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My best friend Lindsay's father always flirted with me when I came around to spend time with his daughter. I enjoyed his attention, and sometimes I even flirted back a little. I figured that’d be the extent of our flirtation, I seriously couldn’t imagine it ever going any further than that.

Even though I didn't expect anything to ever come of our flirting, I admit it wasn't because I didn't want it to. He was married and my best friend's dad besides, but I still found him awesomely attractive. I remember thinking he was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my young life.

He was much older than any of the guys I'd dated. Honestly, he was older than any of the guys I fantasized about, and I fantasized about plenty of my teachers when I was in high school, even Coach Porter. But Mr. Blake wasn't like most older guys, he took care of himself, worked out, and looked amazing for his age. So, I wouldn't rule out a hookup, but it wasn't likely. His wife would shit a brick if she found out, and I was pretty sure Mr. Blake would never risk that.

At eighteen, I'm in my first year of two-year community college with Lindsay. We're both taking nurse's training. When we're not in class, we either hang out at her house or mine and share entertainment and snacks since neither of us work yet and our cash flow is limited. We have both promised our parents we'll look for summer jobs, even if it's something part time and mind-numbingly boring. By the time summer rolls around, hopefully we'll be settled into our classes or our parents will have forgotten about our promise altogether. It’s already late spring, so… Fat chance, I know!

If I had to admit it, it seems like we spent a lot more time at Lindsay's house than mine, but that was only because I enjoyed being around her dad. You might say I had a bit of a crush on him. I truly did, and I admit it. But, even so, I still did not believe that what happened between us would ever have happened in a million years.

But it did... and here's how it all began.

The day started out just like any other. Lindsay and I had classes in the morning, ate lunch, lounged by the pool at my house, and eventually made our way to her house.

There, in her room, I lay on her bed and watched as she held up outfits while she stared at herself in the mirror on the back of her closet door and asked me for my opinion.

Yes, my BFF had a date with some random guy, Kyle, she met at a cafe downtown. He seemed like a total loser, but he was kind of cute. Besides, I admit I was jealous because he went after Lindsay instead of me and asked her out. That usually doesn't happen. I'm the hot best friend, at least it seems Lindsay’s father thinks so. I guess my best friend was just Kyle's type, and I should be happy for her. I'm trying. But I haven't had a date since I don't know when, and I'm horny in a way I've never felt before.

Anyway, she finally held up a short mini and a cute top. I gave that outfit two thumbs up, and she settled on it after what seemed like forever.

She went off to shower and get dressed. Once she was all ready for her date, she made me promise I'd stay at her house and wait up for her until she got home so she could give me all the deets.

"C'mon, Katie," she pleaded. "I'd do it for you." She pretended to pout, lip stuck out. "I have done it for you!"

I sighed. "Oh, okay," I agreed and hoped her mother wouldn't give me the stink face all evening if I went down for something to drink later and happened to bump into Mr. Blake, literally, in the kitchen. After all, I wasn't sure I could help myself. I was just so freaking horny.

Lindsay smiled and gave herself one last look over in the mirror. "Great," she said. "I have a good feeling about this date."

I shrugged, not wanting to say anything that might encourage her delusions. "Just relax and have a good time," I muttered, and I meant it. I just wasn't sure she should expect much at all from a date with a guy she didn't even know, but maybe I was just being pessimistic because it wasn't me going out with a hot guy.

I love my best friend, and I really did wish her the best. I just couldn't help wishing it was me.

It was late afternoon when Lindsay’s date came to pick her up. They were going out earlier than usual to play putt-putt or some similar shit before going to dinner.

Anyway, Kyle came to the door. She met him, all ready to go, and I stood in the background and said a muffled, “Hi.” He barely acknowledged that I even existed, he was all eyes for my best friend, and she knew it. I begrudgingly admitted to myself that he was even better looking than I’d thought as I waved them off and closed the door.

I leaned against it, eyes closed, and wondered if he looked like steak instead of tuna because I was so horny I could hardly keep from taking matters into my own hands. I made a mental note to do just that later on Lindsay’s bed while I fantasized about her father.
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I spent a half hour or so in the living room leafing through the family photo album and drooling over photos of Lindsay’s dad.In most of the snapshots, he was wearing a business suit, and he looked drop dead gorgeous. But I wanted to see a bit more of him… if you know what I mean.

In some photos, Mr. Blake dressed casually in a button up shirt and khakis. One photo caught my attention and held it. It was one of him at the seaside with his family, his wife on one side and his daughter on the other. In it, Mr. Blake stood shirtless as if displaying his well-built physique, his chest, broad and muscular, waist tight, biceps bulging. Mmm. So very sexy!

Of course, he’d been younger then, but I bet he still looked amazing. I tried to imagine what he’d look like completely nude. I bet he’d look amazing. I wondered if I’d ever get a chance to see him with his shirt off, let alone see him totally undressed.

