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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?
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