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“I’m still not sure if this is a good idea, sweetie,” I
said.

Erin
busied herself about the kitchen, getting all the snacks ready for
this one last hurrah sleepover before she and all her friends went
off to college.

“It’ll be fine, dad! You won’t even know we’re here,” Erin
said, smiling at me. She had the same cheek dimples as her
mother.

She must
have seen something in my face, because she put down the mixing
bowl full of Cheetos and came up to me where I leaned against the
doublewide doorway that led into our living room.

“You know that I think it wasn’t right for mom to go,” she
said, “You’re the coolest dad I know, and the best guy. If you
weren’t my father I’d date you!”

I gave
her a tight smile. I’d always been more the strong, silent type.
Emmy, her mom, had finally left after numerous complaints of never
really opening up about my feelings. About spending time out at
work, or at home doing projects around the house or working on the
classic Camaro sitting in the garage.

It hurt
me that she left like that, but I did my best to keep it in and
move on with my life.

And at
that moment, I wasn’t certain that having two of Erin’s friends
stay overnight was the best way to go about it.


Especially those two friends.

“Why Heather and Lauren?” I asked, “They’re a bad influence on
you.”

Erin
grinned at me, those dimples deepening, “Ah, dad, you know that’s
not true. You just feel weird because you know they both had
crushes on you.”

I crossed
my arms. I thought the same thing as Erin. Just harmless schoolgirl
crushes. But I don’t think that was the true extent of
it.

Those two
girls, both 18, the same age as my daughter, wanted me. They wanted
me bad.

As soon
as they found out that Erin’s mom had left, they started flirting,
teasing. Coming over every chance they got to use our pool. Walking
around in bikinis so minimalist they may as well have been wearing
a couple pieces of string.

I told
myself that it was nothing, just my general state of arousal giving
me some wishful thinking.

Except it
wasn’t just the frequent pool visits.

They
checked me out every chance they got. They put their hands on my
biceps, on my chest.

And at
first I resisted. But I’d been busting my ass at work for the last
few weeks to try and make sure Erin had some extra money to start
school with.

And that
cut into my time to hit the bar and find someone my own age to get
my rocks off with.

So now I
often found myself wondering what it would be like to fuck Heather
or Lauren. To bring them into the house, pull that bikini string
aside, and just slide on inside.

I caught
myself wondering how wet they got. If they ever touched their
tight, teeny pussies at night thinking about me.

In fact,
just thinking about it while I stood in the doorway, watching Erin
work, started getting me hard.

I closed
my eyes and willed my aching shaft to soften.

Of
course, I couldn’t tell Erin any of this. She’d be mortified, and
rightly so. I was old enough to be their father, too. I’d known
them their whole lives.

“But we’ve been planning this for weeks, dad!” Erin said, still
smiling. “Come on, you’ll like it. We’ll throw a movie on, share
our popcorn with you. I think that a fun night is exactly what you
need.”

You have no idea. Though I think we’re talking about different
sorts of fun, here, I thought.

I knew
that I should've cancelled this whole plan when she first asked me.
Nipped it in the bud. But at this point I couldn't think of any
excuse that didn't come down, in the end, to "because I said
so."

I hadn't
used that excuse on Erin pretty much ever. I thought it was a sign
of lazy parenting.

"Fine.
But don't expect to see much of me," I said.

I figured
I was a man. I could control myself. And the easiest way to resist
temptation was to avoid temptation. In this case, keeping myself
away from the girls as much as I plausibly could.

Erin put
down the big mixing bowl full of Cheetos and wrapped her arms
around me. After a moment, I hugged her back.

"Thank
you! You're the best dad ever. Have I told you that
lately?"

I
smoothed the hair at the back of her head, "I'm sure you've met
your quota for the day."

 



***

 


My plan
went well.

For the
first half of the night. Heather and Lauren showed up a bit after
supper. I went up to my study and took some notes on a carb rebuild
for the Camaro while they splashed around in the pool
outside.

I never
even got up to look out the window.

Then they
came inside and threw on that movie. It was something with
Katherine Heigl and I just hated the way that woman looked so
begging off when Erin invited me to watch wasn't a lie at
all.

