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1.

 

Janice

 

It felt like I was going to be a virgin forever.

And it wasn't even my fault.

I mean, I knew I was good looking. A bit thin, maybe. A bit small in the chest department.

I had a cute butt though, I knew. Which I loved to show off in my shorts during the summer.

It was the guys. They were to blame.

The guys my age were all so stupid. Good looking, sure. Some of them. But they didn't get me going. Like, at all.

Like this guy Chad I went out with last week. A looker. High school and college football star. All that.

But guys now were such pussies. He never went for it. Never went for me. I practically had to sit on his lap to get him to kiss me.

And then he kept saying crap.

"Is this okay? Do you want to stop?"

Stuff like that.

Stuff that made me close up for business, you know, down there.

So far my first year of college was pretty underwhelming, sexually. I thought that for sure I would've punched my v-card by now. But no dice.

So when my friend, Sadie, asked if I wanted to spend the long weekend at her place I jumped at it. She said she had an in-ground pool and the weather was supposed to be good so why not.

Not like I was missing much at school, right?

We drove to her place in her little Civic sedan, the windows down with the wind whipping our hair around our shoulders.

I'd met Sadie in the dorms and we took to each other like sisters. I felt like I'd known her my whole life.

"Man, I really need this," I said, raising my voice a bit to be heard over the rush of the wind.

"You'll love it, I promise," Sadie said. She wore a pair of those bug-eyed sunglasses that covered half her face.

"And you're sure this is cool with your dad?" I said.

I hadn't met her dad yet. We talked about our parents sometimes, but that was it.

"Yeah, just don't bug him or anything and it'll be all right," she said.

Sadie's dad lived by himself now that Sadie was at college. Her mom was out of the picture. He sounded like a cool guy, actually.

Former army. Liked to work on cars in their garage. Stern but fair, all that crap.

Actually, he sounded kinda hot. Kinda like the sort of guy I wanted to find. It was too bad he was so much older was all.

I never told Sadie any of this, of course.

"Don't worry. He won't even notice I'm there," I said.

 

2.

 

John

 

I took another pull from the brown bottle of Bud that sat on the coffee table. I'd just finished a workout down in the basement at my home gym and I found that nothing calmed me down like a brew.

The beer was cool and foamy.

Of course, getting the blood pumping like that also made me horny as hell. But I didn't have time to take care of the urge.

I looked at the clock. Sadie and her friend were supposed to arrive any time now.

Just what I need, I thought, a couple teenage girls running around the place. I had work to do.

So after my workout I showered, threw on a shirt and a pair of jeans. The sleeves of the shirt I rolled up to expose my forearms.

I finally had the place to myself, and I was enjoying the single life.

If I wanted a woman, I went over to the bar in the evening and brought one back home.

If I wanted a beer, I grabbed one from the fridge.

Still, it was nice to see my little girl every now and then. When I saw her I thought I did a good job bringing her up. I'd been strict a few times. But it had all been for her good.

I heard a car pull into the driveway, the engine pinging when it turned off. Then doors opening, slamming.

Laughter. Girly, feminine laughter.

I stood up, tugged my shirt back down into place, beer held idly in one hand.

The front door opened, disgorging first my daughter and then the friend she said she was bringing.

They dropped their bags on the floor.

"Dad?" Sadie called out.

"In the living room," I replied. I took another pull from my beer.

They came in through the front hall, both still giggling. I smiled at Sadie. She was a pretty thing. Wavy brown hair like her mom, a little plump, but in a good way.

Then I saw her friend. Rather, we saw each other at the same time.

My first thought was: I need to fuck her.

She wore a tiny pair of shorts that showed off her legs, which were long and smooth and begged me to run my lips up and down them.

A bit small in the chest, but in that girlish way that promised that what was there was perky and firm.

A lovely face framed by long blond hair, lips that glistened with some sort of gloss.

Lips that gave me an instant half-mast when I wondered what they'd look like sliding up and down the length of my member.

And her cheeks. When she saw me looking she blushed. The blush started in her cheeks and rushed quickly down her throat and below the collar of her shirt.

Does her whole body flush like that? I wondered.

She'd stopped laughing. Stopped as soon as we made eye contact. She held my gaze for a moment and then dropped her eyes to the floor. She stole another glance at me while she brushed some stray blond locks from her forehead back behind her ear.

