coming over.

	Jackie responded by telling her that she hadn't been home all week and hadn't even texted Nicole once.

	Leah wasn't sure why she did it at the time, but she stopped pushing the issue. No, instead she watched.

	She watched Nicole come over, prance her cute butt up to the front porch, ring the bell, and get let in.

	And every time that happened, it was Jackie's dad, Wyatt, who opened the door. Every single time.

	Not only that, but Leah also noticed that every time Nicole came over, Jackie wasn't home. Neither was Wyatt's wife, Jackie's mom.

	When Leah put two and two together and figured it out, she clapped both hands over her wide-open mouth, mumbling, "Holy shit, holy shit..." the whole time.

	And the more she thought about it, the more it made sense. Nicole always seemed to be eye-fucking Wyatt every chance she got. Every time she got caught she turned it into some sort of joke, but now Leah knew the truth.

	That Nicole had a thing for older men. For daddies. And apparently that Wyatt had a thing for younger women. Much younger women. Girls the same age as his own daughter.

	Leah's first impulse was to tell Jackie. This was an incredible betrayal of trust from a friend so close she could be a sister.

	She even picked up her phone and started typing out a long text to Jackie, but she put it down.

	"She probably won't even believe it," Leah reasoned out loud, "I mean, I don't even have any sort of proof."

	So she waited, snapping pics on her phone every time Nicole showed up. She hoped that maybe she might catch them making out or something through an accidentally open window or something, but no dice.

	And the more she waited, the more she thought. The more she wondered. Like what did Nicole see in Wyatt?

	Did he have a really big thing? Was he really good at going down on a girl? Was it just how taboo and fucked up the whole thing was that got her off?

	Leah had to admit to herself that all this was getting her kind of hot and bothered. She imagined what it must be like. The way her heart would pound as she climbed up those steps. As Wyatt let her into the house. As he folded her into his arms and kissed her. Would he grab her by the ass and give it an appreciative squeeze?

	Would he make her moan his name?

	It didn't take long before one of Leah's hands found its way between her thighs during her surveillance.

	And it wasn't long after that that she started doing this sans panties. 

	She couldn't remember the last fantasy that got her so horny and wet.

	And finally it wasn't long after she started her physical fantasy that she needed more.

	Luckily, she didn't have to wait long. Jackie went out with her mom, leaving Wyatt home all by his lonesome.

	And then it happened, just as Leah knew it would.

	She watched from her window. "That little slut..." Leah muttered, well-aware of the jealousy in her voice as she watched Nicole mince her way down the street.

	Never mind that she'd put on some skimpy, slutty clothes of her own. Including a string thong that was barely even an excuse for panties.

	She waited until the ritual went as usual: Nicole going up the steps, Wyatt letting her in, all that.

	Then she started across the street herself. By the time she started mounting the steps herself her heart pounded so hard she could taste a coppery tang at the back of her mouth.

	And she was wet. So fucking wet already.

	She tried the doorknob and found it unlocked. Wyatt and Nicole had been getting careless, apparently.

	She crept into the front hall. Wyatt and Jackie weren't being careful at all. She heard the sounds of wet kisses, of little groans and moans.

	Leah's lithe young body tingled, the epicenter locating itself firmly between her quivering thighs.

	She removed her sandals and padded her way closer to the source of those sounds, which was the living room just off the kitchen. Her skin prickled with gooseflesh, and she kept herself steady with one hand trailing along the cool-feeling beadboard wall.

	Her breath caught when she rounded the corner and looked into the living room.

	Wyatt and Nicole stood between the sofa and the TV. Wyatt manhandled the younger woman, his hands squeezing and caressing every curve and swell of flesh while his hungry mouth wandered over Nicole's bared throat and shoulders.

	Leah's pussy quivered, sending a spike of desire up the front of her stomach.

	Wyatt noticed her first. "Shit."

	"What? Why'd you stop?" Nicole said, twisting in Wyatt's arms to get a look over her shoulder. Her breath caught audibly when she saw Leah standing in the doorway. "Shit."

	"I knew it. I fucking knew it," Leah said, trying to maintain her cool. She hoped they couldn't see the way she trembled.

	"Leah..." Wyatt started.

	"Don't try and feed me some shit about this isn't how it looks. I've been watching you two for a couple weeks now. I know everything," Leah crossed her arms beneath her chest, hoping her quickly hardening nipples weren't too apparent.

