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Neighbor Daddy Threesome

	 

	I had originally wanted to tell Jenn that Diane and Penelope couldn’t come over.

	“Please, dad? It’s our last weekend before we all move away for school!” Jenn said, seeming for a moment younger than her 18 years.

	They were all three 18, Mike knew. Not a problem for his daughters. But the other two? It gave him some… impure thoughts.

	“Yeah, Mr. Jones,” Penelope said, “It’s the last time we can all hang out together.”

	Mike tried to ignore the way Penelope’s lips shone with that gloss she wore so often now. He tried to ignore the thought of what it might look like for those lips to stretch open around his hard cock.

	Diane stepped closer to him, the movement wafting the light smell of her perfume at him. His cock twitched in his pants.

	He wished his daughter wasn’t friends with such smoking hot young women.

	She put her hand on his wrist. He’d crossed his arms over his chest in an effort to be more dad-like. “Please? We’ll be good. You won’t regret it.”

	“Why don’t you want them here anyway? It’s not like you’re busy or anything,” Jenn said.

	That gave Mike pause. He couldn’t exactly tell his daughter that he didn’t want her friends here because when they were he couldn’t stop thinking about fucking them. He didn’t want to be known as the pervy dad.

	Still, he had to say something. “Why don’t you guys go over to one of your houses instead? You can even take the car if you want.”

	That one usually never failed. Jenn loved driving them around. And she even beamed at the suggestion.

	That gave him hope.

	It was dashed a moment later.

	Penelope and Diane looked at each other, Penelope chewing on her lower lip and Diane shaking her head a little.

	“Sorry, Mr. Jones,” Penelope said, “My house is a no-go. My brother has a bunch of guys over.”

	Diane looked up at him. He noticed that she’d left her hand on his wrist. He could feel the heat of her skin against his. It made his mouth go dry.

	“Same thing for me. Except it’s my mom with a bunch of people over. This is really the only option.”

	With some effort of will, Mike stepped back so that she had to let go of him. He nearly stumbled over a pair of boots on the mat by the door, but recovered without losing too much dignity.

	He couldn’t think straight. It was one of those moments where he knew he desperately needed clarity, but couldn’t find it behind that haze of hormones and desire.

	And if he stood there much longer the growing bulge in his pants would become apparent to everyone.

	“Fine,” he said finally, “But I need some space, guys. Got it? No interruptions.”

	“Thanks, daddy!” Jenn said. He said a silent prayer when she didn’t try and hug him for it. Meanwhile, Diane and Penelope just smiled at each other. He thought he saw something in the glint in their eyes, but told himself it was just because he couldn’t stop thinking about what the two of them would look like naked.

	Mike retreated down to the basement rec room while the girls went up to Jenn’s room. He breathed a sigh of relief, believing that was that.

	Although he had paused for a guilty moment at the bottom of the stairs to watch Penelope and Diane go up.

	They had great asses.

	He toyed briefly with the idea of pulling up some porn on his phone and rubbing one out in the basement bathroom but decided it was too risky.

	So he tried to distract himself with some mind-numbing sitcom on TV and a beer from the fridge in the corner.

	And things seemed to go really well. For the first couple hours, at least. The girls stayed upstairs. He stayed down. And never the twain would meet.

	Or so Mike believed.

	He’d just gotten up to grab another beer from the bar fridge. Thoughts of young and nubile bodies had been mostly banished from his mind. He even told himself that it was all silly, all in his head.

	There was nothing going on. He’d been worried about nothing. Mike smiled a little as he leaned over the fridge, enjoying the mild buzz he had going from the first couple drinks and looking forward to deepening it.

	Not too much, of course. He also didn’t want to be known as the drunk dad.

	He heard it, then. The sound of footsteps on the staircase. He froze, the brown neck of the beer bottle stuck between his index and middle fingers.

	Then the front door opened. A moment later a car engine started. His car engine, he knew.

	He sighed with relief again and straightened up. They’d decided to have Jenn drive them somewhere.

	Everything was coming up Mike tonight, apparently.

	He set the beer down on the coffee table but didn’t have time to sit before more footsteps came down the basement stairs.