"Daddy! You look great," Sadie said. She ran up and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. I kissed her forehead when she looked up at me.

"Thanks, you too. Who is this?"

"Oh, this is Janice. Janice, this is my dad, John," Sadie said, releasing me.

"Hey..." Janice said. She held out her hand and I took it. It was so small in mine.

And she trembled. Just a little, but I felt it.

It touched some nerve inside me. Some instinct. I wanted to pull her against me. To ravish her young body with my mouth.

She felt it, too. I saw the way her breath caught. The way that flush in her cheeks deepened.

I knew I couldn't, though. Sadie said this girl was like a sister to her when we talked on Skype.

A sister to her. Did that make her like a daughter to me?

My cock started throbbing in my jeans.

"Pool's open and clean. You guys go out there," I said.

Sadie looked like she wanted to say something. But she didn't. She knew that what I said was the law. She was a good girl.

But was Janice?

 

***

 

They spent most of the weekend out by the pool. It took most of my willpower to not watch them through my bedroom window, which looked down on the pool and the backyard.

Not to watch Janice, that is.

She wore this two-piece bikini that hardly covered her ass. And when she came up out of the water her whole body glistened in a way that made me ache with hardness and desire.

Except I couldn't go to the bar and pick someone up to help relieve that ache. Not with the girls here.

So I watched. And I thought that Janice knew. I caught her looking up at my window sometimes.

She seemed innocent. On one level, at least.

But then, just beneath that. Something else. Some desire. Some unfulfilled need.

I swore to myself I wouldn't do anything. Wouldn't act on my urges.

But then that Monday something happened.

The girls were out around the pool again, enjoying their final day of the long weekend before heading back to college and classes.

"Hey, Daddy?" Sadie asked. She came downstairs all dressed in normal clothes. A loose blouse and some jeans. Her skin was darkened from the weekend sun.

"Yes?" I said. I sat at the table with the morning paper.

"I'm going to head out for a bit. Get a bit of shopping in at the mall."

"Okay, you guys have fun," I said, not bothering to look up.

"No, just me. Janice is staying here. She doesn't want to come," Sadie said.

The muscles in my lower back tightened. I didn't let anything show, though. "Oh, okay," I said.

"Yeah she's going to spend the day at the pool again. Thanks again for letting her stay the weekend. You're the best dad ever!"

She came over and gave me a hug and a kiss and then left.

I resolved to not go outside. Janice could stay out there and I'd stay in here.

But then she changed things.

She came inside.

It was maybe 20 minutes after Sadie left. I heard the back door open and close.

She came into the kitchen, where I sat. I caught a glimpse of skin. Of neon-pink bikini. My cock throbbed in my jeans. My eyes unfocused on the paper.

The fridge opened. "No OJ left?"

"I suppose not," I said.

"Oh," she sounded so disappointed. Then she came over. I could feel her standing behind me. Smell her. She smelled light and sweet somehow, beneath the scent of the pool water.

"Guess I'll just go back outside," she said.

"Sure," I replied.

But then something hit me. Some urge. Again, that primal instinct. That one that made men take what they wanted without really thinking about it.

I stood up. At the sound of the chair, Janice turned back to face me. She was a petite thing. Her body was lithe, her tummy smooth and taut. She looked up at me.

I thought I saw something in her eyes. Right before she looked down.

I might have let her go then. Let her go back outside.

But she blushed again. Her whole fucking body. She glowed with the heat of it.

"Yes?" she said.

"Come here," I replied.

She hesitated a moment, but then stepped forward. I picked up that scent of hers again.

"Do you have any idea what you've been doing to me this weekend?" I said.

She jerked. "No."

"Parading around in this skimpy thing. Looking at me. You think I haven't noticed?"

She stayed quiet.

"You have to learn you can't do this to a man. Not a real man. Not if you don't want the consequences," I said.

"What consequences?" she replied.

I grabbed her by her narrow waist. I pulled her against me. My cock turned to steel at the touch of her soft, warm skin. 

It throbbed when I heard the way she gasped.

And I nearly came when she tilted her head back. I kissed her. Hard. She felt the hardness of my cock against her stomach and moaned.

 

3.

 

Janice

 

His mouth was so hot on mine. So insistent.

His cock was so hard against my stomach. So big.