"Are you
sure? You're really going to make us eat all that popcorn and
Cheetos and Doritos all by ourselves?" Erin said. She'd poked
herself into my study, holding onto the door handle with half her
body in the room and half out in the hall.

"I'm
afraid you'll have to find someone else to jump on that grenade
tonight," I said.

In fact,
it didn't even really interest me at all. I wanted to get out to
the garage and get some work done on the car. Nothing like
wrenching to get through some frustration.

"Ok,"
Erin said, looking a little disappointed, "I'll put all the
leftovers in a container for you. If there's any leftovers, that
is."

"Have
fun," I said, smiling back at her.

And that,
I figured, was that. They'd gorge themselves, watch their movie,
and then turn in for the night.

With any
luck, they wouldn't even stick around for breakfast.

So I went
out to the garage. The Camaro, the shell of it anyway, sat on jack
stands so I could get underneath it more easily. Various other
parts of the car sat in heaps of varying levels of organization
around the rest of the garage.

I changed
into some well-worn Levis and a cheap, disposable white t-shirt
that I didn't expect would remain white very long.

So I went
and lost myself, getting my hands good and greasy the whole
time.

I didn't
even know how much time passed. I got into the zone, I
guess.

When I
finally rolled myself out from under the car, my shoulders pressed
hard into the canvas of the mechanic's dolly, I glanced at the
clock.

It was
almost two in the morning.

"Damn," I
said.

I stood
up, pushing my fists into the small of my back to ease the tension
in the muscles there.

My white
shirt was more streaky black and gray now. I stripped it off and
tossed it into the garbage bin in the corner by the
workbench.

I kept
myself in good shape. None of that dad bod shit for me. Broad
shoulders from football in high school. A waist that still narrowed
to a nice V.

I didn't
even think twice about being shirtless. I figured the girls were
all in bed.

I went
over to the shop sink and started washing the grease and oil from
my hands, watching the murky water swirl its way down the
drain.

I liked
the satisfied ache that working on the car gave me.

I turned
off the tap and started for the door back into the house. Before I
could reach it, I noticed that it stood ajar.

I
distinctly remembered closing it tight to make sure the noise
didn't disturb the girls.

I
frowned, stopping short of the door.

I got
that sensation of being watched.

Watched
from the black gap between the door and the jamb. My skin prickled
with the sensation of it.

I didn't
back down. I never backed down. There was a baseball bat, an old
Louisville Slugger, resting in the corner by the garage
door.

If there’s some sicko in here after the girls, he’s going to
be leaving on a stretcher with his skull caved in.

I turned
and started for the door. Then I stopped in my tracks before of
something I heard.

A giggle.
Giggles, rather. From more than one person.

It wasn’t
a pervert. It was the girls, probably bored with the TV.

I squared
myself, put my hands on my hips and marshalled my best dad voice.
“All right, you guys can come on out now. Fun’s over.”

Someone
gasped. Quietly, to their credit. But I still heard them.
Her.

I stood
and watched that dark gap with my best dad stare. There were
whispers in the darkness. I didn’t relent.


Perseverance was another key to parenting, I knew.

And it
paid off.

The door
swung slowly into the garage. The shop lighting spilled into the
little closed-in breezeway between the hour and garage. I made out
two shapes that gradually resolved themselves into two teenage
girls.

Shit, I thought.

Heather
and Lauren stood barefoot on the tile floor, both of them smiling
in at me.

Lauren
had something of a Mediterranean look to her with a dark complexion
and dark, wavy hair that bounced off her shoulders. Smoky looking,
really.

Heather
was the pretty cheerleader type. Perky, with lovely porcelain skin
and platinum blond hair that she always kept in a pair of
pigtails.

And they
both wore similar outfits. Loose fitting shirts that hung partway
down their thighs.

My heart
rammed up into my throat when at first I thought that they didn’t
have anything on but those shirts.

Except
then Lauren wrapped her arms around herself, lifting her shirt up a
bit to reveal a pair of frilly pink panties. She had one of those
thigh gaps all the girls wanted, and I couldn’t stop myself from
wondering what it might be like to slide my fingers into that
gap.

I shook
my head, trying to get rid of those thoughts.

“What are you guys doing here?” I said. I ignored the way I
could see Heather’s perky tits and her even perkier nipples pressed
against the thin fabric of the old AC/DC shirt she wore.