I felt a moment of shame at thinking of my best friend’s father in this way, but it wasn’t likely to ever happen. I certainly had no intention of ever letting her know how I felt. So, it wasn’t hurting anyone. Just harmless fantasizing, I told myself, and kept staring at the picture of her dad shirtless.

Until I heard something...

Someone put their key into the lock in the front door!

Fearing the worst, Lindsay’s mother coming home early from work, I could imagine her being angry that I’d helped myself to the family photos. If she knew what I was really doing, she’d be even more pissed. I quickly tossed the photo album back into the basket at the end of the couch where I’d found it.

I sat up straight on the couch and when the door swung open, I looked directly into the eyes of Mr. Blake. He smiled, seeming pleased to see me. But then he always smiled when he saw me.

He tossed his briefcase on the table by the door and entered the living room to say hello. We exchanged a few words in greeting, and he remained standing. He towered over me, dressed in a form-fitting business suit of a nearly charcoal gray. He looked freaking hot, but then – he always did.

“Nadine called me before I left the office,” he explained. “She is working late with her boss this evening. She said there are leftovers in the fridge for dinner.” He paused, looking through to the kitchen. I suppose he expected to see his daughter at the sink getting a glass of water or doing something like that. “It was just going to be me and Lindsay, but I’m sure there’s enough for three. Where is she by the way?”

I explained about Lindsay’s date and why I was here alone and not at my own home. He seemed understanding and assured me that was fine. “You know you’re family, Katie,” he said in that wonderfully warm and genuine way of his. “Now come on fam and let’s get dinner on the table!”

He caught my hand in his, and pulled me to my feet and led me into the kitchen where we found the leftovers in the fridge just as Mrs. Blake had said. Pot roast and potatoes. We took them out and nuked them. With a glass of red wine and a slice of bread, it was a reasonably good meal. But I didn't care if it tasted like saw dust as long as I was with him.

I couldn't help staring at him across the table while we ate. Oh my god, he was the best looking man I'd ever seen, dark haired, nicely tanned, buff bod, and reeking of what some say is the sexiest thing of all. Self-confidence. He had all the right ingredients. He was damned near perfect.

Except he was married… and he was my best friend’s dad.

I wondered if he'd notice me looking at him. If he did, he didn't let on. And I didn't stop.

He made small talk during our meal, mostly about Lindsay and our nursing classes. He did mention our promise to find summer jobs. I wondered if there was anything in his law office, and before I could stop myself I'd blurted out my thought.

He smiled and looked me right in the eye. "There could be," he said quietly, his voice deep but smooth. "I could probably find you something part time, as long as you don't mind a little..." he hesitated as if for emphasis.. "filing."

I nodded. "I'd be fine with that," I told him, and I wondered if he meant something else and if that was why he placed the emphasis on the word 'filing'. I didn't care, really, as long as I got to work around him and sneak peeks at him while I worked.

I noticed he refilled our wine goblets before I finished my first glass. He'd already drank his down and was starting on a second.

Not much else was said, and we finished eating and washed the dishes. He washed and I dried. At one point he handed me a wet plate, and our fingers touched. I felt a sudden bolt of electricity surge between us. I wondered if he felt it too. From the look of slight surprise that widened his sexy blue eyes, my guess was he did...

After we finished washing up, I noticed he finished his second glass of wine and was starting on a third. He offered to refill my glass, but I passed. I didn't want to get tipsy, wine usually went to my head even on a full stomach, and I didn't trust myself in that state. According to Lindsay, I'd done some pretty weird stuff after a few alcoholic drinks. Like dancing with total strangers and their dates, trying to climb onto the bar to do a strip tease, and I cringe at what else.

I wondered if Mr. Blake could handle his alcohol. I decided a big man like him could probably drink a couple bottles and still control himself. I watched him take a sip, though, and nearly hoped I was wrong.

Even so, I told him I'd go up to Lindsay's room and wait for her there, but he insisted I stay and keep him company till his wife got him. I didn't argue with him, because there was nothing I wanted more. I'd only mentioned going up to Lindsay's room because I didn't want to look obvious. I also didn’t want his wife coming home and finding us in the living room together, but I figured he’d already thought of that and figured it’d be no big deal. I wasn’t so sure, but right now I couldn’t make myself care. I had only one thing on my mind, and he was standing right there.

He walked with me into the living room, closely, side by side, his hand almost brushing my rear on more than one occasion.

In the living room, I expected I'd sit on the couch while he splayed out in his big leather chair in front of the TV the way my dad does. But, much to my surprise, that's not what happened.

I sank down on the sofa, and he sat right beside me and put his arm around me, kind of a fatherly thing like he might do with his daughter. He hugged me close and I felt the warmth of his body. He smelled wonderful, a pleasant mixture of expensive cologne and natural male musk. Mmmm. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. I hoped he wouldn't notice, but to be honest I didn't care if he did!

