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Vanessa

 

“Your dad is so hot, Laura!” I said.

He just walked by the gap left in the door to Laura’s bedroom, and I caught a glimpse of him that turned into a full-on stare.

“Shut up! What if he heard you?” Laura said, blushing. She said it in one of those stage-whispers.

“Maybe I wanted him to,” I said with a grin.

We all sat on Laura’s bed, which was a double that featured a white duvet with frilly pink accents and pillows with cases to match.

I shared a smile with Candace, who was in on the joke. We always liked to rib Laura about her dad because we knew how much it bugged her.

“You better watch out,” I continued, “Or you’ll be calling Candace or me mom soon. I think either of us would make a pretty good stepmother, wouldn’t you agree?”

“I think I could get used to you calling me mom,” Candace said to Laura.

“Oh my God, you guys, won’t you just shut up about it?” Laura said. She tried to be serious, but she also couldn’t help smiling.

She grabbed one of the pillows from the bed and gave Candace a whack with it, then me.

“Hey!” I squawked, grabbing a pillow myself to join in on the fight.

It took us about 30 seconds to go from there to a full-on pillow fight brawl, the three of us hopping on and off Laura’s bed, shrieking laughter and flinching when we saw a goose-down pillow sailing our way.

Then her dad cleared his throat from where he leaned against the doorframe.

We all stopped pretty much right away. That was the thing with Mr. Philips, Laura’s dad, when he wanted something to happen, it happened. You got used to doing what he told you to. He was just that sort of guy.

“Hey, dad,” Laura said. She sat down on the foot of the bed while she tried catching her breath.

“Playing is fine,” he said, “But you guys aren’t little girls anymore. You’re going to break the bed if you keep that up. Save the pillow fights for when you get back to your dorm rooms.”

It was summer break between our freshman and sophomore years at college. We all went to different schools, but by luck we all happened to be home at least for a bit this summer.

We were all also 18 going on 19, but being back here made me at least feel like we were still in high school.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Philips,” Candace said, “We’ll just sit here and talk about boys instead.”

Eric crossed his arms over his chest. It was a well-muscled chest and the forearms shapely. He was in really good shape for his age. Or any age, for that matter.

He gave Candace an exaggerated looking-over. Candace was pretty hot, even I had to admit that (with some jealousy). Perky tits that seemed to hold themselves up. Tight shorts that showed off her thighs and legs. Long blonde hair that she liked to keep in a couple of pigtails. Full and luscious kiss-me lips.

“Not too many guys to talk about yet, I hope,” Eric said.

That caused both Laura and me to laugh at Candace while she went red in her perfectly-pretty face.

Then he glanced at me. Gave me that same look. “And that goes double for you, Vanessa.”

It was my turn to get laughed at while I went red in the face.

I’d been avoiding talking about guys because I knew that both Laura and Candace had been with guys in high school and college and I hadn’t been with anyone yet. I didn’t want to get teased for still being a virgin.

I knew how it would go. They’d both tell me how pretty I was. That I could pick up a guy to screw any time or any place I wanted.

I knew that. I just hadn’t found the right guy yet.

I liked to keep myself in shape. Weightlifting in the campus gym. Volleyball and tennis for school sports. I thought that while Candace might have been overall prettier, I had the nicer ass.

“Sure…” I stammered, feeling the heat in my cheeks.

I felt it elsewhere, too. Because, and I’d never admitted this to Candace and definitely never to Laura, I’d pretty much always had a crush on Eric.

I thought it was a schoolgirl thing that would go away when I left for college. But here I sat, on Laura’s bed, with her dad leaning against the doorframe, and I found that I still had the hots for him.

“I’ve got to finish putting that fence in, then I’ll get the barbecue going when I’m done. Stay out of trouble, girls,” he said.

“No problem, dad,” Laura said. She turned immediately to Candace and started talking, but I didn’t notice.

No, I noticed the way that Eric lingered for a moment and watched us. Watched me. Our eyes met. He held the gaze.

A ball of tight heat started low in my stomach.

Then he winked at me and left.

Later that night, Candace grabbed her backpack and pulled out a bunch of vodka coolers that she’d snuck in.

“You’re so bad!” Laura said.

Laura had already changed into her PJs, but Candace and I hadn’t. I wasn’t sure why. It just didn’t feel right, yet.

As we both remembered, Laura was a lightweight. Barely one bottle in she got super sleepy and curled in under the covers, muttering at us to make sure we hid the bottles so her dad wouldn’t see them.

Candace and I sat on our sleeping bags beside the bed, our conversation changing to more of a whisper so we wouldn’t wake Laura.

