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I didn’t mind that my son started to date the girl next door. Literally the girl next door, the one he’d grown up next to.

I did find it kind of funny that it took them until they went to college to figure all this out. But hey, they were both 18 and could do whatever they wanted.

She was always coming over to hang out with him. And she only came over more when she really started budding into a woman. Had I been my boy, that was when I would’ve made my move.

But he always seemed content to keep it at friendship. Until they’d moved away to the same school, that was.

They went to the state school 20 miles from our town, and were often back on weekends. They tended to alternate between my house and her parents’. Though more at mine, since I tended to be a little more forgiving of them sleeping in the same room.

But hey, they were adults, right?

Though I also wasn’t really certain how Beau, my boy, managed to get Angela. Because she was far prettier than you’re given girl-next-door.

My son wasn’t the best looking guy, so that always kind of mystified me. I never brought this up, of course. 

Who would tell their son that they thought his girlfriend was out of his league? Not a good dad, anyway.

Actually, I caught myself looking at her sometimes. I have a pool in my backyard and in the summer they like to use it.

And I have to say, Angela always made me do I double-take. I’d walk by the window and catch an image of her round, firm ass in those revealing bottoms and stop to watch the water drip down her taut young body.

She caught me at least once. I hoped that she couldn’t see the way my cheeks burned and I waved and walked away.

And the clothes young women wore these days! Those tight yoga pants she wore just killed me sometimes.

The tops weren’t much better, providing only the bare minimum of coverage so that I had to no choice but to look at her perky tits and the smooth firmness of her stomach.

So yeah, I didn’t mind them coming to stay on the weekends.

Me, I was pretty content to stay single. After Beau’s mom left, I liked the freer lifestyle. Liked going down to the bar and bringing a woman back if I wanted some company. Liked that she left in the morning and I didn’t have to worry about her coming back.

No, I had no qualms about being a single parent these last few years.

It was Friday evening and Beau and Angela arrived just as the sun began to set.

As soon as they came in, I could tell something was wrong. Angela didn’t really look at Beau. When she did, her eyes went icy.

He didn’t seem to notice either way.

They stayed quiet all evening, and Beau actually ended up turning in early. Angela stayed down in the living room with me.

Except she didn’t stay still. She paced back and forth in front of the TV, arms crossed tightly beneath her breasts. I didn’t mind; she wore some nice tight pants.

“Something the matter?” I said finally.

She stopped in front of the TV and turned to face me. Blossoms of rosy blush bloomed in her cheeks.

They were angry blooms.

“You could say that,” she said.

“And what would you say?” I pulled myself into a more upright position on the couch.

“Beau cheated on me,” she said.

My mouth opened and then closed. “Beau? Are you sure?”

That seemed beyond belief. As I said before, Angela was way out of his league. Why would he even want someone else?

She unhooked her arms long enough to wipe hard at her eyes, “I was going to visit him in his dorm and he’d left his door open a crack. I saw the two of them in bed… doing it.”

That explains the iciness, I thought. But it didn’t explain why Beau appeared completely cavalier about the whole thing.

“What did he do when you confronted him?” I said.

“I didn’t. He doesn’t know that I know,” she replied.

“What? Why not?”

She threw her hands up. I couldn’t help but notice that all her high feelings made her nipples perk up against her bra. “I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it, okay? I shouldn’t have even told you. Ugh, I’m going to bed! In the guest room, if that’s cool.”

“Sure, why not?” I said.

She stomped so hard up the stairs and slammed the door I thought for sure that Beau would go check on her, but I didn’t hear his door open at all.

I shook my head. I have an idiot for a son.

Then I made a decision. I wanted to help.

I went upstairs, no clue what was about to happen.

I knocked on the door to the guest room, heard crying inside. My heart pattered in my chest when I pushed the door open.

Angela stood with her back to me, leaning against the dresser. Her whole body shook.

I closed the door behind me. She turned around at the door. She wasn’t actually crying, just trembling a lot, holding the tears back.

“He’s an idiot,” I said, “But maybe you guys can fix this if he owns up to it. I can be there, if you want?”

“Maybe…” she said, leaning back against the dresser. Her nipples still pressed hard against her bra and shirt.

I tried to ignore the tingles low in my stomach. She’s your son’s girlfriend! You’re old enough to be her father! 

“What can I do to help?” I said.

“I don’t know,” she replied, her head dropping down.

She looked so alone, so upset. 

Walking right in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her shirt. 

It was just supposed to be a comforting hug. But I could smell the light scent of her body. And I loved the way she felt against me. 

It just happened. There was no explaining it.

Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back. 

Then she started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

Pulling back, I said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up?”

I didn’t think Beau would. If he hadn’t come out for all the stomping and door slamming, this certainly wouldn’t rouse him.

“I’m sure,” she said, “Watch this.”

I frowned, not knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard. The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there were no sounds of stirring from Beau’s room. 

