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Single Daddy: A Dad Next Door Quick Romance

 

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.




Sharing the Daddy Next Door

 

Paul

 

“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.




Shared by the Daddy Next Door

 

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.




Babysitting for the Daddy Next Door

 

Kyle

 

Being a single dad was hard enough on its own. Being a single dad with a full-time job, career aspirations, meetings, and all of that made it all the harder.

Not to mention the few dates I went on when I could snatch time away from my most important job.

Those dates all ended well enough. Usually at her place instead of mine. Some fun in the bed and then dressed and back home.

But I wouldn’t have even been able to do anything of that without my godsend. Her name was Trish.

She was a sophomore at the local college, studying psychology. She came whenever I called. Early, late. Always willing to stay on a bit longer if a meeting went on too long or a date looked like it might end up in some fun.

Sometimes I even hired her for a few hours while I was still at home. Just to look after the kid for a few hours while I took care of household stuff.

Yep, Trish was a real lifesaver.

She even flirted with me, which was a bonus. She called me a silver fox, and told me she’d be super lucky if she could find a guy anything like me.

I didn’t mind any of this, of course. She was a pretty little thing. One of those girls who liked to do CrossFit and stay active in school sports. Blonde hair that she often put into a ponytail or pigtails.

And in the warm weather, the outfits she wore!

I figured it was all pretty innocent. I mean, I’m old enough to be her father. She had no business showing any real interest in a guy like me.

Still, there were a few times when I’d catch myself checking out her perky little ass when she got down on her hands and knees to retrieve a toy from under the bureau in the study.

Times when I’d be on that verge of sleep in bed, and I’d suddenly get rock hard at the thought of her youthful, naked, and nude body pressed up against mine under the covers.

That day started like any other Saturday. I needed to fix a few things around the house: replace a wooden riser on the steps to the back deck, fix the leaky faucet in the main bathroom. Maybe change the oil in my Charger if I got around to it.

Basically, I needed another pair of eyes to watch the kid while I did all this.

I changed into some comfy jeans and an old white undershirt that I wouldn’t mind getting dirty. I hadn’t shaved that day, and salt-and-pepper stubble covered my cheeks.

I smiled.

Probably earn me another of those silver fox comments, I figured. 

I grabbed my cell from its usual spot on my night table and sent Trish a quick text. I thought that she might have other plans, being a beautiful young woman and this being a nice Saturday and all.

But she texted back that she’d be over ASAP.

Soon enough the doorbell rang and I trotted over from the breakfast nook in my kitchen and pulled open the door.

Trish smiled up at me. Hair in pigtails today, I saw. An airy, short-sleeved blouse unbuttoned to both help with the heat and show off the curves of her perky if small breasts. Khaki shorts that were so short that the front pockets hung down the front of her thighs.

I could only imagine, and did so, what the view was like from behind. I swallowed against that thought. Felt a shot of heat run down the front of my stomach all the way down to the tip of my cock, where it tingled.

“Hey, Trish. Come on in. He’s up in his room. Thanks again for coming on such quick notice. I don’t know where I’d get the time to get everything done without you!” I said, stepping out of the way so she could come in.

She walked in past me and I caught a whiff of her scent. Something fruity and light and floral. She kicked off her sandals, still smiling.

“It’s no problem, Mr. Peters. Always glad to come over and see the boys!” she said.

She had such a lovely smile. Such a lovely face, too. It felt good to have a young woman smile at me like that.

Of course, it didn’t help matters re: keeping control of myself in my pants. My eyes strayed to the open throat of her blouse. The perfect, lovely smooth skin between her breasts. There was a freckle between them, I noticed.

I jerked my eyes back up. She was still smiling at me.

“There’s sandwich fixings in the fridge and some soda if you get hungry,” I said. I forced my eyes to remain on hers. Even though I really just wanted to examine that freckle again.

I couldn’t help wondering where else she was freckled. I swallowed hard again.

“Thanks!” she said. A blush lit in her cheeks and I knew that she saw me staring.

Before it could become anymore awkward, she wheeled around and bounced towards the kitchen. The view from behind was just as nice as I’d imagined. Better, even. At that age, a girl’s ass defied gravity.

I shook my head, tried to clear my mind of all those impure yet enticing thoughts.

So I went and threw myself into work. Got that riser replaced. Swore under my breath while I crammed as much of my body as I could under the sink to fix the leaky joint in the pipe.

I heard laughter coming from the kid's bedroom at one point and I smiled. She was so good with him.

If only I could find a woman closer to my own age who was so good, I'd be set. Unfortunately, none of the contenders so far met my standards.

And I'd been through more than my fair share. Turns out older woman like the silver fox look, too. And the single dad bit. And the fact that I made sure to hit the gym four times a week still.

I checked my watch and saw it was just a bit after lunch. I decided it was a good a time as any to grab a Bud from the fridge and take a load off in the basement rec room before I got to that oil change.

I'd worked up a good sweat by this point. The veins stood out on my arms. I didn't change or shower yet, though.

Why bother when I might end up with a big oil stain all over my shirt?

So I grabbed that beer and went downstairs. Flipped the flat screen mounted on the wall above the fireplace to some home improvement show that I could ignore.

