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1.

 



Brandon

 


I needed
money. I needed money bad. Like as in if I didn’t come up with my
last three mortgage payments by Friday the bank would take my house
bad.

I sat on
my couch, the living room dark around me. In the light of the
streetlamp coming in through the window, I could see the darkness
of my reflection in the flatscreen TV mounted over the
mantle.

I’ll have to sell that TV soon, I
knew.

Which was
a shame, since my daughter, Abby, loved watching everything on
it.

But if I
didn’t sell it, then Abby wouldn’t have a roof over her head, let
alone a TV to watch anything on.

Maybe I can convince her that going to college this year is
the right idea, I thought.

Before
things got bad, she’d told me that she wanted to take a break
between high school and college. No big deal, just a year to maybe
do a bit of work and travel.

She was
18 years old, so I couldn’t exactly tell her no. Although I could
have told her I wasn’t going to support her.

Except I
couldn’t. As a single dad, I could never deny her
anything.

In fact,
I wanted her to enjoy herself so much that I’d made a bad
call.

The worst
one in my entire life, more like.

A buddy
of mine from the office told me he had a sure thing. The firm, our
firm, was going under. Big time. The brass didn’t want everyone to
know. Didn’t want to cause a panic.

I thought
I couldn’t believe my luck.

So I
shorted the company stock. Big time. Credit cards, lines of credit.
401k, savings, everything.

Then the
company recovered. I lost everything. All my money. Even my job.
That same buddy who gave me the hot tip told the management what
I’d done.

The
official reason for my leaving was downsizing. The real reason was
that they didn’t want someone around who’d bet against the home
team like that.

I needed
money, and I needed it bad. So fucking bad.

My phone
lit up on my coffee table, casting a bluish glow onto the coffered
ceiling. The buzz from the vibration set my teeth on
edge.

I picked
it up. It was Chris.

The
“buddy” who’d given me the tip. The “buddy” who’d gotten me
fired.

The buddy who
offered to bail me out.

Because
where I shorted the stock, he waited until the stock bottomed out
and bought as much as he could. When it rebounded it made him
rich.

Another
rich, successful douche.

So Chris
knew a few things about me. Like that I needed money.

Like that
I had a beautiful 18 year old daughter.

And so
two days ago he’d called me with an offer. A crazy offer. An offer
that no father should even have to contemplate.

But it
would mean an end to all of my troubles. Financially, at
least.

All he
wanted was a night with Abby. Rather, all he wanted was Abby for a
night.

I picked
up the phone. Thumbed the screen, put it to my ear.

“So what’s the answer?” Chris said. He spoke as though he
already knew what the answer would be.

“Just once, and you pay it all off? You get me that new job?” I
said.

“I’m a man of my word,” Chris said, “You can’t see it, but I’m
crossing my heart right now.”

“Then yes,” I said.

 


2.

 



Abby

 


I knew
that daddy was in trouble. I could tell by the way he’d become so
distant lately. From the worried look in his eyes when he thought
that I couldn’t see.

I just
wished that he would tell me what the problem was. So that I could
help him.

I’d do
anything to help him. Anything at all. Because I loved him so
much.

I stood
in my bedroom, in front of my closet door. It was one of those
sliding doors with the full size mirrors. A renovation gift from my
dad for getting good grades in my last year of high
school.

At that
moment, I used the mirror to check myself out. To see the way my
new dress fit on me. A summer dress with a floral pattern.
Spaghetti straps shared my shoulders with the bouncy curls of my
hair.

It came
in at the waist and flared out nicely. Hinted at the body
underneath without giving too much away.

There was
a guy I wanted to drive crazy with thoughts about the body
underneath the dress.

I sucked
my bottom lip in between my teeth and let the plump flesh slide out
slowly. I gave the mirror my best smoky-eyed look of
seduction.

“I bet you’d like to know if I had any underwear on underneath
this, wouldn’t you?” I said.

