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	"So this girl," Jeremy rubbed his hands idly against his thighs, his beer half empty on the coffee table in front of him, "She has a thing for you?"

	Stefan tightened his lips for a moment, "Well, Shawna says that Becca won't stop talking about me."

	Shawna was Stefan's daughter, in her final year of high school. He couldn't believe that she was already 18. And also that Becca was 18. He didn't know why he'd asked Shawna about that, but he had.

	His cock throbbed once in his pants, and he leaned forward to grab his beer to hide it.

	Jeremy leaned back and gave him a sly look, a smile tugging at one side of his mouth, "So have you fucked her yet?"

	Stefan's cock throbbed again, his body responding in an involuntary manner to the idea. "No! Of course not. Why would you even ask?"

	Jeremy shrugged, "Well, you've been single for a while now. Don't know what it is, but I do know that girls and women love single dads. Gets them wet."

	Suddenly all Stefan could think about was what Becca's wet pussy might feel like sliding up and down his shaft. And what her cute little mouth might look like with her lips stretched out around his girth while she looked up at him with those big doe eyes of hers.

	He shook his head, but couldn't get rid of the images in his mind. "Jeremy! She's my daughter's friend. I'm old enough to be her dad, for fuck's sake!"

	Jeremy shrugged again, that one-sided smile of his stretching into a grin, "So what? Makes it hotter, actually. You know what I think you should do?"

	Stefan allowed himself a little laugh. Had it gotten hotter in here in the last few minutes? The collar of his shirt felt tight, so he reached up and unbuttoned it.

	He realized then that his cock had hardened down the leg of his pants, and that if he leaned back that Jeremy would be able to see it. So he didn't lean back.

	Instead, he took another swallow of foamy beer from his bottle on the coffee table. "I think I have a pretty good idea what you think now."

	Jeremy shook his head, still smiling, "No, I don't think so. Now, really, hear me out before you say anything."

	"Say what you have to say, so long as it ends this conversation sooner rather than later," Stefan couldn't think about anything but getting Jeremy out the door so he could hop into the shower and maybe relieve some of this lust he felt in the shower.

	"Okay, it's simple. Get her over here and fuck her. Or get her to suck you off, something like that."

	Stefan snorted, "Sure. While we're at it, how about you stay over and we have a threesome?"

	Except Jeremy didn't laugh. He considered the point for a moment and shrugged, "Hell, why not? She's gotta be quite the looker if you're so taken with her. In fact, I even have some shit that might add to the fun. You know, toys and that sort of thing. No, don't ask me why I have them. I just do, okay?"

	Stefan was still incredulous, but he was damned if he hadn't been so turned on. He couldn't remember that last time he'd wanted to fuck so badly.

	"So how would I even go about it?" Stefan waved his beer through the air, the neck of the brown bottle stuck between the middle and index fingers of his right hand, "Just get my daughter to invite Becca over one day?"

	Jeremy leaned back into his seat, "No. Hey, isn't Shawna going away this weekend? Yeah? Okay, here's what we do. You get Shawna's phone and you text Becca. Here's what you tell her..."

	At first Stefan thought Jeremy was joking, but then he realized that he wasn't. Then he realized that this could work.

	That following Saturday, Jeremy came over again. Except this time he came bearing gifts. Most of them were in a small briefcase which they tucked under the couch after perusing the contents. They kept a pair of police handcuffs out.

	Stefan's heart hammered in his chest. He'd jerked off that morning, wondering if maybe the clarity that came after coming might make him reconsider. It hadn't. If anything, he wanted Becca even more now.

	They'd said such dirty things to each other over text. Things that Stefan didn't think 18 year old girls would think of. But Becca had.

	He'd even come around to the idea of having a threesome with another guy. There was something hot about the thought of sharing her young body with his longtime friend.

	"Think she'll actually come?" Jeremy asked, glancing at the clock on the wall.

	"I think so." Stefan swallowed against the anxious lump in his throat. He'd made doubly sure that Shawna was out of town all day today and tomorrow. Everything was set. He didn't know what he'd so if Becca stood them up.

	She didn't. When the doorbell rang, both men shot to their feet.

	Stefan went and let her in, his mouth going dry at the sight of her. Perky tits and a great ass. A body made for fucking, he couldn't help thinking.

	"You want something to drink?" Stefan said, doing his best not to let his nerves show while he followed her into the living room.

	"Just water," Becca said, smiling when Jeremy waved at her from his spot on the couch, "And this must be the other guy you were telling me about. He's cute. You're lucky I have such a big crush on you, Stefan."

	Stefan got her a glass of water and they all sat down together. He couldn't help but notice the way her nipples pressed hard against her shirt, and the way the skin of her delicate throat seemed flushed with rosy color already.

	They made smalltalk for a while, the whole time Stefan fighting to keep his cock from breaking through his pants.

	Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He put his arm around Becca's shoulders. She turned her head to face him, biting her bottom lip delicately between her teeth.

	“So what’s it going to be, babe?” Stefan said, “You want the two of us, right here and right now?” His heart hammered. He could barely believe he was saying these things.