The beer was delicious, foamy, and most important: cold. 

I even thought I'd grab a second before I got out to the car

But then I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned around. Saw Trish standing near the foot. She was still smiling while she looked at me. This one was a bit different, though. She smiled, but she bit down a little on her bottom lip.

My God, it was sexy. I felt my cock rustle.

"Everything okay?" I said.

"Yeah," Trish replied, "He's down for a nap. I thought I'd come see how you were doing."

I held up the brown bottle of beer, "Just fine." The beer hit me just right, too. I could feel myself relaxing.

"Mind if I sit, too?" she said.

I shifted over on the couch and motioned at the other end. She came over and sat down. I tried to not look at her bare thighs. And I smelled her again. My cock tingled from root to stem.

"I hope this doesn't sound too weird," Trish said, "But I just wanted to say again that I think you're doing a great job. Being a single dad and all. Keeping your life on track."

"Thanks," I said. I couldn't stop thinking about the way she smelled so good. 

She shimmied her butt a little closer to me on the couch. Her body moved in this languid, lithe fashion. I wondered what it would feel like if she sat on my lap and made that same motion.

She rubbed her hands together and then stuck them between those lovely thighs of hers. I was jealous of them right away.

She glanced at me, then down. She mumbled something.

"Speak up," I said. I reached over and gave her a playful tap with the back of my hand on her upper arm.

"I said that I really mean it about all that. I think about you a lot," she said.

She looked me in the eye for a second. That blush lit in her cheeks again and she her eyes returned to her hands, which remained shoved tight between her thighs.

I swallowed at the sudden dryness in my mouth. When that didn't work, I took a pull from my beer. "You do?"

"Yes," she said. She shimmied a bit closer to me again. Our thighs nearly touched. I imagined I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. She swallowed audibly. Tucked one of her pigtails back behind her ear. "Do you ever think about me?"

I blinked in surprise and nearly dropped my beer. I set the bottle down on the coffee table. My cock bulged against my jeans and my balls tingled hard.

"I think that you're a great babysitter. A real lifesaver," I said.

"Is that all?" she replied.

I weighed my next words carefully. I kept thinking about how I was old enough to be Trish's father. How she was barely 19. How good she was to me and my kid and how I didn't want to mess that up.

I also thought about how nice she smelled. About that delicious little freckle between her small but perky breasts. The way her legs looked.

"Should there be more?" I said.

I tried to keep my cool. But I was a man, with a man's desires and needs. And right then that primal male brain of mine could concentrate on nothing but making my young and pretty babysitter mine.

This time when she shimmied closer our thighs did touch. My rational mind told me to pull away, to jerk back.

Another part, the one that made my cock throbs and my balls tingle, told me to stay right where I was.

That second part of me won out. Her scent intensified. I found it intoxicating.

I started wondering about her natural smell. Her natural taste. My cock swelled up even more in my jeans, plain for us both to see.

I did nothing to hide it.

She trembled a little, I saw. Trembled and shivered. She looked up at me. Then down at my lips. Then back up at my eyes.

She leaned in towards me, her lovely, glossy lips parting a little even as her eyes hooded.

Her hand crept up onto my thigh. It trembled visibly. She ran it up until it settled over the bulge of my cock.

That bulge grew when I felt that pressure against it.

She kissed me. Lightly at first. Her lip gloss was strawberry flavored.

Our mouths parted. I could still taste her on me. It was all I could do to not tear her clothes off then and there and fuck her youthful brains out.

And the way she kept squeezing my cock through my jeans didn't help things, either.

"I do want more..." she breathed. That delicious rosy flush filled her cheeks. It also ran down her throat, between her breasts. That freckle stood out even more.

I glanced back towards the stairs. "You're sure he's asleep up there?"

"Passed right out," she said, her usual smile returning, this time with a seductive twist to it that sent little tingling fingers down the small of my back, "You know how he gets. Nothing will wake him up for a couple hours, at least."

I thought about it. Not really, actually. That primal male, instinctual part of me already made the decision for me.

Before she could do anything about it, I scooped her up and plopped her down on my lap. She weighed next do nothing.

The way my cock pressed against my jeans, it met perfectly with the cleft between her ass cheeks.

I groaned. She was firm and shapely and warm.

And when she wriggled in surprise I nearly shot off in my boxers. She twisted around a little. Enough to put her arm over my shoulders.

"You're so strong," she said.

I held her around the waist with one arm. I loved the way she trembled and shuddered. I put my free hand down into her blouse, encircled one of those small, firm breasts with my fingers as I pushed her bra cup aside.

She gasped. Her hips started rolling, massaging my cock with her ass. We kissed again. She was just as sweet as before.

I squeezed her breast and felt her nipple perk up against my palm. When I pinched it between thumb and forefinger she pulled her mouth away from mine and groaned.

"That feels nice, Mr. Peters," she said.

"Call me Kyle," I told her.

I pulled my hand out of her bra and undid the remaining buttons on her blouse. I put my hand flat against her bare stomach and marvelled at how petite she was.

She slipped out of her blouse and gave me my first real look at the youthful tautness of her body. Her slender shoulders. The way her waist curved in and then flared out at her thighs. 