It’s just cold in the breezeway is all, I told myself.

“We got bored. Erin went to sleep and we’re not really tired
yet,” Lauren said, smiling at me. I wished she’d stop hugging
herself so that her shirt would fall and cover that delicious thigh
gap and those pink panties.

Heather
stepped forward, standing in the cusp of the doorway. “We heard you
out here,” she said, “And thought you might be more
interesting.”

“I’m about to turn in for the night, actually. You two should
do the same,” I said.

Then I
caught Lauren openly eyeballing me. I remembered my shirtless
state. I swallowed hard against a lump in my throat.

“Mr. Jones! You are fit!” Lauren said.

Heather
looked at her, then at me. My balls tightened from the way she
looked at me.

“Told you!” Heather said.

I tried
not to think about how that last thing meant that they talked about
me.

I moved
forward, meaning to hit the light switches by the door and move
past them to what I hoped was the safety of my bedroom.

But then
Lauren pushed past my into the garage.

“Holy! That is one cool car, Mr. Jones. Is it a Mustang? My
uncle has an old one,” Lauren said.

She still
hadn’t dropped her arms. I spun around to address her while she
looked at the car. Her lifted shirt now gave me a pretty nice view
of her ass. It was shapely and round and perky and everything I
missed from being a teenage boy with a teenage
girlfriend.

My cock
stirred in my pants, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I could
hide it.

“No, dummy,” Heather said, also rushing inside, “It’s a
Charger! Definitely. Isn’t it, Mr. Jones?”

She stood
beside me. Really close beside me. So close I thought I could feel
the buzz of her body heat.

And her
nipples were still erect. Didn’t they ever go down?

This time
I couldn’t quite swallow that lump down.

Then
Heather put her hand on my arm, just above the elbow. Her skin was
soft and warm and the touch sent my heart into
palpitations.

“It’s a Camaro, actually. A 1968 Camaro. Come on, let’s go.
It’s past my bedtime.”

They
giggled at my joke, but didn’t move.

My animal
hindbrain told me that I should grab Heather up in my arms and kiss
her hard. The desire slammed in my mind to the tune of my
heartbeat, which grew faster and harder the longer she kept her
hand on me.

Except
they didn’t go.

Lauren
saw the Camaro’s rear bench seat on its stand against the wall. I’d
just finished reupholstering it. New springs, foam,
covers.

“Look at this!” she said, bouncing over to it. She sat on it,
then patted the seat beside her.

Heather
finally released me and skipped over to sit beside her. Their
thighs touched.

“This is great! Hey, Mr. Jones, we wanted to ask you
something,” Heather said.

“What’s that?” I said. I could feel myself losing the struggle
to keep the shaft of my cock from bulging against my jeans. They
looked so beautiful and vibrant and youthful, their legs so smooth,
skin so clear. From the way they sat, I could see both of their
underwear.

Lauren’s
frilly pink panties and Heather’s white cotton ones. They made no
effort to hide or cover themselves.

“You never came out to see us. We wanted to say hi,” Lauren
said.

Her
nipples had perked up, too. My mouth watered when I thought about
sucking one of those nipples between my lips and teasing it with my
tongue.

“Well then,” I said, “Hey there, Lauren. Hey there, Heather.
Glad we could do this.”

I almost
escaped at this point.

Would
have escaped, with a bit more willpower. I even turned and started
for the door.

“Turn off the lights and close the door when you guys come back
inside,” I said.

“He’s leaving!” Lauren said, sounding panicked.

“Wait!” Heather said, “We have something to show
you!”

“Show me tomorrow,” I said.

Then
something soft hit me on the arm. I looked down at the floor. It
was a shirt. I could see the AC half of the AC/DC logo.

Then
another shirt hit me. Then there was a wet sound.

I looked
back and found myself staring at two beautiful 18 year old teens
making out with each other while sitting on the backseat of my
Camaro.

My body
responded on some visceral level. My cock strained hard against the
cage of cotton and denim around it. The muscles in the small of my
back tightened again. My breaths came quick and hot.

My eyes
drank them in. Every detail. Every curve. I noticed how Heather’s
breasts defied gravity. How they were perfectly symmetrical. How
she groaned a little when Lauren tweaked one of her
nipples.

