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Tom

 


“Hey, aren’t you supposed to be off at college?” I
said.

Petra
leaned against the doorframe the separated my kitchen from my
living room. She and my daughter, Anna, were of an age. Both
18-going-on-19.

That
friends-forever type who was more like a sister than anything. They
both even decided to go to the same college.

“Yes,” Petra said, “Well, Anna invited me over for the break
and I said yes. I guess she didn’t ask you first, eh?”

I stood
up from my easy chair and went over to her. She was a petite thing,
the top of her head barely coming to my shoulders.

“You’re always welcome here,” I said.

She
reached out and put her hand on my arm. I thought I even felt a
little squeeze. I did my best to keep my body in good running
order, as any self-respecting man of the house should.

She
didn’t take it off, not right away. “Thanks, Mr. Wells,” she
said.

“You know you can call me Tom,” I said.

I found
myself liking the feel of her fingers on me.

I also
liked the way she smiled up at me. This mixture of almost girlish
innocence mixed with something else I couldn’t quite
place.

“I know. Hey, I’m really sorry about Mrs. Wells,” she said,
her hand still on my arm. I began to feel this tingling sensation
low in my stomach.

“It’s been a while now,” I said, “Things are still hard. But I
have Anna to help me through. And you, of course.”

This time
I definitely felt a squeeze. The little pink tip of her tongue came
out and flicked against the fullness of her lips, making them
glisten a little.

“You know I’d do anything to get you through it, right?
Though… I don’t think you need much help. You’re the strongest guy
and the coolest dad that I know.”

It was
not that I’d never noticed the young woman that Petra became before
this. It was just that now it all seemed to come into sharp
focus.

She wore
a blouse with what seemed half the top buttons undone, exposing a
creamy expanse of lovely skin and some even lovelier, if rather
small, cleavage.

The
blouse was tucked into a skirt that ended perhaps just a touch too
high. I got the impression that if she bent over without thinking
about it she’d give anyone behind her a nice flash of her
panties.

And then
I felt a distinctly un-fatherly pulse in my shaft as it began
hardening in my jeans.

“I know,” I said, “And it means a lot to me.”

I put my
hand over hers. I realized that I let it linger just a moment too
long before I removed hers from my arm.

She
glanced down, and when she looked back up into me a blush lit into
her cheeks.

She was
such a beautiful young woman.

I think
it was that moment there that I decided to seduce her. To make her
mine.

I delved
back into my mind, trying to remember if she or Anna ever mentioned
her having a boyfriend and couldn’t.

That made
me wonder if she was still a virgin. Still untouched.

My jaw
tightened.

If I kept
thinking like this I’d have to go sit back down to hide my
excitement. Though the animal hindbrain in me told me that I could
make her mine then and there if I wanted.

And God,
with the way that blush made its way down her cheeks and up from
her chest to meet in her throat when she looked up at me made me
want to.

But I
knew that Anna would be home any time now so I managed to push
those instincts to the side for now.

“Anything,” Petra repeated, glancing down my body and back up
again in a very not-so-innocent fashion.

I thought
I should tell her that she was playing with fire. That maybe the
boys in high school and college let her get away with shit like
that, but when you flaunted yourself to a real man he tended to
take what was his.

“Go head on up to Anna’s room and wait for her there,” I said,
feeling heat creep up from my stomach. The collar of my shirt felt
tight.

I was
used to being obeyed around the house. Had been even before losing
my wife. I thought it was just the way a man should act. My dad did
it with me, and his before that.

In a
man’s home his word was law.

Then
Petra did something to inflame my desire even further.

She put
her hand right on my chest. Right above my heart. My breath caught
and there was no way she didn’t notice. It took every bit of my
willpower to keep my shaft from hardening fully down the leg of my
jeans.

She
leaned in. I could smell her. Some light perfume. Another scent
beneath that. Her scent, her natural one.

People
said that humans didn’t really have pheromones or anything like
that, but at that moment I didn’t believe a word of it.

