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I’d waited weeks for my chance to open up.

Long weeks of nothing to satisfy me but my fingers late at night, my body writhing under the covers while I imagined what he might do to my young body.

“Another long day of doing nothing?” my dad asked me over the fold of the morning paper.

“Anything wrong with that?” I asked him.

He glared at me. “Well why don’t you see what Marley is up to? You guys are going to different schools at the end of summer and you should hang out now while you can.”’

“She’s gone away for the week to be with her mom,” I said.

I glanced through the kitchen window at the house next door. Marley and Charlie’s house. Marley was gone, that was true. But Charlie, her dad, was home. All by himself.

It was almost too easy.

“Don’t you have other friends? I seem to remember other friends,” my dad said.

“Of course I do. It’s just that none of them are around!”

“So then it is another day of nothing I guess,” he shook his head and turned back to his paper.

“No. Mom said I could take the car. I think I’ll go to the mall,” I told him.

“Great. You’re 18 now. Do what you want,” he replied sarcastically. He still wasn’t confident in my driving abilities. But I didn’t want to goad him much more. I needed to be able to take the car today, just not to the mall.

So I waited a while into the afternoon and told my parents I was going out. Then I took the car and drove it around the block and parked it along a side street that I knew neither of my parents ever went down.

My heart thumped hard in my chest. I could feel my panties sticking a little to the bald lips of my pussy. When I showered that morning I’d made sure to get every last hair, and now I couldn’t think about much of anything but that.

I rounded the corner on the block and went up to the front door of Charlie and Marley’s house, taking a quick glance over to make sure my mom and dad hadn’t decided to step out onto the porch or anything like that.

Then I went inside, knowing that Charlie never really bothered to lock up.

Charlie was in the kitchen, which wasn’t visible from the door. He hadn’t heard it open. My heart slammed so hard I thought it might explode. I really, really hoped that everything I’d done leading up to this had worked.

Like last night when I pretended to let my towel drop right in front of my fully open bedroom window, which faced Charlie’s house.

When I looked over I’d seen him staring. And when I caught him staring he turned his head and walked away.

I kicked my sandals off and padded up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

Then I stripped down completely naked, my skin pebbling with gooseflesh when the air touched it.

I sat down on the side of the bed facing the door.

“Charlie!” I called out, surprised my voice could work I was so anxious.

All sound from downstairs stopped for a second. Then he called back. “Hello?”

“Come up here!” I said.

At first I worried he wouldn’t, but then I heard his footsteps on the stairs.

He rounded the doorway into the bedroom, a question on his lips. But when he saw me that question dropped away.

His eyes took me in and a little shiver of excitement ran up my spine.

“I should go get your dad,” he said, and backed up a step. He didn’t turn around though. He couldn’t stop looking at me.

I swallowed. I thought he might say something like that. He was a good man. “You could do that… Or…”

“Or what?” he said, a little frown line appearing between his eyebrows.

I leaned back on his bed and spread my legs open. I could feel my lower lips parting, showing the pink wetness between them.

“Or we could have some fun… Why don’t you take off your clothes?”

“We shouldn’t…” he replied, but he didn’t move.

“But you want to,” I said.

“What?”

“I’ve seen you look at me. I know, because I’ve been watching you, too. Come over here. I know you want to. I won’t tell anyone. I swear. I know you want to! I can see your boner in your jeans.”

He was already hard. It bulged against the denim.

He stood there a little while, then stepped fully into the bedroom. He closed the door behind himself and walked towards me, stripping out of his clothes as he went.

His cock sprang out long and hard when he freed it from his briefs.

His cock quivered, big and long and hard, just above the slippery wetness of my pussy. He looked like he could barely contain himself.

“Do I need a rubber?” he asked.

“No,” I replied, “I want to feel your bare skin against mine.”

I’d waited so long for this moment. Teasing him, flirting with him, giving him longing looks. Ever since I turned 18 I’d decided that I wanted to fuck my best friend’s father.

