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Harmony

 

It happened one Saturday when I came home for the weekend during my first year of college. 

I was over at my friend Mel’s house. Just by myself for a little, as Mel had to run out to grab us some snacks for our all night Meg Ryan marathon. 

I was just lying there on Mel’s bed, a big queen size with some sort of old-fashioned wooden headboard.  

I saw it, then. The picture on Mel’s nightstand. She and her dad, Bruce, at the beach maybe last summer. 

I’d always thought Bruce was cute, but seeing him there smiling on the sand with his hands on his hips, something about it got to me. Maybe it was his shoulders or his abs or his chest. Or all of them. 

Or that suggestive bulge in his swim trunks.

I grabbed that picture and looked at it. I glanced over at the the door. A bit of light from the hall spilled in through the gap at the bottom as a yellowish slash across the carpet. The door was closed. 

So I turned back to the picture. I slid my fingers down into my shorts, pushed beneath my panties.

“Ah…” I groaned when my middle finger found the wetness waiting for me between my lips.  

I imagined Bruce there beside me on the bed. Imagined him sliding one of those big hands up against the hot and flushed flesh of my inner thigh.

I toyed with my clit a little, enjoying the electrical charge that ran up the front of my stomach. 

I bit down on my lower lip. Let it slide between my teeth, relishing the hard feel of my teeth against the plump skin.

My breath caught when I slid my middle finger up into the waiting tightness of my pussy. 

“Fuck… oh, fuck,” I breathed.

I stroked and dragged that finger against the slick, velvety walls of flesh that surrounded my finger. I imagined it was Bruce doing it.

I envisioned him pleasuring me with one hand while stroking his cock with the other. Pulling that bulge out of his trunks and rubbing it to full, trembling hardness while he enjoyed my youthful body. 

“Oh… Oh, Bruce. That’s it…” I groaned. 

Just as I did, the bedroom door opened. I froze instantly. I remember the way my pussy locked up around my finger. How I had a mini orgasm just from the tension. A little shiver ran up my back.

Bruce stood in the doorway, the door itself opened enough to let him lean in, one of those big hands of his gripping the knob. 

He saw me. Saw the picture. 

Neither of us said a thing.

Part of me insisted that I pull my finger out of my cunt right away. But then I realized if I did he would see how wet I’d gotten thinking about him.

My finger would come out dripping wet and slick with my juices.

A blush started in my chest, spread up my neck to my cheeks.

Then he closed the door, moving back out into the hall. I watched the shadows his feet made in the bottom gap move away. 

“Fuck,” I said.

I waited a little while longer, counting off the time by heartbeats. 

I couldn’t believe that just happened. Couldn’t believe that my friend’s dad saw me knuckle-deep in my sopping cunt while looking at a picture of him. 

Then my imagination ran wild. I thought about him coming into the room instead, asking me if I needed some help.

Imagined him pulling my shorts down, peeling my panties from my slick pussy lips. How would his mouth feel against me? Hot, a little rough from his stubble. Pressure from his tongue. 

I ran my finger out of my body and used it instead to torture my little clit. I rubbed against that love button until I shook with another, deeper orgasm on Mel’s bed. 

My free hand reached out and clutched hard at a handful of feather pillow while my climax squeezed all the energy from my young body. 

A dew of sweat sprang up on my heaving chest, on my shoulders. I felt heat blossom in my cheeks while I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air into my lungs. 

When I finished up I snuck out into the upstairs hallway, taking a quick look up and down the carpeted corridor for signs of Bruce. My heart thumped against my ribs while I tiptoed to the bathroom and cleaned myself up. 

Maybe twenty minutes later Mel came back. Enough time for the deep red flush to my skin to calm down. 

We both sat on her bed, shoving handfuls of microwave popcorn into our mouths while French Kiss played on the TV on her dresser. 

I couldn’t really pay any attention to it, though. Because I kept thinking about how Mel didn’t come upstairs right away when she came in.

“Hey, did your dad say anything when you came home?” I said. I’d been sitting on the foot of the bed, leaning back against my hands. My fingers dug into the duvet, and I held my breath. 

Mel looked over at me, not speaking until she finished chewing and swallowing the popcorn in her mouth. 

“No. Why?” she said.

I tried to not let my shoulders slump with relief. I did let my fingers relax, though.

“No reason. I just wondered if everything’s still cool,” I said.

She shrugged in reply.

Of course everything was still good, I knew. If he’d told her what he caught me doing she wouldn’t have come up here and thrown the movie on.