It took me one flick of my fingers to undo her bra strap. She laughed in surprise. The laugh turned to a moan, her back arching in, when I slipped her bra down and then encircled one stiff nipple with my mouth and sucked.

Her ass pushed and ground harder against my imprisoned shaft the more I sucked. And she bucked hard when I bit down gently on that stiff bit of flesh.

"How long have you wanted this?" I said.

When I pulled my mouth from her breast, her little, tightly wrinkled areola was bright pink from all the sucking. And her nipple glistened with my saliva.

When I blew lightly across it, both her breasts pebbled in delicious gooseflesh and she sucked a sharp breath in between her teeth before she answered me.

"Since the first time I babysat for you," she said, "You answered the door with nothing but a towel around your waist. Then I saw how good you are with your boy. What a real man you are, taking care of your life the way you do... That's nice..."

I kissed her across her shoulders, let my mouth run down between her breasts.

I was drunk on her. She intoxicated me. I wanted to run my mouth over every inch of her. Wanted to lap up her juices and make her mine.

"I was wet for you when you answered the door..." she said. She kept running her fingers through my hair. Running her hand over my broad shoulders, down my chest. 

She rubbed her ass so much against my cock that I thought that soon I'd just stab through all the denim.

"And how wet are you now?" I said.

She leaned in close so that her lips brushed against my earlobe. I tingled all over.

"My panties are soaked," she breathed.

I almost came again. My balls even started tightening up. I didn't want to wait any longer. I needed to have her. I needed to have her precious little peach then and there.

I tossed her down onto the couch. I made short work of her shorts, yanking them down her lovely legs and tossing them away.

Her panties were white cotton. And she hadn't been lying. The crotch of them clung to her tender, flushed young mound. She'd soaked them just like she said. I could see her lips. See the vertical slit between them.

I had an overpowering urge to taste her. No, to devour her.

I mounted her, wrapped my arms around her slender body. My hungry left left a trail of ravenous, wet kisses down her throat. Down between her breasts.

Her body writhed against mine. She pushed her hands down between us, her eager, inexperienced fingers fumbling with my belt and my zipper.

She got them undone just as I slipped too low and she could no longer reach them. I tongued her shallow little navel.

I kissed down the front of her panties. Sucked on the warm flesh of her inner thighs while she writhed on the couch and grabbed fistfuls of my hair, trying to urge my mouth over her aching little pussy.

"Oh, Kyle, Oh, Kyle..." she kept on moaning, "Kiss me. Lick me. I want your mouth all over me. You get me so fucking wet."

I peeled her panties down, rearing up just long enough to help her kick them away. Then I attacked her. Lunged back in to claim my prey and my prize.

Her hips lifted up off the couch, her body eager.

She kept her pussy completely bald. Her mound flushed with heat and blood. Her little clit poked out from under its hood. Wetness glistened and beckoned between her vertical lips.

Her fingers tightened in my hair, urging me forward. Urging me closer to her forbidden, hairless, and juicy peach.

I was savage. I didn't tease. I didn't play around. I devoured her. I sank my tongue between those lips and lapped her up. Lapped her hard.

She tasted like strawberries down there, too.

Soon her juices covered my cheeks and chin. My stubble rubbed at her sensitive flesh, but that just seemed to make her want me even more.

Her head thrashed against the couch. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair. I loved it. 

She arched up even higher off the cushion, really shoving her sopping mound against my hungry mouth.

I put my hands under her ass, supporting her. I felt her plump, firm cheeks flex. Felt and saw every muscle in her body tighten and stand out when her first climax slammed into her like a tsunami.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she screamed, grinding her pussy against my face.

I bore down on the stiff little bean of her clit. Sucking it between my teeth, lashing at it with my tongue until her whole body trembled and shuddered uncontrollably. 

Her juices just poured out of her and I drank them all greedily, not caring how wet she got my face. How it dripped down my chin and neck.

By the time she started relaxing my jaw ached and my tongue felt numb.

She collapsed down onto the couch and I let her, slipping my hands out from beneath her ass after one more appreciative squeeze of that warm, firm and shapely flesh.

Her thighs fell to either side, completely exposing her bald little mound to me. The stretch of it pulled her inner lips open so that I could see every little bit of her aching little cunt.

My cock throbbed so hard, still stuck in my jeans. I shoved them down, along with my boxers. Every inch of me sprang up, suddenly free. Precum shined all over the taut purple helmet. A fresh trickle leaked from the tip.

I was so hard I trembled. So hard it actually fucking hurt.

Who needed anything like viagra when you had a young, beautiful girl exposing her sopping cunt to you? Looking up at you with her big blue fuck-me eyes.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. Squeezed the head. Ran the pad of her thumb over the tip to smear that precum around some more. I groaned and threw my head back, relishing the tight, tingling sensation in my balls.

"You're so big," she said, "I want every inch. I want to feel your whole cock inside of me. Will you fuck me? Please? I need it so bad. I need you so bad."

I didn't even think about a rubber when I grabbed the backs of her knees, when I pushed her thighs wide apart and then up towards her chest to angle her pussy up a little better.