His name was Charlie and he was a silver fox.

At first it had just been something of a game. Could I convince an older man to fuck me? What about a man I’d known all my life? One who was my own father’s good friend? One who’d been like a father to me more than once?

The game turned serious at some point.

And now here I was, lying on Charlie’s bed with my legs spread apart, the bald lips of my pussy puffy and engorged with desire while he looked down at my young, firm, pert body with wanton desire.

“Fuck me,” I told him, “I need you to fuck me.”

His cock flexed visibly and a clear drop of precum appeared right at the tip. He swallowed heavily while he succumbed to the temptation offered by my lithe and nubile body. He needed only a little more a push.

“You want me so wet,” I said, “Good and wet so that you can slide every inch into me. Don’t you want to feel how warm I am, wrapped all around you?”

His jaw jutted out a little. Then he grabbed my legs and pushed them farther apart and back. My stomach went tight at the touch, and I could feel how slick my inner walls had gotten.

“Please…” I moaned, “Please…”

The head of his cock bumped against my quivering mound and I sucked in a breath. His cock was so hard it trembled. So hard that the purple flesh of the tip gleamed.

He wasn’t some teenager who didn’t know what to do. His cock slid down my slit until he found my opening.

He pushed against the tightness and we both gasped and then sighed as I parted around his girth and he slid into me.

His cock was hot and hard inside of me, and he kept pushing it deeper and deeper. 

“You’re so big,” I said, “I can feel you stretching me out.” I could, too. It kind of hurt, a little. But in a good way. A satisfying way.

A way that told me I could take a man’s cock. A real man’s cock.

He pushed in until the head of his shaft bumped against the back of me. Then he paused, both of us just luxuriating in the feeling of being together like this.

I’d never felt so filled before. My walls undulated and writhed around him, and I pushed the back of my head against the mattress, my whole body going tight.

I could feel the tautness and tension of my climax building low in my stomach as I fulfilled my body’s most primal need.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he said through gritted teeth.

My nipples went hard, aching as they stiffened bare in the still air of the bedroom.

He pulled back, slowly, my pussy’s tightness pulling at his shaft. Every inch he revealed glistened with my wetness all over him. 

I’d gotten him so wet already that it dropped down the bottom of his shaft.

He pushed into me again. This time my mouth dropped open and I whimpered. My slick, velvety walls clamped up around him, so tight that he groaned.

“You’re going to make me come soon,” he said.

“I want to,” I told him, “I want to make you feel so good that you can’t hold back. Fuck me. Fill me up.”

I hadn’t expected this first time to last very long. We both wanted this so badly, and now that we finally got it and couldn’t believe how good it felt, there was no way it would go on much longer.

I liked it because it was forbidden. I was fucking my friend’s dad! A man old enough to be my dad!

It was my tight young body that got him hard.

My tight young pussy that urged him closer and closer to finishing inside of me.

He gritted his teeth and pushed my legs down to that my thighs touched the mattress. He slid in and out of me, our bodies slapping together wetly every time he forced every inch of his throbbing manhood into my waiting wetness.

“I can feel it… I can feel it…” I moaned. I could feel his cock getting harder in me. Hotter and harder.

I could feel my own orgasm building, the tension of it so great I thought I might actually explode if it didn’t release soon.

The soft white skin between my breasts and on my throat flushed a deep rouge. My pussy tried holding onto him tighter and tighter the harder he fucked me. 

My eyes squeezed shut and my lips pulled back from my teeth. My legs started shaking, my toes curling up. I grabbed handfuls of the bedspread and squeezed them.

“I’m coming, I’m coming!” I said.

“Fuck… holy fuck…” Charlie moaned.

“Don’t stop!” I begged him, “Keep going. Fill me up. Come inside of me. I need it… God!”

The final bit of tension inside of me broke. My climax slammed into me, hot and cold waves of pleasure coursing up and down my body. My pussy got so tight and it felt like I squirted a little. I couldn’t help it.