	He froze as Diane and Penelope appeared, grinning at him. Instantly, his mouth dried out and his cock twitched.

	“Uh, hey guys. Where’s Jenn?” Mike asked.

	Penelope stepped forward, “Oh she’s just going to be gone an hour or so. We thought of something good to get her out for a while.”

	Mike swallowed hard. Nervous fingers buried themselves in his stomach. His cock started hardening, and he leaned forward a little in an attempt to hide it. “Why?”

	“We came over for you, silly. We see the way you check us out every time we’re over. And you know? We think you’re pretty hot, too. For someone old enough to be our dad, anyway,” Diane gave him a very obvious once over and smiled.

	Mike tried to smile, “That’s ridiculous. I am old enough to be your dad. I’ve known you both your whole lives. That would be totally wrong.”

	The blood hammered past his ears. His cock wouldn’t stop throbbing.

	“Oh my God, he’s got a boner!” Penelope clapped her hands over her mouth to try and hide her giggles, “Oh, he looks so big…”

	“Then I think you need to give Mike’s cock a good sucking,” Diane said. 

	Both Penelope and I said, “What?” at the same time, looking at Diane in shock. 

	She waved her hand, as though frustrated with our lack of understanding. “Look, Penelope, I can tell by the way Mike’s staring at you that he wants to fuck you badly. I think from the way I’ve caught you looking at him all the time, you want him, too. Besides, we talked about this already. What did you think was going to happen when we got Jenn out of the house?”

	They looked at each other, shrugged. Then Penelope stripped out of her clothes. My cock got instantly so hard it felt like it was about to tear through my pants.

	Her breasts looked small and firm, her nipples already erect. She kept her pussy shaved, and I saw the pinkness of her lower lips.

	Then they approached me.

	Diane pushed me back a little from the couch. I hardly protested as she undid my belt and my pants, then pulled them, along with my boxers, off me. I couldn’t hide my rigid cock anymore, which stood at full attention. Penelope couldn’t take her eyes off it. I felt my shaft tremble as I realized her desire for me. 

	Slowly at first, Penelope climbed off the couch. She came back around it. My body shook a little as I took in her nakedness. She knelt down in front of me, so close I could feel her breath on my shaft.

	Diane went behind me, then reached one hand around me to grasp the base of my member, holding it steady.

	I couldn’t keep my mouth closed as Penelope, hands on her thighs, opened her mouth and leaned forward. Her lips felt so warm around me as they swallowed up the head of my cock and locked in a tight ring behind it.

	Her tongue moved over the sensitive flesh and I gasped. Apparently emboldened by my obvious pleasure, Penelope wrapped one of her hands around my shaft, just above Diane’s fingers, and started sucking on me. 

	“Yes, suck that fat cock...” Diane said, her own breath hot as it brushed past my ear. 

	“Oh my God,” I said as Diane let go of me and Penelope began stroking me.

	She was good at it. She ran her lips up and down, sucking on me while her fingers squeezed and rubbed me. My whole member seemed to buzz with the sensations. Penelope just looked up into my face as she worked me. She went faster and faster as her own arousal built. 

	Then Diane appeared in front of me. She’d taken off her clothes, as well, and was entirely naked. Her nipples were puckered with excitement, and she seemed flushed as she knelt down beside Penelope.

	“Give me some of that,” Diane said.

	Penelope glanced at her, then pulled her mouth from my shaft. Long strings of spit connected her lips to my cock. She stopped stroking me, instead using her hand to point my member at Diane.

	Putting her hands on my thighs for support, Diane opened her mouth wide and sank it down my cock. She took me all the way down to Penelope’s fingers, moaning as she went. She left her lips around me for a moment before pulling off, leaving me all wet with her saliva. 

	Then they took turns swallowing me as much as they could. Penelope shoved her mouth down me, surrounding my member with warmth and wetness before pulling off and pointing the head at Diane so she could do the same thing.

	I ran my fingers through my hair, grabbing handfuls and squeezing as I watched the two women share me.

	Penelope had started fingering herself again. I could hear the wet noises she made as her hand moved faster and deeper. My cock swelled in Diane’s mouth as she pressed her lips down my shaft. Diane looked up into my eyes, then glanced over at Penelope and realized what was turning me on so much.

