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Meghan didn’t know why she decided to put her hair into pigtails that day.

She looked herself in the mirror in her room, smiling as she shook her head from side to side, the pair of pigtails smacking her in the cheeks.

She sat down on her bed, the mattress squishing slightly beneath her firm and toned bottom. A bottom toned and firmed by years of track and field in high school followed by a whole semester of varsity volleyball at college.

She realized then it was because she was back home from school. Back in her old bedroom, the place where she’d grown up.

The pigtails reminded her of what it had been like, before moving away from home.

She wore nothing but a pair of white panties and a matching sports bra—it was hot out! And the air conditioning upstairs wasn’t the best. Her dad still hadn’t bothered to do anything about it.

She grabbed her phone off her nightstand and checked it. Nothing important. Some likes on an Insta album she made from a beach trip yesterday. A few DMs from hot frat guys back at school.

Then the text came, from Sara across the street. Sara, her best friend forever from high school.

She wanted to know if Meghan wanted to go swimming in their pool.

She did. She grabbed her bathing suit and ran downstairs, calling out to her parents that she was going over to Sara’s.

It wasn’t long before they were both in the pool. Sara’s dad lounged on a chaise near the water, watching them idly.

 It also wasn’t long before Meghan realized she should’ve maybe limbered up a bit first.

“My thigh keeps cramping!” Meghan said, “And I think I’m more sensitive to the chlorine or something.” She winced at a sudden stiff pain in her left thigh as she waded over to the ladder.

“Why don’t you go inside to wash off?” Mr. Brown said, “You can go use the master bath. Just grab a towel off the rack.”

She pulled herself up the ladder, feeling a bit better as she got out of the water. She could feel the chlorine making her hair all stiff. Even so, her pigtails stayed in place.

Meghan’s body glistened in the sun, but it wasn’t just the sunlight she felt on her skin.

Mr. Brown looked at her in a way that he’d never really done before. Heat rushed up her throat and into her cheeks, and something deep and low in her stomach went hot and tight.

“Are you sure?” she said. Mr. Brown had never let her into the master bedroom any time she’d been over hanging out with Sara.

“Just go,” Sara said, still splashing around in the pool, apparently oblivious to the looks that her dad gave Meghan. “Next time don’t eat before swimming!”

“Sure, thanks,” she said.

She left wet footprints across the deck. Upstairs, she went into the master bedroom, looking around furtively.

Mr. Brown slept on a king size bed, she saw. The covers were mussed, and her mind went immediately to thoughts of Mr. Brown moving around on that bed.

How did he sleep? Shirtless? Completely in the nude?

Her stomach went tight at that thought, and she turned her attention to the door leading into the ensuite bathroom with its shower.

She went in and closed the door behind her. After a moment, she turned back around and locked it by pushing in the little button on the knob.

When she stripped out of her bathing suit her nipples responded to the air by stiffening up. She gasped a little at the tightening sensation.

Then she giggled when she caught site of her nubile body in the mirror. Her breasts were round, perky, and high.

She smiled at her reflection. “Of course he looked. Who wouldn’t?”

She turned on the water in the shower and waited a few moments for it to heat up. It hissed out of the showerhead.

She stepped underneath it and sighed at the heat.

Her hands went to her chest and she began toying with herself, pinching and rolling her nipples lightly between thumb and forefinger.

She thought about Mr. Brown doing that. Thought about him squeezing her, unable to help himself, his cock getting harder and harder with his aching need to feel her sweet, warm tightness wrapped all around his length.

“Oh… Mr. Brown…” she moaned.

Then one of her hands dipped low, going between her thighs. She kept her lower lips shaved bare, and when she parted them she felt her engorged clit.

“Oh…” she moaned again, toying with herself some more.

She thought about how Mr. Brown was old enough to be her father. How he was her best friend’s dad. How he was still married, his wife away on a business trip.