“God!” Charlie echoed me.

He buried his shaft to the hilt inside of me. My inner walls wrapped around him and squeezed just as his cock began its rhythmic flexing.

Each time it did it sent a ripple of pleasure through me and I moaned, my orgasm still running its course.

Each time it did I felt the warmth of his seed fill me up. I could feel my needy body pulling it up deeper into me, right into my waiting womb.

When he finished he didn’t pull out of me right away. His body relaxed a little and we both took a breath.

I could feel my heartbeat in my pussy. Everything down there between my thighs was wet heat.

I looked into his face. A face I’d known for so long. Part of me knew that what we’d just done was wrong. So wrong.

But also so very right.

“We can’t tell anyone,” Charlie said, still hard inside of me.

I gave his cock a teasing squeeze, which was a bit of a mistake. I sucked in a breath at the dull pain. I was already sore!

My whole body was sore. My orgasm had wrung me out like a wet cloth.

“Of course not,” I said. I liked our secret. I wanted it to stay that way.

I wanted him to fuck me again. I wanted to fuck him every day from now until I moved away to college in the fall.

Every day that Marley, his daughter and my friend, wasn’t around.

“And especially not Marley,” Charlie said. “She can never know. Never.”

“I’ll never tell anyone,” I said. Then, “Oooh.”

He pulled out of me slowly, his cock dripping with our combined juices. “You have the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked.”

I smiled broadly, far too proud of that fact. “And you have the biggest cock. Way bigger than my ex’s.”

A little of his load dribbled out of me when he pulled all the way out. But I could feel the rest still inside of me. Deep inside.

I wasn’t on birth control, so I knew I’d need to go get a morning after pill pretty quick. There was no way he could come so hard and deep inside of me and not knock me up.

I could’ve told him to put a condom on, but I’d wanted him bare inside of me. Wanted him to come inside of me. And I knew that he wouldn’t if I’d told him I wasn’t on anything.

He leaned over me, supporting himself with his hands on the mattress, and kissed me. His manly stubble tickled at my lips and cheeks.

I reached between our bodies and grabbed his cock, still slippery from my pussy. He throbbed in my grip and he moaned through our kiss.

I almost asked him to fuck me again, but the dull, hot ache between my thighs begged me not to. Charlie really was a big guy, and I didn’t think I could take him again.

I glanced over at the window. The blinds were open ever so slightly. Enough to see my house. Where my parents were right at that very moment.

I wondered what they’d think if I knew I’d just gotten Charlie to fuck my brains out. Got him to fuck me and to fill my little pussy up with a big, hot load I could still feel coating my insides.

I smiled a little. God, I was such a dirty little slut. And I loved it.

“Are your parents still throwing that graduation party tomorrow night?” Charlie said, sitting next to me on the bed.

I sat up as well. “Yeah…” Then a dirty, sexy idea occurred to me and I couldn’t help but feel my smile grow, “And when you come over you shouldn’t put any underwear on.”

“Why’s that?” he said.

“Because I want to follow you into the bathroom and suck your cock,” I told him.

His eyebrows climbed up his forehead, “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.”

I bit my bottom lip and let it slide slowly out between my teeth before continuing, “I’ll get down on my knees in front of you and pull you out of your pants. Then I’ll lick you until you get good and hard. Then I’ll suck you and stroke you…” I was getting turned on again just describing it.

So was Charlie. He swallowed hard.

I continued. “I’ll suck you and stroke you. I’ll kiss and lick the head of your cock until you can’t take it. Then I’ll wrap my lips around you when you come. And then I’ll look into your eyes as I swallow it all. Every last drop. Then we’ll go back to the party.”

His cock had started hardening again, and I thought about giving him a preview of tomorrow night, but I wanted him to wait. I wanted him to suffer the agony of anticipation.

“Guess I better not be late,” he replied.



cover.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    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;

}