	Diane let her teeth just barely graze along the top and bottom of my shaft as she moved her mouth off me. I grunted at the new sensation.

	“Do you want him to fuck you, Penelope?” Diane asked. She let her fingers move back and forth along my length as she spoke. Penelope watched the movement, apparently mesmerized by the way the skin moved.

	“Yes,” she said, glancing between the two of us.

	So Penelope and Diane stood up, holding hands. Diane sat on the couch, then scooted forward until she was right on the edge. She put her feet on the cushions, wide apart to show off her own tight little pussy. 

	Diane pulled Penelope down in front of her, kneeling between her legs. Without hesitation, Penelope buried her face in Diane’s pussy, licking up and down.

	I watched as Penelope pleasured Diane. I could see Penelope’s ass wiggle as she put her whole body into the effort. Her back was arched, and I loved the way her hips curved.

	I found myself taking up position behind Penelope. I crouched down lower, angling my shaft with one thumb. Penelope jumped a little when she felt the head of my cock press against her sex. A shudder went through her as I shoved forward, entering her tight, wet hole.

	It was even tighter around me than her mouth had been, and so warm. I gasped as I watched the skin on my shaft bunch back from the strength of her grip around me. The pink lips of her pussy were parted around me.

	Grabbing her by the hips for a better grip, I pulled back and thrust into her. Diane opened her eyes, then her mouth as she saw what I was doing.

	“You horny bastard,” she said, gritting her teeth.

	I could tell from the way she flushed that she enjoyed watching me fuck Penelope. Penelope’s moans grew more insistent as I jammed my cock into her faster and harder. I felt my balls slap against the lips of her pussy as I simultaneously thrust forward into her and pulled back on her hips.

	It was so good that she had to pull her mouth away from Diane to beg me to fuck her even harder. 

	I looked down at my shaft, marvelling at how wet she’d made it. Her grip was so tight around me that I needed that much of her juices lubing me so that I could move at all.

	My fingers pressed into her hips, leaving her flesh even whiter as I fought against that grip. I had to concentrate hard so that I wouldn’t come. I didn’t want to come yet, it felt so good. The heat, the wetness, the tightness of Penelope’s pussy was something I needed and wanted to experience for as long as I could. 

	I spat down onto my shaft and rubbed it in with the ball of my thumb for some extra lubricant as I went faster. The couch began to shake, the legs squeaking against the floor, as I pounded forward as hard as I could.

	Penelope pulled her head back again and groaned loudly. Diane grabbed her by the back of the head to keep her neck arched as she came on me. Her pussy clenched up around my shaft. I buried myself inside her and flexed my cock, making her groans turn to whimpers as she squeezed and relaxed over and over. 

	When she finished, I pulled out of her. I watched my cock glisten with her juices. 

	“Come up here beside me,” Diane said, patting the cushion to her left.

	Penelope sat on the couch beside Diane, and they both assumed the same position. They grabbed their legs behind their knees and pulled their thighs back to their chests. Penelope’s pussy was sopping wet, and I could see the shine of her juices on her inner thighs. There were hints of moisture in Diane’s slit.

	I let out a breath as I slid my cock into Diane’s pussy. Her grip, too, was tight around me as I began running my shaft in and out of her. Not wanting to leave Penelope out of it, I reached over and found her stiff clit with one fingertip and began rubbing in circles around it.

	Soon, both women moaned as I pleasured them. 

	Diane looked at Penelope, who looked back at her. They leaned in and kissed. I felt my cock jump at the sight, and I pulled out of Diane to keep myself from coming. When they finished, looking into each other’s eyes, I re-entered her. She felt so warm around me. 

	When I noticed how quickly she breathed, I began pounding her fast and hard. She looked up into my face, desperate as I brought her closer and closer to coming. Finally, her jaw dropped open and she let out a yelp as she tightened in spasms around me.

	I wanted them to share me again.