She probably would’ve thrown me out. 

I continued ignoring Meg Ryan complaining about her crappy fiancé. 

But what did it mean?

It could just mean that he might be embarrassed. 

It could also mean that he liked what he saw, I realized. That maybe right now he was sitting downstairs, thinking about me moaning his name with one hand buried in my shorts, the bulge it made writhing while I worked my pussy. 

I wondered if it made him hard, thinking about me. 

Because thinking about that, about him, definitely made me wet again. I shifted my butt on the bed, feeling that heat rush into my body again. 

Just the pressure of squeezing my thighs together was almost enough to put me over the edge again. 

Unable to take it, I excused myself and ran to the bathroom. I came again sitting on the toilet, hoping that no one could hear the wet noises my pussy made while I rubbed it. 

 

***

 

The next day, Sunday, Bruce made Mel and me breakfast.

Their kitchen had a big island with some barstools around it. We both sat side-by-side, chowing down on some pancakes and bacon. 

Mel wore her usual morning getup, a pair of unicorn PJs. 

I, however, wore only a men’s size Large tee and nothing else. I guess Mel figured that I still had my panties on. She saw me change last night, to be fair. 

But what she didn’t see was how, when she ran to the washroom to brush her teeth after she got up, I pulled my panties off and pushed them into the backpack I was using as an overnight bag. 

“This is really good, dad!” Mel said, scraping her fork against her plate in an effort to gather up as much syrup as possible onto a single mouthful of pancake.

“Delicious!” I added.

I couldn’t stop looking at Bruce. I guess he’d gotten up early, as he wore an old pair of jeans and a white undershirt. His stubble looked so sexy. I just wanted to run my hands along it. 

I wondered what it would feel like along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs.

I started getting wet again. I had to be careful or I’d soak through the shirt and into the padding of the chair.

But he was just so sexy! 

I didn’t realize how turned on I could get about an older man.  

Maybe it was thinking about how much more experienced he was than guys my age. Maybe it was thinking about the forbidden, taboo parts of it. I mean, he was my friend’s single dad. I’d known him since we were both little. 

“Glad you like it. Just make sure you eat it all. I get worried you’re not having enough at school,” Bruce said. 

“Of course, dad!” Mel replied, grinning around her mouthful of pancake.

He looked at me next. My cheeks burned. My heart thumped against my ribs. I looked down at my food, unable to hold his gaze. 

God, it was like I was in heat.

I squeezed my thighs together harder. A tingle ran up my back. My nipples started getting hard and I leaned over a little more so they wouldn’t press up against the shirt.

“You too, Harmony,” he said. 

“Yuh…” I murmured. I shifted on the barstool, unable to keep still. 

“What’s gotten into you?” Mel said, giving me a playful poke in the ribs.

“Nothing!” I replied. I looked away, at the puppies and kittens calendar on the wall beside the back door, so that she couldn’t see the way I blushed. 

It felt like if I opened my thighs up at all I’d release the floodgates.

How the hell am I supposed to get out of here? I wondered. There was no way Mel wouldn’t notice my weird behavior. What could I tell her? That I felt sick?  

Would she even buy that?

Then she solved the problem for me.

Mel bounced to her feet, rushed around the island and hugged her dad, going up on the balls of her feet while she threw her arms around his neck.

“That was so good! I’m gonna go get dressed and ready while you finish up, okay, Harm?” she said.

“What? Yeah, of course,” I said.

I’d only eaten about half my breakfast, I was so preoccupied. Mel didn’t even spare me a second glance when she ran out of the kitchen. I listened to her bound up the stairs and close the door to her bedroom. 

Then I realized that Bruce and I were alone together.

“Finish up,” he said. 

I braced myself, waiting for him to bring up last night.

He didn’t.

He cleared away the skillets and mixing bowls he’d used to make the food while I watched his back, shovelling bacon and pancakes into my mouth without really tasting them. 

I managed to calm myself down somewhat. I shoved my plate away and stood up, wincing when I felt the slickness on my inner thighs. 

“Thanks!” I said, knowing it would be weird if I didn’t say anything before I went to clean myself up and get dressed.

“No problem,” he replied.

I turned, took a couple steps towards the doorway into the living room on my way to the stairs.

Then he grabbed me.

“Oh!” I said when I felt his arms wrap around my waist and pull me back against his body. 

There was something else too. A hard bulge that pushed against my ass.

He squeezed my breasts through my shirt, then toyed with my nipples while I shook in his arms.