“It’s nice being just the two of us,” Mr. Blake said, smiling. “I think it’s the first time in a long time we’ve been alone together without my… er… Lindsay.”

I took a deep breath. “I think so,” I said, not sure where he was going with this.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he admitted, his voice deep, quiet and intimate as if we were lovers sharing secrets. He even looked me directly in the eye when he spoke. “I think about you alot.”

I felt myself grow warm, and I was sure my face was blushing a bright pink. “You do?” I asked because I wasn’t sure what else to say and because I was trying to avoid his obvious attempt at flirtation.

He nodded again. “I do. All the time.” His eyes met mine again and held. “Do you? I mean… um… do you think about me?”

I hesitated, not sure if this was some kind of trap or if he was really seriously interested in me sexually. It almost seemed like a dream. I couldn’t believe this was really happening, and I wondered how much the wine he’d consumed had to do with it.

“I do… sometimes,” I admitted reluctantly.

He smiled, seeming pleased.  “I thought so,” he said and reached out a hand to touch me but stopped himself. Still looking in my eyes, he added, “So, it’s okay for me to do this.”

It wasn’t so much a question it seemed to me, but more of a statement, maybe his way of testing the situation to see what I’d do. I didn’t respond, but he went right ahead...

He brushed his thick fingers across my t-shirt front, right over my pert tits. I wasn’t wearing a bra, which I’m sure he’d noticed, and I could almost feel his fingernails scrape my hard nipples. I drew in my breath. Yep, this was really happening, and my pussy responded, clenching like mad, a growing dampness collecting along my slit.

“Did you like me touching you?” he asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I croaked out.

“Good.” He leaned closer to me, his lips just a couple inches from mine. “Because I want to touch you all over. Would you like that?”

“Ye-ss, sir, Mr. Blake.”

“Katie, call me Rick. Okay?”

“Okay, Mr… er… I mean Rick,” I stammered out.

My breath caught in my throat as I realized where this was headed. I was pretty damned sure he was going to fuck me right here in the Blake living room, and I wanted him to do it now. My pussy was still pulsing like crazy, and I wanted him deep inside me. I wanted his cock buried in my tight cunt, and I wanted him to ravage me. I wanted him to fuck me good and hard like no man ever had before.

I could feel his breath on my face, warm and sweet from the wine, as he stared into my eyes and let his hand drop between my legs, between my thighs. He watched my face as he slowly slid his hand up closer to my wet hot cunt. My breathing was becoming jerky the closer he got to my vee.

Suddenly he reached my pussy and he started to massage it with his hand. I could feel the dampness growing with each touch of his fingers. He leaned closer and started to kiss right beneath my ear, driving me wild at the touch of his cool lips against my warm, sensitive skin. I writhed against his big hand between my legs.

He kissed down the side of my neck, and I continued to buck against him. All the while his breathing became deeper and harder, almost labored, like he was incredibly turned on, horny as hell – or both.

He unzipped my shorts and pushed a big finger inside, feeling around, wiggling and touching the front of my panties. He fingered my pussylips, smeared my wetness, and I felt a twinge of embarrassment. But when his fingertips began to circle my swollen clit, the pleasure was so much that it didn’t seem to matter. The more he rubbed my most intimate spot, the more I wanted him to keep at it and never stop.

“You know what I want to do?” he whispered in my ear.

I shook my head slightly, but I couldn’t form any words. I did manage to get out ‘what’ but it came out a slurred “Wharrr?” and sounded as if I’d drank too much. But I knew mine were because a big sexy hunk had his hand between my legs, fingering me. I wasn’t so sure about him, though. I wondered if the things Mr. Blake was saying were fueled by the wine he’d drank, but his words certainly weren’t slurred and he definitely wasn’t having any trouble getting them out. Still, I wondered how much liquid courage he was getting from the wine.

“Something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time,” he told me.

“What?” I asked foolishly, again wanting him to say the words.

“Let’s just say I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he answered but really didn’t. “I’d rather show you.” This time he moaned out the words while his fingers worked me, rubbing my pussylips in a frenzy as he pushed my panties aside to get into my tight hole. All the while I panted with the excitement of what was happening. Just the touch of his big, strong fingers, pushing into my wet hole, nearly sent me into an orgasm. No one had ever touched me this way, and I couldn’t wait for his fingers to be replaced by his cock.

All of a sudden, his fingers pushed deeper into my clenching pussy, and I came up off the couch, my back arching with the suddenness of his powerfully rough force. He pushed in even deeper, and as he did so, his lips slid from my neck across my cheek to my mouth. He kissed me hard and deep while he finger fucked my tight pussy with a sexual fury I’d never experienced before.

I suddenly became aware that my hand was on his bulging, muscular thigh, and I slid it up and right onto his hard cock. He was huge. I wondered if his giant cock would even fit into my tight cunt without stretching me hideously wide.

