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The Slumber Party





The doorbell rang and I sighed.  Time to go to my bedroom.

Mary, my daughter, had made it perfectly clear that once Heather and Sindee arrived for the slumber party I wasn’t to be seen or heard.  Banished in my own house.  But it was cool.  She had every right to boss me around tonight.

The summer was drawing to a close and on Monday she’d be heading off for her first year in college, along with her two best friends in the whole world, Heather and Sindee.  The three sisters they called themselves.

But life has a funny way of unfolding and Mary decided to go to a different school out of state.  Which in turn became the main purpose for tonight.  One last time together before going off in their own directions to discover what life would have in store for them.

Mary rushed past the couch in the living room as I rose from my chair.  “Seriously, daddy, aren’t you supposed to be upstairs.”

“Don’t worry, I’m going.  I didn’t think it’d hurt to say hello.  I’ve known them just as long as you have.”

“Exercising your parental authority, I see.  Make the brief appearance to let us know who’s really in charge.”

I threw up my hands.  “Hey, I just live here.”

Mary rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “Fine, but then you’re upstairs.”

“Fine,” I said with a smile.

She smirked and continued for the door.  We’d always had a good relationship, and one that got even closer when her mother decided to leave us for a suave, sophisticated French businessman.  It happened when Mary entered high school and the blow couldn’t have been more crushing.

My ex even had the nerve to send us a bottle of wine from their vineyard in France.  Needless to say we promptly poured it down the sink in a cathartic ceremony and went out for triple-scoop ice cream.

Heather and Sindee really helped me out with Mary through that time.  Even their families pitched in.  I don’t know how I would’ve gotten through it without their support.

Mary opened the door and a loud round of piercing squeals erupted.  It’s a wonder the glass in my hand didn’t shatter.  A couple of quick hugs and kisses later and they spilled into the foyer, pillows in hand.

“Hey, Mr. G.,” Heather and Sindee said in unison, like it’d been rehearsed.  Their voices caused a sudden rush of awareness to warm my body.  I’d seen them plenty of times in the past but tonight they looked different.  Vibrant.  Sexy.

Where in the hell did that thought come from?  They were my daughter’s best friends.  I knew their parents.  “Hi girls,” I replied.  “Looking forward to a good time?”

“Most definitely,” they giggled, their shoulders shrugging cutely.

Okay, something was up.  Besides my cock.  All right, knock it off I scolded myself, trying to get several dirty images out of my head.  “Well, have fun.  I’ll be upstairs if you need anything.”

“Thanks, Mr. G.,” Heather said.

“We’ll let you know,” Sindee chimed in.

I turned and headed up the stairs.  Maybe I’d turn on the ballgame.  Anything to distract my thoughts away from Heather and Sindee.  I almost made it to the top when I heard Sindee blurt out, “wait till you see what I got from Sinful Seductions.”

My cock perked up.  Sinful Seductions.  That high-end lingerie shop in the mall.  Lord almighty, it was going to be a long night.





*****





It was no use.

I spent the past hour flipping through some two hundred channels but couldn’t find a single thing to clear my head of Heather and Sindee.  I didn’t know what my problem was.  I’d never seen them in this kind of way.  A sexual way.

If I didn’t know any better I’d say they were flirting with me downstairs.  And I’d bet money that when Sindee announced her new clothing purchase, she’d mainly intended it for my ears.

I threw the remote on the bed and glared at the mirror.  My reflection stared back and frowned.  So this is what four years without a real woman’s touch will do to you.  Four years and what did I become?  A horny old man leering at my daughter’s best friends.

I needed a drink.

Thankfully we had a back stairs where at least I’d be able to get to the kitchen undetected.  I had every intention of honoring my daughter’s wishes not to be seen so I was intent on making the trip quick.  Get to the fridge, grab a beer and get out, maybe stopping for a bag of chips at the pantry.

I tiptoed down and, at the last step, peered around the corner.  I heard the three of them in the living room talking and laughing about something, but other than that the coast was clear.

I made my way silently over to the fridge and opened it up, grabbing a beer from the middle shelf.  Just as I was going to celebrate a successful extraction, Heather burst into the kitchen.

I jumped back, nearly dropping the can to the floor.  Heather went to say something but I motioned for her to be quiet.  She cocked her head.

“I promised Mary I wouldn’t interrupt anything.  Just pretend you didn’t…”

My voice trailed off as I took in the sight standing in front of me.  Heather’s five foot four frame was adorned with what could best be described as scraps of fabric.  Her pale blue t-shirt came down a scant whisper past her areola, the bottom half of her round, generous breasts clearly visible, stretching the material across her chest.

My eyes continued down her smooth, tan skin until it arrived at the small triangle of lace covering her crotch.  Well, tried to anyway.  I couldn’t quite tell in the light but I swore I saw a faint hint of neatly trimmed, brown curls behind the mesh material.  Firm thighs stood apart with a small pair of white socks at the end of her lovely legs topping off the ensemble.

Heather smiled, her hazel eyes sparkling with flirtatious intent.  I had no idea what I was just saying.

“Oh, you have nothing to worry about, Mr. G.,” she said, taking a small step towards me.

Her words were barely a whisper as they left her lips in a slow slide, reaching out and teasing my cock until it pulsed behind my pants.

She took another step.  The smell of wild berries wafted off of her and tickled my nose.  Her golden brown hair fell and curled around her shoulders in silky strands that glowed in the soft kitchen light.

One more step and she was almost on top of me.  My eyes flicked downward to the faint impression of her nipples pushing out against her t-shirt.  The air between us heated as her lush lips opened.  “It can be our little secret.”

Her eyes bore into mine and a rush of sexual craving poured through my veins.  One second more and I might have taken her in my arms and crushed my mouth down onto hers.  Thankfully the phone rang, saving me from a potentially disastrous move on my part.

But Heather didn’t budge, keeping me trapped between her and the refrigerator.  From the living room we both heard Mary pick up the phone.

“You’re joking,” her voice slipped in through the door.  “You know this was the night for the girls.  I don’t know, I mean, maybe I can.”

Heather branded me with her stare, causing me to clear my throat.  “Um, who do you think that is?”

“If I were to bet money I’d say it’s Paul.”

Mary’s boyfriend.  “I thought he left for college yesterday.  Mary was sort of depressed last night.”

“Maybe he decided he needed to see her one more time,” she stated flatly.  “Kinda romantic, don’t you think?”

I shrugged.  “Yeah, I guess.”  Her eyes were still locked on mine, holding me immobile, making sure I had no escape.

Suddenly Sindee’s voice spoke up.  “Seriously girl, what the hell you looking at me for?  You’ll be gone what, three, four hours tops.  Trust me, Heather and I ain’t going anywhere.  We’ll be here keeping the party going until you get back.”

“Positive?”

“Like I’d lie to a sister.”

“I’m really going to miss you guys,” Mary responded and then into the phone, “I guess the committee has given their permission.  No, my dad won’t care.”

Part of me wanted to march right in there and tell her no.  Not because I was worried about her going to see Paul, but more so that she could protect me from the extremely naughty thoughts racing through my mind.

“All right, see you in a bit.”  Mary hung up the phone.  “I’ve got to go tell my dad,” she told Sindee.

Crap.  “I, uh,” I sputtered out, pointing a finger upstairs.

Heather moved to one side with a knowing smile.  I returned a sheepish expression and bolted for my bedroom.





*****





I had barely made it back when Mary knocked on my door to tell me the news.  I did my best to act surprised yet supportive.

“Guess this means you can leave the confines of your room if you need,” she said.  “They’ll find plenty of things to do, I’m sure.”

I wasn’t going to tell her it’d probably be safer if I stayed right here.  No more temptation for me tonight, thank you very much.

“Just promise you’ll drive safe.”

“I will Dad.  Don’t wait up.”

And with that she smiled and headed out the door.

That was a half hour ago.

The longest thirty minutes of my life.  Images of Heather kept swirling in my head.  Her skin had looked so smooth, so soft.  I closed my eyes, picturing the way her t-shirt was pushed to its limits trying to contain her breasts.  And those large, hazel eyes shining from behind a few stray, silky strands of hair.

I rolled over in bed, her smile still teasing my thoughts.  I wasn’t getting any sleep tonight for sure.  I could go down and check on them, I thought.  I hadn’t heard a peep since Mary left.  Maybe they needed something?

Rationalize it all you want, I told myself, but the simple truth is you’d give anything to be able to catch another glimpse of Heather.   And don’t forget Sindee.  Where did she say she got the lingerie from?  Sinful Seductions?  I shuddered, not quite being able to grasp what she’d look like in a skimpy negligee.

I pounded a fist into the mattress.  Damn it.  I sat up and slowly slid over to the edge of the bed, swinging my feet over.  They dangled there for a minute, my mind trying everything it could to convince them to stay right where they were.

But it was no use.  Curiosity is a nasty master, one that never seems to be fed.  Heaving a sigh, I stepped off the bed.  My senses were on high alert as I cautiously opened the bedroom door and crept out.

I didn’t know what would happen when I reached the bottom of the stairs, but one thing was for certain.  I never thought I’d see the day when I’d be sneaking around in my own house.





*****





I decided to take the back stairs and entered the kitchen, this time keeping the lights off.  To be honest, I wasn’t quite sure why I was taking a stealthy approach.  If anything it made me feel worse.  Was I honestly about to spy on my daughter’s best friends like some perverted peeping tom?

I almost turned around but then I heard Heather’s voice through the kitchen door.

“Truth or dare.”

“Truth.”

“If given the chance, would you like to fuck Mr. G.?”

My heart stopped.  What the hell kind of question was that?

“God, yes,” Sindee said.  “You?”

“Hell, yeah.  He’s fucking cute.”

My cock instantly hardened.  Did I just hear them right?  Didn’t they realize I was Mary’s dad?

Someone needed to give those girls a lecture.  A spanking, maybe?  I couldn’t believe that thought even popped into my head.  Here I was going to chastise the girls and I was behaving no better.