I reached
down and grabbed the hem of the dress, which fell just below my
knees. I started drawing it up my thighs, slowly revealing bare
skin.

I brought
it most of the way up and then dropped it back down with a
giggle.

I wasn’t
wearing any underwear underneath it. Not tonight. Not the next
night, either, when I hoped to meet the guy in question.

If only I
could stop worrying about my dad.

Then he
knocked on my bedroom door. “Abby? You in there,
sweetie?”

“Yes, dad, come in,” I said.

He came
in. He looked worried, still. But something else, too. Hopeful, I
though.

He sat
down on my bed and then patted the mattress beside him for me to
come over, too. I did.

“I have something that I need to ask you, baby. Something
important,” he said.

My heart
started beating quickly. “What is it? Whatever it is you need, I’ll
do it.”

“Don’t say that,” he said, “Not until I tell you what it
is.”

I reached
over and grabbed his hands. After a moment, he gave my fingers a
reassuring squeeze. I’d never seen him look like this. Not even
when he came to tell me about he and mom were splitting
up.

“You know that I will, though,” I said, “I know that
something’s been wrong. I want to help you fix it. I don’t like
seeing you like this.”

“I know, baby,” he said. He took in a deep breath, his
shoulders rising and his chest puffing out. Then he let it all out
in a big sigh.

He
squeezed my hands harder. “I’m broke. There’s nothing left. I lost
it all and I have no excuse… But there’s a man I used to work with.
Chris. You remember him?”

I
frowned. “Yeah. He was always kind of a jerk.”

Which was
true. But I also have to admit that I found him kind of hot. For a
guy old enough to be my dad, that is. A big guy who always did what
he wanted, always said what he wanted. There was something
attractive in that kind of confidence. Of course, I didn’t tell my
dad any of this.

My dad
smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile. “Yeah, he still is. He’s offered
to help me get out of trouble.”

“So do it! Whatever it is, do it,” I said. I couldn’t stand the
thought of my daddy being in trouble.

“He wants something in return,” dad said.

“This is what you wan to ask me about? What does he want? Why
do you even need to talk to me?” I said.

It seemed
like a no-brainer to me. Give Chris what he wanted and get out of
trouble. A pretty straight deal.

“That’s just it,” he said. He looked me straight in the face,
“He wants you/”

“What?” I said, shocked. I tried to pull my hands back, but he
gripped them tight.

“He wants you for a night.”

“You mean he wants to… You know… With me?”

He
nodded.

I was
stunned. “But daddy, I’m a virgin. I want my first time to be
special.”

“I’ll call him back, tell him it’s off,” he said/

“You mean you already said yes?” I said.

This time
when I pulled away he let go. I couldn’t believe it. I stood up,
paced my room. The carpet felt was soft against my bare feet, but I
barely felt it.

Dad got
out his phone, started dialling. Then I decided.

I went up
and grabbed the phone from him. I hit the hang up button. “Okay,
I’ll do it.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” he said, looking up at me.

My heart
was racing. I could feel my pulse in the pads of my fingers, the
tips of my toes. Deep inside the silky folds of my sex.

That was
where I felt it strongest. That youthful urge and
desire.

“I’m sure if there was any other way out of this, you would’ve
thought of it,” I said.

“I’ve tried,” he said, burying his face in his hands, “There
isn’t. You’d really do this for me, baby?”

I knelt
down in front of him and put my hands on his knees. Slowly, he
removed his palms from his face and looked into my eyes.

“I’d do anything for you, daddy. Anything at all.”

He put
his hands over mine. His fingers were large and strong, just like I
remembered them growing up. His palms were hot. I could feel him
trembling.

“Don’t worry, it will be okay,” I said.

“Will it? Because he’s on his way over now.”

I stood
up again.

“What? Tonight? You want this to happen tonight?” I
said.

That I
wasn’t quite ready for. I figured a few days away, maybe a week or
more. Time to psych myself up. Time to get ready.