I grasped him through the material of his slacks and his shorts. I squeezed him hard, again and again, and with each squeeze he moaned into my mouth, pushing his tongue between my lips and pulling it out. The movement of his tongue simulated the thrusts of his fingers. 

We stayed like this for a while until our kiss finally broke.

“Oh, Katie, you’re so damned beautiful and I’ve wanted you for so long,” he said, almost drunkeningly, still thrusting into my soppy wet cunt with his fingers. Only now it was more like a part of his hand was pounding me, and the sensations created by the movement of his hand rocked me deeper than anything I’d ever felt before. He invaded my tight hole like he owned it, and at that moment – he did!

My mind was reeling. Here I was in the Blake’s living room being fistbanged by Mr. Blake himself, the sexiest man I’d ever laid eyes on. It was freaking unreal, and I didn’t know how much I could take before I came.

Pretty sure I was close to coming right then, I pushed his hand away from my cunt and he sat back as if I had suddenly rejected him. That’s when I came up with an idea to keep the excitement going. “I-I want to su-suck your cock,” I begged, and it sounded like the words were gurgling up from my throat. I really did want to suck him. I’d been fantasizing about it for some time.“Pl-lease! Let me!”

He suddenly smiled, seeming pleased and began taking long breaths in anticipation of what was to come.

I slid down between his widely spread legs. Reaching up, I unzipped his slacks and his stiff, enormous cock sprang free. I took him into my mouth, deepthroating him hard and deep. So deep he pushed slightly down my throat and made me gag. Somehow I managed to keep my gag reflex in check and suck on his thick shaft, tasting every inch of it.

When I pulled my mouth off him, his cock was jerking slightly and seeping cum from the slit at the tip. I stuck out my pink tongue, pointed the tip and licked it across the head of his cock. I licked up the drops of cum that peeked out each time I squeezed his shaft, tasting his sticky sweetness.

“Mr… I mean Rick, you're so big,” I stressed the word big. I’m not sure why. I just figured he’d appreciate that. From the look in his eyes as we stared at each other, he did. “I want it inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

“I will,” he said, sounding almost too choked up to speak. I wondered if my mouth on his cock had had something to do with that or if it was what I had just said. I had a feeling it was what had just fallen from my mouth and not what I’d put in it. “Wait just a little longer. Trust me, it’ll be worth the wait.”

He took my hand and pulled me back up onto the couch beside him, but when I started to sit up, he used his hand to urge me to lay over beside him, almost as if I were straddling his lap, but only my face was above him, right over his cock.

I knew I had been close to coming before I’d pushed his hand away, but my orgasm had backed off since then. Now, though, he placed his hand back on my pussy and started to finger me again, only this time he used his thumb to tweak my clit while he pushed in and out of me. Damn! This felt freaking amazing.

I closed my eyes and waited, knowing damn well if he kept this up, I’d orgasm right there on the couch all over his hand.

With his free hand, he shoved my face down on his cock, urging me to suck his cock while he fingerfucked my pussy in a mindblowing frenzy.

I sucked his cock like those cock sex mad girls I’d seen in porn movies when I had a boyfriend who liked to watch them before we had sex. Taking him in as deep as I could, I stroked my mouth up and down his cock, pulsing my lips tightly along the shaft as I did, and sucked on his round cockhead each time I reached the tip. With his cock in my mouth and his fingers up my snatch, I suddenly shuddered, stiffened and erupted into the most intense orgasm of my young life.

The jerky movements my mouth made on Mr. Blake’s cock while I climaxed was all he needed, suddenly he exploded in my mouth, his warm juices spurting deep down my throat. I worked my mouth on his cock, swallowing and swallowing as I tried to take in every drop of his enormous load.

Even though I worked hard to get every sticky sweet drop of his cum, his load filled my mouth so full that some of it spurted out the corners of my mouth. When I pulled my mouth off his cock, I let my tongue lick the cum from the corners of my lips. The rest I wiped on the back of my hand and licked it clean. Next, I licked his cock clean and collapsed in his lap.

“Oh, fuck, Rick,” I said, out of breath and still revelling in my own orgasm and both of us coming together. I’d never come with a cock in my mouth before. It felt amazing.

I leaned against him, and he encircled me in his strong arms. I felt so safe and satisfied. For the first time in weeks I wasn’t so freaking horny that it was the only thing I could think of. I could feel the warmth of his body against mine. He rested his chin against my forehead, and I could feel his lips brush my skin. Mmm, it just felt so damned good.

Soon we’d recovered and Mr. Blake pushed me off his lap and pulled me to my feet. He spread the throw blanket from the end of the couch over the back. He told me to undress as he quickly stripped off.