I started saying, “What the—“ but Angela went up on her tiptoes and sucked my bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the waist of my pants away from my body. 

Angela noticed my straining cock. She undid my pants and slipped her hand in around my shaft. Every time she squeezed or ran her hand up and down, she bit into my lip.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I managed to get my lip out from between her teeth, and I pulled back a bit.

“You’re not a virgin, are you?” I said. I couldn’t be certain. Beau always seemed so… disiniterested.

She gave me a wicked smile, and I again marvelled at how nice that smile was without her braces. “I think you know the answer. It’s all just been practice, though.” As she said this, she reached behind herself and grabbed one of my hands. She guided it down to cup her ass. Her flesh felt so firm under my fingers.

“Practice for what?” I asked.

“You. When I come here you’re showing off that tight body like it’s nothing. Do you have any idea how many years I spent fingering myself, trying to imagine that my finger was your hard cock in me? Why do you think I come over so much?”

I was shocked. I’d always figured she had a bit of a crush on me. It just seems to be a thing; women like older men. I had no idea that she had wanted to fuck me all this time. 

She’s 18 now, I kept telling myself. Legal.

Angela let go of my cock. I saw that her palm and fingers were all slick with my precum. The smile still on her face, she slowly licked it from her hand.

“And now,” she said, drawing her arms back, “You’re all mine. Because I want to get back at Beau. And I’ve always wanted you to fuck me. Two birds with one stone.”

Then she shoved me, hard. My hands slipped away from her as I stumbled backwards. My knees caught on the side of the bed and I fell down onto it hard enough that the headboard smacked against the wall. 

Starting to sit up, I said, “Whoa, girl. Let’s take things nice and slow.”

Angela came up and shoved me over again. “Don’t get up until I tell you to. I have been waiting for this for far too long. Besides,” she smiled and I saw a wicked glint in her eye, “I thought boys always want it rough?”

I was speechless. Up to now, all of my sexual experiences had been pretty vanilla. I’d slapped a girl on the ass once while we were fucking and she seemed to like it, but we hadn’t gone any farther than that.

Facing away from me, Angela began taking off her clothes. My cock stood straight out from my body as she removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. She had a nice, petite figure, and the curves of her back made me want to touch her. But I so wanted her to turn around so I could get a look at her tits. 

Unbuttoning her pants, she pulled those and her panties down. She bent over, and I saw that her pussy was shaved. I wasn’t certain, but I thought I saw a bit of wetness there, too. 

She looked over her shoulder at me and saw me staring at her ass. “Like what you see?” She wiggled her butt at me.

“Umm, yes,” I said as though there could be any doubt. 

Then she jumped at me. I yelped as she grabbed my pants and ripped them roughly off my body. I felt her nails scratching along my thighs as she pulled my boxers off. Grabbing my shirt, she pulled it most of the way over my head and stopped. I couldn’t really see anything.

Her lips pressed against mine, and her tongue slipped into my mouth while I felt her hand wrap around my cock and stroke it up and down far too slowly than I wanted. She used her other hand to hold my wrists above my head on the bed so that I couldn’t even reach down and touch the magnificent body she’d revealed. It was so frustrating. 

I felt her let go of my cock, and I raised my hips a little in protest. She stopped kissing me, and I had only a moment to wonder why.

She slapped me again. It stung so much. I gritted my teeth. I forgot momentarily about that cheek when she hauled off and slapped the other one.

“Are you going to be a good boy, now?” She said, talking like I was a baby.

I didn’t know if I could talk yet, so I just nodded. As soon as I had, I heard and felt her grab a pillow. She must have taken the case off it, because the next thing I knew, she’d twisted it around into a rope and tied my wrists with it. Experimentally, I tried to move my hands. I couldn’t; she’d tied them to the headboard as well. 

All ten of her fingernails pressed against my chest. She pushed down, letting me feel each point dig deeper into my pecs. Then she dragged them down my torso. It felt like every muscle in my body flexed as I arched my back and held my breath.

When her hands reached my cock, she let her thumbs brush against my shaft as she continued running her nails down my body. I shivered as I felt my cock get wet with precum leaking from the tip. 

I jumped as I felt her teeth lightly rest on the head of my cock. She brought her hands back up my thighs, grabbing my cock with one and cradling my balls with the other. She started biting down on me, making my nerves go wild. Just as it started to hurt too much, I felt her tongue start rapidly licking up and down the little slit at the tip of my cock. I wrenched at my bonds, but she’d tied to pillowcase too well. All I succeeded in doing was making the bed creak a little. 

Angela must have noticed, but her teeth left my cock. I felt her shift on the bed.

“Did I tell you to try to get free?”

I immediately stopped all efforts to get out, saying, “No.”

“Fuck!” I yelled in the next moment. She’d grabbed both of my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched her nails into that sensitive flesh.