Both of them giggled and I heard the zipper being opened on one of the bags they’d brought along.  What was going on now?  Had I been thinking more clearly I would’ve immediately turned around and headed straight back to my bedroom and barricaded myself in.  But right now my dick was doing all of the thinking for me.

I tiptoed over to the kitchen door and ever so slightly pushed it open, just enough for me to get a tiny peek inside the living room.

Heather and Sindee were sitting cross-legged on the floor in front of the couch.  Heather was still in the same nightwear but at the moment my eyes were focused on Sindee.

Not for what she was wearing.  She was more clothed than Heather with cotton sleep pants and a baggy shirt.  No, it was what she was holding.

A glass dildo.

She must have pulled it out from her bag.  It was pretty large, with purple lines swirling up the sides.  She held it up between them and they both stared at it.

“Do you think Mr. G. is bigger?” Heather asked.

“Definitely.”

Heather’s eyes widened as they traveled the length of the dildo.

“Truth or dare,” Sindee said.

“Dare.”

“Show me how you’d suck Mr. G. off,” she said, holding out the dildo.

My pulse quickened and a current of raw sexuality churned through every inch of my body as Heather took hold of the dildo.  From behind my zipper my cock strained for release, desperately wanting to see what Heather would do to it.

Her tongue snaked out and traced small circles over the tip, her saliva making the surface slick.  She repeated the process a few more times before running her mouth slowly down one side then up the other.

I stood transfixed.  The only time I’d ever seen something like this was in a porno I rented awhile back to help alleviate some of the sexual tension building in me.  Never in my wildest imagination would I believe I’d be seeing it live in my own house.

Heather closed her lips over the top and began to slide them up and down, all the while her hand pumping near the base.  Her cheeks were sucked in and even though this was make-believe, she gave it her all.

I got so turned on I found my fingers reaching for my zipper.  It’d been far too long since I engaged in anything you could call sexual and the need was becoming overwhelming.

“Damn girl, you’re getting me horny,” Sindee said.

I couldn’t have agreed more.

Heather’s mouth left the dildo with a loud pop.  She smiled.  “Do you think he’d like that?”

Oh, yeah, I nodded as my hand started to pull at my zipper.  Suddenly I stopped, my mind at least regaining partial control of my extremities.

What in the good lord’s name was I doing?  Standing in a darkened room, about to jack off watching my daughter’s two best friends.  Who just happened to be two gorgeous, horny young women pretending to suck my cock.

This had to stop.  I removed my hand from my zipper and took a deep breath.

It was simple.  I was twice their age.  I knew their parents.  There wasn’t any possible good that could come of this.  I’d go out there and talk with them, try to drop a few hints concerning the above facts and head for my room.

It sure sounded like a good plan.  I took a deep breath and pushed open the door.  “Hey, girls,” I said, announcing my presence.

Both of their heads whipped around as I stepped out of the kitchen.  I expected them to dive for cover, desperately trying to hide the dildo underneath a pillow.

What I wasn’t expecting was for them to smile as if they knew I’d be coming.  I coughed and steadied myself.  “So, you two doing okay?”

Sindee’s lips curled upwards as she lowered the dildo.  “More than okay, Mr. G..  In fact, we were just talking about you.”

“Oh?”  Damn, she caught me off guard.

“Don’t worry, it was nothing bad,” Heather replied.

“It’s a little embarrassing, but only because it was a little naughty,” Sindee said with a wicked grin, lifting the dildo back up into view.

I gulped.  Any preconceived notion of what I was going to accomplish went straight out the window.  Forget offense, I had to switch to defensive mode.  “Do your parents know you have that?”

“What?” she asked innocently.

“That,” I said, pointing towards the dildo with a nod of my head, feeling stupid.

“Oh, you mean this?” she said, holding it up further, her fingers lightly sliding down the smooth surface.

I watched as they traveled back up and wrapped themselves just under the tip.  Sindee continued to stare at me, her tongue running along her bottom lip.

“We were playing truth or dare,” Heather said.  “You game for a question or two?”

Both of their eyes were trained on me, waiting for my response.  I stood there, stiff as a board, not sure exactly what to say.

Suddenly Heather jumped up, her tits bouncing underneath her t-shirt.  She walked over, reaching for my hand.  “C’mon, we’ll go easy on you.”

A jolt of electricity shot through me when she grabbed my hand.  Her skin was even softer than I’d imagined.  As Heather dragged me over, Sindee got up from the floor and plopped herself on the couch.  Heather motioned for me to sit down before sinking into the cushions next to me.

My body was being teased beyond its limits as I sat between them.  I tried to keep my eyes focused straight ahead but found it increasingly difficult.

Heather shifted so that she faced me, her right breast dangerously close to rubbing up against my arm.

Sindee may have had more clothes on, but that didn’t make it any easier glancing her way.  Her thigh was pressed to mine and her hand rested just above my knee.  The rich chocolate in her eyes darkened as she smiled.  Her lips opened and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me.

“So, Mr. G., truth or dare?”

Crap, how did I get myself into this?  I was trapped, and they knew it.  Worse, they were loving it.  I took a deep breath and picked my poison.

“Truth.”  Why not, I could always lie.

Heather glanced at Sindee and then to me.  “Would you like to see what Sindee bought at Sinful Seductions?”

Damn they were good.  There was no way I could say no.  They’d know I was lying because on the surface it was an innocent enough question.  I say yes, she pulls it out of her bag and holds it up.  Done.

But I should have known they didn’t have any intentions of playing fair.  “Sure.”

Sindee leapt up off the couch as Heather squealed.  “Okay, I’ll be right back,” Sindee declared.  She reached down and picked up her bag.  “Don’t go anywhere.”

“Don’t worry,” Heather said, her smile pure sin.  “I’ll keep an eye on him.”

Sindee marched into the kitchen.  “Where’s she going?” I asked Heather.

“To put it on, silly.”

“Oh, she doesn’t need to do that.  She could just take it out of the bag and show me.”

Heather placed her hand on my chest and I sucked in a breath.  She leaned in closer, tilting her head.  “But she looks so much better in it.  Trust me,” she said, her voice warm and breathy, “you’re going to love it.”

My cock swelled as her words caressed my ear.  Dear god, what did I get myself into?

Heather fanned out her fingers, the pads ever so slightly exploring the muscles underneath my shirt.  Her eyes remained on me and I did my best not to stare down at her ample chest, which was now a hair’s width from my arm.

What the hell was taking Sindee so long?  This whole situation was getting out of hand.  If I didn’t put a stop to this right now it would blow completely out of control.  But as soon as I resolved to do just that, the kitchen door swung open.

My mouth dropped.

Sindee stood in front of us in a bright pink, sheer mesh flyaway babydoll, complete with matching G-string panties.  The bra cups, embroidered with flowers, held her unbelievably large breasts up and together, magnifying her already considerable cleavage.

My gaze lowered, following the mesh material as it opened in the front and curved around her shapely waist, exposing her panties.  A patch of light brown hair was visible behind the see-through material.

“Well?” she asked, her hands on her hips as she cocked them to one side.  “What do you think?”

I probably should have answered but I couldn’t help it.  She looked absolutely stunning.  Not to mention sexy as hell.

Heather giggled.  She slid her hand down over the noticeable bulge in my pants, her touch breaking me out of my spell.  “I, uh…”

“He definitely likes it,” she said, her hand pressing against my shaft.

I’m sure I turned beet red.  It was one thing to fantasize about your daughter’s best friends, but to be called out on it was something else entirely.

Sindee took a step towards the couch.  “Hey, that’s not fair.  I wanna touch, too.”

I coughed.  “Girls, I don’t think this is a good idea.  Trust me, you’re both very pretty but I’m Mary’s dad, remember?”

Sindee got down on her knees in front of the couch, right between my legs, her hand reaching for my crotch.  “Don’t worry, Mr. G., we’ll never tell.”

“Yeah, it’ll be our little secret,” Heather chimed in.

Both of their hands were squeezing and feeling their way over my erection, which was now on the verge of bursting right out of my pants.  I couldn’t believe what was happening.  Right in my own living room!

I attempted one last protest.  “Listen, I don’t think --”

“Oh, Mr. G., can’t we suck your cock, please?” Sindee asked.

“Yes, please,” Heather added, her lips forming into a pout.

I gazed at both of their pleading faces and knew there was no way I’d be able to say no.  I could try and blame it on a whole list of things, but the simple truth of the matter was I had two gorgeous young women begging for my cock.

Forget they were my daughter’s best friends.  Forget I knew their parents.  Damn it, it’d been far too long and I knew this opportunity would never present itself again.  If there was going to be hell to pay afterwards, so be it.  I’d be willing to bet my life this was going to be worth it.

“You’re both naughty girls, aren’t you?” I asked, my tone changing to more fit the mood.  If this was going to happen, I wanted to be an equal partner in the seduction.

Heather and Sindee both nodded at the same time, their eyes blinking in unison.  Lord it was going to be tough trying not to come too soon.

“Show me how bad you want my cock,” I said.

My breath caught as Heather and Sindee dove right in, their nimble fingers making quick work of the button and zipper.  Before I knew it they were clawing and ripping my pants and underwear down off my legs.

My cock popped straight up and into Sindee’s waiting hand.  She immediately began to pump it with a loose fist.  It felt wonderful to have it in someone else’s hand besides my own.

“God, Mr. G., you’re so big,” she said, wrapping her lips over the top.  I let out a growl as she drew me deep inside.

Heather positioned herself on all fours to my left, her face inches from Sindee’s talented mouth.  She wore an expression of hungry lust watching Sindee.  “Suck it, girl,” she said.

Sindee went up and down a few more times then released my cock, pointing it towards Heather with a devilish grin.

Heather didn’t waste a second accepting Sindee’s offering, dang near swallowing me whole.  She lathered my shaft with saliva as she slipped back up to the tip.  Our eyes met while she swirled her tongue over the swollen head.

My whole body was on absolute fire, every nerve ending being licked by intense flame.  Heather smiled as if acknowledging my reaction and lowered her lips back over the top.

As she continued to work her magic, Sindee looked up at me.  “You like her sucking your cock?”