	Wyatt and Nicole looked at each other. Leah noticed the way a deep flush of rouge had taken her friend's cheeks and throat, and the way Wyatt's shoulders heaved as he took deep, needful breaths.

	"What are you going to do?" Wyatt asked.

	Leah's heart lurched up into her throat. This was it. The moment of truth. "Well..."

	"Well what?" Nicole stepped towards her, an imperious air hanging around her.

	"I thought that... that I might join in?"

	Wyatt frowned, his lips forming soundless words for a few moments before he could get any sound out of them, "Join?"

	"What the fuck, Leah?" Nicole said.

	"Well," Leah continued, "I could join in, or I could tell Jackie and her mom about it." She noticed the way Nicole stared at her, "What? I've sen how many times you've been over here. He must be good at, you know... it."

	Wyatt gave her a lopsided grin and scratched endearingly at the back of his head, "Leah, I don't think..."

	But Nicole cut him off, a smile growing on her pretty face, "Fine. Yeah, why the hell not? I've always wanted to try a threesome."

	Leah hadn't realized that Nicole would be so in control. It wasn't what she thought, but she found she didn't mind. It was kind of hot, actually.

	"Well okay then," Wyatt said.

	Leah felt faint for a moment. Was this really happening? Was she getting exactly what she wanted?

	"Take off your clothes," Nicole came over and plucked at Leah's shirt, "I want to see his mouth water."

	Leah took a few steps deeper into the living room, first double-checking to make sure all the drapes and blinds were drawn and closed.

	They watched as she stripped down to her underwear. Leah spun in a slow circle, letting them see the goods. Her heartbeat sped up when she saw Wyatt’s cock hardening in his pants. She’d never fucked a man that much older than her before. Something about the prospect excited her more than she thought it would. She was so happy that her friend had a dad like this.

	“Get on your hands and knees on the sofa,” Nicole said. She nodded toward the piece of furniture she meant. 

	Leah had never been ordered around like this during sex. There was something fun and exciting about it, though. She slinked over to sofa, waving her hips as she went. Leah started crouching down facing them, but Nicole spoke again.

	“No! Face the other way.”

	Shrugging, Leah turned to face the wall. Once down, she stretched like a cat, arching her back and lifting her ass high in the air. The string of her thong was not quite wide enough to cover her asshole, she knew. 

	“Go over there and pull her panties down,” Nicole ordered Wyatt. 

	She turned her head to watch him as he knelt down behind her. He pulled her panties partway down her thighs, giving them a good view of her shaved and glistening slit. 

	“Put your tongue into her,” Nicole ordered. 

	Leah felt herself get even wetter as she watched Wyatt stick out his tongue and begin bending toward her hips. She threw her head back when she felt the warm tip poke a little bit into her opening. He grabbed her ass and used his thumbs to spread her pussy lips apart, letting his tongue move a little deeper into her wetness. Wyatt started bobbing his head back and forth, fucking her hole with his stiff tongue.

	“Do you like how she tastes? I know how you like your meat young and tender,” Nicole said.

	Wyatt made an “Uh-huh” noise, unwilling to take his tongue out of Leah’s wet cunt. By now, she was starting to pant a little. Every movement of his tongue around her opening sent electric fingers through her flesh. 

	That was when Nicole came around in front of her. Leah watched with her eyes half closed and her jaw clenched as Nicole slowly stripped off all her clothes. Her tits were still perky, with no sag at all, and her pussy had a well-tended landing strip leading to her slit. 

	Nicole knelt down in front of her, grabbed her head in her hands, and gave her a kiss. Leah’s pussy tightened up for a second and she felt more of her juices get slurped up by Wyatt’s thirsty tongue. 

	Letting her fingers trail from Leah’s cheeks, Nicole leaned back. “Now you’re going to lick my pussy.”

	“Okay,” Leah breathed through clenched teeth. 

	Nicole leaned back onto the hay. She lifted her legs and put them over Leah’s shoulders, then she scooched down until the scent of her wet cunt filled Leah’s nostrils. 

	Looking at Leah, Nicole repeated her command, “Lick.” 