	If anyone ever found out about this, he was done for.

	She put her drink down and grabbed Stefan’s hard cock through his pants. “God, yes. I have been so fucking horny lately. Come on, take out your cocks and fuck me!”

	There was the girl Stefan recognized from their texts. The dirty little bitch in heat.

	“You seem like the type of girl who likes things kinky,” Jeremy said, reaching under the couch and pulling out a suitcase. Becca rubbed both their cocks while he opened it. Inside were two pairs of handcuffs, some dildos, and what Stefan thought were anal beads. 

	Cock jumping in his pants, Stefan shot to his feet. Becca and Jeremy followed a second later. Stefan grabbed her, pulling her close to him. Grinning, Jeremy came up behind her, grinding his crotch against her ass.

	Stefan started roughly kissing her, their tongues pressing together, sucking her lip into his mouth and biting it while he grabbed her chest and dug his fingers into her nice, firm breasts. She moaned, one hand frantically rubbing Stefan’s cock and the other doing the same to Jeremy’s.

	She writhed between the two muscular bodies, letting the softness and warmth of her flesh heat them up.

	“So,” Becca said, looking down at the pair of handcuffs on the table, “Does this mean that I get to cuff you two boys up?” She put her finger on Stefan’s lips. He sucked it into his mouth, letting his tongue swirl around it. While she was busy with that, Jeremy bent over and grabbed a pair of the cuffs.

	“Actually, I think that a kinky girl like you is the one who needs to be restrained.”

	She fell for it. Thrusting her ass out at him, she put her hands at the small of her back and wiggled her body. Stefan could barely restrain himself from bending her over the couch right then. While he heard the cuffs clicking into place, he undid his pants and started shoving them down his thighs. 

	“Ouch! That’s a little tight,” Becca said.

	“Tight is good,” Jeremy replied, giving her a pat on the ass as she began struggling with the cuffs. She had her back arched, and her breasts were thrust forward. Her nipples were so hard that Stefan could see them through her shirt. With a mind of their own, his fingers reached up and tweaked them.

	Jeremy wrapped his hands around her stomach, pressing one down the front of her pants. His fingers worked against her pussy as Stefan watched. She moaned, screwing her eyes shut as she ground her hips. 

	Still smiling, Jeremy pulled her pants down, showing her firm thighs and shaved pussy.

	As soon as she was done kicking them off, Stefan grabbed her by the shoulders and shoved her down to her knees. She leaned forward, her mouth open, ready to take his cock. Stefan grasped a handful of hair at the back of her head with one hand and his cock with the other. 

	“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

	She did. Stefan slapped his cock down against her tongue, letting it lick off the precum that had already leaked out of him. Cock all wet with her spit, he slapped it against one side of her face, then the other. She tried to shift her head to catch his shaft with her mouth, but he wouldn’t let her. She was going mad with desire, wrenching at the handcuffs, twisting her whole body.

	Jeremy made sure she couldn’t do it, keeping a tight grip on her wrists. Her frustrations turned to moans as he pushed two fingers into her pussy. Stefan could hear how wet she was from the way Jeremy’s fingers slurped around inside her. 

	Sudden anger flaring in him, he said to Jeremy, “Your fingers sound wet enough, now. Put them in her ass.” He pulled her head back a little farther as he said this, making her arch her back a little more. 

	Jeremy undid his pants and pulled his own hard cock out first, giving it a stroke. The juices on his fingers from Becca’s pussy left slimy, wet trails on his shaft. 

	Stefan trailed the head of his cock across her cheek and into her mouth. As Jeremy moved his wet fingers into her cleft and slipped one into her tight asshole, he felt some pressure from her teeth on his shaft.

	Grunting at the pain, he pushed his shaft more deeply into her lips, revelling in that warmth and wetness. 

	Becca’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Jeremy eased a second finger into her ass. He’d let go of her wrists and was using that hand to feel up her cunt at the same time. 

	Her mouth moved up and down Stefan’s cock over and over again. Her lips had tightened around his girth, and she was looking up into his eyes the whole time, just like she used to.

	Snarling, Stefan pulled her mouth all the way down his shaft, completely burying himself. Shock appeared on her face as she struggled with having a throat full of Stefan's member. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as he held on.  Relenting, he let her head slide back.

	She’d completely covered his entire shaft in gobs of her spit that slid down his flesh toward the bottom of his member. 

	“Get the dildo,” Stefan said.

	Rummaging in the box, Jeremy pulled out a long black dildo as well as the anal beads.

	“Are you ready?” Stefan asked Becca, stroking one of her cheeks with the back of his hand. She frowned at him, not understanding quite yet.

	Stefan gestured. Jeremy took the dildo, rubbing the head of it against her slit to lube it up nicely. When it was good and wet with her juices, he got a better grip on it and pushed the head into her pussy.

	Squealing, Becca shut her eyes as the big toy worked into her straining hole. When he could get it no farther in, Jeremy started working on her ass again. It looked like he’d gotten four fingers in, and was working on the thumb. 