Lauren
was a bit smaller in the chest department, but just as perky. Her
nipples were darker than Heather’s, but just as sensitive
apparently. Because Heather reached up and rolled one of them
between her thumb and index finger until Lauren let out a moan that
made my balls tingle.


Somewhere, somehow, I marshalled what was likely the last few
wisps of willpower. “What are you two doing?”

They
stopped kissing and looked at me. That smoky, hooded-eye look that
could bring a man to his knees instantly. And it came from both of
them!

“Just kissing. Don’t you like it, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked. She
sucked her lower lip in between her teeth and let it slide out
slowly while Heather squeezed her plump, pert tits.

“Don’t you want to come over and join us?” Heather said. She
put a finger into her mouth and withdrew it all glistening with her
saliva. She ran a thin, wet line down between her breasts with that
finger.

Down to
her navel. Lower. She spread her thighs apart and pushed the tip of
that finger against her mound, leaving a little wet spot behind
when she withdrew the finger.

God damn, I thought. My cock ached. I
wanted nothing more than to free it from the confines of my
jeans.

Free it
from those and then sink it into the undoubtedly tight, slick
pussies of my daughter’s closest friends.

Lauren
kept looking me up and down, her eyes fixing on the bulge of my
shaft in my jeans. She smiled that seductive smile
again.

“Look! He’s even bigger than we thought!” Lauren said, “Come
on, Mr. Jones, don’t you want to fuck us?”

“Because we want to fuck you,” Heather said.

I’d had
enough of this. A deep, hot feeling started low in my stomach. My
balls ached like I was a horny, frustrated teenager again. And
Heather couldn’t stop from licking her lips every time she fucked
me with her eyes.

These
girls didn’t know what they were getting themselves into. What
they’d woken up inside of me.

I stood
my ground. Actually, I pointed at a spot on the floor just in front
of where I stood. “I want you both here, now.”

I grabbed
their discarded shirts and spread them on the ground in front of
me. Then nodded to the girls.

Heather
slipped down off the couch first, followed by Lauren. They came to
me on all fours. It was all I could do to keep my cock from
exploding right out of my jeans while I watched them.

While I
watched those lovely, shapely hips sway so seductively, like they
were a pair of cats in heat, while they slunk towards
me.

They both
took position on the shirts I’d spread over the concrete of the
garage to protect their knees.

They both
looked up at me. This close, I could smell them. Smell the
lightness of their perfume, of their youth and desire. My cock
throbbed. My stomach tightened.

Heather’s
lips were plump, luscious things that begged to be kissed. Lauren’s
breasts seemed to perk up the more I looked at them.

Am I really doing this? Is this really happening?
It was, though. My manhood wouldn’t ache so much
if this were a dream.

“You, button. You, zipper,” I said, looking first at Lauren and
then at Heather.

They
obeyed gleefully, Lauren reaching up to pop the button on my jeans
while Heather went for the zipper.

Of
course, Heather had her eyes on the prize. She squeezed my cock
through my jeans and my whole body shuddered. I slapped her hand
away.

“Only when I tell you to,” I said.

It didn’t
take them long to have my jeans undone. The bulge of my cock kept
the pants from sliding down my thighs.

I pushed
them down myself. Then I reached into my boxers and grabbed my cock
with one hand and shoved the elastic of my waistband down with the
other.

My cock
sprang free. My balls ached.

Both
girls gasped when they saw me. Saw all of me. Every straining
inch.

“You’re so big!” Lauren said.

“Too big for you, I think. Maybe I should keep him all for
myself?” Heather said with a grin. She eyed my cock and then let
her tongue play out over her lips.

“There’s enough for the both of you. One hand each,” I
said.

They
looked at each other with anticipation. Then reached up. One hand
each, just like I told them.

Their
small hands couldn’t grip the entirety of my girth. I swallowed
hard when I felt the touch of their smooth skin against mine,
Heather’s hand near the root and Lauren’s fingers wrapped just
below the purple mushroom head of the tip.

“Stroke the shaft,” I said.

They did,
joining in a steady rhythm within a few strokes.

It didn’t
take them long to milk a glob of sticky, clear precum out of me.
Heather, always the eager beaver, leaned in to lick it
off.