But there
was no time.

 



***

 


He
knocked on the door.

An
authoritative knock. Three clear, sharp bangs that reverberated
through the house. I was sitting on the bed when it
happened.

I jerked.
My body tightened up. That weird ball of anxious excitement low in
my stomach squeezed.

Other
parts of me squeezed, too. There was heat, and a silky slickness
that made my ass clench.

Daddy had
told me to stay upstairs. That he couldn’t bear to be in the same
room as the two of us, especially not right before anything
happened.

I should
have been angry. I should have been in a fucking rage that he would
even consider doing this.

I should
have been scared shitless.

Instead,
there was only this excitement. Nerves. But mostly
excitement.

I’d been
touching myself for years now. Late at night, when I was sure dad
was asleep. I’d reach down, pull the crotch of my panties to the
side, and run my finger up and down the slick, sensitive flesh of
my pussy. I’d groan and bite down on my pillow when I found my
little clit and played with it.

All the
while wondering what it might be like to have a man on in. In
me.

Will it hurt? I wondered. My friends
who’d had sex all told me it hurt at first, but then felt
good.

I didn’t
like pain.

Actually,
I got wetter just thinking about it.

And that
got me thinking about touching myself. I glanced at the door,
wondering what was taking them so long down there.

Wondering
if maybe I had time for a quickie by myself.

I even
shifted back on the bed, intending to put my feet on the mattress
and spread my legs.

But then
I thought about how that would look when Chris came in. If he found
me a knuckle deep in my wet little pink what he might do, what he
might think.

It would probably make him hard, I
thought. That made me smile.

I knew I
looked young. But I also thought I had at least some of a woman’s
curves. Sure, my breasts were barely out of training bra size. But
playing volleyball and tennis at school gave me nice legs and a
nice, perky ass.

I saw a
hair elastic on my night table and, out of impulse, pulled my hair
into a quick pony tail. Because I thought it showed off my neck and
throat better.

Then I
heard the first footfall on the first riser of the
stairs.

My heart
slammed up into my throat.

I was hornier than ever. The walls of my pussy trembled inside
me, getting even wetter. Something about that embarrassed me.
Should I be so wet already? What if he doesn’t like it that way? Is
there such a thing as too
wet?

Because I
still didn’t know how to feel about all this.

I was all
confusion on the inside.

Part of
me hoped it wouldn’t happen. That Chris would be a good man, come
in, look at me, recant it all, and give my dad the money out of the
goodness of his heart.

The other
part, the devil part, the horny teen part… That part wanted him to
come in, his cock already inflamed with desire, take one look at
me, and then give me what I needed.

That part
wanted him to turn me over, shove me hard against the bed, and push
his cock up into the tight warmth of my teeny cunt so hard and so
fast that I couldn’t do anything but scream for him not to
stop.

I shifted
my butt on the bed, the image of that last fantasy driving little
tingling sports of desire up the front of my stomach.

I was so
worked up that I didn’t even know how to greet him. Standing?
Sitting? Laying on my side sexily?

Then he
opened the door before I could decide.

I guess
part of me expected him to be like my dad. To knock and ask if he
could come in.

Then I
remembered Chris. How he just did what he wanted. How part of me
had always been attracted to him for that.

I
swallowed heavily while staring down into my lap. I could feel my
cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Is this really happening?

Finally,
I forced myself to look up. He stood leaning against the doorframe.
He was a big guy. Much more manly than my dad. A day’s worth of
stubble dotted his cheeks and chin.

He wore a
suit, the knot of his tie pulled loose and the top few buttons of
his shirt undone to expose some of his barrel chest.

That
stubble was black mixed with gray, much like the thick mane of hair
on his head.

He eyed
me with open desire. He was hungry.

For me, I
knew.

“…Hi,” I said.

“You know the deal,” he replied. It wasn’t a question. I nodded
anyway.