	Getting hold of the base of my shaft, I pulled out of Diane. One sidestep brought me between Penelope’s lifted legs. She gasped as I entered her again, then moaned as I sank my cock all the way into her tight little pussy. I flexed in her for a moment, then pulled out. I stepped back in front of Diane and did the same thing, both of us watching the skin on my shaft push back at the tightness of her pink folds around me. 

	I only had to fuck each woman three or four times before they both began moaning and bucking their hips.

	“Don’t you want to come, hon?” Diane asked.

	“I want you to come,” Penelope said.

	Pulling out of Penelope, I paused. Diane looked at me, then nodded. She knew just what I wanted. 

	Diane slid off the couch, kneeling in front of me. She pulled Penelope after her. Diane grabbed my cock by the base.

	“Suck him again,” she told Penelope.

	Penelope didn’t need to be told twice. She put her mouth back on me, taking nearly half my length before pulling back. Then Diane grabbed her by the back of the head and held her mouth in place, her lips locked tightly just behind the head of my cock.

	Diane began stroking me, her fingers moving quickly over my lubed shaft.

	I groaned as my toes tried to curl against the floor. A spark seemed to run from the head of my cock down into my balls, signalling my climax. I knew I was about to come.

	Both woman did, too. Penelope felt me swell in her mouth, and Diane felt me harden in her grasp. Diane stroked me even faster, then. I quickly reached the tipping point, unable to control myself.

	Penelope sucked hard on me as my cock jerked in her mouth. She swallowed the first spurt of cum as I groaned, my knees threatening to buckle under me at the intensity of my orgasm.

	My cock jumped again and again. Each time, Penelope swallowed. I felt her tongue move over the slit at the tip of my cock repeatedly, trying to make sure she got all of it. Diane’s strokes slowed down as she felt me run dry. Finally, she ran her fingers up and down me a couple more times, milking the last of it out of me, before letting go.

	Penelope kissed the tip of my cock and looked up into my eyes as Diane let go of her hair, allowing her to move back.

	There was a deep and satisfying soreness in my balls as the women stood up. I looked from one beautiful naked body to the other, some part of my mind unwilling to believe that I’d just managed to have a threesome with Diane and Penelope. 

	Diane smiled at me. Penelope did as well, but after a moment, she looked down at the floor.

	“Wow,” was all I could say.

	We all stayed there for a couple minutes, just basking in the afterglow. Then we all instantly froze. The sound of tires on the driveway reached us.

	“Jenn’s back!” I said, “Get dressed and get your asses upstairs before she finds us!”

	In my panic they seemed to take forever pulling their clothes on. And they even had the gall to giggle as they did.

	But they made it up to Jenn’s bedroom just as the front door opened.

	I breathed another sigh of relief and collapsed down onto the couch. My balls ached.

	Had that really just happened?

	



	



Neighbor Daddy Threeway

	 

	When Archie agreed to chaperone the girls on their trip, he didn’t realize that he would be the only parent there.

	And it wasn’t until after everything was over that the thought occurred to him that Maggie and Monica had arranged for it to be that way.

	Truth be told, part of him was happy that this trip was the final one before they all moved away to college in the fall. 

	He thought they were a bad influence on Trish, his daughter. Always wearing cropped shirts that showed their flat and youthful bellies. And those pieces of string that were apparently bikinis these days.

	He tried not to think about the way their bodies looked when they’d all been over trying on their new swimwear in preparation for the trip.

	He tried not to think about when Maggie pulled the string holding Monica’s bikini bottom on. And he especially tried not to think about the fact that apparently Monica kept herself clean shaven down there.

	Or how cute her rump looked.

	All three girls giggled at each other. Then Monica had looked Archie right in the eye. Something about that glance struck him to the core. Hit him hard enough that he’d had to excuse himself and go to the bathroom, his cock painfully hard against the inside of his jeans.

	Yes, he didn’t want his daughter around that sort of girl.

	It didn’t help that Monica lived right across the street, and that Maggie lived just a couple blocks over. Those two and Trish had been thick as thieves for years. All through high school and before.

	And that brought him to his present circumstances. All three of them wanted to go away for one last hurrah before school started for them. But none of them owned a car, and no other set of parents wanted to take them anywhere.