Some part of me wanted to raw dog her. Wanted to empty every last drop of cum from my balls as deeply into that fertile little cunt as I could push myself.

It was a deep and primal need that I didn't understand, but couldn't ignore.

Just that image made even more clear precum leak out of my. She rubbed her thumb over it again. Rubbed it and then brought her hand to her mouth so she could lick me all up.

I was so hard, so straight, like a fucking tentpole, that I didn't need my hands to guide myself down to her sloppy, sopping cunt.

"Your cock is so hard and so hot," she moaned when I started pushing inside of her.

Her back arched up off the couch again. Her eyes squeezed shut and she snarled. I considered slowly down. Considered easing myself slowly into the silky, warm slickness of her pussy.

But I couldn't wait. I couldn't stop. I needed to feel her wrapped all around me. Needed to feel the wet tightness of her youthful body.

I sheathed every inch inside of her. Stretched her out, forced her pussy to open around my long, hard shaft.

And it felt even better than I thought it could. So soft and wet. So tight I couldn't believe it.

Her walls wrapped me tightly. And I could feel like trembles in her strong muscles there. Little pulses that urged me ever closer to cumming.

I think we both sensed that we couldn't hold out long. I withdrew most of my shaft, now glistening and dripping with her pussy juices, and slammed it back in hard enough that our bodies made a sloppy wet slap as they came together.

I fucked her again. Harder this time. Hard enough to shake the couch. Again and again, withdrawing myself to the tip and then sheathing my shaft as deeply into her as I could.

"Oh, Kyle! Fuck me hard. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make that pussy yours..." she said.

I loved it. I didn't realize that she had this dirty little slut buried inside of her.

I gave her what she wanted. And what I wanted. I buried myself again and again, loving how wet she got for me. Loved how her juices ran clear at first but then turned milky and creamy as I owned her with my cock.

My balls tightened. Started tingling. I sucked in a sharp breath.

"I'm going to cum soon," I said.

"Give it to me," she said, desperation in her eyes, "I want you to nut in my pussy. I want you to fill me up. Give me that cum, daddy."

No man could take that kind of talk. Not when his balls squeezed hard and his cock stiffened to impossible hardness.

She saw the way my face twisted. She started ramming her pussy harder down my cock, adding to the friction. "That's it, daddy. Fill me up. I'm ready. I want your spunk. Put your baby in me."

"God..." I groaned.

I buried myself balls deep in her. Pushed hard, my feet scrabbling for more purchase.

I groaned the first time my cock jumped and jerked inside of her. I spurted so hard it hurt. Then again and again. 

She milked it all out of me. Made these cooing, soothing sounds while she slid the tight loop of her pussy up and down my shaft, urging every last drop of cum out of me.

I almost collapsed down onto her when I finished. She wrapped her arms around me, put her hands on my broad shoulder blades and kissed my neck and cheek.

We pulsed together. I could feel her pussy massaging me still. Those little tremors in her walls. My cock ached more than ever before. My balls hurt. I loved it.

"I needed that," she said, "I'm glad we did this."

 She was still so hot and tight around me. When I started to soften she pushed me out. None of my load leaked out of her, though. She had it all trapped up in her guts, in her womb.

There was something incredibly arousing about that. About the thought of knocking up a young woman, young enough to be my daughter. Claiming her in that ultimate way.

Or had she claimed me?

We kissed again. Nice and slow while I cupped one of her breasts and rubbed at her still stiff nipple with my thumb.

"Stay the night," I told her.

She smiled at me again. I liked the post-fuck rosy flush in her cheeks. "As long as you want, Mr. Peters. Kyle."




Their Daddy Next Door

 

Angie

 

I liked it when Deb invited me to sleepover at her house. Usually because she also invited Ginger.

All three of us were in college after finishing high school, but we did our best to remain friends and see each other on weekends and other breaks.

Ginger and I never told anyone, but we were into each other as way more than friends. Both our families would have totally freaked if they found out, so we did our best to keep everything on the down low.

Even Deb didn’t really know the true reason why we always jumped at the chance to stay over at her place.

Why we always suggested her house rather than Ginger’s or mine.

There was also Deb’s dad, Nathan. He was a single dad, had been ever since I met Deb in grade school. And he was always cool.

Kind of hot, too. Yes, I’m into guys and girls. And something about an older man gets me hot. Maybe it’s the taboo of it. I don’t know and I don’t actually care all that much.

But the other thing was he always left the three of us alone when we went over.

And then, after Deb went to sleep, Ginger and I would always tiptoe our way down to the guest bedroom.

It was the last door on the left. Nothing on that side of the hall but the bathroom, so our noises didn’t draw any attention.

We’d been doing this for a couple of years now and had never gotten caught. Neither Deb nor Nathan ever brought anything up. So we figured we were good.

Although, I have fantasized once or twice about being caught by Nathan. I wondered what we’d have to do to keep him quiet.

So with all of that out of the way, sophomore year of college just started.

Somehow all three of us managed to get a weekend where we weren’t swamped with papers and studying.

So when Deb texted Ginger and me and asked if we wanted to go to her place for this weekend we jumped at it.