He came
into my room. As he did, he pulled his tie up over his head, the
loop of the silk intact. He started unbuttoning his
shirt.

“Good. Then stand up and show me what it is I’m
getting.”

I did. My
knees shook a little. And I still couldn’t believe just how wet my
pussy was. I’d never felt it like this before.

And now
that he was in the room with me, I throbbed. My body throbbed, on
the inside. It ached.

Is it supposed to be this wet?

Waves of
hot and cold shifted up and down my stomach, crawled up my spine,
tingled between my thighs.

Teenage
hormones and all that, I supposed.

I found
myself eying the front of Chris’s black business slacks, wondering
what he kept hidden in there. Trying to make out the size of his
bulge.

“Spin for me,” he said, breaking me out of my daze of
arousal.

I did a
quick turn. A lump started in my throat that I couldn’t quite
swallow down.

Chris
frowned. “Faster.”

I spun
again, this time a bit faster. I felt the hem of the dress lift up
off my thighs with the centrifugal force.

He pulled
off his shirt. He obviously went to the gym, all broad shouldered
like he was. His chest was hairy and I found that fascinating. Most
guys my age seemed to like manscaping a bit too much. It made them
look feminine.

He
smiled. “You like what you see, don’t you? Spin again, this time
good and fast.”

What is he playing at?

I did it
anyway. I spun quickly. Then I felt the coolness of the air rush
around my bare ass cheeks and I remembered that whole no panties
thing from earlier.

I
blushed. My whole body blushed.

“Oh!” I said, moving to push my dress back down.

He moved
quickly. He came forward and shoved me onto the bed. “No. I’m the
boss. I’m your daddy tonight. You got that, baby?” He looked down
at me while I pushed up onto my shoulders.

“Yes, I guess,” I said.

“Good. Now I think I caught a glimpse of something nice and
shaved. Show me,” he said. He put his hands together and then eased
them apart, miming me spreading my legs for him.

“I don’t know if I should…” I said, suddenly having second
thoughts again.

 

Except
that part of me that still wanted what bulged against the front of
his slacks, that is.

“Actually, it’s not a matter of should. It’s a matter of I know
you want it. And your daddy needs you to. So do it.”

I managed
to swallow. “You’ll be gentle?” I started spreading my legs. His
eyes devoured me, and I felt the raw desire radiating from him. My
body responded with all its youthful needs.

My legs
weren’t the only things I felt open for him.

“I’ll be whatever I want,” he replied.

“I’m… I’m a virgin,” I said.

I liked
the way he looked at me. I liked the way he wanted me. Wanted the
slick, flushed heat of my mound.

“Good,” he said.

Then he
went down between my legs. He grabbed me by the thighs and hauled
me close so that my legs rested on his bare shoulders and so that
my ass hung off the edge of the bed.

He
started kissed the inside of my left thigh. It was electric. I
groaned while I burst out with goosebumps. My pussy throbbed when I
felt the heat of his breath across my bare, moist flesh.

“You want it bad, don’t you?” he said.

He moved
the line of his kisses higher up my inner thigh. His lips found
that cleft of flesh between my thigh and my pussy. He nuzzled me
there.

I groaned
again. I started lifting my hips, trying to urge his mouth closer
to my heat.

He didn’t
give me what I wanted. Instead he moved to the other thigh and
kissed it the same way, stopping at that sensitive fold of skin
between my leg and the rest of me.

“What… What are you doing?” I said. My breaths came in rapid
little gasps. My nipples pushed against the thin fabric of the
sundress’s bodice.

It was
like he’d found my arousal control and had turned the volume all
the way up.

“Nothing, yet,” he said, “But now it’s my turn for some
fun.”

Then he
kissed me. Hard, between the legs. Between my lower lips. His
stubble scratched at me.

But the
pressure. Oh, God, the pressure!