“You think you can do something like that in my house and get away with it?" he breathed into my ear. His electric breath rushed down the exposed flesh of my shoulder. 

"What...?" I breathed. I couldn't think about anything but the way the hard outline of his cock pressed against my ass. 

"Don't give me that shit," he said.

He massaged my breasts some more. Squeezed them until I let out a little moan. 

I kept glancing at the bottom of the staircase, visible on the other side of the living room. I felt for sure that Mel would appear there at any second and see her dad manhandling me. 

"I know what you are," he said.

His hands slid from my breasts. He buried his fingers in the thin cotton of my shirt. He drew it up slowly. I heard his breath catch when he saw I wasn't wearing any panties. 

Still holding my shirt up with one hand, he swept the other between my thighs. His middle finger pressed up into my wetness and I shivered. 

"You're just a little bitch in heat," he said.

My head lolled back against his shoulder. My hips rolled against the pressure of his hand against my pussy. 

I was going to cum again, right there in the kitchen.

And he was so fucking hard against my ass.

"Tell Mel you have to stay here while she goes out," he ordered me.

"Hmm?" I moaned, my eyes closing and my mouth dropping open. The pressure of his fingers as they explored my pussy was delicious. They made these incredibly sexy wet noises. 

He pushed hard against my clit and I jerked in his arms, overwhelmed by sensation.

"Tell her to go without you," he said.

"Okay," I replied. I just wanted him to keep going. To make me cum. My juices seemed to run freely while he ran the rough pads of his fingers around my soft and sensitive sex. 

He pulled his hand out from between my thighs. His fingers dripped with my desire. He brought them up to my lips and pushed them into my mouth. 

I licked them clean, turned on even more by my own taste. 

Mel’s door opened upstairs. He let me go.

My knees went all rubbery. I took two staggering steps and managed to land my butt on the cushion of a bar stool.

Mel came down all dressed and done up to hit the mall for the day.

I told her I didn’t feel that great, that I just wanted to lie down for a while. She pouted a little, then said she’d stay with me. 

I insisted that she go. That her dad could look after me. That I wanted her to go have fun and that I didn’t want to ruin her weekend.

Finally she did.

I don’t think I’d ever felt so happy as when I listened to the front door close behind her. She got in the car, started it up, and rolled away down the street. 

“What now…” I started to say. 

“This way,” he broke in. He started past me, grabbing my wrist as he went by.

Then he hauled my upstairs. At first I thought he meant to take me to his room. 

I couldn’t believe all this. My pussy throbbed with desire. I kept thinking about the way he just grabbed me and touched me. How nice it felt when he did that. 

Then he nudged Mel’s door open. He pulled me inside. My heart started pattering. He was so much bigger and stronger than I was. 

Was this really happening?

Was I really about to hook up with my friend’s dad in her room? 

“Let me see you,” he said.

Before I could do anything to stop him, he grabbed my shirt and pulled it up and over my head, holding it balled up in one hand.

My rapid, shallow breaths made my shoulders rise and fall. I could feel and see the blush creeping up my chest.

My breasts, small and firm and perky, held his attention. 

He grabbed me around the waist and pulled me close. His mouth found my throat, my shoulder. He held me hard against him while he kissed and tasted me. His stubble scratched at me, stinging my skin.

I writhed in his arms, overwhelmed by it all.

Then he sucked one of my nipples into his mouth.

“Ah!” I cried out. He sucked hard. 

He was like a hungry animal. No guy had ever treated me like that before. When he finished with my breasts, he shoved me down onto the bed and then pushed my knees apart. 

I groaned when the charged heat of his breath rushed over my sopping slit. My lower lips, my mound, was plumped up and flushed pink with heat. 

Then he tasted me. He lapped at my pussy, made me writhe on the bed when I couldn’t take the textured pressure of his tongue.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his cheeks glistening with the proof, “And you taste so fucking good.” 

He grabbed the backs of my knees and pushed my thighs back to my sides, exposing my lust to him even more. 

He devoured me. When I came my whole body went rigid. I grabbed handfuls of his hair and squeezed while I shoved my head back into the mattress. 

When he saw what he did to me, he bore down even harder. He sucked my clit into his mouth and tortured it with the tip of his tongue.

Electricity raced through me. Hot and cold waves of pure pleasure slammed up against me. 

“Bruce… Bruce…” I moaned, thrashing about, “That feels so good. You make me feel so good, daddy.” 