	Neither had Archie. But Trish wore him down, begging and pleading and turning her big, wet eyes up at him imploringly.

	That’s what did it.

	Yes, definitely that. Not Monica and Maggie sitting down on the couch on either side of him one day last week, their bared thighs looking for smooth in their shorts. They’d smelled good, he remembered. Flowery.

	And they smiled at him too.

	They also begged and pleaded. Then Monica put her hand on his thigh, dangerously high up and close to his barely controlled bulge.

	He’d told them yes just to make them leave before he got hard sitting there with them.

	All four of them reached the hotel in one piece. The place was close enough to the beach that Archie caught a good whiff of the water every time the breeze rolled over the town.

	He’d splurged and got his own room, even inviting Trish to stay with him. He hoped she would. He didn’t want to think about the sort of hijinks Maggie and Monica would get up to.

	But she’d insisted on staying with her friends in their room.

	Archie let out a sigh and checked his cell again, wondering if his wife had sent him any messages. She hadn’t.

	There wasn’t anything on the TV, either. He knew because he’d spent a good 15 minutes surfing up and down the channels looking for anything interesting.

	Of course, all this was to keep his mind off what was happening just down the hall. And what might happen tomorrow on the beach.

	His heart palpitated and his mouth went dry at the thought of seeing Maggie and Monica in their bikinis again.

	The frustration built and built inside of him, taking up more and more of his willpower to keep his cock from hardening.

	Because he didn’t want to stroke himself off to thoughts of those two youthful bodies. That way didn’t lay madness, but it didn’t lead to anything good.

	He was far too old for them. Old enough to be their father. It was wrong.

	But if that was the case, why did his cock twitch every time they crossed his mind?

	Temptation and desire wore him down as surely as the ocean waters nearby wore down rocks on the beach to sand.

	He stripped down to his boxers and pulled his dick through the hole. It took only a couple pumps in his grip to get hard.

	Funny thing, seeing his wife naked never aroused him so quickly.

	He leaned back against the pillow and closed his eyes, thinking of tight, youthful bodies.

	Then someone knocked on the door. He nearly came from the start it gave him. He looked up at the door, suddenly thankful that hotel doors locked automatically.

	Except this one hadn’t.

	“Girls!” Archie said, grabbing a pillow to cover his rock hard shaft, which he tried shoving back into his boxers as best he could, “What is it? Everything okay?”

	He hoped like hell they didn’t noticed his flushed appearance. Or the very obvious way that his pillow didn’t sit nearly as flush as it should’ve against his lap. 

	“See! I told you putting that piece of tape over the lock would work,” Maggie said. “And just like we thought, he’s abusing himself!”

	“You’re right,” Monica said, “He is up to no good. Do you think he knows how to handle two?” 

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

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

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

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

	“Well this is your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Monica 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. Monica started grinding her hips, rubbing her panties against his stomach. The cloth was already damp. Archie’s cock hardened in Maggie’s hand. 

	“We shouldn’t…” Archie said.

	“But we’re going to,” Monica said. He could taste her on his lips. Tingling electricity ran up and down the length of his cock.

	Maggie pulled Archie’s boxers off. Monica was blocking his view, so Archie 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, Monica,” Maggie said, “You have to see it.” 

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

	Archie 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. 

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

	Archie felt his cock go completely rigid as these words hit him. Monica 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.” 

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

	Archie gave Monica’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 glistening mark on his stomach. Now Archie could see everything. Maggie 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 Monica 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?” Archie asked. 

	Maggie pointed Archie’s cock at Monica. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around Archie’s shaft right below where Maggie 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,” Monica said.

	“Ooh, my turn,” Maggie interrupted. 

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

	Maggie plunged her lips down around Archie’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!” Archie 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 Maggie could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up into his eyes as more and more of him went in.

	As Maggie pulled her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her spit, Monica 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 Maggie had only the very tip of his cock between her lips. Maggie pulled back and then spat on his cock. She worked it around the head with her fingers.

	While Maggie was doing that, Monica 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,” Monica said. 

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

	Monica got onto the bed and, facing away from Archie, straddled his chest. The smell of her pussy that close to his face made his cock tremble again. Maggie spread his legs apart and then started tonguing his balls while Monica 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. Archie 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! Archie thought.