“Oh, yeah,” I growled.

Heather popped from the top only long enough for her to grunt out, “I love sucking it,” before resuming her wet, sloppy blowjob.

Sindee lowered her head and took one of my balls in her mouth, twirling it around playfully.

I was in heaven.  The feeling of both of them pleasuring me at once was so intense it bordered on pain.  But what a sweet, decadent pain it was.

Sindee left my balls and ran her tongue up to join Heather, who currently had hers running up the side.  I let out a heavy groan as they each ran their lips up and down both sides of my cock.

“Hmmm,” Heather moaned when they met at the top.  While their mouths entwined, Sindee’s hand still managed to pump my dick in a steady rhythm.  I swore I thought I was going to explode.

They broke their kiss and Sindee returned her attention to my cock, once again drawing me in deep with an incredible amount of suction.  As her head bobbed purposefully, Heather raised herself up.  “Are we doing okay?” she asked innocently.

“Fucking awesome,” I replied.

She smiled and our lips met, instantly devouring one another.  Her tongue brazenly darted inside, demanding as it danced and explored.

Seconds later she sat back, bringing her hand up to the bottom of her t-shirt.  She teasingly ran a finger along the hem, her eyes flickering with an inviting heat.  “Would you like to see my tits?”

I nodded and she lifted the material up and off, tossing it over the back of the couch.  Her breasts sat high, perfectly full and perky.

She leaned in and her right nipple fell into my waiting mouth.  I welcomed it, licking it in tiny circles, feeling it tighten under my care.

Heather let out a soft whimper as I took possession of the hard nub, wrapping my lips around the peak and sucking.  She threaded her hand through my hair and grabbed the back of my head, applying a light pressure.

I slid my mouth off to the right and she shifted to meet it halfway.  I continued on her other nipple, this time nipping the swollen point with my teeth before kissing and massaging it with my tongue.

Meanwhile, Sindee slurped and pumped away, sporadically stopping to lick and fondle my balls.  A minute later I felt her let go of my cock and I reluctantly pulled away from Heather.

We both watched Sindee stand up in front of us, her hands going for the straps on her shoulders.

But Heather immediately intervened.  “Honey, you just spent all that money on that thing, you can’t take it off yourself.”

Sindee paused and a dirty smile grew on her lips.  She cast her eyes on mine.  “Mr. G., would you mind helping me?” she asked, her words almost a purr.  She blinked her eyes slowly for good measure, causing a vortex of craving to surge through me.

“Well,” I said coyly, “if Heather doesn’t mind, I guess--”

Heather shoved me off the couch.  I took off my shirt and threw it back at her, flashing a grin and winking before turning my attention to Sindee.

I stood naked in front of her, my cock hard and pointing straight up.  Her eyes were devouring my muscular frame as she reached out and splayed her hands on my chest, running her fingers over my skin.  She looked up at me, her lashes fluttering bedroom-low.

I stared down into her large, chocolate brown eyes, watching them turn a deeper shade as they became heavy with lust.  I placed a hand on her left shoulder and moved around her, taking my time, allowing my body to brush up against hers.

A quiver of anticipation vibrated through Sindee at the contact and I felt her body pulse with excitement.  I settled in behind her, allowing the full length of my erection to press into her back.

I brushed her wavy hair away from the right side of her neck and proceeded to plant soft kisses from the bottom of her ear down.  She emitted a tender sigh and her body relaxed, savoring the sensation of my lips on her bare skin.

As I nibbled some more on her neck, I snuck a glance over at Heather, who’d remained on the couch.

She was laid back on the middle cushion, her eyes transfixed on the two of us.  One of her hands cupped her left breast, squeezing the firm mound.

I made sure to keep eye contact with her as I slipped my fingers underneath the straps of Sindee’s babydoll top.  With deliberate slowness I nudged them off her shoulders, allowing them to fall freely down her arms.

Heather sucked in a deep breath at the sight and her legs opened.  I could make out a wet spot forming on her panties as her free hand made its way down to the silken pocket between her thighs.

I brought my hands back up and, with palms pressed against Sindee’s collar bone, dipped them underneath her bra cups and pushed down.

My eyes turned glassy with awe as I stared down over her shoulder.  Her breasts were simply majestic.  Mouth-wateringly large, they thrust out from her chest straight as could be, capped by thick, dark nubs.

A long, heated moan escaped from Sindee as I filled my hands with her exquisite tits, feeling their hefty weight.  I couldn’t get over how firm and beautifully proportioned they were.  I moved in a slow, controlled rhythm, kneading them, bringing them up then together, finally letting them fall gently back down into my hands to once again repeat the process.

Sindee nestled back into me as I continued to work them over, shifting my focus to her nipples.  I took each one in my fingers and lightly pulled at them before rubbing the tips with the pads of my thumbs.

Her steady whimpers told me I was doing a good job but she wasn’t the only one that thought so.

Heather was busy pleasuring herself through the silk material of her panties.  Her teeth raked over her bottom lip as she followed the movement of my hands.

“Do you like watching me play with her tits?” I asked, taking the time to nibble on Sindee’s ear.

“Uh-huh,” Heather managed between a heavy sigh, her head nodding.

“Take off your panties,” I ordered.  “I want to watch you rub that sweet little pussy.”

Heather didn’t hesitate in obeying my command.  Closing her legs and lifting her hips, she dragged her panties down.  She tossed them on the floor and opened her legs back up, spreading them wide.

My nostrils flared at the sight of her meaty folds, already dewy-wet with excitement.  “Do you promise to get it nice and wet for me?” I asked.

“Yes, Mr. G.,” Heather replied, picking up where she left off, only this time with more determination.

My hands left Sindee’s breasts and trailed down over her ribcage and stomach, inching their way down to her waist.

“Do you like watching her play with herself?” I whispered in her ear.

Sindee nodded, her breaths gradually increasing in frequency.  I felt the temperature in her body rising and I knew I had all of her senses at my mercy.

My fingers found both of the lace knots to her panties on either side of her hips.  I took hold of each of the ends and pulled at the same time.  Sindee held her breath as she watched each knot slowly but surely come undone.

Sindee released a tiny squeak as they finally unraveled.  Her panties dropped down to her feet and I heard Heather give a low sound of approval.  I wasted no time bringing a hand back around to the front.

Warm moisture greeted my palm as I found her swollen mound.  Sindee gasped and her legs instinctively closed around my fingers.  Throwing a hand back around my neck for support, her body began to squirm and gyrate, her curvy ass pressing into the top of my thighs.

I held her close, massaging her pussy, letting the constant stream of moans direct the pressure and tempo.  My other hand returned to cup the underside of her left breast and I lowered my lips to apply light, sensual kisses along the line of her neck.

Sindee started to quiver at the triple attention she was receiving.  My own cock was now hard as steel and the friction of her body sliding and pushing against mine caused sparks of carnal desire to ignite, charging the air with electricity.

I became lost, intoxicated with the raw lust Sindee emanated from her body.  It was nearing a lethal dose when suddenly Heather’s voice broke me from the spell.

“Holy shit, you two are making me fucking hotter than hell,” she practically screamed.

Both Sindee and I stopped and glanced over at Heather.  She was dang near panting.

 “Are you saying you’re ready for my cock?” I asked.

“God, yes.”

“Say it for me.”

“I need you to fuck me with your big cock,” she hissed out.

Sindee didn’t hesitate in reaching down and grabbing my manhood, leading me over to the couch.  I shuffled over the few steps while Heather quickly repositioned herself so that she was lying lengthwise.

Thankfully when we’d bought the couch I insisted on the larger, deeper cushions.  My ex had been against it but in the end conceded.  It was about the only input I ever got to make anyway.  Boy, did she love to throw crumbs like that.

I glanced down at Heather.  Her legs were spread wide open, her pussy glistening with arousal, her expression filled with lustful anticipation.

Sindee nudged me onto the couch, her hand still on my dick.  “Do you promise to fuck her nice and hard?” she asked.

It was all so surreal and yet, here I was, buck naked, cock throbbing to the point of pain and in the hands of Sindee.  Who just asked if I’d fuck Heather nice and hard.

I nodded and Sindee bent down, giving my rod a couple of hard sucks before aiming it right at Heather’s pussy.  I almost forgot how to breath as she rubbed the tip over her slick entrance.

Then Sindee guided me inside and the three of us let out simultaneous groans.  I pushed in further as Heather’s tight walls stretched around my shaft.

The pleasure was absolutely staggering as I started to pump my muscled hips against hers.

Heather raised her head slightly, staring down over her tits to watch my cock plunge into her over and over.  I kept my rhythm steady and her eyes remained riveted to the motion.

From just off the couch Sindee bent down and kissed Heather, brushing back a hair from her face.

“Do you like having his big cock in you?” she asked.

“Fuck, yeah,” she responded through gritted teeth.  I felt her flex her hips up, urging me to go deeper.

I gradually increased my pace, allowing my full length to drive deep inside her wonderfully tight channel.

Sindee slid one of her hands down between her own legs and began stroking the wet, swollen flesh.

Heather turned her head to see Sindee playing with herself and promptly put an end to it.  “Get that pussy up here right now.”

Sindee happily obliged, standing up and planting a knee next to Heather’s right shoulder.  She gracefully flung her other leg up, straddling her, the lush, juicy folds inches from Heather’s mouth.

Heather raised her arms to Sindee’s hips and snaked her tongue out.  Sindee gave a full-throated moan as she proceeded to lap away, every so often pausing to concentrate on her clit.

My eyes were glued to the sight as she nibbled and pulled at Sindee’s pussy.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed and I automatically pumped faster.

Sindee reached down to take hold of Heather’s jiggling tits, grabbing each one, her thumbs brushing over the stiff peaks.  Heather let out a muffled cry from underneath Sindee, her face still buried deep in her snatch.

I leaned forward and slammed into Heather, the force of my movements causing her to break away from her task.  She raised her head to yell, “that’s it, fucking pound me with that hard cock.”