“Are you going to do anything else without me telling you to?”

“No!” I said.

She twisted my nipples then, and said, “Are you sure?”

“Oh Jesus, I won’t!”

Letting go of my nipples, she bent over and gave each a gentle kiss. “Good. Now, hold still.” 

I felt her straddle my chest. The next second, she sat on my face. Her hot little pussy pressed against my mouth. I felt how wet she was on my lips. Sticking out my tongue, I found her clit with it.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” she said. She started grinding her pussy against my face, shoving the back of my head painfully into the mattress. I didn’t care. I held my tongue steady as I felt her clit get stiffer and her pussy get wetter. Her juices leaked into my mouth, and I felt myself get harder. 

She must have seen it, because she wrapped her thumb and index finger in a ring at the very bottom of my cock. She squeezed them tightly, holding my cock in place. 

Her teeth touched my cock again. This time, I felt her mouth slip farther down my shaft. Her lips wrapped around my rod as she slowly moved her mouth up and down my length, letting her teeth excite the nerves while her tongue concentrated on the head.  

Angela’s grinding grew more insistent. Her teeth pressed a little harder against my cock, and I wished I could grit my own teeth at the feeling. But I’d have to pull my tongue back into my mouth, and I was currently using it to lick her little clit and I didn’t want to stop. 

She had to pull her head back while she came on my face. She jerked my cock hard as her juices flowed down my cheeks and her hips went wild. 

“Yes. Eat my pussy,” she said. 

Letting go of my shaft, she pressed her nails low on my thighs and dragged them up towards my torso. That time, I did grit my teeth, nearly biting my tongue in my haste. 

“Give me that nice big cock,” she said. 

She turned around on me. A shock of excitement flooded me as I felt her grab my dick again. She angled it as she lowered herself. I felt my head bump against her sopping opening. More of her juices ran down my shaft as I eagerly waited to feel her pussy envelope my cock in its wet tightness. But she didn’t lower herself down on me. 

“Do you want me?” Angela asked.

“Yes,” I said.

She slapped me again, so hard that I saw spots.

“Yes, what?”

I swallowed, trying to think of what she wanted me to say. All I could think about was how tantalizingly close I was to fucking her. My cock was against her pussy, and the tip was actually inside the tight ring at her opening. 

She slapped me again, the sound leaving a ringing in my ears.

“Yes, I want to fuck you, Angela!” I yelled.

I felt her hands on the sides of my face. Hooking my shirt with her thumbs, she slowly drew it up over my eyes. I looked up at her naked body. Her tits were round and firm, with hard nipples. My eyes travelled down her body. I saw her poised over my cock. My dick was actually trembling against her hole. 

Angela lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth and exhaled as I watched my cock enter her. She was the tightest girl I’d ever been with, and I watched the skin on my shaft get pushed down as she let me fill her. Angela started slowly at first, lifting herself so that I could a look at the bald, wet lips of her pussy moving along my shaft. Angela moved her hands to my chest to better support her weight. I saw her breasts and chest suddenly pebble with goosebumps, and a moment later, her pussy squeezed me more tightly. We both gasped.

It was like her pussy was massaging my shaft with its warmth and tightness, travelling up and down my length. Soon, Angela was practically bouncing up and down on me. The bed creaked and rattled as her hips slammed down against mine over and over. 

“Suck on my finger,” she told me.

She jammed her middle finger into my open mouth. I eagerly closed my lips around it and started sucking as hard as I could, wrapping my tongue around it and getting it all soaked with my spit. 

As my mouth tightened around her, her pussy clenched and squeezed around my cock.

“I’m going to come on you,” Angela said. She pulled her finger out of my mouth and grabbed my chin, “You’re going to come with me. I want to feel your cum in my pussy, I want you to blow your load in me.”

She put that hand back on my chest. She started to come first, digging her nails so hard and deep into my chest that I thought she cut into my skin. My body tightened in response, and I felt the first spurt of cum shoot out of my hard, trembling cock.

“Yeah, fucking come in me,” Angela screamed, “Oh God, I can feel it hitting the back!”

Angela was still jamming her tight pussy up and down my shaft even while we both came. My balls tightened and my cock jerked each time I shot more cum into her tight cunt.

I felt her pussy’s grip on me relax a bit. Angela slumped forward, lying on top of me. Her whole body trembled. I wanted to reach down and hold her, but the knot she’d tied just wouldn’t budge.

Even though we’d finished, my shaft remained at full hardness inside her for several minutes.

“Do you think he heard?” Angela said, resting her head on my chest.

I listened for a bit, but didn’t hear any activity from Beau’s room. “Not sure. Maybe?”

She kissed my chest and my shoulder and neck. Her lips were lovely and soft and warm. “Then we’re going to fuck every day until he does. What do you think of that?”

I thought it was a terrible idea. But she was such a good lay. “Sounds fine to me.
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