“You’re so bad, Mr. Brown…” she moaned some more. She imagined herself teasing him, making him want her so badly he’d do anything at all.

And he was pretty handsome, for an older man. Besides, didn’t older guys know just how a girl wanted to be touched? How she wanted to be fucked?

Her tip of her middle finger moved faster and faster over and around her clit, water sluicing down the back of her hand.

Her tummy went tight. So did her pussy. She could feel the quivering heat inside of her.

She came when she thought about Mr. Brown bending her over and forcing the thick, hard head of his cock into her wet and waiting folds.

The sound of someone walking around in the hall brought her out of it, her arousal turning to sudden panic in the center of her chest.

Just how loud was I moaning? She wondered.

But she’d closed door, and the hiss and patter of the water from the shower head must have masked her noises of pleasure.

They did. I know they did.

She just couldn’t imagine the embarrassment of Sara hearing her and figuring out what she was doing. She’d never let Meghan live it down. She’d have to move back to campus early just to stop it.

And God forbid if it was Mr. Brown out there.

Maybe he’d have liked it, some little voice in the back of her mind insisted. 

Meghan turned off the water, the final few drops dripping down onto the porcelain. There’s no way. I’ve known him my whole life! He doesn’t think about me like that. And he wasn’t looking at me like I was a piece of hot ass just a few minutes ago. I was imagining it all. 

Still, it had been pretty hot to think about in the shower. A pleasant, tight heat filled her pelvis from her shower activities.

And she thought it might be a fantasy that would come up again. When she was back at school, of course.

She stepped out and reached reflexively for a towel.

“Damn,” she said, her hand snatching empty air by the towel bar. She’d forgotten to grab one before she came in.

There was probably one someone in the bedroom she could use. She started opening the door and the paused, remembering those footfalls outside before.

“Hello?” she said through the gap. No answer.

Opening the door a little wider, one hand covering her breasts (her nipples still perky and pressing against her forearm) she peeked out into the bedroom.

She couldn’t see anyone.

She paused, wondering if anyone might be looking at the bedroom window from outside the house at the moment. If they were, they were about to get flashed by her bare, glistening ass.

Meghan stepped quickly out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom, searching for a towel. She’d left her own clothes in Sara’s bedroom, where she’d changed into her bathing suite. And she sure as hell wasn’t about to go into the hall in the nude.

“Shit,” she muttered. The air in the bedroom felt cold against her damp skin, making her breakout in gooseflesh up and down her body.

She sat on the bed, frustrated.

Then the door to the bedroom opened. Meghan jerked up to her feet, one arm covering her breasts and the other concealing the lips of her pussy, which were still flushed with the tingling heat of her earlier activities.

“Meghan!” Mr. Brown said, stepping into the room. His eyes went wide.

But he didn’t look away.

“Mr. Brown!” Meghan replied, “I, uh, I forgot a towel…” she did look away, her cheeks blushing. She couldn’t help but think about her fantasy.

“I thought so. I grabbed one for you,” Mr. Brown said. He held it out.

Meghan began reaching for it before she realized she’d have to uncover some part of herself to do so.

“Do you mind?” she said, glancing down to indicate her condition.

He snorted and rolled his eyes, “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And we’ve known each other so long.”

“Ok then…” Meghan said, confusion mingling in her chest.

So she reached out, choosing to uncover her breasts. He held out the towel. She grasped it, pulled.

He didn’t let go.

“Mr. Brown?” Her heart started racing.

“You know, I always figured you’d turn out beautiful,” Mr. Brown still didn’t let go.

“Thanks?” she replied.

And then he tugged on the towel.

“Oh!” she lurched forward, right into his arms. He caught her, his big hands resting on the small of her back, pressing her stomach into his pelvis.

She felt him, then. Felt something big and hard pushing against her belly button. Her breath caught. Something within her quivered.

“Mr. Brown!” she said, looking up at him with startlement. “What are you doing?”