I grabbed
the lovely blond hair at the back of her head to stop her. Then I
reached down and grabbed Lauren’s dark, silky locks.

I brought
Lauren’s mouth close and I groaned when I felt the heat of her
breath on my shaft. The groan turned to a gasp when the rough
wetness of her tongue slurped at the tip of my cock, licking the
precum off in one swipe.

“Now, kiss,” I told them, bringing their faces close
together.

Lauren
shared her taste of me with Heather. They locked lips, locked
tongues, while my cock trembled close by.

Then I
made them slide their lips down the side of my cock, one on each
side. I kept Lauren’s mouth close to the root, where she kissed and
licked me. I slid Heather’s head back until the waiting warmth of
her lips pushed against my tip.

I urged
her harder. My own lips parted in a quiet groan when the tip of my
cock slipped into the heat of her mouth.

I could
barely stand to look down and watch these two beauties work my
shaft. My cock tingled from root to tip. My balls ached with the
heaviness of the load they longed to release.

I made
them switch positions, let Lauren take my cock into her
mouth.

They were
hungry, starving girls. Their combined spit soon slicked the
entirety of my shaft.

I watched
the way their bodies moved and shifted while they worked me. I
watched the pert sway of their breasts. The way their hips started
rolling a little, their youthful desire for my cock overwhelming
them.

My own
desire for their bodies was about to overwhelm me.

My cock
ached. My balls tightened. If I continued, I’d be shooting a hot
load down Lauren’s throat shortly.

Something
I thought she’d definitely enjoy. But I didn’t want to end this so
quickly.

I wanted… no I needed
to feel the youthful, silky tightness of their
cunts sliding all around my cock.

Still
gripping their hair, I pulled their mouths away from my manhood. A
few long, glistening ropes of spit hung between Lauren’s lips and
my tip for a few moments before they stretched and
broke.

Her lips
looked so red. I couldn’t resist leaning down for a moment to kiss
her, to feel their slickness and warmth with my mouth.

 

She
kissed me eagerly, and let my tongue poke into her
mouth.

I kissed
her for a few heartbeats, then kissed Heather the same way. While I
kissed her, I slid my hands down their lovely bodies to cup their
asses.

I almost
came again right then when I felt those firm crescents of flesh,
only a thin layer of cotton between my palms and their bare
skin.

“Let’s go back over to the seat… Good. Now, get up there on
your knees, facing the wall,” I told them.

They
did.

I took a
moment to admire the lithe beauty of their youth. My cock trembled
and pulsed.

“Stick them out for me, girls,” I said.

They
smiled at each other, both of them resting their hands on the top
of the seat.

They
pushed their asses out towards me. I could see the damp spots on
their panties where the slickness of their arousal soaked through
the thin cotton.

I moved
to Lauren first. I grabbed my cock and guided it between her
thighs. I rubbed the taut tip of flesh against the thin cotton
covering her quivering mound. She groaned and pushed her body back
against mine, as though trying to drive the hard spear of my shaft
right through her panties and deep into her waiting sex.

While I
did that, I ran my other hand down the cleft of Heather’s ass,
shafting my fingers down until I felt just how wet she’d gotten her
own panties.

I pushed
the tip of my thumb against her asshole while I rubbed at her slit
with my index and middle fingers.

Heather
groaned like the little slut I knew her to be and started rolling
her hips, adding some friction of her own to the touch.

“Are you going to fuck me now, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked,
looking back over her shoulder at me. Her pretty little face kept
twisting up every time I increased the pressure of my cock against
the lips of her pussy.

“Call me Daddy,” I told her, “And soon. When I decide
to.”

“And what about me, Daddy? Are you going to fuck me, too?”
Heather said. She’d almost completely soaked the crotch of her
panties. Every patch of flesh on her looked flushed with heat and
desire.

The ache
in my balls intensified.

“You’ll both get your turns,” I said.

Then I
went down onto my knees behind Lauren’s perfect, pert behind. I
reached up and grabbed the elastic of her panties with both hands.
When I started drawing her panties down she whimpered a little, the
sensitive skin on the back of her thighs pebbling with
goosebumps.

I had to
peel the sopping cotton off the swollen lips of her pussy. Her
mound was bare. Her lips quivered. Wetness glistened between
them.

“Kiss her while I kiss you,” I told her.