After we undressed and stood there facing each other, completely naked, I couldn’t help looking at him. I’d wanted to see him undressed for so long. He was even more attractive than I’d imagined in my fantasies, his body totally buff, muscular without any excess flab. I actually felt my breath catch at the sight of him. I’d never thought of a man’s body being beautiful, but his was…

While I took in the gorgeous sight of his naked form, he was enjoying the sight of mine. His eyes were all over me, moving up and down my young body before finally settling on my breasts. He stared at me so intensely that my pussy actually did a little tremor and cunt juice leaked out. I wondered if I’d dribble on the floor, and I fought the urge to cover my wet cunt with my hand.

Since not a word was said, I stood there wondering what he was up to. I barely formed the thought in my head when he pulled me into his strong arms, kissed my cummy sweet lips, pulled his mouth away and turned me away from him. I could feel his hardening cock pushing against my buttocks.

I just went along with what he was doing, and he bent me over the back of the couch and placed the head of his cock below my buttocks. At first I feared he was going to take me up the rear, and I was still a virgin there. I winced, but he shoved in and found my moist slit. Even though I was slippery wet, it still took quite a bit of effort, even force, on his part, but he finally entered me from behind. Once there, he plowed my depths, battering my super wet twat with rough, raw passion until we both came again and he collapsed against me.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me with him to the floor. There we lay together, spent, breathing hard, resting against each other, eyes closed until…

We heard a car door slam.

We stared at each other, eyes wide, not breathing.

“Go!” he said loudly.

I grabbed my clothes from the floor and I ran up the stairs into Lindsay’s room. I closed the door behind me, leaning against it, out of breath. I don’t know how long I stood there, but long enough to calm down and catch my breath.

Later as I lay naked on the bed, Lindsay’s father’s cum still dribbling from my well-fucked cunt, I heard the shower down the hall. I figured Mr. Blake had gathered up his clothes and hurried to take a shower. He sometimes did that after a long day at the office, so Mrs. Blake would not be suspicious that he was already getting cleaned up for a restful evening in front of the TV.

I closed my eyes and relived every single moment of what had just happened between me and my best friend’s father.

By the time Lindsay got home, I’d cleaned myself up and put on one of her nightgowns. I only half-listened while she rattled on and on about how wonderful her date had been, I was still thinking of the wonderful time I’d had with her father...
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A few days later, Lindsay had her second date with Kyle. I admit I was surprised there was a second date. I figured it’d flame out after their first, but I’d never tell her that. Lindsay seemed particularly excited about the date. Kyle was picking her up early again. They had a rematch at putt-putt. She had beaten him the first time, and he wanted a chance to get even. I guess it all seemed like playful fun. I even tried to feign interest because Lindsay seemed excited about it.

Since my encounter with her father, I was a lot less horny so I could feel happy for her without all those conflicting feelings coming into play. Just the thought of what had happened between me and her dad did give me flutters though… in places, one in particular, I’d never admit.

Before she left for her date, Lindsay insisted I stay over again so she could fill me in on the deets when she got home. I finally agree.

After Lindsay left for her date, I found the photo album again and spent quite a bit of time flipping through the remainder of the photos that I hadn't yet seen. I found another of Mr. Blake without his shirt. He was holding Lindsay when she was just a baby, maybe a newborn. Wow, was he ever sexy! But, in my opinion, he was even sexier now, and I formed this opinion after seeing the man not only with his shirt off but with everything off!

I was still fantasizing about the man when he walked in the door. This time I had forgotten to lock it.

He had come home early again. He’d been doing that a lot lately. I wasn’t sure exactly why, but I know why I hoped… I hoped it was because he hoped to catch me alone again so we could spend time together. He was spending more time around me than ever since we had sex that afternoon.

The thing is I hadn’t decided exactly how I felt about that, about doing it again, I mean. I couldn’t shake the fear of getting caught. I knew it’d wreck my friendship with Lindsay forever. I wasn’t sure it was worth taking the risk, especially when I worried Mrs. Blake might walk in any minute and catch us in the act.

Still, I wanted to.

I’d have to see how I felt if he tried to get with me again. If he did, I’d have to decide to give in or not. Right now though I couldn’t imagine turning him down cold. But what alternative was there?

I didn’t have much time to think about it. Here was Mr. Blake, standing just a few feet away from me, and just a few minutes after Lindsay left for her date. I kind of wondered if he’d been sitting someplace watching for her to leave, but I shook it off. It just sounded too unlikely. Still, there he was looking all incredibly sexy in my favorite suit, the dark gray one he’d worn when we’d first made love. He looked so dreamy. My breath caught in my throat. I couldn’t imagine turning that down.

Once I got my breathing under control, I explained to Mr. Blake that Lindsay had already left for her date. He didn’t seem surprised, like he already knew.

Mr. Blake gave me the same look he gave me the last time we were together. I had to remind myself that I couldn’t just give in again without thinking of the consequences. After all, there were other people to consider, and their feelings as well. I would have to resist being fucked again by the sexiest DILF I knew. But, if he was as determined as I thought, what could I do? How could I put him off?