My body
lifted up, pushing harder against him. He nuzzled my cunt harder
with his mouth. His tongue slurped my wetness up. When he groaned
the vibrations nearly drove me crazy.

“It’s not… too wet… is it?” I asked, suddenly self-conscious
again.

He shook
his head.

Then he
found my clit. He started licking it. Started torturing it by
pulling it between his teeth and lashing it with his
tongue.

It took
only a few lashings until I came for him. My body lifted again.
Everything went tight. Everything went white.

Then the
stars exploded. Incredible waves of pleasure rocked me, washed over
me, swallowed me up.

And he
pushed me higher, deeper. Not relenting with that tongue of his.
Not relenting until he tore me through two more
climaxes.

Not until
my legs gave out like soggy strands of spaghetti and I couldn’t
even hold myself up anymore.

He
shifted back on his haunches and wiped at his mouth with the back
of his hands. My wetness glistened on his cheeks, dripped off his
chin. His lips were red from the effort.

And his
cock was straining with the desire. I saw that when he stood. Saw
the tent his manhood made in his pants.

“You’ve got a nice, tight little pussy. I think it needs some
stretching out,” he said.

I watched
with baited breath while he unbuckled his belt. While he shoved his
pants and his briefs down to free the monster they kept
inside.

It was
bigger than I thought. Thicker, longer. The head was taut purple
flesh, and some clear liquid had already leaked out a
bit.

When he
looked down at my bald, exposed pussy that monster throbbed and
pulsed.

I
immediately wondered what it would feel like if it did that inside
of me.

I
wondered how it was even supposed to fit. Sometimes I could barely
get the first knuckle of my finger up there.

But then
again, I’d also never been so wet that my pussy juices glistened on
my bare, smoking thighs.

“Need to get it good and wet first,” he said.

He pushed
my legs back so that my ankles rested on either side of my head,
really pushing my pussy up and exposing it to him.

“What…?” I said.

Then I
gasped.

He shoved
his cock against me. My lower lips parted around the bottom of his
shaft while he slid it up and down the slickness of my mound. In
just a few strokes most of his shaft glistened with my
wetness.

The taut
purple flesh of the head of his shaft reflected my ceiling
light.

I watched
while he used the cleft between my lower lips to guide that head
low, to slide it until I felt the tight loop of my opening begin to
stretch around his hard girth.

“Don’t we need a condom?” I said.

“It feels better this way,” he replied. He pushed a little
harder. I could feel myself really begin to spread apart around
him.

I won’t be a virgin much longer… I
thought, not without some excitement.

“But what if you get me pregnant?” I said.

“You know, that would actually turn me on even more I think.
Knocking up Brandon’s precious little girl…”

I groaned
a little. That sensation his cock made while it slowly stretched me
out was maddening. I wanted more of it.

Because I
think I could almost know what it felt like to have it all inside
of me. To feel that delicious tight, stretching sensation along his
whole length.

“That turns you on, doesn’t it?” Chris said.

“No,” I lied.

“Either way, I don’t care. Better take a deep
breath.”

I
didn’t.

He
shoved. Hard. My wetness allowed him to slide every inch of that
monster up inside of me. My toes curled up. My back arched up off
the bed. My lips peeled back from my teeth and I screamed.
Silently.

It hurt.
The pain was blinding.

But it
was delicious pain, reminding me of nothing less than tonguing at a
loose tooth.

He pulled
himself most of the way out. I felt that hot, hard flesh of his
dragging back through me.

I started
to tell him to stop. That I liked the way it felt inside of
me.

Then he
thrust back in again. Hard. Our bodies slapped together.

I came.
Wordless, silent. My body shook. I thrashed. I pushed my head back
into the mattress. Mostly I couldn’t stop thinking about the way my
pussy squeezed up around his thick shaft. The way that Chris
grimaced.

He waited
until the tightness passed and then he fucked me some more. Soon
his whole shaft dripped with my wetness. It was a creamy wetness
that I’d never seen before. And it lubed him up nicely.