“He’s actually kind of hot though, isn’t he?” Candace said.

“What?” I said.

I noticed the way Candace held her cooler. Thumb and forefinger slipped around the neck, gently stroking it. Being a little buzzed, I found that super hot. I swallowed when I felt a flush of heat deep inside of me.

“Eric,” she said, “Mr. Philips. I think he’s pretty hot. For someone old enough to be our dad.”

I could feel that heat traveling up my stomach. Up my chest. My nipples puckered when that heat passed over them. It started crawling up my throat.

I took a sip of the too-sweet cooler, “I guess.”

“Shut up!” Candace said, “I know you’ve liked him for years now. I bet you imagine it’s him every time you fuck a guy at school. Tell me I’m wrong.”

“You’re wrong,” I said, feeling a bit smug. She was wrong by default: I never fucked anyone at school so there was no way I could imagine it was Eric Philips while being fucked.

Now while masturbating was a different story. But I didn’t feel the need to bring that up.

Something shone in Candace’s eyes I didn’t like the look of. “He’s still single, isn’t he?” she asked.

“…Yes,” I said.

Eric had never bothered to remarry after his wife, Laura’s mom, passed away 10 years ago or so. I guess he liked being his own man too much, or had simply never found the right person.

I think that was part of what attracted me to him. He had standards. And I guess also that girlish fantasy that I could step in and make all the hurt go away.

“You ever wonder what it would be like to fuck him?” Candace said, leaning in.

Behind her, Laura shifted on the bed and we both froze up for a second while we waited to see if she was awake and had heard that.

“No,” I lied. I could feel the heat in my cheeks now.

“Liar. Hey, come with me,” she said. She drained the rest of her cooler and set it down beside the bed.

She stood up and held out her hand for me.

“What? Where are you going?” I hissed at her.

“Come with me and find out!” she said, “Or stay here. But I promise my thing is way cooler than changing into your pyjamas and trying to go to sleep.”

Part of me knew that I shouldn’t. Knew that Candace was up to no good. But the alcohol in that cooler had me buzzing. Had me pleasantly tingly with heat all over.

So I took her hand and she helped me to my feet. We both looked at Laura to see if she was awake.

“Should we wake her up? She might want to come along, too,” I said.

“Definitely not for this. Trust me,” Candace said.

Something about the way she said it got my heart revving in my chest. I could taste copper at the back of my mouth. Hear the blood rush past my ears.

Candace still held my hand. She gave my fingers a squeeze. “Come on, let’s go.”

We stepped out into the hallway. Candace closed the bedroom door behind us. Being in bare feet, we were pretty quiet.

Downstairs, we could hear the sounds of the TV coming up from the den. Some sports thing, it sounded like.

We crept down the stairs. Each riser we went down, my heartbeat raced even faster. That tingly warmth from the alcohol gave way to true heat.

Maybe it was the excitement of it. Maybe it was all the talk of fucking back in the bedroom. Whatever it was, all that heat concentrated in one place in my body.

“What are you planning?” I whispered to Candace as we got to the bottom of the stairs. The downstairs floor was carpeted, and I liked the warm softness of it against the soles of my feet.

“Shh!” Candace said, glancing back up the stairs as though to tell me, We can’t wake Laura up! 

We crept down the hall. The kitchen was dark as we passed it. So was Eric’s study. The only light spilled in through the doorway to the den.

That light splashed against the floor and walls in various colors and patterns as the image on the TV changed.

We stopped short at the doorway and peered around it. Eric sat on the couch watching the TV. I admired the slope of muscles that made up his shoulders.

He was shirtless. I swallowed hard when I saw that.

“What now?” I whispered to Candace.

She looked back at me and winked.

Then she went into the den.

“Hey, Mr. Philips,” she said.

I paused for a second, unable to decide what to do.

“Hey, Candace. Didn’t know you were still awake,” he said, sparing a glance at her.

I decided to go in. I did. He looked at me again and I hoped that the low light in the room didn’t show my blush too badly.

“Hey!” I said.

“Hey yourself,” he replied, “What do you guys want?”

Candace went over and sat beside him on the couch. Almost on top of him actually. Their thighs touched.

I was simultaneously mortified and jealous.

Eric didn’t move, just frowned at her a little.

“Actually,” Candace said, “There was a question I wanted to ask you.”

“And what’s that?” Eric said. He looked amused. And maybe a little aroused. These just stoked my jealousy all the more. Why does Candace get all the fun? 

She put her hand on his knee, and then slid it partway up his thigh. He was shirtless, but he wore a loose-fitting pair of plaid PJ bottoms that were tied at the waist.