Just
inhaling her like that nearly sent me over the edge. Nearly made me
toss her over the back of the couch, lift her skirt up, pull her
panties to the side, and bury myself to the hilt inside of
her.

And the
worst part was, I thought that some part of her wanted me to do it.
Wanted me the way that only a young woman’s passion and lust could
want.

“All right,” she said, “Nice to see you again, Mr.
Wells.”

Leaned in
so close as she was, I could see the way the soft and sensitive
skin high on her chest puckered up into thousands of tiny,
delicious looking goosebumps.

“You too, Petra. Run along now, sweetie,” I
replied.

If I was
going to make her mine, I intended on doing it on my own terms, not
hers.

She
turned on her heel and walked away, and I would swear that she
added an extra bit of sway to her hips.


Especially when she took the stairs. She caught me watching
and she smiled, but continued on her way.

I wasn’t
some bashful boy that looked away, either.

You’re playing with fire, girl.

I knew
somewhere inside that it was wrong. That I was old enough to be
Petra’s father. That she even treated me like one most of the
time.

But the
wrongness of it made me want her even more. Forbidden flesh or some
such shit. God, my cock ached just thinking about how it would feel
to slide it good and slow, inch by inch, into her tight little
pussy.

I found
myself imagining what sort of little sounds and whimpers she might
make when she tried to take a real man inside of her. I wondered
what sort of faces she might make. Cute little nose scrunches and
the like.

Yes, I
definitely intended on taking what was mine.

Not long
thereafter, Anna came barging through the door in her usual bullish
fashion.

“Hey, dad!” she said, throwing her arms around my
neck.

“Hey. Petra’s already waiting for you upstairs.”

“Oh! Awesome!”

She
turned to go, but I grabbed her by the wrist. She turned back and
looked up at me.

“I know you’re an adult now and all that, but under this roof
you still do what I say and get permission for things. That
includes inviting your friends over during school
breaks.”

I only
let go of her wrist when she said, “Okay. Sorry, dad. I won’t
forget again!”

“I know you won’t, baby. Run along, now.”

 



***

 


I’d set
up a home gym in one side of the garage. The other was reserved for
fixing up my car.

I found
it was a good outlet for the various frustrations experienced by
the modern man. Pumping the iron, feeling the burn deep in my
muscles.

My usual
workout clothes consisted of a pair of gray sweats coupled with an
armless white undershirt.

Right at
that moment I concentrated on the bench press. Lowering the bar
until it touched my chest and then thrusting it back up, grimacing
at the effort.

Just good
honest sweat and good honest soreness.

The girls
had chosen to go out to the mall. Maybe catch a movie at the
theater. I always made sure that Anna gave me a call to let me know
everything.

So I
figured I was alone in the house.

I lowered
the bar, thrust it up. Final rep. So I racked it against its hooks
and sat up to wipe some of the sweat from my brow with my
towel.

That was
when I heard the front door open and close. I frowned. Anna always
called to let me know she was coming back.

I stood.
Sweat stung at my eyes and I swiped at my face with the back of my
hand.

Whoever
decided to just let themselves on in was in for the worst day of
their life. I squared my shoulders and started for the
door.

When I
reached for the knob it twisted before I could get to it. The door
swung inwards. I balled my fingers into fists.

“Mr. Wells!”

Petra
stood in the doorway, her eyes wide. I guess she saw the ferocity
in my eyes.

“Petra? What the hell are you doing?”

I saw her
take me in. The sheen of sweat on my face and neck. The pump I had
going that made the blood vessels on my arms stand out. The way my
chest and shoulders filled out my undershirt.

She saw
all that and that deep blush from the other day suffused her skin
again.

Almost
instantly my body reacted on a visceral level, my stomach
tightening and my heart pumping hard.

I was
suddenly and acutely aware of my shaft beginning to harden. Not so
hard to disguise in jeans. But in gray sweats?

“I… I forgot my phone up in Anna’s room. I came back to get
it,” she said.

The flush
to her skin was enough to make any red-blooded man swell with
desire.