I could have all the girls (and guys) that I wanted at school, but I missed Ginger.

I got to Deb’s front door and rang the doorbell, raking some strands of blonde hair off my forehead and out of my eyes.

Deb answered, with Ginger standing behind her.

“Hey hot stuff!” Deb said.

She was short, even for a girl, with dark hair she always kept in a ponytail. Cute, I guess. Not really my type.

We hugged. “Oh my God, you guys! I can’t believe we finally found some time together,” I said.

Ginger came next. She was a strawberry blonde, where I was more platinum. We were pretty similar in other ways, too. Tight, athletic bodies from spin classes and yoga. Perky breasts.

Ginger was a bit bigger in the chest than I was. I loved playing with her breasts, and I looked forward to sneaking down that hallway again that night.

Ginger and I hugged, our chests pushing together. My nipples hardened. I laughed, then put my lips to Ginger’s ear. “I can’t wait to taste you tonight,” I whispered.

I liked the fruity smell of her shampoo and the softness of her hair against my cheek.

I felt her kiss my neck. Just a light graze. It was enough to pebble my neck with goosebumps.

My pussy throbbed. I couldn’t wait to feel those lips of hers kissing me down there, too.

“Where’s that hot dad of yours?” I said, looking past the girls and into the house. The front door let into the living room from a short foyer.

The couch where Nathan usually sat watching football was empty.

I think one reason I felt so attracted to him was because he was always how I thought a man should be. A big guy, well-muscled but not musclebound. We could usually find him beneath his car in the driveway fixing something. Or putting together some carpentry project in his workshop in the basement. Or watching some sports.

A real man’s man type.

“Angie!” Deb said, her cheeks brightening with a blush.

Ginger and I liked to rib her about how we found her dad hot.

“Yeah, maybe I’ll catch him jumping out of the shower later,” Ginger said.

“You guys are the worst!” Deb said, sticking her tongue out at both of us. "He's out on a ride right now. I'm not sure when he'll be back."

Oh yeah, I forgot to mention that Nathan rode a motorcycle.

Sometimes we saw him riding around with a woman on the back. Always a different one. Always a pretty one who held herself tightly against him.

I had to admit it made me jealous a few times.

"Let's get this party started, then!" I said.

We all giggled like schoolgirls. It felt good to be together again.

Then Deb led us upstairs. I followed behind Ginger, who wore a pair of skintight yoga pants. Her firm ass flexed so close to my face.

And I also saw a distinct lack of panty lines.

My pussy ached. I couldn't wait until Deb conked out.

It turned out Ginger and I were pretty lucky on that front. We watched a couple of movies while pigging out on microwave popcorn.

It got dark out and there was still no sign of Deb's dad so we all figured he was out for the night with one of his lady friends.

We all changed into our PJs. For Deb that was a full matching set with little kittens dancing on them. Ginger and I wore something similar: large men's t-shirts with panties on underneath.

Ginger looked so sexy with her one shoulder exposed. She kept glancing at me and I knew she thought the same.

Deb stretched her arms out and yawned, leaning back against the bed. We all sat on the carpeted floor, glancing up at the movie on the TV which sat on her dresser in between bits of gossip and general catching up.

"Think I'm gonna turn in, guys," Deb said.

"Aww, come on," Ginger said with a pout, "It's still early!" She grabbed a handful of popcorn from the big aluminum mixing bowl that sat on the floor between us all and tossed it at Deb.

"We can stay up tomorrow night," Deb said, "But I am beat!"

Ginger and I put up some more token protests, but it didn't take long for Deb to climb into her bed and turn off the light.

I slipped into my sleeping back on the floor. Ginger did the same beside me. In the darkness, we reached out and held hands.

One other thing we loved about Deb: she always conked right out. It couldn't have been more than a couple minutes before we heard the soft sounds of her snores.

I sat up. Ginger did the same, both of us sitting on our haunches. The air felt electric.

My panties were soaked.

I couldn't wait any longer. I leaned in and gave Ginger a kiss. Her hand slipped between my thighs and she groaned a little when she felt how wet I was for her already.

Her touch sent little tingles of desire up the front of my tummy. My breath caught.

I came close to pulling her into my sleeping bag then and there. But then Deb shifted in her sleep and muttered something.

We both went stiff. When she didn't wake up, we both slumped in relief.

"Come on," I whispered.

I took her hand and we stood. We found our way into the hall. I let my other hand trail along the wall to help guide me in the darkness.

I wanted her so bad I could hardly think of anything else. Like if Nathan had come home without us noticing.

We got into the guest room. I closed the door most of the way behind us, not shutting it all the way so that the latch wouldn't make any noise.

I pulled Ginger hard against me. I could feel her hard little nipples pushing against me through her shirt.

I slid my hands down over her ass and squeezed when I kissed her. Her mouth was so warm and wet.

I pulled off her shirt and she did the same to me so we were both in nothing but our panties. We kissed again. 

I rubbed her pussy. I found the cotton crotch of her panties moist. And when she moaned in pleasure I felt my own pussy ache with my inner slickness.

We moved over to the bed. I pushed her thighs open, my mouth watering. I liked the smell of her desire.