	Maggie must have been thinking the same thing.

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

	Archie 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 Maggie was still tonguing. 

	He was surprised; Monica 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!” Maggie said. 

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

	Then he felt Monica 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. 

	Maggie pressed her pussy lips to Archie’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. Maggie trembled in his grip. Then he heard the girls start kissing.

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

	Archie started to lift his hips every time Monica 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 Monica. 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, Monica’s knuckles went white as her fingers suddenly tightened on Maggie’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 Archie’s angle, they looked like two perfect hearts. 

	As Archie stood, Maggie wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged Monica.”

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

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

	Grinning, Archie 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. 

	Archie 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,” Maggie said. 

	Not wanting to leave Monica out, Archie 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. 

	Maggie pulled forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her ass, the other hand busy pleasuring Monica, Archie started fucking Maggie. 

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

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

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

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

	Archie’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 Monica, he felt Maggie’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, Maggie 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. 

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

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

	“That tastes so good,” Maggie said. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out at Archie. His cum was gone. Monica smiled and then opened her mouth. It was filled with his creamy spunk. They kissed again, swapping his cum from tongue to tongue, 

	It was so hot, watching those two hot soon-to-be college girls sharing his load. Archie even felt his cock start to stiffen up again. 

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

	“You girls best get yourselves back to bed,” Archie said, “And don’t wake Trish up!”

	They were such bad influences. He sank back into the bed and threw an arm over his eyes, still not quite believing that had just happened.

	But the ache in his balls and the mingled pussy juices slathered over his cock told him it had.

	



	



Neighbor Daddy Menage

	 

	Sabrina didn’t like Shelly very much. Shelly always seemed to give off the impression that she was better than Sabrina. 

	So the two of them never really hung out.

	But that was before Sabrina realized that she liked girls as well as guys. Why did this matter?

	Well, Erin was Shelly’s best friend. And Erin was the girl of Sabrina’s dreams. Great smile. An even nicer ass. Breasts that seemed to defy gravity with their perkiness.

	Yes, Sabrina spent many sleepless nights knuckle-deep in her pussy, thinking about what it would be like to be with Erin.

	And right around the final semester of high school, after they both turned 18, it happened. She and Erin got together. It was almost as good as Sabrina had hoped. That was because of one thing.

	That thing’s name was Shelly. She kept getting in the way, demanding Erin’s time. So Sabrina decided to just go with the flow, to put up with Shelly to get to Erin.

	Erin lay on Sabrina’s bed, her pert ass sticking up slightly. It made Sabrina wet just to look at. Especially the way Erin seemed to absentmindedly wiggle and flex it as she played around on her phone.

	“Hey, Shelly wants to know if we want to spend the night at her place,” Erin said.

	Sabrina did her best to stifle her teenage lust. “We? You mean just you, I think.”

	Erin rolled over onto her back, her blonde hair falling in lovely waves onto her bare shoulders. “Well, I told her that I wasn’t interested unless you could come too.”

	“How sweet,” Sabrina said, climbing up onto her bed beside her girlfriend, “But my parents aren’t home tonight, and I’ll bet you that Shelly’s dad is.”

	James, Shelly’s dad, was an okay guy. A single dad, too. Kinda cute, in that older man way. Sabrina had been too caught up in her teenage toy to think much about him, though.

	“So what?” Erin nudged Sabrina with her shoulder, “Are you jealous or something?”

	“No!” Sabrina couldn’t help the heat that burned her cheeks. “Come on, I just want you all to myself.”

	“You’re such a horndog!” Erin laughed, “I’m going to tell her we’ll be over after supper.”

	Sabrina started grumbling, but then Erin reached between Sabrina’s thighs and found that secret heat between them. They folded into each other’s arms and Sabrina forgot all about going over to Shelly’s place.

	Until it was time to go, at least. They went over and put some movie on. Sabrina didn’t really pay attention to what.

	She kept thinking about two things.

	First, whether she could get Erin to herself tonight. And second, why Erin would’ve mentioned any sort of jealousy about James.