Feeling his desire sent trembling waves of need through me. Left me trembling and achy.

That ache centered between my thighs. My pussy pulsed in time with my rapid heartbeat.

His stubble prickled at me, and I liked it.

But then I remembered he was so much older. He was my friend's dad.

I put my arms between us and pushed, broke the kiss.

"We can't," I said, my whole body quivering. My stiff nipples pushed hard against my top.

"We can. We will," John said.

He looked so big and strong. Something about the way he kept his shirtsleeves rolled up like that drove me crazy.

And I'd be lying if I said that I hadn't thought about him that way while I slept a few feet from his daughter.

Thought about slipping out, finding his room. Seeing if he knew what to do with a girl. With a woman.

I thought he did.

"Sadie will be back soon," I said. My heart pounded.

"She'll be gone a while," he said.

He took a step towards me. I stepped back. "We shouldn't."

"But we will," he said.

I stepped back again. I gasped at the cool touch of the countertop as the edge pushed into the small of my back.

"I see the way you look at me," he said, still coming towards me, "I see the way you blush. You can't do something like that around a real man and not expect him to act on it."

I tried to get away one final time, before my own needs and desires overwhelmed me.

I ran for it.

He reached out and grabbed me wrist. He was so strong.

He yanked back. Pulled me back against him. So that my ass rested against that hard bulge in the front of his jeans. I gasped again.

"We shouldn't... I'm... I'm a virgin," I said.

He reached around me, grabbed my breasts and gave them an appreciative squeeze.

"I thought you might be," he said.

He kissed my neck. Right at the spot where it joined my shoulder. I shivered at the touch of his lips. His touch was electric.

I writhed back against him, almost unable to control myself.

"That's it," he said, "Give into it."

No man had ever been so straightforward with me before. So clear and uncompromising in his desire.

John didn't ask. He took. He did what he wanted.

And at that moment he wanted to feel the sloppy wet heat of my youthful pussy.

He shoved one hand down into my bikini bottom. I spread my thighs for him. Groaned.

"Oh... That's nice."

He slipped a finger between my lower lips. Found the already stiff bean of my clit. He toyed with it. Rubbed it until my body shook uncontrollably against his.

"Are you going to give yourself to me?" he said.

"Yes," I replied, rubbing my ass against his jeans. It felt like he was about to burst out of them.

"Show me," he said.

He spun me around. Pushed me down onto my knees in front of him, my mouth about even with the stiffness of his desire.

"If you want to please a man you have to know how to suck a dick," he said.

"Will you show me?" I asked.

Wordlessly, he undid his jeans and pushed them down. He pulled his cock out.

His manhood was long and heavy. Hard and thick. Saliva squirted into my mouth at the sight of him.

"Open up. No teeth. Lots of spit," he said.

I opened my mouth. He slid himself inside. His cock was so much harder than I thought it would be. So much warmer. More saliva kept squirting into my mouth.

Especially when he started fucking it. When he grabbed the back of my head and forced himself into me again and again.

"Relax your throat. Take every inch," he said.

He didn't give me any time. He forced himself to the hilt into me. I gagged at first. Tried pushing away. He held me too strongly.

Tears started in the corners of my eyes. When he saw he smiled. He liked it. Liked making me feel like this.

Liked making my pussy tingle in anticipation.

"Good." He said.

He pulled himself out. Thick gobs of my spit clung to his shaft. My lips and jaw ached. He was so big, I didn't even know how I managed to hold all of him.

Or how he expected to fit that monster inside of me.

"I bet you expected your first time to be on a bed," he said, looking down at me.

I tried standing up, but he pushed me back down onto the cool linoleum floor.

"Well, it's not going to be that way. You can stand up now," he said.

"Do you want me to call you daddy?" I said. I heard guys liked that. I stood up.

My pussy throbbed. I could feel the heat coming off it.

"Does it make you wet?" he said.

"Yes... daddy," I said.

He grabbed me and kissed me hard again, his stubble prickling against my already achy lips.

His hands slipped down my back, cupped the firm, round cheeks of my ass. He squeezed them. Squeezed until it hurt. Until I groaned. He pulled my hips against his.

The thick length of his cock pushed between my thighs, rubbed against the sore, flushed mound of my sex.

I rubbed the slick fabric of my bikini against his length until it was he who groaned.