I had an idea, but I wasn’t sure it’d work. Surely he wouldn’t try anything with Mrs. Blake in the house, at least, that’s what I was counting on…

Little did I know he wouldn’t be put off even if Mrs. Blake was sleeping just down the hall.

“You want to start dinner…” his voice trailed off and became even deeper, even sexier, “or… would you rather we enjoy each other again?”

I wanted him to say it. “Sex, you mean?” I asked, looking right into his dark eyes.

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Well,” I hedged, “I’d like to, but I don’t know if we should. I mean, your daughter is my best friend, and I hate the idea of hurting her. Mrs. Blake has…”

“I know my wife has always been nice to you,” he finished impatiently.

I nodded. “I just don’t want to mess things up.”

“Katie, we can keep this just between the two of us,” he assured me as if hoping to win me over. “I was thinking – ”

I was pretty sure I knew where he was going. I had to stop him before he said it. “Mr… hmmm… Rick,” I interrupted and tried not to look into his eyes, “I enjoyed what we did together, but  – ”

“Don’t you want to… um… us to be together again?” Now he interrupted me and the way he said it, it sounded very alluring. I already knew he was going to make it hard to resist, and the way he was saying it wasn’t making it any easier.

“I’d like to,” I admitted, and this was true, “but I’m afraid. We came so close to being caught. I don’t think it’s worth the risk.”

“We can be careful – ”

“No,” I was adamant.

I stared at him, sitting there, looking rejected. It was all I could do not to just give in right there. I still wanted him. Really wanted him. It was like now that I was denying myself the opportunity to be with him again, I wanted him even more. I wanted him to take me, use me, make me his slutty girl. I wanted him to lick every freaking inch of my nubile body and ride me all night long. Oh, how I wanted it!

But I couldn’t allow myself to give in...

He sighed, obviously disappointed. “Okay, then, if that’s the way you feel.” His voice sounded draggy now, letdown. After a moment of silence, he added, “Are you saying we can never be together again?”

He looked at me, right in the eye, and it was all I could do to look away. I felt almost sorry for him right then, but not so much that I could allow myself to give in.

I shook my head.

“No, I'm not saying that,” I heard myself say, and I could hardly believe I was saying this, given the way I felt after the first time we’d had sex. But I had to. It was a part of my plan. "Sometime when no one else is around, just the two of us, you can surprise me. Wherever you find me alone, even in bed, you can have your way with me. Just take me by surprise and it'll be good for both of us."

“What if you...you’re… you know… asleep?” he wanted to know.

“You can still have your way with me,” I told him.

That seemed to be the answer he was anticipating because I noticed immediately the huge tent in front of his slacks.

When I looked up at him, I also noticed a look in his eyes that was electric, like a light had been switched on... No, like a wave of excitement had just surged through him. I wondered if he was as turned on as I was. I knew I'd fantasize about this for the next few weeks. I had a feeling he would too.

My cellphone dinged and I lifted it up from the couch beside me.

Lindsay had texted me. She was staying over at Kyle’s. She wanted me to tell her parents. I told Mr. Blake. Again I saw his eyes light up. At first I thought he disapproved of his daughter staying out all night with a guy she’d just met, but he didn’t seem upset about it. He almost seemed pleased.

It would be a bit later before I realized how pleased he really was...
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When Mrs. Blake came home, she seemed surprised to see me, and I quickly explained about Lindsay’s date and how she wanted me to stay over.

We had a dinner of salmon and a salad. Afterwards I excused myself and went upstairs to Lindsay’s room. I planned to spend the evening up there, pretending to watch TV while I played over and over in my head the incredible pleasure I had passed up with Mr. Blake.

Later I heard footsteps, lighter than Mr. Blake, as Mrs. Blake came up and got ready for bed. She popped her head in to say goodnight and headed down the hall.

I imagined Mr. Blake down there all alone in the living room, and I had to fight the urge to creep down the stairs and join him.

But I just couldn’t...

Later I heard the TV downstairs turn off, and then heavy footsteps as Mr. Blake made his way upstairs. He stopped at my door to say goodnight.

He stood there for a moment, looking so sexy with his slightly rumpled, white linen shirt open at the neck, just enough to reveal his muscular chest. Damn he was sexy! It was all I could do to keep myself from pouncing on him right there. Somehow, knowing his wife was just steps away, I managed to restrain myself.

I noticed he had a mug in his hand, and I figured he’d wanted a last cup of coffee or some warm milk before bed.

But I was wrong.

“Here.” He held the mug out. “This is for you.”

I took it, unsure what this was about. Our hands touched when he passed the mug to me. I felt a little surge of electricity between us. I wondered if he felt the jolt too. If he did, his handsome face didn’t give it away.

“It’s hot cocoa,” he told me. “I thought you’d like something warm to sip on before bed.”

It wasn’t exactly what I would have preferred, if you know what I mean...

“Thanks,” I said, surprised, but it seemed like a nice gesture. 

“I made one for Nadine, too,” he said. “She brought hers up with her to sip while she got ready for bed. It always helps her sleep. I thought it might help you too.”