I watched
until they kissed each other.

Then I
reached back up and put my hands on Lauren’s ass. I pulled her
cheeks apart. Made the lips of her pussy part so I could see the
pink slickness of her opening.

I leaned
in and tasted her. Slow at first. But I was thirsty. My tongue
lapped out, found the stiff little nubbin of her clit.

She
started moaning like a whore right away. Pushing her ass back
against me. Grinding her pussy against my mouth.

It wasn’t
long until I had her whole body trembling and flexing in her first
climax. The juices came gushing out of her, soaking my cheeks and
chin.

While
this was happening, I reached over to Heather. I hooked a finger
through the crotch of her panties and pulled them to the
side.

I sank
first one finger, then two into the welcoming, slick tightness of
her cunt. I knew just how to touch a woman by my age. Knew just how
to curl my fingers, how to rub against the sensitive places inside
of her.

Soon I
had them both cumming for me. Had them making out with each other
viciously, like a pair of bitches in heat, while I tortured their
little pussies with my mouth and fingers.

I pulled
my fingers out of Heather’s snatch and used her slit as a guide to
find her clit. I pinched and rolled it between my fingers while she
groaned and shuddered in another orgasm.

My cock
ached and trembled, begging for me to touch it. Begging for me to
slide it first into one girl and then the other.

And I
didn’t want to wait any longer. It was my turn for some
fun.

I stood
up. My knees hurt from the concrete floor but I ignored the
pain.

“Me first!” Heather begged.

“No, me!” Lauren said.

I clapped
a hand down on each of them, my bare palms smacking against their
skin so that they both shared a grimace and a sharp intake of
breath. When I pulled my hands away, I watched the prints rise in
red welts on those perfect cheeks.

Every
time I breathed I could smell the scent of their desire. My lips
were almost numb from licking Lauren’s delicious cunt. The flavor
of her need coated my tongue.

Lauren got the tongue first. Only fair for Heather to get the
shaft next.

So I
pulled Lauren down onto her knees beside me, onto the
floor.

“Spit,” I told her, turning to flop my cock near her
face.

She
did.

“Again,” I said. She did as she was told, her eyes wide with
the heat of her desire.

Then I
put a hand on Heather’s lovely hip. I pushed a little, making her
angle her ass a little bit higher up.

The lips
of her pussy parted so I could see her pink hole more easily. I
watched all the youthful muscles in her butt and the back of her
thighs tremble with anticipation.

“Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard,” Heather begged, “I want your
cock so bad. I need it in me. You got me so fucking
wet…”

“Shut the fuck up,” I said. I didn’t want any of this to wake
Erin up.

I grabbed
my cock and shoved it against her waiting mound. Her lips peeled
back from her teeth even while the lips of her cunt spread out
around the thickness of my cock.

She was
so warm on the inside. So hot. So tight. The slick walls of her
pussy felt silky as they wrapped around me, as I sank deep into her
folds.

I
sheathed myself slowly at first, letting her youthful tightness
stretch around my girth.

“Holy shit,” Lauren said, “He got it all in! You’re such a
little slut, Heather.”

I reached
out and put my fingers beneath Lauren’s chin, turning her head to
face me. I cuffed her. Lightly. But hard enough for her to get the
point.

“Shut up,” I told her, “Do something useful with that dirty
little mouth.”

I pushed
my thumb against her lips and she swallowed it up and started
sucking. It was a heavenly feeling.

Which
made the feeling of Heather’s tight cunt a devilish delight, I
suppose. But it was worth going to hell for, I figured.

The
muscles of her pussy kept quivering around me. Rippling like waves
that ran down my shaft.

It was
the wettest pussy I’d ever been balls-deep inside.

Her
juices dripped off me as I pulled out. I pulled out slowly, to
watch the way her tightness gripped me.

Lauren
watched as well. Watched and sucked my thumb, trying to swallow it
practically.

I rammed
myself back into Heather. Shoved every inch into her again. She
arched her neck. Her mouth opened in a thankfully silent scream.
Our bodies slapped together.

On the
next thrust, she picked up the rhythm, driving her pussy down my
cock even as I shoved it up into her.

It was
the most delicious tightness I’d ever experienced.

And each
thrust seemed to make her tighter.