	Leah had to let herself down on her forearms, running her hands along Nicole’s sides. This movement also made her angle her ass a little higher. She felt Wyatt’s tongue push deeper into her. After squeezing her eyes closed and choking back a moan, Leah moved her lips down until they touched the lips of Nicole’s pussy. They were warm against her mouth. Leah opened her mouth wider, sucking in as much of the other woman’s cunt as she could. With a mouthful of pussy, she started licking. Nicole’s juices were tangy, and her clit was already stiff. 

	Leah pulled her mouth back until just the little nub of Nicole’s clit pressed against her lips. Using the tip of her tongue, she swirled around it and licked up and down as fast as she could. Nicole squirmed around on the hay, squeezing and pinching her own nipples. 

	“Yeah, that’s eat, tongue my clit you little slut,” Nicole said between groans. “You like the taste of pussy, don’t you? Yeah, I know you do. Let me see your face.” 

	Leah looked up at Nicole. Nicole grabbed her by the sides of the head and examined her. Leah’s mouth and cheeks were wet and shiny from licking Nicole’s pussy.

	“Nice and wet, just like I thought. Get back to it,” Nicole said. She pulled Leah’s mouth back down own her pussy. 

	Behind her, Wyatt had started running his tongue up and down Leah’s pussy. He was breathing heavily. From the way she could feel him moving, Leah thought he was jerking himself off.

	“Use your fingers,” Nicole ordered. 

	Leah shifted her mouth up a little so that she could lap at Nicole’s clit while she fingered her. Nicole’s pussy felt tight and hot around Leah. She was actually much tighter than Leah thought at first. When she tried to curl her finger to tickle the little patch Leah knew was her G-spot, she could barely move her finger. 

	It seemed to be enough for Nicole though. The older woman pulled Leah’s face harder against her pussy and started grinding her hips into Leah’s mouth. 

	“Oh yes!” Nicole cried, “Make me come. Yeah... Yeah...!”

	Nicole’s body went rigid, and her pussy got so tight that Leah couldn’t move her finger at all. Though she did feel Nicole get extremely wet. 

	“Fuck her!” Nicole said between breaths. 

	Wyatt’s tongue left her pussy. She heard him shuffle onto his knees. Next, she heard him shifting around as he pulled down his pants. A moment later, he put one of his hands onto the small of her back and pushed down, making her angle her pussy more toward him. 

	Leah had no idea how big his cock would be. She couldn’t wait to feel it push into her, to stretch her pussy around him. 

	Wyatt spat. She trembled as he rubbed his spit against her pussy hole. 

	Leah’s breath caught when the head of his cock pushed against the tight ring of her pussy. She felt that ring expand as he urged more of his cock into her. Her cunt gripped him more tightly for every inch that he slid into her young gash. She felt her lips pull out around him as he moved back and then back in.

	“He is nice and big, isn’t he?” Nicole said. “He loves to stretch out tight little pussies like yours. Don’t you?” 

	“Yeah,” Wyatt said. 

	“Every time you shove your cock all the way in, I want you to spank her ass,” Nicole said. 

	His balls brushed against Leah’s pussy as Wyatt buried his entire shaft into her. The sound of the slap echoed through the barn. Leah winced.

	Nicole pulled Leah’s mouth back down to her pussy. She kept licking as the slaps came faster and faster. Every time Wyatt jammed his cock back into her, it felt so good. Then the slap would hurt more each time. Her whole cheek had to be red, she knew. The mixed sensations drove her crazy. Each slap also made her whole body tense up, making her momentarily clamp down onto the big cock railing her. She knew she was getting close to coming. It would be soon. 

	Leah couldn’t help it. She had to pull her mouth back from Nicole’s pussy so that she could suck in her lip and bite down on it. Wyatt grabbed her hair and pulled back, making Leah arch her neck. That new sensation drove her over the edge. 

	With a moan that filled the barn, Leah came. Her hands balled into tight fists, and she felt her toes curl. Wyatt pushed his cock all the way into her while her pussy squeezed his meat.

	“Is she coming on you?” Nicole said.

	“Yeah,” Wyatt replied. 

	“When she’s finished, turn her onto her back.” Nicole stood up. 

	Without taking his cock out of her, Wyatt supported Leah’s weight with one arm while he spun her around by her legs. The sofa cushion was soft and warm and giving on her back. When Leah looked down, she could see her little pussy straining around that big cock that was stuffed balls deep into her. 