From the angle where I stood, I got a better look at him. From the front, this time. In good shape, like a said. And he had what I could only describe as the perfect amount of chest hair.

There was something sexy about that. Guys my age always seemed to shave it all off, or even wax. It made them look like little boys.

This is what a real man looks like, I thought. 

My eyes followed that hair down his stomach. It got my thinking about what I couldn’t see beneath his PJ bottoms.

That heady tingling sensation returned. I wished then that Candace and I were both snuggled up in our separate sleeping bags. Because if we were, I could sneak a stealthy finger down between my thighs.

I thought I could keep quiet enough to tease some sort of orgasm out of my aching little clit. At least one strong enough to relieve some of this tension and frustration.

“I always thought you were pretty hot. For a dad,” Candace said.

I shot her a look that said, What the fuck are you doing!? 

She ignored it.

“I didn’t hear a question in there,” Eric said. He made no move to remove Candace’s hand from his thigh, I noticed. And he didn’t seem nervous at all.

She smiled at him, “I guess my question is, what would you do if I told you I’ve always wanted to suck your cock?”

Her hand slid higher up his thigh.

“Candace!” I hissed. My heart tried to slam its way out of my ribcage.

And when had my pussy gotten so wet? God, I really just wanted to go and get some relief. I wondered if I could beg off and go to the bathroom for a few minutes.

Eric glanced at Candace, then at me, then back at her. “I’d ask you if Laura is still awake.”

“She isn’t!” I blurted out. They both looked at me. I couldn’t say why I said that. Maybe it was shock. I could hardly believe what was happening.

I could also hardly believe how jealous I was that Candace could just come out and say something like that to him.

“If that’s the case,” Eric said, “I’d tell you to get down on your knees.”

Candace smiled. She slid down off the couch and went down onto her knees, her hands pressed against her thighs and her chest thrust out towards the man. I thought I could see her nipples perked up against her shirt.

“Then what?” she said.

“Then I’d tell you that I’ve wanted to do things to you that a man should never think about doing to his daughter’s friend,” Eric said. He looked pointedly at me, “Friends.” 

My throat tightened up. My knees went wobbly.

Eric stood up. His man-thing bulged against the front of his PJ bottoms, tenting them out.

“Things like what?” Candace said.

“How about I show you rather than tell?” he said.

He pushed his bottoms down. I sucked in a breath when I saw his big cock spring out of them. And he was big. Like the guys in porn that I watched sometimes big.

And he was so hard that he trembled. That I could see the little jerk of each beat of his heart in his cock.

He grabbed his shaft with one hand and the back of Candace’s head with the other. He shoved the head of his cock against her mouth and she opened up for him.

I watched, saliva squirting into my own mouth, as he slid inch after inch of his shaft in between her lips.

“It’s so warm…” he said.

Candace groaned. Then she started sucking. She looked up into his face while she sucked on his big, meaty shaft.

He let go and just watched her work him. Watched the way her spit built up along his length, left him shiny and soaked.

Then he looked at me. I jerked. I thought they’d both forgotten I was there.

“Come here, Vanessa,” he said, holding out a hand.

In the meantime, Candace reached up and wrapped both her hands around his cock. She started stroking him with every slurp.

“I… I don’t know if I should…” I said. I tried looking away, but I couldn’t.

“I see the way you look at me,” he said, “I know about your little crush. Get on over here.”

Slowly, I started towards him. My heart beat so fast I thought I might pass out. And I couldn’t believe the way Candace went at his cock. Like she was starving and he was a feast.

I couldn’t believe the way it turned me on. My panties were soaked. Saliva kept squirting into my mouth so fast I almost couldn’t swallow it all quickly enough.

Because I couldn’t stop thinking about what it might feel like to suck on that cock. What sounds he might make if I ran the tip of my tongue all over him. What he might taste like.

I reached out and took his hand. He quickly pulled me towards him, wrapped his arm around my narrow waist.

Now I stood just inches from where Candace slurped and sucked and stroked his thick shaft.

His hand slid down my waist, cupped my ass. My breath caught in my throat. My mouth dropped open.

“Why don’t you go ahead and join in?” he said.

I went down on my knees beside Candace. She saw me. Stopped sucking. She drew he head back, letting her lips trail along Eric’s cock. Soon the head popped out, the flesh all taut and purple.

She held his cock with one hand and pointed it at me.

“Go on, do it. We all know you want to,” Candace said.

You can go back up to Laura’s room. Just go up there and go to sleep, I thought. Pretend all this never happened. Let Candace and Eric do whatever they were doing and just forget about it. 

But I didn’t.