	She talked to Shelly’s dad a couple of times. He mostly left them alone in the house, but did come in to ask if they wanted drinks or anything like that.

	He is pretty good looking, Sabrina kept thinking every time she saw him. She couldn’t help wondering what it might be like to fuck him. She hadn’t been with an older guy yet.

	And then another fantasy occurred to her. What about him fucking Erin? 

	She got instantly wet thinking about it, rolling the images around in her mind. James shoving his cock into Erin’s tight pussy. Erin’s beautiful young face contorted in ecstasy as she came again and again.

	Sabrina didn’t know where all this was coming from, but she liked it.

	She just never thought it would actually happen.

	Shelly, as usual, was a bore.

	“I’m gonna head off to bed,” Shelly said.

	“Aww, really?” Sabrina replied, not pushing it too much. She didn’t actually want to convince Shelly to stay up any longer.

	Not with how wet her pussy was. She needed relief, bad. Relief she knew she could only get from Erin’s tongue rubbing and slurping at her clit until she couldn’t contain herself anymore.

	Erin started heading upstairs with Shelly, but Sabrina caught her by the hand. Erin looked a question at her.

	“Let’s go to the basement,” Sabrina gave Erin’s hand a tug.

	“Why?” Erin furrowed her pretty brow.

	“Because there’s no one else down there.”

	It took Erin a moment to understand, but when she did her eyes went wide in a way that made Sabrina swallow hard. God, she was so fucking horny.

	It didn’t help that Erin had put on this amazing hip-hugging skirt before they left that really accentuated the curve of her ass. Sabrina couldn’t remember being so horny.

	As they went downstairs she wondered if it had anything to do with her fantasy of James from earlier, but put that out of her mind.

	She almost paused on the stairs because of that. Not the fantasy specifically, but because they hadn’t seen James in a while.

	She figured he was up in bed already. He seemed like that sort of guy.

	They got down into the main rec room and Sabrina absently turned on one of the pot lights to get rid of some of the darkness.

	Then they started making out. Hard. Erin’s hand went between Sabrina’s legs and Sabrina moaned as she massaged her hot little mound through her panties.

	They got really into it. Sabrina was all heat. She heard nothing but the sound of hot blood rushing past her ears. Her whole body pulsed with molten desire.

	Then the door to the basement bathroom opened. “Oh,” James said.

	Erin gasped, then smiled. Instinctively, Sabrina jerked away from Erin. Then she saw why Erin had smiled.

	James stood there naked, his body still flushed from the heat of the shower. Light from the bathroom limned his body and gave him a glowing outline.

	Sabrina’s first real thought was: Wow, he has a big cock.

	“I should go upstairs…” James started.

	“No!” Sabrina startled herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about that earlier fantasy. And his cock was so big… “I mean, don’t you find us sexy?”

	His cock twitched and she saw he couldn’t stop staring at them, “I’m old enough to be your father.”

	“So? That’s hot, actually,” Sabrina said.

	“Sabrina!” Erin hissed.

	Just seeing his huge meat made Sabrina’s mouth water and her pussy tighten up momentarily. She couldn’t stop staring at him. At it.

	She needed that huge cock in her. She wanted to know what it tasted like, what it would feel like stretching her out. Most of all, she wanted to see it buried balls-deep in Erin’s tight little cunt.

	“Follow my lead,” Sabrina whispered, her heart pounding hard. Was she really about to try this?

	Moving her hair out of the way, Sabrina pushed herself onto her knees. A low rumble issued from James’s throat, and he glanced at the stairs. 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. 

	Erin 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,” Erin said with a smile. 

	They continued working over his long shaft like that until a glob of clear precum trickled out from the tip. Erin glanced at Sabrina, 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 Sabrina’s chin with her fingers, urging her forward. 

	They kissed again. Erin’s tongue wriggled between Sabrina’s lips, and she swished the salty precum around her mouth before swallowing it. 

	They both let go of his shaft. He growled down at them. 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 his length as they ran their mouths up toward the tip. 