"I can't take it anymore. You've tortured me this whole weekend. No more," he said.

"What about protection?" I said, suddenly nervous again.

"Not my problem," he replied.

That turned me on even more. The recklessness of it. Of him. How he didn't ignore his desires and his instincts.

He lifted me up by the waist. Set me down on the countertop.

Then he hooked a finger through the crotch of my bikini bottom. He pulled the fabric aside, exposing the smooth-shaved mound of my pussy.

My lower lips were flushed with heat and desire, and when he saw the state of me he groaned in anticipation.

"It's too big, daddy," I said, watching as he guided the monster girth of his shaft between my thighs.

"I'll make it fit, baby girl. Don't worry."

He shoved it against me. Ran the bottom of his shaft up and down the slickness of my pussy, mixing my juices with my spit.

Suddenly I wanted him. Wanted him more than I'd wanted anything else before. My pussy pulsed and throbbed, releasing a fresh round of wetness that left him slippery-slick and shiny.

"I need it. I need it bad, daddy," I said.

He couldn't wait any more, either. He pushed the hard head of his shaft against the sopping opening of my sex.

"Oh!" I said, gasping. I was too small, too tight.

He pushed anyway. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. I squeezed him, dug my nails into his flesh.

He gritted his teeth. But he didn't stop. He didn't pull back, didn't ask me if this was okay, if I wanted to take things slower.

I was his and he intended on using me however he pleased.

And I wanted him to.

The tightness of my pussy couldn't resist his hardness any longer. 

I parted around him. He slid up into me, easing inch after inch of his throbbing shaft deep inside of me. Sheathing himself in the pink wetness of my pussy.

"Fuck, it's so big. Your cock is so big, daddy. It hurts," I said.

"Hurts good?" he said.

"Yes. So good. Are you going to fuck me?"

He took my arms off his shoulders, pushed me down against the countertop. It was cold against the bare skin of my back. He didn't care.

All he wanted was the tight wet hole between my thighs. Tight and wet for him.

He fucked me mercilessly. Ran his length back and forth in and out of me, dragging his hardness against the soft, giving slickness of my inner walls.

Did it until I begged him to go harder.

I never knew something could hurt like this and still feel so good.

And he made it feel even better when he made me cum all over his shaft.

It was my first orgasm on a cock. I clamped down around him. My back arched up off the counter.

He fucked me harder. Grunting as he forced himself in against the new resistance.

I went crazy on him. Convulsing and squeezing. I got so wet that my juices dripped down his thighs.

My whole body kept going rigid with it. My eyes squeezed shut. I couldn't take it. I almost passed out.

"Good, my turn now," he said.

Then he pulled out of me. My juices had turned almost milky on him, left him slippery and sticky.

Slippery so that when he turned me over and pulled my ass back, his big cock slid right back inside.

I gasped. I was already sore.

But I wanted more. I wanted all he could give me.

He pounded me hard again, jackhammering his thick shaft in and out of me until I screamed.

"Daddy! Oh, daddy!"

He couldn't take it anymore.

"That's it, baby, take my cum. Take all of it," he said.

He buried his cock to the root. Sheathed himself to the hilt. I felt every inch of him inside me.

Felt when that thick shaft jerked. Felt the warm splash of his cum as it spurted out of him and into me. Groaned like a little whore as I felt my pussy squeeze around him again, felt my body pull that hot load deep into my guts.

When he finished he pulled his cock out. He shifted my bikini back over my pussy so none of his cum could leak out of me.

I tingled all over. I felt languid and loose.

Little, trembly waves of heat moved through my lower stomach. My pussy ached from the way he'd stretched me out.

"Go get cleaned up before Sadie gets back," he said, "And you better not fucking tell her what just happened. Not unless you never want it to happen again."

There was nothing illegal about it, of course. I was 18. Not related to him. But I knew Sadie would freak.

So I didn't tell her.

 

4.

 

John

 

I watched Sadie and Janice pull out in the Civic. Waved when she beeped the horn at me.

I smiled. Janice had the tightest pussy I'd ever fucked. My cock ached from it. But even just thinking about it sent some iron down into my shaft again.

I'd invited Janice to stay with us whenever Sadie came home.

And I thought Sadie would be coming home often.

I smiled and went back inside.
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1.

 

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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		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