I found
myself wondering if her pussy flushed like that, too. If her pink
lips got pinker. If she glistened with wetness between those
lips.

“Last I checked, Anna’s room is upstairs,” I said.

Maybe it
was my pump from working out. All that hot blood rushing through
me. I felt enervated, invigorated. Whatever it was, I found Petra
almost irresistible.

I noticed
the way she kept biting down on her bottom lip. Pushing her front
teeth into the delicate crimson flesh until it blanched. Her lips
looked so moist.

I could
feel the pull of my body to hers. That desire to reached out and
wrap my arms around her narrow waist and hold her hard against me
until she gave into what I wanted.

I leaned
up against the doorframe by her. There were two stairs up into the
house from the garage, and she stood in that doorway between the
two. It put her at about eye level with me.

“Yeah, well, I heard you in here,” she said.

“And?”

“And I decided to come see what you were up to. Anna said that
you have a gym in here. There’s a lot more stuff than I thought
there would be!” She leaned to the side so she could see past
me.

Her eyes
lit on the weight bench. She slipped on by me. Our bodies brushed
with this electrical tension that left my balls aching.

And the
scent of her that she left in her wake was intoxicating. That same
youthful perfume with her own body beneath it.

“Oh! How much can you bench?”

I glanced
at the bar. All the weight on it added up to 225 pounds and I told
her so.

“That’s like two of me!” she said.

That was
just my working weight. My max was actually considerably higher,
but I didn’t tell her this.

“Will you show me?” she said.

“The bench press?” I said.

“Yeah!”

I figured
why the hell not. So I got in position. The bulge of my shaft was
larger than usual in my sweatpants, and I just let her see when I
took position.

“Are you sure you can actually lift all of that?” she said,
eying the bar with the big circular plates on either
end.

“Positive,” I replied.

I took a
moment to get my grip right, then lifted the bar from its hooks. I
lowered it to my chest, thrust it back up. Then did it again a.
Twice more.

“You are so strong!” she said.

I pushed
myself to my feet from the bench. She came right over and put her
hands on my chest, looking up at me with those big innocent eyes. I
couldn’t take it anymore. Not with the blood and the testosterone
pumping through my veins.

I put my
hands to the small of her back. I pulled her against me. Pulled her
so that her stomach pushed up against the hardening bulge in the
front of my sweats.

I heard
the breath catch in her throat. Felt her body go hard against
mine.

“Mr. Wells…” she said.

“What did you think was going to happen?” I said.

I slid my
hands down to her perfect ass. The two half-moons of her cheeks
firm and plump in my fingers.

“I… I don’t know…” she said.

“Like hell. I think this is exactly what you wanted to
happen.” I replied.

“I… I want to… but I don’t know if we should,” she
said.

I
hardened even more against her stomach and she felt it. She kept
biting down on her lower lip. Her hips rolled against me, her
body’s desires overcoming her mind.

“I don’t care,” I said.

I
couldn’t resist tasting her. The next time she bit down on her lip,
I leaned down to her face and kissed her hard. Her mouth was hotter
and sweeter than I thought it would be. I could feel a little wet
dab of precum in my sweats.

There was
no way to stop anymore. I wanted her. I intended on having her. She
had to learn not to tease a real man like this, unless it was what
she wanted.

“But Mr. Wells,” she said, “I’ve never really been with a guy
before. You know, like that. Will… will it hurt?”

"A
little. But then it will feel good. So fucking good," I
said.

I
could've shot into my pants. I had a sexy young woman wrapped up in
my arms practically begging me to take her virginity and give her a
good, hard fucking for her first experience.

I kissed
down her neck, across her throat. Her skin was so soft and smooth
against my lips.

She
shivered in my arms. I could feel her giving into her desire for
me.

"I've
always wanted you to be my first," she said, "Your just like a dad
should be. Will... will you be my daddy, just for now?"

"Sure,
baby," I said. I kissed down her neck, found my mouth between the
small, firm mounds of her breasts.

Her heart
pattered hard against her ribs.