Her words spurred me on.  Heather cried out helplessly as I continued at a merciless speed.  She lifted her hips to meet me halfway, the sound of our skin slapping together growing louder by the second.

My chest was burning and my own breathing became labored.  Chalk it up to a lack of exercise but I had to be careful.  The last thing I needed was to collapse and make these girls think I had no stamina.

I slammed down one last time, grinding my pelvis against hers before pulling back.  My cock slipped out from her dripping pussy and Sindee bent over, swallowing it.

I groaned as she sucked Heather’s juices from my shaft, her lips eventually making their way to the top.  She licked the bulging head one last time and scooted off the couch.

Heather sat up, her hair tousled and unruly, which made her even sexier if that was at all possible.  She gave me a quick, searing kiss then placed both of her hands on my chest and shoved me back into the couch.  Her hand glided down over my abdomen and to my cock.

She pumped it a few times, her eyes wild with passion.  “Get over here,” she said to Sindee.  “Ride his big cock for me.”

Sindee eagerly stepped forward.  Heather let go and moved to one side as Sindee jumped on top of me, her glossy folds hovering teasingly over the tip of my cock.  Heather, who was positioned beside us, once again went to work on my dick.  She slurped it multiple times before rubbing the head over Sindee’s slit.

Sindee wiggled her hips.  “Please give it to me,” she pleaded.  “Put it in my tight pussy.”

Her words coursed through me like molten fire.  Heather grinned and guided me inside Sindee’s welcome heat.  Sindee let out a low and steady moan as inch by inch she eased herself down, finally coming to a rest on my groin.  Right away she began to take charge, raising herself almost to the top before sliding back.

Sindee leaned forward, those massive breasts smashing warmly into my chest.  Our mouths met as she worked my cock over, jerking her hips up and down in a quick yet controlled fashion.

Heather had remained beside us but her face was down towards the action, her hand rubbing and squeezing Sindee’s backside.  At one point she spanked her, much to the delight of Sindee who demanded another.

Heather responded by delivering a couple of more spanks, alternating between each cheek.  Afterwards she dropped her hand down to my balls and played with them, rolling them around in her palm.

The combined feeling of Sindee’s pussy and Heather’s hand threatened to take me over the edge.  But Sindee abruptly bounced right off and I thought I might get a slight break.

But Heather grabbed my cock and greedily devoured it, slurping feverishly.  From the back of my throat came a growl as she did everything in her power to suck me dry.

And she probably would have succeeded if it wasn’t for Sindee.  “Ooh, put it back in, put it back in,” she whimpered out.

Heather’s lips popped from the top.  She stroked me a few times and inserted me back inside Sindee’s hungry depths.  An expression of genuine pleasure washed over Sindee’s face as she settled back down in my lap.

Sitting up, she anchored her hands to my chest and clocked her hips back and forth, grinding down, drawing me in further.  Her commanding breasts pointed straight at my face, gently swaying to her determined rhythm.

It was a hypnotic sight and for a minute I lost track of time.  How long had it been since Mary left?  Just because she seemed excited to meet up with Paul didn’t mean she wouldn’t suddenly return home.  The last thing I needed was for her to walk in on her two best friends sucking and fucking her dad into oblivion.

But watching Sindee ride my cock like she was born to do it got me refocused.  And when Heather rose back up and the two of them engaged in a fiery, passionate kiss, any concern or worries went right out the window.

To put it simply, I didn’t care.  This was by far the hottest sexual experience of my life and we hadn’t even finished yet.

They broke and Heather ran a hand through Sindee’s hair.  “Can I have his cock again,” she asked, her voice teeming with need.

Sindee nodded her approval and slowly came to a halt, lifting herself off.  Heather didn’t hesitate straddling me, facing away.  She reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock, rubbing the fat head over her wet slit before sinking down.

She instantly fell into a fast tempo, her ass landing squarely on my pelvis with a loud smacking sound.  She placed her hands back on my shoulders for support as she plunged down over and over.

Sindee stayed on the couch next to us, eyes trained on Heather.  She wet her lips watching Heather’s glorious tits bouncing and jiggling around.  “You look fucking hot riding his cock,” she said in a husky voice.

Heather groaned in agreement and proceeded to go at it with such intensity that a couple of times she almost popped right off the top.  I took hold of her hips to help her stay on course.

With my help she continued to bounce the entire length for another minute or so before finally coming to a rest.  She ground in tight circles then fell back against me, her head landing on my shoulders.

Once more the scent of wild berries filled my nose as her hair tickled my cheek.  She started to rotate her hips but it was time for me to take charge.  I brought my arms under her legs, lifting and spreading them apart, cradling them at the back of her knees.

Heather sucked in a startled breath at the new position, which quickly turned to a steady stream of moans as I began thrusting up.  She lifted her head to watch my cock drill into her again and again.

“Fuck, I love your big cock,” she screamed out.  “Fuck my tight pussy, oh, fuck yeah.”

Heather began to tremble ever so slightly and returned her head back to my shoulder.  Sindee, who had remained on the couch beside us, took the hint.  Her hand went straight for Heather’s engorged clit, her fingers feverishly stroking the swollen flesh.

As she did this she lowered her head to Heather’s.  “Are you going to come for me?” she asked in a hushed tone.

Heather nodded as best she could, her body now in my full control as I rammed my dick harder and harder into her sopping wet pussy.  I nibbled on her ear, allowing my tongue to play with the lobe.

Heather was reduced to whimpers as Sindee and I brought her closer to the precipice.  Tiny tremors started to form over her body as Sindee redoubled her efforts, her fingers fluttering furiously.  “That’s it, girl, come for me, fucking come all over his cock,” she demanded.

Heather shouted out one last “fuck,” before succumbing to the wave of pressure that’d been steadily building inside.  Her climax came fast, claiming her, crashing over her.  Her pussy clamped down on my cock as her sweet cream seeped out.

I held onto her until her breathing gradually returned to normal.  She turned her head and we kissed, slow and tender.  And it didn’t feel weird.  In fact, it was almost natural.

She moved up slightly and my cock slipped out.  Sindee took hold of it and lowered her head, tasting Heather’s essence.

Sindee licked and sucked some more then rose up to kiss Heather.  As their lips locked and worked against one another, I relaxed and watched.

I loved how free and open they were with each other and, seemingly, with life.  Maybe their youth had something to do with it.  For me it was so long ago I barely remembered what it was like to take a desire and just go with it.  If nothing else this night was serving as a reminder that even at my age, life wasn’t meant to be over.

Sindee backed away and Heather followed, leaving me on the couch.  I rolled to my side, motioning for Sindee to lay down in front.

She eagerly accepted my invitation and curled her body up to mine.  Fresh desire flared in my loins at the contact and I immediately aimed my cock at her entrance.

Sindee bent and lifted her left leg, granting me easier access.  She cried out as I pushed inside.  “Fucking make me come hard,” she ordered, lips curling.

I gladly took the challenge and bucked my pelvis, lunging all the way to the base, stretching and filling her pussy to its limits.

Her head snapped back and she arched out, a loud gasp tearing out from her throat.  I began thrusting with firm, purposeful strokes, making sure she felt every inch of my manhood. 

My hand skimmed along the curve of her waist to the underside of her left breast.  I caressed it reverently like it was a precious treasure.

Sindee stole a quick breath as my fingers got a bit bolder, finding her thick nipple and flicking it with my thumb.

Heather knelt on the floor in front of us.  She plucked and twisted her own nipples, her eyes following my every move, above and below.

I had found a steady pace, my cock now sliding in and out of Sindee’s slick channel with ease.  Sindee pushed her hips back to meet mine as I pounded forward.  She let out small grunts with every slap of our skin, creating a beautiful rhythm.

Heather leaned forward and began licking Sindee’s other nipple, teasing the stiff peak.  Sindee arched out further, encouraging our devotion to her wonderful tits to continue.

I was more than happy to oblige but Heather had other, more devious plans.  She dragged her lips down Sindee’s body, over her ribcage and past her belly button.

When Heather finally arrived at her destination she covered Sindee’s engorged clit with her mouth.

A dazed moan from Sindee showed her appreciation.  “Fuck, your tongue feels good,” she said.  “Don’t stop, oh yes, right there, right there.”

As Heather demonstrated her oral talents, I increased the speed and power of my thrusts.  Every so often I’d feel the silky wetness of Heather’s tongue on my cock, which in turn only compelled me to go faster.

Soon my thrusting reached a fever pitch, causing Heather to back away.  Sindee’s screams were rapidly filling the air and, like Heather before her, the muscles of her pussy began to tighten around my shaft.

Heather bent over her.  “That’s it, baby, fucking come all over his cock,” she hissed out.

Seconds later Sindee cried out long and hard, her body surrendering to the monstrous orgasm tearing through her body, shaking it uncontrollably.

I felt my shaft become wet with her juices as her body kept jerking.  A good half a minute passed before the tremors subsided and she went limp in my arms.

My lips brushed over the smooth skin on her neck and she turned, pressing her lips to mine.  Heather scooted forward and coaxed both of us to allow her to join in.

The three of us kissed openly, tongues dancing and playing, swirling and slipping over one another.  It was erotic and sensual, yet light-hearted.  A spur of the moment and a perfectly in-the-moment thing to do.

And I never wanted that emotion to end.  Right now, I was living out a fantasy.  And even though the beginnings were of their doing, I wanted to go out on my terms.

I fell back from them and pushed forward, getting up from the couch.  They both gazed up at me, probably wondering what would happen next.  I didn’t keep them waiting.

“Both of you together on your knees.  I need to see those sweet asses of yours.”

They exchanged wicked, sex-tinged smiles and propped themselves up on the couch, arms on the back of the sofa.  With their bodies touching side by side, they arched their backs and shoved their asses out towards me, wiggling them in unison.

Never in my entire life had I ever lay witness to a more heavenly sight.  God, I hope I wasn’t drooling but I didn’t see how there was a way to prevent it from happening.

I was staring at two perfectly sculpted mounds of pure sin.  Heart-shaped, pronounced and unyielding in their ability to mesmerize, they commanded my complete attention.