	Nicole grabbed Leah’s ankles. She pulled them back as far as they would go. Leah was so flexible that Nicole managed to pull them all the way back until they were beside her head. 

	Leah’s face was contorted. The sudden movement had made her pussy so tight around Wyatt’s cock that it was starting to hurt. Wyatt helped hold her legs by putting his hands on the back of her thighs.

	“Fuck her until she screams,” Nicole said, smiling, “And then keep fucking her.”

	Wyatt matched Nicole’s smile with one of his own. His first thrust took Leah’s breath away. Wyatt adjusted his next one so that he didn’t push completely into her. His cock was so hard in her, and so warm. She’d always liked that about fucking. Her pussy was soft and tight, his cock was hard and long.

	Moving one hand down her thigh, Wyatt used the pad of his thumb to massage Leah’s clit in faster and faster circles. Her clit was so sensitive that Leah started to yelp. Her pussy clenched up involuntarily each time his thumb finished a circuit. 

	“It looks like you’re going to make her cum again soon, dear,” Nicole said, “God, look how wet she’s made your cock.” 

	Leah lifted her head and looked down so that she could see, too. Nicole was right; Wyatt’s cock was absolutely sopping wet from fucking her tight little pussy. 

	“He’s so big,” Leah panted, “I need to be wet so that he can slide around in my tight pussy.” 

	She felt his cock flex in her and, looking into his face, he seemed to be concentrating. Leah realized that he liked dirty talk. He liked to hear about how big his cock was and how it made her feel.

	Leah reached down around her ass and put her fingers on her pussy. She pulled the lips apart so that he could get a better look at the tight circle of flesh around his big rod. 

	“Is it all stretched out around that big piece of meat you’re fucking me with?” Leah said. He had to stop. His lips pulled back from his teeth, and his cock had suddenly become very hard. 

	“I think he’s going to come in me,” Leah said. 

	Nicole let go of Leah’s ankles. She grabbed Wyatt’s head and made him look at her. 

	“Why did you stop? Did I say that you could stop fucking her?”

	Wyatt shook his head as much as he could. 

	With a mischievous smile, Leah tightened herself, squeezing Wyatt’s cock. His mouth fell open and he started slamming her. Nicole didn’t let go of him the whole time.

	“He’s so hard,” Leah said.

	She came on him just as he cock jerked inside her. Feeling the cum hit the back of her pussy intensified her orgasm. Leah screamed as she felt his cock jerking against her pussy’s tight hold around it.

	Some part of her thought about telling him to pull out, that she wasn't on birth control. But it was by far the hottest thing she'd felt in a long time. It was worth the risk.

	Wyatt pulled his cock out of her. The final few spurts of his load shot out in hot and sticky strings onto her stomach.

	“Move,” Nicole told him. 

	Wyatt obeyed. Leah gasped in happy shock as Nicole crouched down between her legs. Starting with Leah’s stomach, Nicole licked all of Wyatt's spunk off Leah’s body. Leah squirmed and moaned a little when Nicole moved her mouth down to her pussy and started lapping at that, too. Leah helped her out, squeezing the muscles of her pussy to force more of Wyatt’s spunk out of her hole. 

	Wyatt leaned back and watched his daughter's friends clean each other like that.

	Both women were breathless when Nicole leaned back on her haunches and wiped at her mouth with her forearm. 

	“That was a big load, Wyatt, you must have really liked this one,” Nicole said. She grabbed him by his cock and pulled him close. She cleaned his shaft with her tongue, then squeezed out the last few drops which she lapped from the tip.

	They hung out for a little while after that, both of them opening up about one day Nicole had come over looking for Jackie, who hadn't been home, and how that somehow ended with Nicole deepthroating Wyatt's cock. And how they hadn't been able to keep their hands off each other since.

	When Leah left the house, fully clothed and cleaned up again, it was just as Jackie and her mom pulled into the driveway.

	"Hey, Leah, what's up?" Jackie said.

	"Oh, nothing," Leah replied, grinning devilishly, "Why don't you go in and ask your dad and Nicole what they've been up to?"

	Jackie frowned, "What are you talking about?"

	Leah shrugged, "Just go in and see."

	When she got home she locked the door behind herself.

	



	



Next Door Daddy Menage

	 

	"Want to get drunk tonight?" Maggie brushed a lock of blonde hair from her forehead while she smiled at Beth.