“What I’m pretty sure you want me to be doing,” he replied, “God, you’re so fucking hot…”

His hands slid down her back and cupped her ass, which was still wet from the shower. He squeezed. Meghan gasped.

Her pussy was slick.

“We shouldn’t…” she said, her hands on his chest. Her pussy throbbed. She swallowed hard against a lump in her throat.

She knew that she wasn’t doing much to resist him. She could feel it inside of her, that desire that told her not to struggle.

Not too much, at least. Guys enjoyed a bit of a chase. A bit of a hunt. It got the heart pounding.

It certainly got hers pounding.

He leaned over and kissed her, hard, on the lips. His tongue poked into her mouth. Her whole body trembled. His cock bulged against her stomach as though struggling to free itself from its denim prison.

Their mouths parted and she gasped for breath, her perky, round breasts heaving. Her lips stung a little from the force of that kiss.

And his fingers still kneaded and squeezed her ass, pulling her body against his.

So wet, she thought.

“You’re old enough to be my father,” she said. Her fingers curled against his chest.

“And you’re young enough to be my daughter,” he replied.

“Your daughter is my best friend,” she said to him, “What if she comes in? What if she sees?”

“Not gonna happen,” he replied, “And besides, isn’t the threat of getting caught half the fun?”

“You’re married…” Meghan searched for some reason. Something that might make him stop. If he stopped, she wouldn’t push it to go further.

If he didn’t stop…

Her body trembled. Her nipples stiffened so much they ached.

“She’s thousands of miles away. Besides, you’re so much more beautiful than she ever was.”

“Mr. Brown…” she said, one last time.

“Stop calling me that. Call me John,” he said. Then he kissed her again, his stubble scratching at her cheeks.

Her hands dropped down between their bodies, finding that bulge in the front of his pants. He moaned when she touched it. When she traced the outline of it.

“You’re so big,” she said when his mouth slid off her and down the side of her throat, as though he wanted to lick all the droplets of water from her body.

Meghan glanced at the bedroom window, wondering if Sara was still in the pool. Wondering if she might come inside. Come upstairs to see what all the common was.

Come up and see her father’s mouth all over her best friend’s naked body. Her best friend’s hands squeezing and working at the hard bulge John’s cock made in his jeans.

Thinking about it made her wetter. Made her pussy quiver.

“I need to taste you,” he said.

And before she could do anything, he pushed her down onto the bed. The mattress bounced and creaked beneath her.

Then he grabbed the backs of her knees and pushed them up, revealing the flushed, pink mound of her pussy.

Her breath caught again, and she put one hand over her nakedness.

“Get that out of the way,” he grabbed her wrist and yanked, revealing her sopping slit.

Then he kissed around her navel, his lips hot and moist. His mouth trailed down, so achingly close to Meghan’s heat that her whole body shook.

She sucked her lower lip in between her teeth and bit down lightly when he kissed her inner thighs. Kissed that little crease of flesh between her mound and her leg.

Her mouth opened in a silent groan when the heat of his mouth found the heat of her throbbing sex.

His tongue was insistent as it explored her. When it found the little nub of her clit, it worked her.

Her body went tight, her back arching. When he sucked her clit into his mouth and licked it that way, she clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from screaming.

Tightness and heat built quickly low in her stomach.

“I’m gonna come, you’re gonna make me come. Oh God!” she moaned.

He didn’t stop. He doubled down. He made her come. Forced her to orgasm. And he rode her the whole way through it, his tongue tireless and insistent, his cheeks glistening with her inner nectar.

“You taste so fucking good,” he said when she finished, her whole body buzzing.

No guy had ever made her come that quickly before, not even with their mouth. And when they did, they usually stopped. Younger guys just didn’t know how to do it right, she supposed.

And yet, despite how good it had felt, she wanted more. She didn’t want to stop, now that they’d started.