I had to blink to break the spell.  Stepping towards Heather, I knelt down and took both of her butt cheeks in my hands, squeezing and spreading them apart.  Heather shuddered as I licked the full length of her folds, savoring the juicy, delectable nectar.  I reached the top and proceeded to press my mouth over her tight little asshole.

She let out a low groan and ground against my face.  I spanked both of her cheeks and gave them each a quick rub.

I could’ve stayed buried in her backside for ages but there was another juicy ass inches away, calling out my name. 

I scooted over towards Sindee, who immediately wiggled her backside in anticipation.  I spanked her right cheek, eliciting a squeal.  I promptly spanked the other, marveling at the firm yet pliant flesh as ripples spread out from my palm.

Leaning forward, I went straight for the tiny, puckered entrance of her asshole.  I ran the tip of my tongue around the rim in small circles, spanking her once again in the process.

Sindee moaned as I found her thick pussy lips.  I lapped away while keeping a tight grip on her buttocks.  Like Heather, Sindee did her best to grind against my face.  I relished the feeling but a few more licks and another spank later and I was back on my feet.

Heather shook her ass right away.  “Give it to me, Mr. G.,” she ordered.  I grabbed hold of my cock and positioned myself behind her.

With one push I ploughed the fat head deep within her.  Heather gasped as I grabbed hold of her hips and started pounding away.

Sindee remained right by her side, her hand rubbing over Heather’s curvy bottom.  Watching her massage the jiggling cheek as my pelvis slammed into it was incredible.  Then she spanked it hard and a fresh burst of fire tore through me.

Heather cried out as I banged in with more force, dang near picking her up off the couch in the process.

“That’s it, Mr. G., fuck her ass good,” Sindee said, delivering another spank.  Our flesh slapped together noisily as I hammered away, a constant flow of ripples spreading out over Heather’s shapely cheeks.

It was a beautiful sight, but sneaking a peek down at Sindee’s enticing ass had me wondering how it would look colliding against my stomach.

Not wanting to waste another second to find out, I slowed down and pulled out from Heather’s pussy.  I got behind Sindee and shoved my way inside, promptly launching into a fast, furious rhythm.  Sindee threw her head back and I threaded my hands through her hair.

She emitted grunt after grunt as my hips smacked her hard.  The sight was everything I thought it’d be and more.  Her butt cheeks jiggled freely and I shook my head in amazement.

Heather cheered both of us on before whispering to Sindee, “fuck his cock for me.”

At her words I stopped my forward motion and remained still, allowing Sindee to push back.

And push back she did.  She took full control, working my cock over like a pro.  She shook her ass up and down, sideways, back and forth and every other possible way along the entire length.

Even Heather was impressed.  “Damn, girl,” she said as Sindee’s ass made its way back towards my stomach one more time.

Upon contact I ground my hips slowly, spanking each cheek in turn.  I then stepped back and moved behind Heather, once again inserting myself into her.

Heather wasted no time wanting to show off her moves.  She worked it just like Sindee, so much so I swore I was seeing double.

Sindee started to shake her own ass and I reached over to slap it a few times before dropping my hand between her legs.  I slid my index finger in her damp folds and pumped it in and out.

Between my finger in one pussy and my cock in the other, the room was quickly being filled with continuous moans and groans.  Add to that the loud slapping sound of sweaty skin as I picked up my pace and the air crackled with sexual energy.

It all became too much and I knew the end was near. I gave a shout and pulled out, my hand tugging on my dick.

Heather and Sindee spun around and fell to their knees on the floor in front of me.  They cupped their breasts and opened their mouths, tongues out, awaiting the explosion.

I let out an unbridled howl and emptied what felt like a gallon of come.

Heather and Sindee squealed as hot, creamy spurts shot out.  They managed to catch a good portion of it as I tugged and tugged, making sure I milked every last drop.

They swallowed the salty droplets and I almost got hard again watching them smack their lips with satisfaction.

I let go of my cock and fell onto the couch, exhausted.  Heather and Sindee joined me and the three of us kissed and cuddled for several minutes.

Eventually we separated and I stood up.  I gazed at them sitting naked on the couch, hands still caressing each other.

I shook my head in disbelief.  I just fucked my daughter’s two best friends right in my own living room.  Girls I’d known for years prior, who tonight took charge and gave me a night I’d never forget.

My eyes fell to the front of the couch and the sexy lingerie that lay on the floor.  I couldn’t help but mention it one more time.

“You were ravishing in that, by the way,” I said to Sindee.

“Thank you.  We knew you’d like it,” she replied.

“Knew?”

“Uh-huh,” Heather added.

“But how, I mean, you may have had the intention, I’ll give you that.  But there was no guarantee.”

“Oh, don’t be so sure,” Sindee said, a naughty grin appearing on her face.

I looked from her to Heather then back.

“Well, for starters, Mary wasn’t going to be here,” Heather said.

“And there was no way in hell you were going to pass these up,” Sindee added, both of them cupping their tits at the same time for emphasis.

She had me there.  As for the other, my mind slowly grasped the situation.  “One of you persuaded Paul to stay behind one more day.”

Heather nodded.  “We can be pretty convincing when we want to be.”

“Besides, when we see something we want, nothing’s going to stand in our way,” Sindee said.

The dark and mischievous sin in their eyes had my body once more coursing with fire.  “So,” I said, taking a step towards them, “in getting what you wanted, was it everything you hoped for?”  Dear lord they better say yes.

Heather and Sindee took their hands and ran them down my arms.

“Mr. G.,” Heather said.

“Anywhere, anytime you want to fuck us with your big cock,” Sindee continued.

“Just let us know.” Heather finished.

My chest swelled with pride, not to mention my cock.  They both glanced down.

Sindee giggled.  “Why Mr. G., are you ready for round two?”

I cursed under my breath.  Of course there was no way we could do it with Mary on the verge of coming home, and they knew it as well.

“I’m sure you’ll be coming home to visit now and then?” I asked.  “Like maybe for Christmas break.”

Heather pressed her palm over my erection.  “For this, you bet your life.”

They got up off the couch and Sindee whispered in my ear, “Besides, it’s a great excuse to buy more things from Sinful Seductions.”

“Well,” I said, drawing them both into my arms, “I guess I know what to ask Santa for.”





The End
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Rachel’s Ass





Rachel





All I did was bend over.

Didn’t think much about it when I did.  I mean, why would I?

The first shout I heard came from my dad.  Actually, it sounded more like a bellow.  “Did you just look at my daughter’s ass?”

Next came a woman’s scream.  By the time I straightened myself back up and turned around, the consequences of my simple action became crystal clear: my dad had punched Mr. Wilson in the face.

I’m quite sure he would’ve loved to get in several more, but a few of the neighborhood men were holding him back.

My mom didn’t waste a second getting involved.  “What the hell are you thinking?” she yelled at my dad.

“Why don’t you ask him what he was doing staring at Rachel’s ass?” he yelled back.

Mr. Wilson got back on his feet, rubbing his jaw.  His wife stood nearby, wanting to help, but at the same time wishing not to draw any more attention to the situation.

Eventually things settled back down and the party went on for a few more hours.  Daddy loved to bar-b-q and today’s neighborhood gathering was nothing more than an excuse to show off his new grill.

As for me, I remained somewhat in a state of shock.

Even later that night as I lay in bed, my mind was still a whirr of thoughts and emotions.  Did Mr. Wilson really stare at my ass?

Secretly, I hoped he did.  Mr. Wilson was cute, in a sort of normal, fun-loving way.  He wasn’t really tall, had no six-pack stomach or chiseled muscles.  No thick, dark hair.

But I’d had a crush on him since my freshman year in high school.  Then senior year came around and two things happened.

First, my best friend Erica slept with an older man and couldn’t keep her mouth shut about it.  “Man, they sure know how to please a woman,” she’d say over and over.  “Much better than the boys we’ve got to deal with.”

Second, I overheard my mom and Mrs. Wilson casually talking over tea and homemade scones while seated in our kitchen.  I still remember standing outside the door, and the naughty warmth that shot to my core when Mrs. Wilson let slip her husband was very well hung.

From that day on I’d have these fantasies of him all naked and sweaty, fucking me on my bed like there was no tomorrow.

A soft moan escaped from my lips as my right hand dipped inside my cotton panties.  While my fingers were busy moving in hot little circles, my other hand nudged the hem of my nightshirt up over my breasts.

I cupped one and squeezed the firm flesh before finding the large, stiffening nipple with my thumb and forefinger.  Pulling and twisting the dark brown peak brought another moan as now I pictured Mr. Wilson on top of me, thrusting his large cock into my tight pussy again and again.

For now two of my fingers were standing in for him, jabbing away until my hips began to buck and a wave of pleasure washed over me, engulfing my fingers in a sweet cream.

Dear lord, just thinking about this afternoon had me so fucking horny.  I often wondered if Mr. Wilson felt the same way about me, and today’s events were the first hint at the answer.

If it turned out he did indeed stare at my ass, I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.





*****


 


Mr. Wilson





It’d been so worth it.

As I stood in the shower and rubbed my still-sore jaw, I had no regrets.  Even the hour-plus lecture and fight I’d had with the wife when we got home was a small price to pay for the sight my eyes beheld this afternoon.

Rachel’s ass was so fucking perfect in every way imaginable:  big, round and wonderfully pronounced.  And when she bent over to pick up the napkin she’d dropped, hardly bending at the knees to do so, I had all I could do to restrain myself from giving those drool-inducing butt cheeks a nice, hard spank.

I took hold of my cock in a loose fist and began to jack off right there in the shower.

Sure she was my neighbor’s daughter, and I’d known her for what seemed like forever, but it wasn’t until a year ago that I noticed she was turning into one hell of a woman.

I’d just gotten home from work, with barely enough time to drop the briefcase down on the kitchen table and loosen the tie when the doorbell rang.

I swear, if it was somebody selling something…

Half-grumbling, I made my way to the front door.  Upon opening it I, along with my cock, immediately perked up.