	"Sure. You have some booze I don't know about?" Beth sat up on the bed, pulling the wrinkles from her shirt. For a moment, her pert little nipples pushed against the thin layer of cotton.

	Beth never really was one for bras. Which made the guys at school go crazy and her father mad as hell. Both great reasons to not wear one.

	Maggie shook her head as she looked around her bedroom. So far it had been a pretty dull summer. She thought that people were supposed to have fun before everyone moved away for college.

	"Then how are we going to get some?" Beth replied, her smooth forehead wrinkling for a moment. She licked her full lips, leaving them glossy. 

	They tasted like strawberries, Maggie knew. While she wouldn't call herself a lesbian, making out was fun. And lips were lips.

	Of course, that didn't ever stop her from shoving her hand down the front of Beth's panties and teasing her best friend's clit until she came. But they'd already done that once today.

	Beth referred, of course, to the fact that both girls were 18 years old. And that they wouldn't be able to legally buy any adult beverages for another few years.

	"Think Josh can buy us some?" Beth said. Josh was Maggie's boyfriend.

	"He's away until next week. Football camp," Maggie replied, pushing down the momentary frustration she felt. Touching and fingering each other was all well and good, but she missed the feel of a hard, throbbing cock running in and out of her tight little pussy.

	"Then where?" Beth idly checked the lock screen on her phone.

	Maggie leaned back against her dresser, her pretty lips pressing into a tight line of frustrated thought.

	Then it came to her. "I've got it!"

	Maggie looked up at her, eyes widening, "What?"

	"Josh's dad."

	Maggie made a face, "Uh, I don't think he's going to be willing to buy us some alcohol."

	As it happened, Josh and his dad lived just across the street from Maggie. It made sneaking out in the middle of the night together super convenient.

	In fact, they'd known each other pretty much all their lives. Rick, Josh's dad, actually used to babysit Maggie a lot when she was little. She may have even had a little girlhood crush on him.

	For a while there, Maggie had wished that he was her dad too. Her own wasn't that great, and Rick had always been there with kind words or a treat.

	And there was that one time when she'd been over waiting for Josh and Rick had come out of the shower completely naked. He hadn't noticed Maggie at all, but she'd noticed him. Every inch of him.

	She often told herself she wasn't attracted to Josh because he looked like a younger version of Rick. And she certainly never told Josh that sometimes when they were fucking she imagined it was his dad stretching her out with every thrust.

	"No," Maggie laughed, "Of course not. It's just that Rick is also out of town. Josh said so right before he left for the camp. I know where their spare key is. And I also happen to know where Rick keeps his key for the liquor cabinet. We can have a few drinks, top them off with some water so the bottles look the same, and no one will ever know."

	Maggie smiled, but then bit down on her lower lip after a moment of hesitancy. "You sure they're both gone?"

	"Positive. Come on, you want to get drunk or not?" Maggie grabbed her phone off the dresser and shoved it down the back pocket of her slim-fit jeans.

	It was too easy. Maggie told her mom they were going to the mall, but instead they just went across the street.

	The spare key was right where Josh said it was, in a flower pot by the door. They slipped inside and found themselves in the basement.

	The key for the liquor cabinet was hidden under the lid of a jar full of misc screws. They opened up the cabinet, grabbed a bottle of vodka and a couple shot glasses, and poured themselves their first drinks.

	They were a couple shots in each when Beth asked her question. Just enough that the liquor was a pleasant warm ball in their bellies.

	"Hey, Maggie...?"

	"Yeah?"

	Beth swallowed hard. Even in the light of the basement, Maggie saw the flush in her friend's cheeks. And it wasn't from the vodka.

	"When Josh gets back do you guys think that... well... you'd want to do something together?"

	Maggie frowned, "What are you trying to ask? Like go to the movies or something?"

	Beth couldn't make eye contact, "No. I mean, like, fucking. All three of us."

	Maggie nearly dropped her shot glass, and she snorted a laugh, "You mean like a threesome?"

	"Yeah."

	Maggie started to say no way in hell was she sharing her boyfriend's nice cock. But then the image of their three bodies movies in rhythm came to her and her pussy sent a pleasant tingle up the front of her tummy.

	"Maybe," she replied, "Another drink?"

	But then the front door opened and closed and they both started wide-eyed at each other. 

	"You said they were both gone!" Beth hissed.