No. Instead, I leaned forward and opened my mouth. Eric sucked in a breath when my lips touched the tip of his cock. I was shocked at how hot and tight the flesh felt against my lips. And how wet.

He tasted a little salty.

I let my tongue flick out against the little vertical slit on the tip of his dick. He sucked in another breath.

My pussy pulsed at that sound. The sound of his pleasure. The pleasure I gave him.

I kept licking him like that. Probably would have went all all night.

But then Candace put her hand against the back of my head and pushed. His cock rushed into my mouth. My jaw strained.

I nearly gag when he entered my throat, but he pulled back just a little.

He was so big. So hard. I was so wet. So fucking wet. My pussy tingled and throbbed and begged to be touched. Even the pressure of my panties against it drove me nearly crazy.

“Watch those fucking teeth,” Eric said, “And hold her head there.”

“Yes, daddy,” Candace said.

“Good girl,” Eric said, “Vanessa, use your hands.”

I did, reaching up. He was long enough for me to put both hands on. So slick I could slid my fingers along him easily. I copied what Candace did, sucking and stroking.

He started groaning. He squeezed his eyes shut, thrust his hips forward so that more of him went in my mouth.

My pussy ached and throbbed. I still couldn’t believe this was happening.

“That’s it, just like that,” Eric said, “Candace, how wet is her pussy?”

Candace snuck her other hand between my thighs. I nearly came when she ran her fingers along my mound through my shorts.

“Soaking,” she said.

“And how are you doing?” Eric asked her.

She stood up, grabbed his hand, put it against her stomach, “Why don’t you find out?”

My jaw started aching, but I didn’t want to stop. I liked making him feel good. Wanted to make him feel good.

His cock hardened against my tongue even more when he undid the button and zipper of Candace’s shorts one-handed, exposing the white panties she wore underneath.

I watched while he shoved that hand down into the elastic of her panties. Watched the way the fabric bulged around her knuckles. The way she thrust her butt back and opened her thighs for him.

I heard the way she gasped when he tested how wet she was with his fingers. Those knuckles started shifting and rubbing beneath her panties. Her hips started rolling and bucking.

She grabbed his arm and squeezed, started whimpering.

“Good and wet,” he said.

He pulled his hand out and his first three fingers were dripping and glistening with Candace’s pussy juices.

“Taste her,” he said to me.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. My lips ached. My jaw burned.

He replaced his cock with his fingers. I grabbed his wrist and sucked and licked those fingers clean.

“Does she taste good?” he said to me.

I nodded.

“Get up off the floor and take each other’s clothes off,” he said.

I did. We did. We stripped each other, pulling off shirts, shorts, bras, panties. We did it until we both stood completely naked in front of him.

I admired Candace’s great, perky tits. Her nipples were puckered up, hard little nubs. Her pussy was bare and I could see her juices glistening on her flushed lips.

Eric laid down on the couch and then motioned to us, “Come over here.”

I realized what he wanted: one of us to mount his face. The other one his cock.

I had a moment of panic when I thought he might want my to sit on that big, hard shaft. Part of me wanted to, so badly. Wanted to feel my tight little pussy get spread apart and stretched as I sank down his length.

But then another part said I was still a virgin. That I shouldn’t throw that away so easily.

It didn’t matter, not right away at least.

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me up onto the couch. Then he grabbed my roughly by the hips and sat my pussy down onto his face I barely had time to think about it before I felt the rough, wet texture of his tongue push between my lips and start savaging my clit.

“Oh!” was all I could manage before I went completely non-verbal: whimpers, groans.

I didn’t realize anything could feel this good. Every inch of bare flesh broke out in goosebumps. Little, shocking tingles of pleasure gave way to waves of heat and electricity so good they hurt. And I wanted more. I wanted all of it.

I started grinding my pussy against his face, wanting more pressure, more heat.

I hardly even noticed Candace mount his cock and slide down it. Hardly noticed the way she started rolling her hips to fuck him.

I only noticed when she leaned forward and kissed my arched neck. When she cupped my breasts. When she ran her mouth up to kiss mine.

Eric squeezed my ass. Pulled my cheeks apart. Made pleased noises. I was glad. I loved that he liked my ass. Loved that he ate my little pussy like a starving man.

Part of me was embarrassed at how quickly he made me cum. How I was the first and not Candace.

I didn’t have long to feel that way. My climax hit me like a lightning bolt. Every muscle in my young body went so tight they hurt. My pussy got so wet I could feel the way I drenched his face.

All the muscles in my pussy, my lower back, my stomach, all started clenching up and relaxing.

If anything, it made him lick me harder and faster.