And she tasted even better. I pulled her panties to the side, exposing her shaved lips.

"Do it. Oh, do it," she begged.

I licked her. Explored her with my tongue. She tasted like strawberries, and I couldn't get enough. I could have eaten her cunt all night.

She moaned and thrashed on the bed, her back arching up. I could feel her wetness on my cheeks.

I found the little nub of her clit and tortured it with my tongue. She grabbed a pillow and covered her face with it to hide her scream.

That’s it. Cum for me, you dirty little slut, I thought. My own body throbbed. 

Then the bedroom door opened and the light came on.

“What in the fuck is going on here?” 

Nathan got an eyeful of me licking out Ginger’s bald little pussy. He also saw my ass arched into the air.

“Mr. Peterson!” I said, my heart leaping into my throat almost as quickly as I leapt off Ginger.

Ginger closed her legs and sat on the side of the bed, her hugging her chest. Her whole body was a deep, flushed red.

“I knew it. I fucking knew it,” Nathan said.

He was a tall guy with broad shoulders that nearly filled the door frame. He wore a pair of bluejeans and a black leather jacket he used for riding, a white tank top on underneath that.

“We’re sorry!” I blurted. My heart wanted to beat out of my chest.

And my pussy was still so wet. I covered my breasts with my hands, my nipples stiff and perky against my palms.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it. This is my fucking house!” Nathan said.

“Please don’t tell anyone!” Ginger said.

She slid down onto her knees, clutching her hands together and looking up at him.

“I can’t believe you two would do something like this. And in my house!” Nathan said.

I couldn’t help eying him up. The scruff on his face. The nice body. The bulge in the front of his pants.

I slid down onto my knees, too. “Please, Mr. Peterson. Our families will kill us if they find out!”

“That’s not my problem,” he said.

I shuffled forward. “Please don’t say anything. We’ll… we’ll do anything you want.”

“What if what I want you to do it to get the fuck out of my house?” he said.

“There’s nothing else?” Ginger said. I saw her shimmy up next to me from the corner of my eye. I could still taste her pussy. I could still feel her wetness on my cheeks and chin.

I was so fucking turned on. My youthful body throbbed with need.

“No,” he said.

“Not even this?” I said.

I reached out and put my hand over the bulge in his pants. I felt his cock pulse. And he was big. Bigger than I thought. “He’s so big!” I said to Ginger.

She pushed my hand out of the way and felt him. “Oh shit, he is!”

“You girls don’t know what you’re getting into,” he said, pushing her hand away.

He bulged harder against his pants. Saliva shot into my mouth when I saw how we turned him on, even though he struggled against it.

“I think I know how we can get him to keep our secret,” I said.

“How?” Ginger asked. She looked so hot on her knees beside me.

“He can be in on it, too,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “Ooh, that sounds good!”

“You guys get dressed…” Nathan started.

But then I turned to Ginger and she faced me. I cupped her nice firm tits and ran my thumbs over her nipples. I kissed her again. Slow and deep. Lots of tongue.

When we parted, a thin, glistening strands of spit connected us for a second before it snapped.

Ginger played with my breasts, too. She pinched my nipples and I whimpered. A shiver ran down the small of my back. My panties felt like they were plastered with wetness against my flushed pussy.

She bit down on her lower lip and then let it slip out between her teeth. Then she looked at Nathan.

“Don’t you like us, Mr. Peterson? Don’t you think we’re pretty?”

“Yes. But I’m old enough to be your father,” he said.

I groaned low in my throat. “That’s pretty hot, actually. Daddy.”

“Oh, daddy!” Ginger said.

Nathan swallowed hard. The bulge in his jeans grew bigger.

I slunk over to him on my hands and knees, then knelt in front of him. Ginger came up, too.

“Can I see it? Please, daddy?” I said.

“Oh, please!” Ginger added.

He didn’t say anything. So I reached up and undid his belt. Ginger worked on his button and zipper.

“I’ve always wondered how big you are…” I said.

He put his big hands over ours, but I could see his willpower fading. I could see the instinct and desire inside him taking over. That primal need brought out by our youthful bodies and lust.

We pulled his jeans down. His boxers, too. The root of his shaft appeared. Then, finally, the whole thing sprang free.

“Oh, shit!” I said.

He was so big. My pussy tightened and then relaxed when I fantasized about the feeling of that monster dragging inside of me.

“Holy fuck,” Ginger said, “Can I touch it? Please, daddy?”

“You shouldn’t…” he said.

But he didn’t stop her when she wrapped her fingers around the base. And when she gave him a squeeze he groaned and started stiffening even more.

Clear precum dribbled from the tip. I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and licked it off him. His cock throbbed. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said. Then he grabbed a handful of hair at the back of my head. “Go on. Suck daddy’s cock.”

Ginger giggled again. She pointed his cock at me. I opened my mouth, still looking up into Nathan’s eyes.

He pulled me closer. I tasted the saltiness of him. His cock slid into my lips. I opened my mouth as wide as I could until my jaw ached.

He didn’t stop until he hit the back of my throat. Actually, he slid down my throat a little.

He then he held my head there. Held me while I sucked his shaft and moaned.