“Goodnight,” I said, not wanting him to stick around too long and get any ideas, not when he’d just reminded me that Mrs. Blake was right down the hall.

He gave me a weird look before turning away. “Goodnight, Katie,” he said at the door, “sweet dreams.”

I smiled at him, and he closed the door.

I took a quick sip. Mmm, so good. I really appreciated the cocoa after the first taste, and I took another. I kept sipping until it was all gone. By now, I felt really sleepy. So damned sleepy I could barely keep my eyes open. Maybe it was the power of suggestion. But I figured it was just exhaustion from the week. It was a Friday night, after all, the end of a long week of studying hard and attending classes.

Unable to stop myself from constantly yawning, I turned off the TV and dressed for bed in one of Lindsay’s babydoll nighties, a hot little black number, and slipped between the covers. I turned out the light, and the room was flooded in the soft, warm glow of Lindsay’s Pretty Pretty Princess nightlight, a relic from her Daddy’s little princess era.

My head barely hit the pillow before I drifted off to sleep, a deep, dreamy sleep where Mr. Blake was suddenly back in the room with me… and in the bed with me as well...

5

Sometime later in the night I thought I heard the door open and someone enter. I stirred but didn’t wake up. I felt someone close to me, as if someone had sat on the edge of the bed. Then I heard a voice. His voice.

“It’s just me,” he said quietly.

And I knew who it was...

My thoughts were still hazy. I was more than drowsy, I was half-asleep. But in the back of my mind I knew what was going on. I knew Mr. Blake had taken me up on the offer I made earlier, the offer that he could ‘surprise’ me and take me, even if I were asleep. Since his wife sleeps soundly after a warm cocoa before bedtime, I guess he figured we’d have little chance of being caught... whatever happened…

“Hey there, sleepy girl,” he said close to my ear. I could actually feel his warm breath on my cheek, on my neck, but my eyelids felt so heavy. It would take too much effort to open them… even for him.

“Daddy’s here. Are you ready for your sleepy surprise?”

I didn’t respond, at least, not in words, but I believe my lips parted as if I were anticipating what was to come.

I felt him pull down the covers, slowly as if he might awaken me. Even in my semi-half-asleep state, there wasn’t much of a chance of that.

I must have been laying on my side, with my back towards the edge of the bed, because he rolled me over on my back. He straightened my legs and spread them wide apart. I remember for some reason this made my pussy clench slightly. I could feel it even in my drowsy state, and I believe it was because I wanted his hand to slide up between my thighs and onto my vee to finger me some more, getting me ready for his incredible tonguefucking or whatever was to come.

But that’s not what happened...

Instead he seemed to just freeze or maybe stop moving. For a few seconds, I didn’t feel his hands touching me anywhere. It was like he was sitting back and taking in the sight of me lying there in a tiny babydoll nightie, bunched up around my thighs and giving more than a passing view of my young, smooth body.

After a while, he leaned over, and I could feel his warm breath against my tits. He placed his hands on them, one on each breast and cupped the tight, smooth flesh through the sheer material. His fingers caressed my tits, squeezing lightly, then a bit more firmly. I could feel the slight scrape of his fingernails as he traced my nipples, making small circles. A silent moan escaped my slightly parted lips. I don’t think he noticed because he kept exploring my body.

I felt his big, strong hands drift down my body, across my taut stomach and just above my vee. Mmmm. I wanted to moan out loud, beg him not to stop there. Keep going, Mr. Blake, where I really want your hands is just a little further down!

But he didn’t go further down… not yet anyway. What happened next, though, was just as good, if not even better.

I felt his lips touch mine, and my mouth parted as his tongue pushed inside, explored, retreated and did the whole thing all over again before giving me one long kiss and pulling away.

I tossed a little.

Even in my sleep I wanted more.

But now he was kissing my neck, suckling on the tender, sensitive skin just above my shoulder. The pleasure was immense, rippling through me even in my subdued state. His lips kissed across my upper chest, just below my neck and down to my tits. He took one of my nipples into his warm, wet mouth and suckled for a while before switching and doing the other. He sucked me through the silky sheer fabric of the nightie, which for some reason, even in my subdued state, I found incredibly sexy. The pleasure was again mindblowing, and I wanted to reach up and hold his head to my tits.

But I couldn’t lift my arms. All of my limbs felt so weak, so heavy, like it would take all the effort in the world to move them. All I could do was lay there and enjoy him while he enjoyed me…

When he lifted his head from my breasts, I felt a hand slide up my thigh and right between my legs, under the edge of the short gown, and onto my mound. Somehow even in my sleepy state, I realized what was happening, and my pussy quivered excitedly as his fingers caressed my slit, smearing the wetness that had seeped there. Slowly his dampened fingers pushed inside, deeper and deeper, opening me up. His thumb rested on my clit, stroking it until the pleasure was so intense I felt like I could come – even in my sleep.