A five foot four vision of beauty and seduction greeted my eyes, wearing nothing but a skimpy, spaghetti-strap tank top and a pair of jean shorts way too small for her hips.

Was this Rachel, my neighbor’s daughter from across the street?

“Hey, Mr. Wilson,” she said, flashing me one of the cutest, most adorable smiles I’d ever seen.

I was instantly smitten.  “I almost didn’t recognize you.  What’d you do with the Rachel I used to know?”

She giggled.  “It’s the same me, silly.  I’m just all grown up now.”  She smiled again and held up a couple of envelopes that looked suspiciously like bills.

“It seems the mailman put these in the wrong mailbox,” she said, handing them over to me.

“Thanks.”

“No problem.  See you around.”

And with that she turned and started to walk away.  My mouth dropped open as the bottom of her butt cheeks were doing everything they could to peek out of her shorts.

My gaze remained steady on her ass as it bobbed, swayed and jiggled its way down our porch, driveway, and across the street.  In fact, I didn’t stop staring until she disappeared into her house.

It’s safe to say I fell in love with her ass and from then on, anytime I saw her, I always tried to catch a glimpse.

Over time, I’d gotten in some pretty good eyefuls but man, nothing like today.  Seeing her bent over like that re-ignited every sort of dirty thought I’d ever had.

The warm water splashed over me as my hand increased in speed.  I imagined she was here with me right now, bracing herself against the shower wall, shoving her backside out towards me as I fucked her tight, hungry pussy.

I could see her ass colliding with my stomach, picturing the way the subsequent shockwaves spread out across her fleshy cheeks.  I heard the wet, slapping sound of our skin and her constant cries to fuck her harder and harder.

Before I knew it my cock exploded, shooting several large spurts of come onto the tiled floor.  Damn, I couldn’t believe how much I came.

As I finished washing and cleaning up I felt a slight pang.  Sure, I could dream and fantasize about it, but that’d be all I’d ever be able to do.

She was twenty-some odd years younger.  My neighbor’s daughter.  The chance of me being able to fuck her was pretty much zero.  I sighed.  Oh well, at the very least I’d always have this afternoon’s image seared into my brain.  And for that, it’d been worth it.





*****





Rachel


 


The next day at school was a total wash.  I more than likely failed my math test, totally zoned out in English, and it was a minor miracle I didn’t blow up the school in my chemistry class.

The reason was simple:  I couldn’t keep the incident from yesterday out of my head.  Well, more precisely, I couldn’t keep the thought of Mr. Wilson and his cock out of my head.  And Erica certainly wasn’t helping matters.

“You go, girl,” were the first words out of her mouth when I’d told her that morning.  “Damn, that’s so fucking awesome.  I have to admit I’m a little jealous.”

I looked at her quizzically.  “You are?”

“Shit, yeah, I’d fuck him.  He’s cute in that sort of, I don’t know, cute way.”

I giggled.  “Yeah, I’ve been harboring some secret crush on him for quite a while.”

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed,” Erica replied.

Good god, had it been that obvious?

“You know my advice,” Erica continued.  “If the opportunity presents itself, you better grab it by the hands, both of them if he’s a big as his wife says.”

I shook my head.  “I don’t know, I mean, man, if my dad ever found out…”

“Girl, listen to me, I’m serious.  Take it from someone who’s been there.  I promise you, you won’t regret it.”

I sighed.  Maybe she was right.

The walk home from school certainly gave me plenty to think about.  When would I see him again?  How would I react?  More importantly, how would he react?

Whatever the answers, by the time I reached our front porch I was ready to plop down in front of the television and zone out.  It was just too much for one day.

 “Mom, I’m home,” I yelled, closing the door behind me and heading straight for the living room.

My foot barely hit the large area rug when I stopped dead in my tracks.  There, on the couch, sat Mr. Wilson, a tall glass of lemonade in his hand.

He looked so relaxed and sexy in his loose fitting tee and faded blue jeans, complimented perfectly by a warm and inviting smile.

My mom spoke up from her chair near the fireplace.  “Dear, I invited Mr. Wilson over to apologize for yesterday.  And don’t tell your father, you know how he still is.”

Suddenly the phone rang.

“Excuse me,” she said to Mr. Wilson before dashing into the kitchen.

And just like that I found myself alone with him!

Now what?

Somewhere in my head I’d had this all figured out.  I’d be witty, charming and of course, sexy.  I’d tease him little by little until he couldn’t stand it any longer.  And when his breaking point came, he’d take hold of me, rip off my clothes and fuck me senseless.

But all I did was stand there stiff as a board.  So much for taking advantage of the situation.





*****





Mr. Wilson





As soon as Rachel entered the room my cock immediately perked up.  In fact, I had to shift my legs to hide my growing excitement.

Seriously, what were the odds?  I mean, I was surprised to even be here.

When my wife told me that her mom wanted me to come over I was a bit skeptical, not to mention a tad embarrassed.  After all, I really did stare at her daughter’s ass.

But at my wife’s insistence I came over and for the past twenty minutes or so enjoyed a cool glass of lemonade and casual talk.  She’d apologized more than once for her husband’s behavior.

“I’m not really sure what got into him.  I’ve never known him to act like that before, and to make such an accusation…”

I replied it was no big deal and that I could see it from his point of view.

Next thing I knew the front door opened and in walked the most gorgeous woman on earth.

And now?  The two of us were just staring at each other.

I racked my brain wondering what might be going through her head.  Was she as nervous as I was?

It was hard to tell, although honestly I wasn’t spending much time trying to read her expression.  My attention was mainly focused on her tight, curvy body.  She might have the best ass around, but Rachel was the whole package, from head to toe.

Her hair was a wonderful blend of dark chocolate with lighter, almost tan streaks highlighting the soft, wavy texture as it spilled down over her shoulders.  Mischievous brown eyes sparkled above a set of lush, moist lips.

Her breasts sat high, encased in a tight fitting tee shirt designed to show off their firm, round shape.  A hint of her midriff was visible, the pure, brown complexion of her skin vibrant even from my distance.

And dear lord she had on black leggings that clung to her hips, thighs and every inch of her legs.

Oh, how I wanted to whip out my cock and start tugging away.  How on earth could this girl look so damn sexy?

Then the unthinkable happened.

“Hey,” her mom said, reappearing from the kitchen.  “That was your brother.  Seems like his ride home from soccer practice fell through.  Your dad’s going to be a little late tonight so I’m off to go pick him up.  Be a dear and stay with Mr. Wilson.  Oh no, you stay and finish your lemonade,” she said when I made a move to get up.  “Rachel here will keep you entertained.”

I nearly fell off the couch.





*****





Rachel


 


One minute later my mom left.

My heart was beating loudly and I’m sure he knew from the rise and fall of my breasts that my breathing had turning heavy.  I closed my eyes in an attempt to try and regain some composure.

Honestly, Rachel, could you be acting any more dorky in front of him?  What did Erica say again?

If the opportunity presents itself, grab it by both hands.

I took a deep breath and opened my eyes.

Erica, I said to myself, you better be right on this.

Mustering up some courage, I opened my mouth.  “So, can I ask you a question?”

I think I startled him because he blinked several times before smiling.  “Yeah, of course, anything.”

“Did you really stare at my ass?”  I couldn’t believe the words left my lips but damn it, I had to know, for better or worse.

He sat there for a moment like he was trying to work something out, trying to find a way to express what he was thinking.

Oh my god, he really did!  I felt my body flush with heat, sending a naughty warmth straight down to the juncture between my thighs.

He cleared his throat.  “I can’t lie to you, Rachel.  I did.”

I saw the relief exit his body as he exhaled.  However he felt about it, right or wrong, it was out in the open now.

I grinned.  “Bet your wife loved that.”

He shook his head and chuckled.  “Well, between my sore jaw and her hour long lecture I’d say it was quite the eventful night.  But you know what?  I have no regrets.  In fact, I’d do it again in a heartbeat.”

My breath caught and I swore the temperature in the room grew by several degrees.  A flurry of sinful thoughts, each one dirtier than the last, began to swirl in my head.

“Soo,” I said, dropping my backpack to the floor and taking a step towards the couch, “what would happen if I bent over for you right now?”

He cleared his throat, a serious expression crossing his face.  “Rachel, you do that, and I swear I can’t be held responsible for what might happen.”





*****













Below are the first two chapters of Texas Heat, the first book in The Texas Heat Trilogy.









Chapter One





It may have been futile but I decided to crank up the car’s air conditioner anyway.  The commute home was bad enough on a cool day but throw in an eighty-hour work week mixed with a scorching Texas summer day, don’t forget to stir in a long list of chores the wife had ready for me this weekend, well, I’d be lucky to make it to next week alive.

I loosened my tie and tilted all of the vents towards my face.  If this heat didn’t let up soon I was seriously asking for a transfer to Alaska.

I turned onto my street and sighed.  Driving past the uniform brick houses the only thing on my mind was a nice cold shower and a soft pillow.  The chores had waited several weeks, so why not one more?  A smile broke on my face.  Yeah, that was the ticket.  I’d just explain to my wife the situation and that would be that.  Simple.

My smile faded, remembering quite vividly the stern look I received after dodging the chores last weekend.  There were better chances of a blizzard appearing then pulling that little number off two weeks in a row.

I pulled into my driveway and killed the air conditioner.  Home sweet home.  Briefcase in hand I exited the car, the punishing heat wasting no time smacking my body, evaporating what little energy remained.

Tiny drops of sweat beaded on my brow as the front door to my house stared me down, daring me to enter.  If only there was a way to kill another hour.

My savior came in the form of a voice calling out.  I turned and saw my neighbor’s daughter, Tina, out washing her mom’s car.  At least, I thought it was Tina.  I blinked to make sure it wasn’t some kind of mirage.  It’d been some years but damn, what a difference college made.

The shy, young girl I remembered had blossomed into one hell of a woman.  She waved excitedly and motioned for me to come over.  Not one to turn down an excuse for leaving the chores I wasted no time in heading across the street.  At the base of her driveway my cock stirred from its deep slumber.