He stood back up and pulled his shirt off. She sat up and undid his jeans, yanking them down with girlish eagerness.

“That’s it...” John groaned when she grabbed his thick shaft and pulled it out of his briefs. He was long and thick. And so hard and hot in her grip.

She took him in her mouth, looking eagerly up into his eyes to see the effect her tongue had on him.

She sucked and licked, saliva working up along his shaft as she salivated for him. She could barely take more than half his shaft before the head bumped against the back of her throat.

“More. Deeper. Like this,” he told her.

Then he grabbed the back of her head with one hand and urged her mouth far down his cock. So far down he pushed into her throat.

He held her there a moment before releasing her. Thick ropes of her spit hung between his cock and her lips when she pulled back.

“You’re so much bigger than I’m used to,” she said.

“I want to see your tight little pussy swallow every inch,” he replied.

Then he shoved her back again. She spread her legs for him, feeling the lips of her pussy open a little so he could see the glistening wetness that waited for him.

“I don’t know if I can take it,” she said, a sudden pang of panic spreading through her gut when the head of his cock bumped against her mount.

“You can. You will,” he said, using her slit to guide himself to her waiting wetness.

He pushed. She gasped, her stomach going tight. He looked big. He felt even bigger. Her lips peeled back from her teeth when he pushed and she felt the loop of her flesh begin spreading open around him.

He pushed deeper and deeper, urging as much of himself as he could into her. She stretched around him, her pussy gripping him tightly as though trying to keep him from plunging all the way into her.

Then he pulled back and thrust again. And again. Each time he went a bit deeper into her. Each time he withdrew his shaft her nectar glistened on his length just a little farther down.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” he groaned.

“Too tight?” she whimpered.

“No, never,” he replied.

Their fucking picked up speed. It didn’t take her long to climax again.

“That’s it, baby. Come all over my cock,” he said, gritting his teeth at the rhythmic tightening of her pussy around his shaft.

He filled her so completely, so fully. She’d never felt it before. It ached, but in a good way. She couldn’t keep from coming all over his shaft. He forced it out of her with that big tool of his.

She writhed on the bed as he fucked her. She’d never been with a guy who just kept fucking her like that. They always blew their load when she came on them.

It felt so fucking good to be with a guy who could last.

“Turn over,” he said, “I want to see that tight ass of yours bouncing off me when I fuck you.”

She did, arching her back high in the air with her breasts against the mattress.

He pushed into her again. If it felt good before, it felt amazing now.

“That’s it. Fuck me,” he told her, “Milk my cock. Yeah like that. Nice and slow… God…”

She did as he ordered, rolling her hips so that her pussy slithered up and down every inch. He kept getting harder inside of her.

“I’ve got to come,” he said.

“Fill me up,” she begged him, “Please! I need you to come in my pussy.”

That was another thing she never let other guys do. She always made them pull out if they weren’t wearing a rubber. But this felt different. She wanted him to finish inside of her. Needed him to.

He gritted his teeth, unable to keep his eyes off her perfect ass and her perfect pussy.

She milked him then, moving her hips harder and faster, urging him to completion.

“Oh…” he groaned just before his cock flexed inside of her.

She grinned and went faster. She wanted every last drop. She felt him filling her up with his seed.

Felt him and came again herself, her pussy pulling his load deep into her womb.

“Fuck, there’s so much,” she said.

Then they both heard the back door slide open. The one that led to the pool.

“Hey! You guys in here? What’s going on?” Sara called up.

“Fuck!” she and John said in unison. He pulled out of her, his cock dripping. Hot spunk spilled down the insides of Meghan’s thighs.

“Get back into the bathroom and turn the shower on,” he told her.

She did as she was told.

Sara came upstairs of course. Meghan listened through the door, her pussy already beginning to ache, as John explained that he had just come in to check on her since she was taking so long, and to bring her a towel.

It was the closest Meghan had ever come to getting caught.
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