	"They were supposed to be!" Maggie replied before shushing her, "Just shut up. No one's coming down here."

	And that's what it seemed like at first. In fact, they both sighed when they heard whoever was back going upstairs instead of down.

	"Let's get the hell out of here," Beth said, lurching up from the couch where she'd been sitting.

	They rushed over tot eh liquor cabinet, trying to put everything back.

	But Maggie didn't set the bottle of vodka entirely on the shelf.

	As soon as she let it go, it tumbled down and shattered on the floor.

	Both girls froze.

	"Fuck." Maggie swore.

	"Maybe he didn't hear?" Beth whispered.

	That hope shattered when footsteps barreled their way down the stairs. The door to the basement flung open, and Rick made his way down.

	He was still dripping from his shower, and wore nothing but a towel wrapped hastily around his waist. He held the towel up with one hand and a wooden baseball bat in the other.

	"All right, you better be ready to catch a... Maggie? Beth? What are you girls doing here?" His eye strayed down to the shattered glass and vodka all over the floor. "Oh."

	He was a big bear of a man. Hairy chest, broad shoulders. It may have been the vodka, but seeing him like that gave Maggie a pleasant, trembling warmth between her thighs.

	"Uh... We were just leaving," Beth said.

	"No!" Rick said. He made the mistake of lifting his towel-holding hand up to try and stop her. The towel slipped and fell to the floor. "Shit."

	Maggie clapped her hands over her mouth while Beth just goggled at the sight.

	He was big, even soft. Bigger than Josh. 

	Maggie knew at that moment she needed that cock. Needed it bad.

	"Maybe we can help each other out," Maggie said.

	Rick bent over to grab the towel, but Maggie stuck her foot out and held it on the ground.

	"What do you mean?" Rick said.

	"Well, we don't want you telling our parents about this..." Maggie started.

	"I can't see anyway around that," Rick said, "Now let me have the towel back."

	"No," Maggie said, putting more of her weight down onto it.

	"Maggie! What are you doing?" Beth said.

	“You wanted a threesome? Follow my lead,” Maggie whispered. 

	Moving her hair out of the way, Maggie went down onto her knees. A low rumble issued from Rick’s throat. Moving slowly , she reached up and grabbed his shaft. It felt so warm in her hand. It throbbed and stiffened at her touch as she ran her fingertip along the back of the ridge around the head. 

	"What the hell are you doing?" Rick said, letting out a quick little breath.

	"What I've wanted to do for a long time," Maggie said, grinning as she felt his cock harden in his grip.

	"Girls! I'm old enough to be your father! We can't. We shouldn't." He said all this, but he didn't step back.

	"It's okay," Maggie smiled wickedly, "You keep our secret. We'll keep yours."

	"What secret? What are you talking about?" Rick said, lower jaw sliding out. His cock was so thick that Maggie couldn't touch her fingertips together around it.

	"That you would give us vodka if we fucked you..." Maggie said.

	"Shit," Rick said, realizing his position.

	Beth went onto her knees as well. She grabbed the long shaft near the bottom and started stroking the thick meat. 

	“I didn’t think I’d be sharing a nice big cock with you so soon,” Beth said with a smile. 

	They continued working over its long shaft like that until a glob of clear precum trickled out from the tip. Beth glanced at Maggie, then leaned forward with her mouth open. With one quick swipe of her wet tongue, she licked the precum from the tip. Then she lightly touched the bottom of Maggie’s chin with her fingers, urging her forward. They kissed again. Beth’s tongue wriggled between Maggie’s lips, and she swished the salty precum around her mouth before swallowing it. 

	They both let go of Rick’s shaft. He growled down at them, struggling against his growing desire. It was a losing battle.

	His protests stopped when they each part their lips on one side of his shaft. Looking into each other’s eyes, they left a trail of their spit on its length as they ran their mouths up toward the tip. 

	Rick shuddered as they flicked their tongues out in turns over the sensitive flesh of the tip, lapping up the precum as it trickled out. Maggie grabbed the base of its cock again and pulled it toward her. 

	As she pressed her full lips in a tight circle over the head, she reached over and ran her free hand up between Beth’s steamy thighs. She wasn’t wearing any panties under her skirt. Her pussy was clean-shaven and, as Maggie found out as she ran one finger down Beth’s slit, already sopping wet. 