Tina was five foot five of seductive danger.  A thin white tee shirt clung deliciously to the impressive contours of her chest, the bottom tied into a knot that hung invitingly above her belly button.  Her tan, toned tummy gave way to a fluorescent orange high-riding bikini bottom. 

She dropped the spray nozzle in the soap bucket and bounded up to give me a surprise hug, almost knocking me to the ground in the process.  “Hey stranger,” she said, her arms draped around my neck.

“Hey stranger, yourself,” I replied, returning her hug the best I could with my free hand.  “I’m not the one who’s been gone for several years.”

Tina stepped back, raising her right hand.  “Guilty as charged,” she said, her lips curving into a heart-stopping smile.

I found myself wearing a wide, very stupid looking grin.  God I hope I didn’t look like a complete idiot but I couldn’t help myself.  Her sheer presence and cheery attitude made me feel like an awkward teenager all over again.  Now if I could only think straight enough to carry on a decent conversation.  “So how’s college?”

“Could be better.  I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to get out of there and take a break for awhile.”

“You’re only two hours away.  Can’t you get home on the weekends?”

Tina shrugged and tilted her head.  “Not much here.  One of the reasons I left in the first place.”

I couldn’t argue with her there.  Sometimes the thought of running away from it all sounded very tempting.  But a responsible, forty-year old man never did such things.  There were worse fates.

“But what about you?  Still stuck in that cubicle?”

Her straightforwardness caught me a little off guard.  Was she psychic or was the toll of my job that obvious.  Time to raise my hand.  “Guilty.”

Tina let out a laugh.  “You better be careful, those places tend to suck the life right out of you.”  Her eyes flicked downward, giving me the once over.  “But it hasn’t gotten to you yet.  You’re still looking good.”

My heart skipped.  A compliment?  Did she just flirt with me?  My mind raced with several thoughts, most of them naughty.  “Thanks, I think.”

Tina continued to stare, her large green eyes barely blinking.  I shifted, a bit uneasy at the sudden attention.

“Uh, I should be getting back over to my house.  The wife has a list of chores for me to be doing.”

“That sucks,” she said and turned around.  My cock stiffened when I realized she was wearing a thong.  The orange material quickly disappeared between two of the most perfect, full and rounded butt cheeks I’d ever laid eyes on.

I remained riveted to her impressive bottom as she sauntered back towards the car, the gentle bob and sway of her ass holding me in a hypnotic trance.

After what seemed like minutes Tina finally reached the car.  She bent over at the waist to pick up the large sponge soaking in the bucket, causing her bikini-covered pussy to bulge out from between those luscious cheeks.

I almost lost it right then and there.  I sent up a quick prayer that she would go into the house before I found myself giving in to temptation.  But Tina wasn’t about to give me any respite.  She took the sponge and proceeded to lean over the hood and scrub away.

It was something right out of a beer commercial.  I mean, it was just a young woman out washing a car but damn if Tina wasn’t turning it into the hottest, most erotic act on the planet.  She stood on her tiptoes, reaching out for the middle of the hood.  The tips of her breasts were rubbing against the slick surface as she moved the sponge in large circles, the water slowly soaking into her white tee shirt.

My cock felt like it might very well burst right through my pants.  And forget the brutal temperature outside, it couldn’t compare to the intense heat boiling inside me.  I found myself so caught up in the experience of it all I barely noticed when she turned back around.

I quickly used my briefcase to cover the noticeable bulge in my pants.  I’m sure I looked rather ridiculous, standing there straight as a board.  My thoughts were validated when she cocked her head.

“You okay?” she asked.  I managed a nod.  “Don’t you have to be getting home?”

“Well, I, uh…”  I took one of my sleeves and wiped the sweat off my brow.  “It’s just this damn heat.  I never could get used to it.”  Great.  Forget about making a dignified exit now.

Suddenly a blast of cold water hit me square in the chest.  I stumbled back, soaked, my briefcase hitting the cement driveway.  Tina doubled over with laughter, dropping the spray nozzle in the process.

I wasted no time exacting my revenge.  I leapt forward and snatched the hose and in a matter of seconds had the spray nozzle at the ready, aimed directly at Tina.

She barely recovered when she realized what was about to happen.  Her eyes widened right as the first blast of water found its mark.  She let out a squeal, her hands flying up in defense before she decided to make a mad dash across the front lawn for the side of the house.

I dropped the hose and gave chase, giddy as a young boy playing out in the summer sun.  It was as if all of my cares in the world stayed behind with my briefcase, the shackles of responsibility breaking away with every step.  My only focus now was Tina.

Halfway around the side of the house I managed to catch up, grabbing and picking her up by the waist.  Tina screamed and giggled as I spun her around, the feel of her warm, soft body overwhelming my senses.

“Put me down,” she pleaded.  I didn’t want to let go but our momentum slowed.  We both broke out in laughter as her feet landed back on the grass.  I leaned over to catch my breath and realized Tina had gone quiet.

I raised my head to find her round eyes swirling with an unspoken hunger.  Her chocolate brown hair was wet and stringy, the strands falling and resting on her shoulders.  The thick, dark tips of her nipples were now clearly visible through the wet, thin cotton of her tee shirt.

My heart pounded in my chest.  What was she thinking?  Were her thoughts as dirty as mine?  The answer came when she sprang forward and threw her arms around my neck, her lips connecting to mine with a youthful ferocity.

I returned her kiss hard, my hands meeting at the small of her back.  Our heads cocked to either side as our tongues danced and explored.

Her hands dropped away from my neck and went to work at my belt and zipper.  I couldn’t resist lowering one of my hands down to the swell of her ass, grabbing one of those sweet cheeks and giving it a firm squeeze.  Good lord it felt amazing in my hand.

Seconds later Tina broke our kiss, my belt buckle giving way to her nimble fingers.  She wasted no time yanking my pants and underwear down.  Dropping to the grass she took my cock into her hand and pumped it vigorously with a loose fist.  I no sooner looked down then her lips wrapped themselves over the swollen head.  They instantly reached the base before withdrawing back to the tip, leaving a coating of saliva in their wake.

I threw my head back and groaned as her mouth and tongue began to work their incredible magic.  Tina sucked hungry and hard, her efforts creating an unbelievable suction to the point I thought my knees might buckle.

It was then I realized that although we were on the side of the house, we were more or less visible to the rest of the neighborhood.  Glancing right, I could see the inside of my living room through the large bay window.  Had my wife seen us?

A wave of guilt washed over me.  What the hell was I doing?  Just getting a world-class blowjob a tiny voice reminded me.  I heard a small popping sound as Tina’s lips relinquished their grip on my cock.  She pumped her hand a few more times, pure lust emanating from her eyes as they met mine.

I reached under her arms and guided her back to her feet.  “Tina, I don’t think I should be doing --”

Tina moved back against the side of the house, flanked by some rather large bushes.  But it wasn’t this new found area of privacy that caught my attention.  Both of her thumbs were hooked under the elastic of her thong and were dragging the material over her hips and down her legs.

She stepped out of it one foot at a time and flung it to the side.  The knot in her tee shirt had come undone and the hem hung loose above her neatly trimmed bush.  Her right hand slid through the soft curls and came to a rest over her pussy.

I wet my lips watching her index finger stroke her clit in soft, circular motions.  Tina bent her legs, a small sound escaping from her lips as her finger disappeared between the slick folds.

Damn this girl was one hell of a persuader.  Cursing under my breath, I took a step forward when out of nowhere the muted sound of a phone ringing came through the window above Tina.  I froze in my tracks.

The phone stopped but seconds later the back door opened and the voice of Tina’s mom echoed from the patio deck.  Diving into the bushes probably wasn’t the best solution so I remained in my spot and prayed she didn’t peek around the corner.  Forget the embarrassment, life as I knew it would be pretty much over.

“What?” she said, “Oh, outside somewhere, hopefully staying out of trouble.”  Tina gave me a wink at that one.  “Sure, I can be ready in five minutes.  Sounds great.”

The push of a button and her mom’s receding footsteps back into the house allowed me to breathe again.  I glanced over at Tina.  A devilish smile spread across her face.  She lifted up her index finger and motioned me over.  It was now or never and I knew I’d never forgive myself if I passed up this opportunity.

With my pants still around my ankles I shuffled over to Tina, our mouths smashing together.  In one smooth motion I cupped her ass and lifted her up against the side of the house, her calves clamping to the back of my thighs.

Tina let out a soft cry as my cock pushed through the wet, tight walls of her pussy.  With her arms wrapped around my neck and her breasts pushing into my chest I started to guide her up and down the slippery length of my shaft.  She broke our kiss and rested her forehead on mine, her eyes darkening with a primal need.

Her upper lip curled as I picked up the pace.  My fingers dug further into her cheeks, squeezing and pulling them in time to the increasing rhythm.  Tiny whimpers of pleasure escaped from her lips.  She rested her chin on my shoulder, her warm breath tickling my ear.  “Your cock feels so good,” she moaned, bouncing with more and more urgency.

Time must have flown because without warning a car pulled into the driveway.  It must be her dad!  “Damn it,” Tina hissed.  I hesitated for a split second but Tina tightened her grip around my neck.  “Don’t you stop fucking me,” she cried.

The car door slammed shut.  I prayed he wouldn’t come looking for her right away after seeing the soap bucket and a half-washed car but we were way past the point of no return.  My cock was buried deep in his daughter’s pussy a few yards away from him and that fact alone had me on the verge of exploding.

Tina read my mind.  “I want to feel you come deep inside me,” she managed between breaths.  She must have seen the question in my eyes.  “The pill.”

Sweat flew from both of our bodies as Tina bounced uncontrollably.  She was becoming more vocal, not seeming to care her dad might hear.  I felt her muscles contract right before she was launched into a powerful orgasm.  She buried her face in my neck to muffle her screams of ecstasy.

It couldn’t have been more than a couple of seconds later and I joined her, emptying everything I had and then some.  My breath came in large gasps as I held onto her tight, reveling in the heat of her body and the twitching of her pussy.