“How’s that feel, huh? You like it, don’t you?” his voice panted as the sensation became more and more overwhelming. “I know you do.”

Now Mr. Blake was preparing to fuck me while I slept. Hard and Deep, I hoped.

All I could do in my drowsy state was to lay there and wait for him to take me. That’s what I wanted so badly. I knew I might be able to wake up enough to push him away or at least resist by turning away, but he had me so turned on that this was the last thing I wanted… I wanted him between my legs, his giant cock buried as deep as it’d go in my soppy wet twat while he plowed me with long, hard strokes that seemed to go on forever…

“I know you want this as much as I do, Katie,” I heard him whisper as if he were reading my mind. I thought I heard him let out a low, deep moan as he rubbed his long, stiff prick against my inner thigh. I could feel the tip leave a cool, wet trail on my skin as it slid closer and closer to my hot snatch.

I held my breath and waited for the tip to part my pussylips as he mingled my wetness with his and pushed his way in…

But that’s not what happened.

He teased my needy cunt, rubbing his cock over my pussylips, even letting the tip slide just inside and then quickly slip back out. It was maddening – and yet it felt amazing. I could only imagine how great it would feel when he finally put it in, the sweet friction his thick shaft would create as he shoved in and went deep.

While I waited, hoping he would push in and fuck me senseless, he suddenly withdrew. I felt his cock pulling away from me, and I wanted to reach out and stop it. But I was still too asleep to move.

I felt him push up the little sheer gown, his breath warm on my quivering twat, and then he buried his face in my crotch. I wiggled my hips slightly as he licked my slit, licking away the pussy juice. His tongue pushed just inside my slit, lapping at my wetness. Tongue-fucking me. The feel of him inside me sent little pulses of pleasure spiraling through me, and I knew if he kept it up long enough I could come with only his tongue inside me, my orgasm flooding his mouth with my sweet nectar.

I began to moan in my sleep, light, almost playful sounds, as he kept thrusting away at me with his tongue. He nibbled my engorged clit and sucked on my cunt until it happened.

I came.

I erupted against his face, my hips bucking, my snatch filling his mouth with my juices as I rocked my ass hard against his broad, stubbly face until my pussy felt sore, even a little raw. But I just kept going, riding against his face, until my orgasm subsided.

“Now I’m going to fuck you senseless,” Mr. Blake announced when he finally lifted his head. “You want that, don’t you?”

I grunted, trying to say ‘uh-huh’, but it didn’t come out that way. Instead it came out almost like a muffled moan, just enough for him to know that my answer was ‘yes’. Although in my head, it was more like ‘hell yes!’

The thought was barely out of my head when I felt him over me, poised for a moment while he placed the tip of his cock against my entrance and all at once shoved in.

Finally able to move now, but still not awake enough to open my eyes, I reached up and put my hands on his broad, muscular shoulders. I could feel the power rippling through him while he pounded me hard, thrusting into me, easing out, and then ramming his monster cock back into my snug pussy, balls deep. He plunged into me again and again, pleasuring me with each push.

“I’ve dreamed of this, Katie, of me taking you just this way, and I bet you have too,”  he said through clenched teeth, his breath tight. “Wake up, sweetheart, so you can enjoy it.”

I again made a sound, a slight moaning sound, but it was like several moans strung together.

He made a little sound like strangled laughter. “I knew you’d love it,” he said simply.

Then he put all his effort into fucking me like I’d never been fucked before. He pounded me so hard the bed rattled, like it might fall to pieces beneath us, but he didn’t seem concerned that the noise might awaken Mrs. Blake.

He grabbed my legs just under my knees and lifted them slightly as if to get a closer, press his body even tighter to my pussy, and make his long prick go in even deeper. Plowing me rough, he pistoned into me with almost perfect precision.

When he was really going at it, I managed to open my eyes, and, from the faint amber light that shone from Lindsay’s nightlight, I could see his magnificent, powerful body on top of mine, thrusting into me and showing no mercy. I rocked my hips against him, wanting him to go even deeper, fuck me even harder. 

My hands reached out in the darkness, clutching at him. I wanted to feel his body while he fucked me. I rubbed my fingers across his muscular chest, letting my hands rest against his bulging biceps as he stiffened and began erupting inside me with long, deep strokes that filled me with cum each time he thrust in. He filled my pussy to overflowing and his cum mingled with my cunt juices until our combined juices spurted out around his thick shaft and dribbled onto the bedding beneath me, leaving a wet spot on the sheet.

He collapsed against me and then rolled off me and onto the other side of the bed. Exhausted and spent he lay on his back, breathing hard.

I rolled on my side and snuggled in close to him. I’d never been as satisfied sexually as I was right then.

“How was it?” he asked when his breathing finally slowed.

I smiled up at him in the semi-darkness. “Like a dream come true,” I said quietly.

And I meant it…

the end
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