	Maggie sucked on the fat head of Rick’s cock as she slipped one finger up to the first knuckle into Beth’s wet little hole. She was surprised at how tightly it gripped her, and how her juices had already started to run down onto her hand. As Maggie pushed her finger in deeper, she took more of Rick’s shaft into her mouth. 

	Beth seemed to be going crazy. She started rolling her hips as much as she could, trying to get more of Maggie’s long finger into her. She also put her lips down onto Rick’s rod and started sucking lightly on the side. 

	When Maggie started curling her finger over and over against the front wall of her friend’s pussy, Beth pulled back and squeezed her eyes shut. Beth grabbed the base of Rick’s cock, gripped it tightly, and started jerking it madly into Maggie’s mouth. Precum seemed to come out in a salty torrent that Maggie licked away and swallowed as fast as she could. 

	Pulling her mouth off the beast’s big cock, her lips red and glistening from spit and precum, Maggie smirked. “I didn’t know you were such a little whore, Beth.” She wondered how long Beth had been fantasizing about having a threesome with her.

	Beth didn’t even open her eyes. “Shut up and make me come.”

	"You girls are so dirty..." Rick groaned.

	"Just the way you seem to like it," Maggie replied saucily.

	Maggie curled her finger faster. Soon, Beth let out a little yelp. Maggie felt her friend’s pussy squeeze her finger and suddenly get even wetter than before. The squeezing continued for a few moments as Beth’s face contorted with her pleasure. Then the clenching stopped. 

	Beth pulled Rick’s cock so that it pointed at her. With one massive gulp, she pressed her lips all the way down its shaft so that her face touched his stomach. 

	“Oh my God,” Maggie said, her mouth falling open. 

	Rick squeezed his eyes shut and moaned deeply. 

	She held the cock in her mouth as long as she could. Then, with a wet noise, Beth pulled back so that only the very tip was still inside the tight ring of her lips. She’d covered the entire length of his shaft with her spit. Strings of it hung along the bottom. Maggie thought she could actually see the monster’s meat throb and pulse. 

	Incredibly, Beth shoved her mouth down all the way again. Maggie knew just what to do. She pulled her finger out of Beth’s tight pussy, then moved behind her. Beth was up on her knees, which were spread apart. Maggie went down out her back and shuffled forward on her shoulders so that her lips were in line with her friend’s hot little cunt. Beth’s smell got her pussy even wetter. 

	Sticking her tongue out, Maggie ran it along Beth’s slit. Her friend shuddered above her, gagging on Rick’s cock and pulling her mouth back. That made Maggie smile. She reached her hands around Beth’s hips to better support her neck, and then went to town with her tongue. She found Beth’s stiff little clit and flicked it faster and faster. 

	Meanwhile, Beth was going crazy on Rick’s cock. She sucked and slurped, moving her lips quickly up and down its shaft while also jerking it with one hand. 

	Beth whimpered as she came again. Maggie felt her cheeks get suddenly wet with all of the juices leaking from her friend’s pussy. 

	Maggie startled feeling frustrated. No one was playing with her pussy. She needed to get stuffed by a nice thick cock, right away. 

	She let her tongue slide along Beth’s pussy as she moved out from between her thighs. Moving up onto her knees, she grabbed Beth by the shoulder’s and gave her a gentle tug backwards. After a few more strokes of her wet lips up and down the beast’s shaft, Beth reluctantly pulled the meat from her mouth and back off. 

	Without saying anything, Maggie turned around and went down onto all fours. She arched her back as much as she could, making sure her sopping pussy was at the best angle to receive Rick’s big cock. 

	She felt Beth grab her ass cheeks and spread them apart, pulling her underwear to one side at the same time. With a low rumble, the beast went down onto its knees. 

	“Is your tight little cunt ready for a pounding?” Beth asked. 

	Maggie turned around in time to watch Rick grab her by the hips. She winced as his fingernails dug into her. Beth had his throbbing cock clutched in one hand, guiding it towards Maggie. The head bumped against the cleft of Maggie’s ass. She could feel the warm precum on her flesh. With a smirk, Beth guided it down to Maggie’s wet slit and slid the taut skin of the head along Maggie’s gash.

	The head of his cock pressed against her opening. It felt so big, she wasn’t certain it was going to be able to slide in, even with it all covered in Beth’s spit. 