I tried to scream, but nothing came out. Candace kissed my stretched lips, nibbled at my neck, pinched my nipples.

My body trembled. I would’ve fallen over if Eric didn’t hold me so hard.

It got so intense that I hardly even noticed that Candace came, too. That she shuddered and trembled and slammed her pussy down onto Eric’s cock as hard and fast as she could.

“Oh God, daddy! Your cock is so hard!” Candace groaned.

Part of me was relieved. I guess I thought that Eric must have came, too. That it would be over. That I would remain intact.

But then he lifted me off his face. I could feel his hot breaths rushing against my sopping mound, against the slickness of my inner thighs.

“Time to switch places, girls.”

I dismounted and nearly fell over, my knees felt like water and my legs like two overcooked strands of spaghetti.

Candace looked the same. We both sucked in air like we couldn’t get enough of it. Sweat dewed Candace and when I looked I was the same.

She went over to the top immediately. I looked at Eric’s trembling shaft and hesitated. My pussy flushed again with heat and desire. But panic gripped cold fingers around my stomach.

I wanted it. Wanted him. Wanted to know what it felt like. But I was also scared. Also hesitant.

“Come on up,” Eric said.

“I… I don’t know… if I should. I’m a… virgin,” I said.

“Knew it!” Candace said, smiling.

“Even better,” Eric said, “Do it. You’ll like it. Trust me. Help her up, sweet cheeks.”

He gave Candace a little spank on the ass and she giggled. “I want to see this!”

I wanted to resist. Tried to resist. But I didn’t. Candace pushed me up onto the couch. Eric steadied me.

“Just sit down on him,” Candace said, “Nice and slow.”

I shook so much I almost passed out. Candace pushed down on my hips. I sank slowly. Then jerked when I felt the head of his cock bump against my slick mound.

She didn’t let me move. Instead I sank, as though my muscles had given up.

It hurt at first. Hurt when his hardness started stretching me out around him. It hurt even more when I sank lower. Hurt and also felt good.

Even the sharp tear of my virginity was delicious.

Then before I knew it I sat on his hips. I’d never felt so full before. So stretched to the limit.

But my body knew what to do.

I starred rolling my hips, relishing the feeling of his hardness sliding and dragging against the silky, sensitive walls inside of me.

I closed my eyes. Put my hands on his chest. My hips rolled faster when the pain went away, leaving only that delicious friction.

I squeezed my eyes shut and fucked him harder. Slid my slid pussy up along every delicious inch of him until only the very tip remained pressing against me. Then I pushed down, filling my tight little cunt back up again.

Candace's pussy juices helped a lot. Then mine.

I didn't know what to do, but my body certainly did. It felt so fucking good. I couldn't believe I'd waited so long to do this.

His big, strong hands started cupping my ass. His fingers dug into my firm cheeks. Urged me up his cock and then let me down back down onto it.

We picked up our rhythm.

This time when Candace leaned in and kissed me, I kissed her back. Her lips were wet and warm.

Then Eric started slamming himself up into me. Our bodies slapped together. I groaned and leaned back. Arched my body, put my hands on his thighs.

But I kept the rhythm. I kept my pussy sliding up and down his big cock.

Except I could feel myself getting tighter around him. Feel my grip on him strengthening.

"Oh God, I'm gonna cum again!" I said through clenched teeth.

I wanted it. I wanted to cum all over his big, hard cock. Wanted to prove to him I knew what I was doing.

I rode him harder. Fucked him faster.

Then I felt something different. I felt him go rigid beneath me.

"He's cumming!" Candace said, "You're making him cum! Oh, fuck!"

She pushed her pussy harder against his face while I rode him as fast as I could. I wanted him to cum. I wanted him to nut inside of me and not in Candace. I wasn't going to let her have that.

"Fuck!" I said when I came.

I buried him inside of me. Dropped down hard on him. My pussy squeezed his cock. Squeezed it hard, then released.

He started jerking inside of me. It was warm. So hot.

The thought of him spending himself inside of me made me cum even harder. I liked the thought of making him feel so good that he literally lost control. 

His hands held me down hard. His fingers dug into my ass. I grimaced. It hurt. But I liked the pain.

It lasted forever. It was over in a moments. I couldn't tell which was true.

Only that I could feel the pulse of his heart through his cock. Then felt the warmth of his cum slowly leaking down. The bit of cum that my own climax hadn't pulled hungrily up into my guts.

He made us both get up off of him.

"Now you guys get dressed and get your asses back up to bed before Laura notices."

We did.

My pussy ached the whole neck, and for days after that.

I wanted it to happen again, and soon.

So did Candace.
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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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