Ginger leaned in and kissed and licked the rest of his shaft. She pulled his balls into her mouth and sucked on them.

“That’s it, babies. Suck daddy’s cock…” he said.

My jaw ached and still I wanted more of him. I hungered for him, and I realized how much I'd always secretly been hoping that he would be the one to catch us.

Then Nathan slowly withdrew his cock from my mouth. My lips were stretched and numb. Tears had started in the corner of my eyes, threatening to spill in hot little trails down my cheeks.

Thick, ropey spit from the back of my throat connected my mouth to his cock in silvery threads. He collected it with his other hands and rubbed it all over every inch of his shaft.

"You girls are going to do exactly as I say," Nathan said.

I nodded, so did Ginger.

"You know, Angie, I bet Ginger would like a taste. Why don't you give her one?"

I looked at Ginger. She licked her lips. Then I kissed her. I let her taste Mr. Peterson's big fat cock.

His taste mingled with hers, and soon my eyes closed and our lips writher together. I reached up and gave those ample, firm breasts of hers a squeeze. And my pussy tightened when she let out a little whimper.

"Now both of you," Nathan said.

He bumped his cock against out interlocked mouths. We parted just enough to let his shaft slip between us. Then we made out with his shaft, kissing up and down every inch of his length. Sucking at him. Letting the tips of our tongues play out around the rim of his swollen crown.

Then he wrenched his cock back, groaning as he did.

"I think it's good and wet enough now. Come on, get up," he said.

He offered us each a hand. Then he guided us over to the bed. He made Ginger lay on her stomach, her feet on the floor, spread nice and wide apart. 

Then he made me lay on my back, on top of Ginger. He spread my thighs good and wide.

"Who wants daddy's cock first?" he said.

"I don't think it will fit," I said. I don't think I'd ever felt so wet before. So flushed with heat and youthful lust.

"We'll see about that," he replied.

He leaned in close and made out with my pussy through the thin cotton layer of my panties.

The pressure of his mouth against the little bean of my clit was exquisite.

"You smell so fucking good," he said.

"It's because you make me so wet, daddy," I said.

Ginger writhed beneath me, jealous at my attention. Nathan sank his middle finger up to the final knuckle inside of her waiting pussy.

"Oh!" she said when he started fucking her with that finger. She shook beneath me, and I saw the way she grabbed handfuls of the duvet cover and squeezed them in her fists.

When Nathan pulled his finger out of her it glistened with her juices. He shoved that finger into my mouth.

"Clean it off. I know you already like the taste."

I did as he said, wrapping my tongue around his finger. I knew the taste of Ginger's pussy well.

Then he pulled my panties to the side, exposing my own hairless pussy. With my legs stretched open like that my lower lips parted, letting him see the inner pink wetness that awaited his pulsing shaft.

"I want you to take every inch, baby. Do you think you can do that for me?"

I watched his throbbing cock with wide eyes. It was So. Fucking. Big. I wasn't sure I could take even half of it.

But I needed to know what it felt like to be stretched by a monster like that. So I nodded, timidly.

Mine and Ginger's spit so coated every inch of him. He grabbed the base of his beast and pushed the crown of it so it parted my pussy lips even further.

I jerked at the sudden pressure.

"Holy shit," Ginger said, "Is he actually going to fuck you?"

"You'll get your turn," Nathan answered for me.

He slid his big fat cock up and down the slickness of my slit, teasing me with every pass over my little aching bean.

Then he couldn't take it anymore. He angled the head against my slippery-slick opening and pushed.

My mouth dropped open. My toes curled open. It wasn't going to fit. There was no way it was going to fit.

But then my youthful grip parted around him and his crown slid into me. The muscles of my inner thighs and lower back tightened. I couldn't take a breath.

He pushed in slowly. Oh so achingly slowly. He forced my tightness to part around him. His own lips parted, revealing his teeth in a snarl.

He wasn't going to take no for an answer. He intended to batter my little pussy into submission. Force it to become his.

And then he had to go and press his thumb against my clit. He teased my little pleasure button. Tickled and rubbed it until I couldn't take it anymore.

He didn't even have his cock half way into me and he made me cum all over him.

If my muscles felt tight before, they felt rock solid then.

"Oh... Oh..." was all I could manage, every part of my body shuddering and shivering while the slick, velvety inner walls of my cunt squeezed and massaged him.

Heat built up inside of me. So much I thought I might burn up. I knew I had to look flushed deep red with it.

My nipples hurt and begged for his attention. He denied me so I squeezed them myself.

When my climax released me from its grip I went almost completely limp on top of Ginger. My pussy loosened.

Nathan took this opportunity and drove himself deeper into me. He didn't stop until I felt his balls bounce against my ass and his pubic bone batter my mound.

I took breaths in quick little gasps. It felt like he might split me in half.

But I liked it. I found myself craving it, craving him.

I could feel the sweat dewing on my face, on my chest.

"Is... is it too tight?" I said. I'd never been with a man so big before. And I wanted to please him so badly. I wanted him to feel good. Like he made me feel.

"Just right, baby," Nathan said. He let me stretch around him a few moments more. Then he withdrew.

I felt empty without him.