	“Gotta get her good and loose for the beads,” he said to Stefan. 

	He frowned in concentration as the tendons in his forearm stood out. Stefan again felt Becca’s teeth on his shaft as he slowly ran it in and out of her mouth. The tears had smeared her makeup, and two black streams were trickling down her cheeks. 

	As Jeremy got his whole hand into her stretched asshole, Becca kept her eyes on Stefan. 

	“That’s good, I think,” Jeremy said. He withdrew his hand, spat on the end of the beads, and pushed those into her. 

	After Stefan pulled his cock out of her mouth, Becca started panting, clenching her teeth together. Her whole body had gone completely rigid as Jeremy eased the beads deeper into her ass, keeping two fingers on the bottom of the dildo so that it stayed all the way in against her tightness. 

	“Okay. I think it’s Jeremy’s turn to feel that mouth of yours. His cock looks like it’s going to explode if he doesn’t get some attention soon,” Stefan said, adding as he spun Becca around and pushed her down.

	With her ass arched into the air like that, Stefan got a good look at Jeremy’s handiwork. It looked like her pussy could barely contain the giant dildo. The shiny rubber shaft trembled a little in her cunt. He’d also squeezed almost every bead into her ass, excepting the very largest one at the end. Stefan groaned as he looked at them, stroking himself. 

	Jeremy held onto Becca’s shoulders so that she wouldn’t fall over as she sucked his cock. She made hungry noises as her lips moved faster and faster on him pushing the skin down and pulling it back up each time. 

	Stefan watched Becca’s ass bob as she sucked off his friend. It was mesmerizing, watching her firm cheeks jiggle a little as he began to slam his cock down her throat.

	He realized that his hand was completely slick with his own precum and her spit; he was stroking himself so fast. 

	Grabbing the slick and exposed shaft of the dildo, he slowly eased it back out of her, watching her pink folds as they trailed back in stark contrast to the dark rubber. The opening of her pussy gaped a little when he had it all the way out. Bringing it straight up in front of his face, he licked it, savoring her taste. 

	Leaning forward, he crouched over her. Using his thumb, he steadied his cock as he pressed it against her pussy. Sliding in, he marvelled at how tight she still felt around his shaft. She’d always had such a tight pussy. He was barely able to fuck her for long sometimes; she would grip him so tightly. 

	Resting one hand on the flesh of one firm ass cheek, he used the other to push the anal beads into her in time with his thrusting. 

	It took only a few thrusts for him to shove the entire length of his cock into her pussy. When his balls bumped against her quivering slit, they got wet. Looking at how her cunt left his cock sopping each time he pulled it out just made Stefan drive it back into her harder and faster. 

	“I am gonna come in her mouth!” Jeremy said. Stefan stole a glance at his friend’s face. His features were all twisted up, and he breathed quickly. Becca sucked him as hard and fast as she could, as though daring him to full her up with his hot load. 

	Jeremy’s mouth opened and he grunted, paused for a moment, and grunted again. Stefan watched his friend’s body flex each time he spurted more of his cum into Becca. 

	Stefan slammed his cock into Becca’s pussy and the anal beads into her ass as hard as he could, burying himself completely. His body shook and he tossed his head back, letting out an animalistic groan as he felt his cock stiffen and jump. 

	Becca’s hungry pussy swallowed up his cum and quivered, waiting for each successive burst of his load as it shot out of him. 

	Just moments after his body flexed for the last time, Stefan stood up, pulling his soaked cock out. He pulled the anal beads out too, watching as Becca’s little asshole gaped for a moment before tightening up again. 

	Looking down at her shaking body left him with an inner happiness and satisfaction he hadn’t been certain he’d ever been able to feel again. His balls ached with the satisfaction of it. 

	Jeremy pushed Becca up into a sitting position. Stefan saw the red rings pressed into her wrists where the metal of the cuffs had bitten into her. Jeremy sat back, bracing himself with his hands as he caught his breath. He had a distant stare in his eyes, but he quickly shook it off. Fishing the keys to the cuffs out of the suitcase, he tossed them to Stefan, who unlocked the cuffs and took them off. 

	“Holy fuck, holy fuck…” Becca said, rubbing at her wrists and balling her fingers into fists to get the blood back into them.

	Stefan still couldn’t believe how wet she’d gotten. The juices from her pussy dripped down his cock.

	"I call the shower first," Jeremy said, his shoulders heaving and sweat trickling down his cheeks. He got up and left the two of them alone.

	Becca draped one of her loving legs over Stefan's thighs. His cock jumped a little at that.

	"That was fun," Becca said, "I had no idea you were so kinky."

	"Me neither," Stefan replied, too worn out and satisfied to feel nervous.

	She touched him on the shoulder, he delicate fingers warm against his skin. "How about I come back tomorrow? Shawna's still gone, right?"

	He nodded, his heart speeding up again.

	"Good," she smiled at him, "It'll be just the two of us."

	Stefan liked the sound of that. He liked it a lot.
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