It took
only a few strokes until…

“Oh, Daddy! Daddy! I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming all over your
dick!” she said, her eyes squeezing shut and her lips pooching out
almost as in a sob.

I
sheathed myself in her again, eager to feel those massaging
squeezes of her youthful pussy.

I wasn’t
disappointed. Her orgasm was deep and strong and I almost blew my
load then and there at the noises she made.

I didn’t
pull out because I couldn’t, she held me so tautly.

I held on
for dear life, gritting my teeth in the effort not to splatter her
guts with all the batter in my balls.

Then I
felt her silky walls relax around me. She collapsed forward against
the back of the bench seat, her body a quivering, languid mess. Her
lovely back glistened with the dew of her sweet sweat.

And
Lauren kept looked at me longingly. During the whole escapade,
she’d snuck a hand between her smoking thighs and was currently
teasing and torturing her pussy with her inexperienced
fingers.

“Your turn, sweetie,” I told her.

I helped
her to her feet even as I pulled out of Heather. Her orgasm had
turned her juices milky and thick and gobs of it coated my cock
like spittle.

Lauren
sat back against the seat. I grabbed her knees and spread her legs
apart, then pushed them back, angling her cute little sopping cunt
up towards me.

“Fuck me, Daddy. I want to slide down your cock so bad…” Lauren
whispered. She bit down on her bottom lip in the cutest
way.

I wasn’t
in the mood to argue.

I
hunkered lower. I couldn’t grab my cock without releasing one of
her legs and I didn’t want to do that. So I bounced the head of my
shaft against her wet gash. Then I slid down until I found the
sopping pink opening of her sex.

I
pushed.

“You’re so big!” she said, pushing her head back against the
seat.

I did the
same thing as with Heather, sliding in slow at first to loosen her
up. Then I picked up a rhythm

Except I
held Lauren pinned against the seat so she couldn’t add her own
momentum to the rhythm.

All she
could do was watch wide-eyed as I sank every inch of my cock into
her little stretched pussy over and over.

She came
even faster than Heather.

“I’m cumming! God, Daddy, I’m cumming for you!” she
said.

Her body
shook and bucked against the seat.

I
couldn’t hold on any longer.

I buried
myself in her. Sheathed myself in the silky tight folds of her
youthful body. Then I relaxed the hold of willpower I kept on my
tightening balls.

They
squeezed.

My lips
peeled back from my teeth.

It was my
most forceful orgasm in years. I spurted into her. Hard. Over and
over. It felt like I’d completely empty myself inside of
her.

“He’s cumming in you! Oh, fuck, he’s nutting in you!” Heather
said, watching wide-eyed as well.

Lauren’s
trembling intensified. I could feel the walls of her cunt squeezing
and milking me, trying to pull all of my seed up into her youthful,
fertile womb.

It felt
so fucking good I didn’t even worry about knocking her up. If
anything, that felt like the hottest outcome of this.

My balls
ached and pulsed and finally emptied. Lauren kept thrashing a few
moments longer, her whole body shaking.

When I
realized what I’d done I withdrew. A white flow of my cum sprung
out of her and threatened my fresh new upholstery.

“Lick that up,” I told Heather, hauling her down onto her
knees. I watched her lick the cum from between the lips of Lauren’s
pussy while my cock slowly softened.

“Are you guys on birth control?” I said when she
finished.

The shaft
of my cock ached hard. I couldn’t remember the last time sex felt
so good.

“No,” Heather said, turning and smiling at me. She reached up
to her mouth and I saw her wipe some of my cum from her tongue onto
her fingers.

She snuck
those fingers between her thighs and pushed them deep into her
waiting snatch.

I felt my cock start hardening again. Fuck, when did these girls turn into such little sluts?
I didn’t care.

“Good,” I said.

Then I
went over and grabbed their shirts from the garage floor. I threw
them at the girls. “Clean yourselves up and then get your asses to
bed. And don’t bother me again tonight.”

“Don’t worry, Daddy, we won’t,” Lauren said with a teasing
smile.

I washed
some of the sweat from myself in the sink and then went upstairs to
bed, wondering just how deeply I’d just buried myself in
shit.

I grinned
into the darkness that shadowed my ceiling. I wondered if I could
convince Erin to have them over again sometime soon.
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"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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