Then he did the same thing to Ginger. She jerked beneath me, unable to see when he pushed his glistening cock against her swollen and sloppy lips.

I sat up enough to watch. I saw the way her lips strained around him when he pushed. Saw the way my own juices lubed him up even more.

"Oh! Oh, daddy, it's too big!" Ginger said.

He didn't stop. He kept pushing. I watched the skin on his shaft bunch back from Ginger's tightness.

Then I saw him smash her pussy like he'd smashed mine. Forcing his way inside. Making her part and stretch around him.

And then he fucked her. I was jealous. He hadn't fucked me. Just shoved it in and made me cum on him.

Ginger didn't need him persuading her clit. She came just fine half a dozen strokes in. I watched her body tighten. I watched Nathan's breath catch. Watched him drive himself all the way into her to enjoy the way her youthful sex milked him.

I couldn't help myself. I slid a hand between my thighs and tortured my already abused little clit. My fingers schlicked back and forth over that sensitive little button. Faster and faster. 

I was ready to cum again.

Then Nathan grabbed my hand and wrenched it away.

“No!” I pouted.

“Very naughty, Angie,” Nathan said, “I’m going to have to punish you for that.”

“Please…” I moaned like a little slut. His little slut.

Nathan pulled his dripped shaft out of Ginger’s tight little body. He shoved it back into me. 

I was in ecstasy. My body lit up.

He pulled himself out again after one thrust.

He swapped his cock between us like that. One thrust for Ginger, one for me. 

“You’re both so fucking tight,” he said.

My pussy already ached from his girth, but I wanted more. I wanted all of it. All of him.

“I want your cum, daddy,” I said.

That got his attention. He looked at me, still buried to the hilt in Ginger below me.

“I want you to fill me up with it. Please?” I said.

I wasn’t on birth control. He didn’t have a condom. I didn’t care. I was caught up in the heat of it. I was jealous of Ginger. I wanted every last drop he could give me. Wanted to feel its pulsing warmth deep in my guts.

I wanted to drain his balls and milk his shaft with my tight little cunt.

I think he saw the hunger in my eyes.

He picked me up and set me beside Ginger on the bed, still on my back. My ass hung over the edge. He grabbed the back of my knees and pushed them back into the mattress on either side of me, exposing my sopping gash.

“Fuck!” I said he entered me. I pushed my head back against the mattress and my back arched up.

“Get on top of her,” Nathan told Ginger.

She straddled my face and pushed her pussy against my mouth. She was sopping wet. Practically dripping. I licked and sucked at her like a girl dying of thirst. I rubbed the rough texture of my tongue against her clit until she shook over me.

Until her wetness dripped down my cheeks and onto the bed covers.

Nathan enjoyed this for a few moments and then he utterly fucking destroyed me. He slammed his cock as deep as he could into my body. He dragged it out, then did it again. His swollen crown parted me deep inside.

His thrusting grew ragged and desperate. I could feel his cock swelling, getting even harder within me.

I loved that moment right before a guy came. Loved how he became rock-fucking-solid inside of me. Loved knowing it was my body and the way it made him feel doing that to him.

But must of all I wanted his load.

“He’s going to bust in you!” Ginger said.

He sheathed every inch inside of me. Made my mouth open wide against Ginger’s pussy.

Then he came. His cock jerked, seized by the spasms of his climax. I felt the warmth of his spunk shoot up into me, again and again, so much of it.

I came then, too. My body tightened around him. Milked him. Pulled his seed up into my waiting womb.

I don’t know how long it lasted. An eternity. A few seconds. Either way, this time when it ended I fell completely limp, exhausted, and used up.

Nathan pulled out of me. I felt some of his cum rush out after him, but not as much as I thought might.

I guess that meant that my greedy little body kept some of it trapped deep inside.

“Clean her up,” he said to Ginger. “Get your face between her thighs.”

Ginger did as he ordered, going down on her knees between my thighs. I groaned and tossed my head from side to side when I felt the warm flatness of her tongue against my raw flesh.

She lapped up all of Nathan’s cum. All of our mingled juices.

I was already so sore inside. I didn’t think I’d be able to walk straight for days.

I sat up. Saw Nathan’s turgid member hanging between his legs and felt another pang of desire. I knew then that if he got hard again I wouldn’t be able to deny him my body, no matter how much it hurt.

Because it would also feel so good.

And I also felt some sense of triumph over Ginger. He’d fucked her properly first. But I was the one who made him cum. I was the one who made him lose control and empty himself inside of me.

Nathan pulled his jeans back up, buckling his belt back in place. He looked at us.

“You won’t tell our parents, will you?” I said. I didn’t know why I cared so much about that. Ginger and I were both 19 now. Adults. But I liked my family.

“We’ll see how you do tomorrow night and I’ll tell you then,” Nathan said, “Same time, same room. I want you both naked and spread when I come in. Got that?”

“Yes, daddy,” Ginger said.

“And not a fucking word to Deb, got it?”

“Yes,” we both said together.

He left the room. Left me with my sore, cum-filled pussy. It was a satisfied ache, at least.

“Tomorrow night I get to make him cum,” Ginger said.

“We’ll see,” I replied.
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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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