He operated entirely on instinct and desire at that point. Like he was drinking it all up when he lapped away at all my pussy juices.

My lower lips throbbed when he pulled his mouth away. He looked feral, primal. 

He stood. His cock pushed hard against his jeans, outlining his bulge. My pussy clenched up and relaxed, releasing even more heat, when I saw that. 

“I need it,” I told him.

I really was just a little bitch in heat, I knew. But I didn’t care. I just wanted cock. His cock. Every inch of it stretching me out. 

He growled, the sound a deep rumble in the back of his throat. Grabbing me, he hauled me up the bed.

Then, using my own shirt, he tied my wrists to the headboard. He tied them tight. I gasped when he wrenched the knot to take all the slack out of it. 

He held me prisoner. I couldn’t get away, even if I wanted. I was completely at his mercy, at his whim.

He drank in my young body with greedy, hungry eyes. My nipples stiffened up so hard that they hurt. 

“Please. Please give it to me…” I cooed at him. I opened my thighs wide for him, let him see the soft pink flesh, all flushed and wet with need for him. 

He stripped out of his clothes, shirt first, then jeans and briefs.

I sucked in a breath when his cock finally sprang free. He was long and thick and so hard that he trembled. Already, a little glob of precum glistening on the tip of his swollen crown. 

I knew I should have told him he needed to wear a condom. I wasn’t on any birth control.

But I also knew that he was well past the point of listening. And I also knew I wanted nothing more than to feel the bare flesh of his shaft against my naked and slick skin. 

I craved it on some primal level, my body overruling my mind. 

He crawled up onto the bed, moving between my smoking thighs. Grabbing the backs of my knees again, he shoved my legs to my sides.

I was totally exposed. Totally powerless to stop him.

I couldn’t believe how my body ached with wanton need in those few moments that we were so close but not together. 

The head of his cock butted up against my pussy. I jerked when he touched me with it, but he held me firmly in place.

The tight loop of my pussy resisted his pressure for only a moment before my slickness let him part me.

I felt my asshole pucker, felt my nipples stiffen, when he slid into me. Inch after inch, my greedy little pussy swallowed it all, straining around his girth.

“Fuck me… Oh, fuck me, daddy…” I moaned.

I couldn’t fit all of him. I gasped when he bumped against the back. He shoved hard again, trying to force himself all the way in. 

Then he backed off. The tight wet grip I had around him made him start with long, slow strokes. My lips peeled back from my teeth as I felt the way the ridge of his swollen crown dragged against the velvety slickness of my inner walls. 

We sparked. My body tingled.

He fucked me, pounding himself into my young and inexperienced cunt, forcing me apart around him with each thrust. 

It didn’t take long before I couldn’t speak. I could only moan for him, only gasp when he stretched me out around him over and over. 

He held me pinned in place the whole time, locked down for him to use however he wanted. 

I came for him, again and again, unable to stop myself. I screamed each time the walls of my pussy gripped him like a tight glove. 

Then I felt it. Felt him swelling even larger inside of me. His brow wrinkled. He snarled. 

His thrusting became more ragged, matching his breaths. 

I never wanted anything more than I wanted his nut inside of me at that moment. Every fiber in me demanded it. 

When he came, he came hard. He buried his cock in me, sheathed himself in my slick flesh. 

I came with him, my powerful muscles of my pussy milking all that cum out of him while he spurted it up into my waiting guts. 

His face twisted almost like it hurt, and he let his head roll back on his shoulder when I started sliding the tight loop of my pussy up and down his length to make sure that I didn’t miss a single drop of his spunk.

Then he leaned over and kissed me, hard and deep. I enjoyed the taste of him. My lips tingled when we parted.

Pins and needs prickled in my hands when he untied me. 

When he pulled out, my pussy throbbed, already sore. I could feel the pulsating heat of his seed inside of me. Could feel every beat of my heart down there. 

“Get yourself cleaned up,” he said, “I don’t want my daughter seeing you like this.” 

When Mel got back before supper, she didn’t suspect a thing. Even though I couldn’t walk straight. Luckily, I got to sit for most of the day when she drove us back home. 

When she dropped me off at my dorm, she asked me if I wanted to come down again next weekend.

“Definitely!” I told her.

I wondered if she knew that I’d stolen that picture of her dad from her nightstand.
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1.

 

Jenny

 

"I don't think we should," I said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up again.

"You're giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I rubbed. 

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me? 

"It would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call after all.

About ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up through my throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him? 

But that was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long drive."
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function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}