I don’t
know how long he fucked me like that. It felt like he made me cum
every few thrusts. He’d pause for a little, let my tightness loosen
a little, and keep going.

Then he
shoved me back farther up the back. He moved up on top of me,
supporting his weight on his hands.

He fucked
me harder. His face kept twisting up. I wanted to ask if it hurt.
And if he hurt, why he didn’t stop.

“Shit!” he said.

“What?” I started to ask.

He
sheathed himself all the way inside of me, so hard his pubic bone
ground against my clit and I nearly came again.

I did
when I realized what he was doing.

He was
cumming, I realized. Shooting himself inside me. Loading me up with
his baby batter.

His cock
jerked and pulsed against the tight grip of my pussy.

I
couldn’t help cumming again. Couldn’t stop that feeling of pulsing,
throbbing tightness that drew that spunk deeper inside of
me.

When he
stopped he pulled his cock out of me, still hard.

My body
felt curiously empty. Throbbing and numb. I liked it.

I liked
that residual feeling of heat deep in my core. Wondered how much of
that heat was his cum.

“Was… was that good?” I said.

“The best,” he replied, without looking at me. He grabbed one
of my shirts from the hamper and used it to wipe the wetness off
his cock.

I sat up
and felt something leak out of me. I looked down and saw the wet
spot our mingled cum made on the duvet.

“Is it all good then? You’ll help my dad?” I said.

“This time, I will,” he said.

“Good!” I said, suddenly happy again. I’d helped my dad out of
a tight spot.

And I
wasn’t even sad about not being a virgin anymore. In fact, I felt
more like a woman than ever.

“Don’t come down until you hear me leave,” Chris
said.

“I won’t,” I replied.

I
waited.

And I
wondered when the next time I could have sex was. Because I liked
it and I wanted more.

And I
also kind of hoped that he’d just knocked me up. Because if he had
I knew I had something that could make him help me and my dad even
more.
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Jenny

 


"I don't
think we should," I said.

My heart
pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my
pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I
want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He
grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the
front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy
tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when
it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I
knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave
his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my
fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked
his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip
when I made him feel good.

"Not
yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing
bulge.

Then I
slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in
his dorm room.

We were
both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January
birthday.

And
things were just starting to get a bit serious between
us.

If you
count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count
meeting his dad serious.

"Come
on, baby," Evan said.

When I
tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back
down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard
bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered
letting him have me then and there.

But we
were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake.
I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever
the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not
until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because
I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found
the right guy.

He
kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down
one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble
on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the
most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my
stomach.

"No!" I
said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot
above my navel and stood up again.

"You're
giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There
was something evil in me, I knew.

There
had to be, with what I did to him next.

I
climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I
wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes
while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His
Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed
heavily.

I kissed
him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at
least.

I let my
body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed
down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

Then I
leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I
went.

"No.
Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you
know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or
blushing.

Still
couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know.
But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan
looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and
fuck my brains out then and there.

And the
thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact,
it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a
real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could
own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him
to take it.

"You're
right," he said. My heart sank.

The
flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I
thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't
you take me?

"It
would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out
sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan
said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We
didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the
picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some
personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever
since.

"Maybe,"
I said.

It
turned out we made the right call after all.

About
ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door
and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!"
Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still
had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I
stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up
through my throat.

"Hey,
boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly
voice.

Evan and
his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where
Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like
what a man should look like.

Big
shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his
shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of
muscular forearms.

"I am,"
I said.

I have
to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was
something animal in the way my body responded to the older
man.

In fact,
my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of
man like this behind?

The one
that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather
than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock
slamming into me.

He
looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a
bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I
thought. Does he know what I just thought
about him?

But that
was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny,
this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My...
girlfriend."

I wanted
to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for
approval before saying the G-word.

"Come
on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long
drive."
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