	With a grunt, Rick pushed. She gasped as the head entered the tight ring at the entrance to her wet little pussy. 

	More of his shaft pressed in, and more still. Maggie held her breath as it slid wetly against her walls, stretching them apart on its quest for the very back of her pussy. It wasn’t long before she felt it bump against that, too. She gave its cock an encouraging squeeze with her pussy, making Rick rumble deep in his throat with animalistic pleasure. 

	“God, it’s all the way in, isn’t it?” Beth asked. 

	In response, Maggie pulled forward. She hoped Beth liked watching her tight pussy get pulled back along its thick shaft as she moved. Exhaling, she slammed back against it. Beth grabbed her ass again, pulling her forward and back harder and faster with each thrust. She wasn’t in control and she loved it. Biting down on her lower lip so hard it hurt, she concentrated on the hot, hard cock filling her up, making her feel light-headed it was so good. 

	“I hope he doesn’t come in you. I want to feel that in me, too,” Beth said. 

	But Maggie couldn’t talk anymore. She could feel her orgasm starting inside her. There was a warm, tight feeling that started in her pussy that pulsed out to the rest of her body with each thrust from her beastly lover. 

	“Yeah, that’s it. Come all over that fat cock fucking you, you little slut,” she heard Beth murmur. 

	Without warning, the waves became even more intense. She squeezed one of her own tits as she felt the walls of her pussy press down against the rock hard cock pounding her. It didn’t stop, either. Soon, she screamed. 

	As soon as she finished coming, Maggie pulled herself forward. Rick’s cock slid out of her. Standing and turning around, she saw Rick’s cock was dripping with the juices from her orgasm. Good and wet, she thought. 

	Wordlessly, she grabbed Beth, who was still kneeling, by the shoulders. She pulled her down onto her hands and knees and, grabbing her by the ass, made her arch her back. Maggie spread her friend’s ass cheeks apart like Beth had done to her. 

	Rick understood. He shifted over so that it was behind Beth.

	Her pussy was at least as tight as Maggie’s had been. She had to guide the head of its cock until it bumped against Beth’s sopping hole. She tugged at its cock farther down the shaft, cramming it into her friend’s tight little pussy. 

	He had barely started to fuck her when Beth started to moan and whimper like a little whore. She bounced her hips back against him, taking his whole cock in until his balls slapped her. Maggie was mesmerized by the sight of its hard shaft sliding in and out between the lips of her friend’s cunt. 

	Soon enough Rick also started groaning. Maggie saw that his shaft was completely slimed with Beth’s juices each time it pulled back for another thrust. Her own juices were mixed in there, too. 

	When Beth came on Rick's cock, Maggie actually thought she saw her friend’s pussy squeeze a little from the outside. It was so hot.

	"God, I can't take it much longer. You're so fucking tight..." Rick groaned. 

	It was clear he was about to come in Beth’s cunt. Maggie couldn’t let that happen. 

	“Move, Beth. He’s gonna come!” 

	"I want both you girls down on your knees in front of me. I want you to take every last drop," Rick said through gritted teeth, "You've both been so bad."

	Beth quickly pulled away from Rick and turned around on her knees. They were both on their knees in front of his quivering cock. Maggie grabbed the shaft and jerked it as fast as she could. 

	They both bent down a little more to be level with his cock and opened their mouths. 

	Maggie caught the first blast of hot cum in her mouth. The next hit her chin and left a wet trail down onto her shirt. Then she pointed its dick at Beth. She caught some of the come in her mouth. The rest went all over her face. It was so hot and sticky. Rick groaned the whole time. 

	When he finished, Beth leaned forward and sucked the last few drops out of his dick. She turned and kissed Maggie, passing the jizz from her mouth to Maggie’s. She swallowed the rest of Rick’s hot load and then licked at the cum on her chin. 

	Maggie and Beth sat on the floor holding each other. They kissed each other gently. It was a long time before either of them could speak. Aside from the sensation of their lips pressed together, all Maggie could think about was how nicely sore her pussy was. No one had pounded her like that in a while.

	Rick finally picked up his towel and used it to clean his cock off. He dropped it again and ran his hands through his hair, looking at them as though he wondered if that had really just happened.

	"You two need to clean up and get out of here," Rick said.

	"Don't worry, I won't tell Josh," Maggie said, "Your secret's safe with me. With us."
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		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;

}