I thought
about bringing her up to the master bedroom. Laying her on my bed,
stripping her down good and slow.

But then
I knew that I couldn't wait that long. I hungered for her. I wanted
her youthful body like I wanted nothing else before.

She
reached down between us and squeezed the bulge of my cock. I
groaned.

"Is that
nice? I want you to feel nice," she said, "I want you to show what
it's like to be a woman."

And with
that, the last of my rational willpower drained out of me. My
instincts, my desires, my urges, they all called the
shots.

I sat
down on the weight bench. She sat on my lap. Her body knew what to
do. We rubbed ourselves together and savored the delicious friction
of my hard member against the soft warmth of her pussy.

I pulled
the blouse she wore off. She had a sports bra on underneath, and I
flipped the cups up with my fingers to reveal the taut pink circles
of her nipples.

I sucked
each of them into my mouth. I made her moan.

"I'm so
wet," she said, "Am I supposed to be so wet?"

 

I ran my
fingers up between her thighs. I almost lost it when I felt how
damp her panties were. How they plastered themselves so perfectly
to the outline of her hot little mound.

I pulled
her underwear to the side, pushed a finger into her sopping slit.
The little bean of her clit had come out from under its hood to
play.

"Oh! Oh,
daddy! That feels so good," she said when I played with
her.

I rubbed
and circled around her love button under she shook on my lap. There
was nothing sexier than watching someone in the prime of their
youth climax. A line of heat ran up from her chest, covering her
breasts, her throat, her cheeks in a rosy blush that left her
breathless.

She
bucked on my lap, impatient. "I want you. I want you so bad," she
said while I ran the heat of my mouth over that delicious
blush.

I thought
about throwing her down on the weight bench, peeling her panties
away, and devouring the sweet little peach of her pussy. Making her
cum with my tongue against her clit.

But I
wanted her. I wanted her so bad I thought my cock might actually
tear right on through my sweatpants.

So I made
her get off me. Then I made her get up on the bench. She grabbed
onto the bench press bad and stuck her ass nice and high in the
air, the small of her back arched down to really accentuate the
womanly curve of her hips.

I pushed
her skirt up. Her white cotton panties were already pulled aside. A
deep pink flush suffused her sex. I could see her wetness
glistening between her lips. Her little clit poked out from between
them, begging for more of my attention.

I bent
down and kissed the firm curves of her ass. I couldn't resist just
a taste, and when I moved my mouth between her thighs she shook all
over and thrust her hips back against me.

She
tasted so sweet I thought I could eat her all night.

But my
cock commanded more. It demanded I drive myself into her again and
again, claim her as my own. Fill her with my seed before any other
man could.

I could
hardly describe just how sexy she looked. Bare ass and pussy fully
exposed to me, already sopping wet with anticipation. Her face
peering back at me over her shoulder, begging for me to deflower
her.

It made
my balls ache she looked so good.

"Please,
daddy? Please..." she kept saying.

I shoved
my sweats down my thighs and my cock sprang up to immediate and
full attention. So hard it trembled. So stiff it hurt.

"You're
so big," she said, "Is it supposed to be so big?"

"That's
why you're so wet," I said, "To help my slide in."

Even
though she'd never done anything like this before, her body knew
what to do. I put one hand on her hip and used the other to hold my
trembling cock steady. She arched her ass higher, and I groaned
inside when I saw the lips of her pussy part slightly, letting me
see the pink wetness inside.

"Hold on
tight," I told her.

My whole
cock tingled when I pushed my crown against her throbbing labia. I
felt her wetness leave me nice and slick.

I felt
the tight loop of her pussy when I pushed forward. Felt it resist
me for a moment. I began to think she was just too tight to
fuck.

Then that
tight loop relented. Stretched open around me. Let me slide the tip
in.

She was
hot and wet and soft all at once. I gritted my teeth against the
urge to spill myself inside her then and there. My balls tightened
and then relaxed.

"You're
so big! It's too much! Oh, fuck, you're so big," she said, her
teeth gritted. I saw the way she held the bench press bar with a
white-knuckled grip.