	James shuddered as they flicked their tongues out in turns over the sensitive flesh of the tip, lapping up the precum as it trickled out. Sabrina grabbed the base of his 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 Erin’s steamy thighs. She wasn’t wearing any panties under her skirt. Her pussy was clean-shaven and, as Sabrina found out as she ran one finger down Erin’s slit, already sopping wet. 

	Sabrina sucked on the fat head of James’s cock as she slipped one finger up to the first knuckle into Erin’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 Sabrina pushed her finger in deeper, she took more of the beast’s shaft into her mouth. 

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

	When Sabrina started curling her finger over and over against the front wall of her friend’s pussy, Erin pulled back and squeezed her eyes shut. Erin grabbed the base of James’s cock, gripped it tightly, and started jerking it madly into Sabrina’s mouth. Precum seemed to come out in a salty torrent that Sabrina 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, Sabrina smirked. “I didn’t know you were such a little whore, Erin.”

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

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

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

	“Oh my God,” Sabrina said, her mouth falling open. It was no wonder Erin never got speeding tickets. Not when she could stuff a big cock so far down her throat without gagging. 

	She held the cock in her mouth as long as she could. Then, with a wet noise, Erin 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. Sabrina thought she could actually see James’s meat throb and pulse with desire. It made her even wetter. 

	Incredibly, Erin shoved her mouth down all the way again. Sabrina knew just what to do. She pulled her finger out of Erin’s tight pussy, then moved behind her. Erin was up on her knees, which were spread apart. Sabrina 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. Erin’s smell got her pussy even wetter. 

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

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

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

	Sabrina 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 Erin’s pussy as she moved out from between her thighs. Moving up onto her knees, she grabbed Erin 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, Erin reluctantly pulled the meat from her mouth and back off. 

	Without saying anything, Sabrina 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 James’s big cock. 

	She felt Erin 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 his knees. 

	“Is your tight little cunt ready for a pounding, J?” Erin asked. 

	Sabrina turned around in time to watch James grab her by the hips. Erin had his throbbing cock clutched in one hand, guiding it towards Sabrina. The head bumped against the cleft of Sabrina’s ass. She could feel the warm precum on her flesh. With a smirk, Erin guided it down to Sabrina’s wet slit and slid the taut skin of the head along Sabrina’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 Erin’s spit. 

	With a grunt, the beast 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. Sabrina held her breath as it slid wetly against her walls, stretching them apart on his quest for the very back of her pussy. It wasn’t long before she felt it bump against that, too. She gave his cock an encouraging squeeze with her pussy, making James rumble. 

	She’d never felt so full before. So stretched out. It hurt, but it was a delicious ache. She wanted more of it.

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

	In response, Sabrina pulled forward. She hoped Erin liked watching her tight pussy get pulled back along his thick shaft as she moved. Exhaling, she slammed back against it. Erin 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,” Erin said. 

	But Sabrina 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 Erin 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, Sabrina pulled herself forward. James’s cock slid out of her. Standing and turning around, she saw the beast’s cock was dripping with the juices from her orgasm. Good and wet, she thought. 

	Wordlessly, she grabbed Erin, 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. Sabrina spread her friend’s ass cheeks apart like Erin had done to her. 

	James understood, his eyes burning into hers. It shifted over so that it was behind Erin.

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

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

	Soon enough the James also started whimpering and growling. Sabrina saw that his shaft was completely slimed with Erin’s juices each time it pulled back for another thrust. Her own juices were mixed in there, too. 

	When Erin came on the older man’s cock, Sabrina actually thought she saw her friend’s pussy squeeze a little from the outside. It was so hot. 

	From James’s noises, it was clear he was about to come in Erin’s cunt. Sabrina couldn’t let that happen. 

	“Move, Erin. He’s gonna come!” 

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

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

	Sabrina 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 his dick at Erin. She caught some of the come in her mouth. The rest went all over her face. It was so hot and sticky. James grunted the whole time. 

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

	“Guys? Where are you?”

	Everyone jerked. That was Shelly, calling from upstairs. They all heard her start her way down.

	James retreated into the bathroom and slammed the door shut. 

	Sabrina kissed some more hot cum from Erin’s face and waited. She had a feeling that Shelly wouldn’t be asking them over again.

	This night had worked out just right.
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