I wasn't
through with her yet.

I grabbed
her hips with both hands. And this time I pulled her back while I
pushed forward. She moaned and whimpered and I slid my shaft deeper
into her youthful heat.

Soon
enough it surrounded me totally. I again felt that urge to cum.
Felt that tightness squeezing my balls, ready to shoot deep inside
of her.


"Shouldn't... shouldn't we use a condom?" she
said.

"It feels
better this way," I told her, "Doesn't this feel nicer? My bare
skin against your bare skin? Nothing between us."

"It's so
nice."

"Don't
you want me to fuck you?"

"So
badly."

She
gritted her teeth when I slid back. I felt her tightness grabbing
at me, squeezing at me. Felt my cock drag against the slick velvety
walls of her sex.

I kept
going back until only the tip remained inside. I admired her body
for another moment, watching the way her lips stretched out around
my girth. How they barely held me.

Then I
pushed myself back inside. All the way. I didn't stop until her
perky ass bounced off my stomach.

She
moaned like a little slut, the muscles in her back going tight and
her head and neck arching back.

"I'm
going to make you cum for me," I said.

And I
did. I wrenched out of her youthful grip and slammed myself back
into her again and again. The weights rattled on their bar. The bar
slammed back against the rack.

My
fingers dug into the firm flesh of her hips. I pulled her towards
me each time I thrust forward.

The grip
of her pussy only tightened around me, as though trying to force me
to slow down. I couldn't though. Couldn't and wouldn't.

It felt
too good, that hot wetness wrapped all around me.

Her body
was made to get fucked hard, and that's what I intended to do with
it.

"Oh. Oh
fuck! I can't. It won't stop!" Petra said.

Her head
arched back again. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her lips pulled back
from her teeth. I reached forward and grabbed onto her hair and
held her back like that.

I rammed
myself all the way into her. Sheathed my shaft to the root in her
flesh. I couldn't do anything else, she was so fucking
tight.

I
couldn't believe how tight. If I'd been anything less than rock
solid she would have squeezed my out.

It was
only then, at the height of her pleasure and mine, that I let
myself lose control. I didn't fight the tightness in my balls this
time.

"Daddy...
Oh, daddy," she moaned when my cock jerked and spurted inside of
her.

Her
hungry body swallowed up all of my cum. Her pussy milked it out of
me, her body and mine both going entirely rigid with each
squeeze.

I don't
think I ever came so hard in my life. I felt my cum explode out of
me. Shoot hard enough that my shaft ached from root to
tip.

"Yes! Oh,
yes!" she said.

Like I
said, her body knew what to do. Her lovely hips rolled against me,
her pussy milking me cock. Draining every last drop of spunk out of
me.

When we
finished, a new coating of sweat shone on me. A blush of heat
covered Petra's entire body, and she trembled all over.

I stayed
rock hard for a long time. I didn't want to pull out. I'd found
heaven, and it was inside the body of my daughter's best
friend.

But
finally I did begin to soften. Her youthful tightness squeezed me
out.

But none
of my seed dripped its way down her thighs. I realized that her
hungry body had pulled it all up into her womb.

Now that
my animal brain was no longer in control, I thought about what a
dumb move that was. I could've just knocked up a girl who looked up
to me as a father figure.

Except I
sort of found that hot. I wanted to will myself hard again. Fuck
her. Cum in her. Plant my seed deep inside to really make her
mine.

Petra
pulled her panties back over her throbbing mound.

"You were
right. It hurt at first, but then it felt good," she
said.

Then
something started ringing. She reached into a thin pocket in her
skirt and pulled her phone out.

"It's
Anna! She says the movie's going to start soon! I have to get
going."

"I
thought you said you left your phone in her room," I
said.

She
winked at me. My cock pulsed. She'd used me just like I used
her.

"I'll see
you again," she said.

"You'll
see me tonight. I don't care how sore you are now. And don't tell
Anna," I said.

"Our
secret, daddy," she replied.

I gave
her a slap on the ass and sent her on her way.
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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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