Her grip around my neck loosened, an expression of total satisfaction covering her face.  I leaned in for a kiss when we both heard the front door open and her dad calling out for her.  Both of our eyes turned wide and I set her back down on the ground.  I pulled up my pants and fumbled to get my belt buckled.  Tina snatched up her thong from the ground and slipped it back on.

We gave each other the once over to make sure we were somewhat halfway presentable before heading back around to the front.  No sooner than we rounded the corner we bumped into her dad.

His eyes narrowed with suspicion but Tina smoothed him over with a big hug and kiss.  I reached out my hand.  “Hello, Tom.”

“Frank.”  He shook my hand.  “Your briefcase is lying out in my driveway.”

I tried to come up with an answer when Tina told him she was showing me the improvements he made to the patio and sundeck.  Tom swelled with pride.

“What did you think?  Did I do pretty well?”

I smiled at Tina.  “The best I’ve ever seen.”





Chapter Two





I couldn’t get Tina out of my mind.  It’d been two days but the whole event played out in my head over and over.  The sweet, hypnotic bob and sway of that ass as she walked towards the car.  The way her breasts and nipples strained against the wet material of her tee shirt.  The way her lips looked wrapped around my cock.  The smell of her hair and the soft feel of her skin.  Her warm breath in my ear.  Her tight, wet pussy.

It all happened so fast I had to keep telling myself it actually happened.  That I actually had wild, impromptu sex with my next door neighbor’s daughter.  Hot coed daughter.

Normally mowing the back yard in the middle of a hot summer day would be pure suicide but thoughts of Tina kept me properly distracted.  In fact, I couldn’t help but keep a giddy expression on my face.  Good thing the wife didn’t see me like this.

Speaking of my wife, she obviously hadn’t glanced out the bay window.  Tina’s name never came up when I closed the front door, my appearance somewhat disheveled.

“What happened to you, you look exhausted?”

I set my briefcase down on the table.  “Honey, this is what an eighty hour work week will do to you.  I can’t even feel my legs right now.”  No way was I telling her the real reason why.  “A cold shower and a good meal are the only things on my mind right now.”  That and Tina.

The cold shower hadn’t helped.  Sure it washed away Tina’s scent and the water did feel good on my muscles but thoughts of what happened got me hot all over again.

I hung the towel back up over the shower rod and caught my reflection in the mirror.  Not bad for a forty year old but I wondered what in the world Tina saw in me.  I didn’t have any super-cut muscle, no sparkling blue eyes or tousled hair.  Nope, just plain ol’ Frank.

But the look in her eye right before we kissed had been passionate, serious.  Like she knew what she wanted, consequences be damned.  I mean, she knew I was still married, that I was twice her age, that I was her neighbor.  But none of it seemed to matter to her.  The recklessness of youth, perhaps?

I shook my head as I pushed the lawnmower around the yard.  I kept wondering if Tina would call or stop by, give me some type of sign or word as to how she felt.  Heaven forbid if she told my wife, but I didn’t think it likely.  Why cause waves if there was no real reason, no ulterior motive.  Besides, if this had been some kind of trap or blackmail, it would’ve happened by now.

I scolded myself for letting my mind think all kinds of crazy like this.  I’d always been prone to over analyzing situations.  Great for a software tester, not so much in the real world.

Halfway through the yard I turned off the lawnmower.  I needed a break and a glass of some cold lemonade sounded more than satisfying.  I opened the back door to the kitchen and found my wife with the phone to her ear.  She saw me and with her finger ordered me to stay put.

My heart skipped a beat.  Had I been found out?  Had Tina told?  Maybe her parents somehow discovered our little secret?

My wife let out a quick laugh.  “Hold on, he’s right here.”  She handed the phone over to me.  “For you.  It’s Tina.”

I took the phone, hoping to hell she didn’t catch the eager look on my face.  “What does she want?”

“Do I look like your secretary?”

I put the phone up to my ear and with my wife standing next to me said, “Hello?”

“Mr. Tompkins, how are you?”  her voice straightforward.  And what was with the mister?

“I’m fine.  Yourself?”

“Oh, you know how I’m doing,” she said, a sultry tone caressing me through the phone.

Now what the hell was that supposed to mean?  Was she being sarcastic?  Damn trying to read the mind of a twenty year old.

“Well, that’s good to hear.”

Tina laughed and I didn’t blame her one bit.  I couldn’t sound more nerdy if I tried.  “Is your wife still there?”

“Yes.”

“So you can’t really talk?”

“No.”

My wife eyed me quizzically and I shrugged my shoulders.  Honestly, I had no idea where this was going.

Tina continued.  “Tell her I want to ask you a few questions about your job, you know, what it’s like.  I’m thinking of switching my major.”

I didn’t know what to say.  Tina sensed it.

“Trust me.”

Curious as to what she really wanted I put the phone down to my shoulder.  “She wants to talk about my job.  She’s thinking of switching majors.”

My wife rolled her eyes and made a fake yawn, hand and all.  She shook her head and left the room.  I’ll be damned.  I put the phone back up to my ear.  “It worked.”

“Of course.”

“How--”

“Let’s face it, you have a boring job.”  That hurt.  “Your wife knows it as well.  Believe me when I say she has absolutely no interest in what you do on a daily basis.  As long as you bring home a paycheck, she’s happy.”

I walked over to the sink, not liking where this was going.  “Oh, I don’t know.  I think you’re underestimating her quite a bit.”

“Really?”  She sounded like that was a challenge.  “When was the last time you fucked?”

“Excuse me?”

“Simple question, simple answer.”

“Tina, that’s not any of your business.”  There, done.

“Oh, you’re not getting off that easy.  C’mon, I’m curious.  I bet you it’s been six months.”

“I’m not telling.”

“I knew it.  God, how can you stand it?”

I switched the phone over to my other ear.  I wanted to raise my voice but the last thing I needed was my wife coming back in.  “For your information we did it last month.”  Okay, that didn’t come out right.

“You mean you had sex.”

“Same thing.”

“Okay, remember a couple of days ago?”  How could I forget?  “That was fucking.  Pure, wild, out of control.  Amazing.”  Not only did she emphasize the last word, she drew it out.

She liked it!  A warm feeling grew in my groin.  Sometimes, no matter what the circumstances, a little validation is nice to hear.  “Thank you.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you.  I’ve never come that hard before.”

A wide grin broke out on my face.  I couldn’t help it.

“But back to your wife.  Let me guess, she was on her back, you were on top and the lights were out.”

“There was a nightlight.”  Why couldn’t I think before I spoke?  Tina erupted with laughter.  “What’s your point?”

“You and your wife had sex.  We fucked.  Big diff.”

All right, she had me there.  But being a little selfish, I wanted to hear some more about me.  “So, you liked it, huh?”

“God yes.  Did you?”

Ah, the moment of truth.  Might as well admit it.  “Hottest sex I’ve ever had.  In fact, I can’t get it out of my head.  I keep picturing it over and over.”

I heard what I thought was a sigh.  A whimper maybe?  “Tina, you there?”

“I’m in my bedroom.  On my bed.  I’ve got this really, really tight tee shirt on and a pair of thong panties.”

Dear lord help me.  I grabbed onto the sink to keep from falling over.  “What color?” I blurted out.

“Blue.  They’re a peek-a-boo lace material.  I can feel them now with my fingers.”

My heart kicked into a fluttering pace and my cock stiffened.  I couldn’t believe I was standing in my kitchen talking dirty over the phone with my neighbor’s daughter.  With my wife in the next room.  What the hell was I thinking?  It was as if I had no control over the words coming out of my mouth.

“I wish I was there.  I wish it were my fingers between your legs, pushing your panties aside and rubbing your pussy.”  Okay, I was officially possessed.

Tina let out a moan and I could tell she was enjoying this.  If I thought it possible I’d have my pants down, pleasuring myself right along with her.  But for now I concentrated on keeping her aroused with my words.

“I can see me lowering my mouth, sucking on your clit, tasting the sweet --”

“Stop.”

What?  Had I gone too far?

“I need to see you again.  Now.”

Now?  My senses came back in a flash.  “Tina, it’s getting late.  I’ll be eating dinner here in a bit.”

“I can’t wait, Mr. Tompkins.”  She purred the words.  “What time does your wife go to bed?”

“Nine.”  My cock pushed hard on my pants.

“Make any excuse you want but I’m coming over there tonight.  And Mr. Tompkins?”

“Yes?”

“That pun was definitely intended.”

With those words she hung up, leaving me at the counter with my mouth hanging wide open.  What the hell was I supposed to do now?  Was she serious?  Of course, I told myself.  Still, I knew Tina wasn’t stupid.  A little bit reckless maybe, but not stupid.  If she came over she wouldn’t make it obvious as to her true intentions.

So what should I tell my wife?  My mind raced.  Don’t over analyze it, keep it simple.  Okay, the phone call had been her asking questions about my job.  Stay with that.  Maybe she wanted to see some of the software I worked with.

More like the hardware.  I snorted.  This was becoming a little overwhelming.  Just the thought of it all made me nervous, excited and immensely turned on.  Did she really intend to have sex in our house?  With my wife upstairs?

The tone in her voice made it pretty clear.  My cock was heavy and eager at the thought of being with her again and it wasn’t going to be for a couple of hours yet.

I paced back and forth, mulling over the situation when my wife came back into the kitchen.  “I hope you didn’t bore her to tears.”  She opened the refrigerator and pulled out the casserole she prepped earlier.

“For your information she was very excited to hear what I had to say.”  There was something very awesome about being able to tell the truth without telling the truth.

My wife gave me a yeah right look and bent over to put the casserole in the oven.  I stared at her ass and realized I wasn’t getting half as turned on as I did when I saw Tina’s.  Maybe I was getting annoyed.  Did she really think my job was boring and dumb?

“She wants to come over later tonight and check out some of the software systems I use.  You know, kind of get a taste of what it’s like.  She seems really interested.”

She closed the oven and shot me a suspicious look.

“Hey, I can’t help it if she wants to know a little more.  What was I going to do, say no?  I’m sure it won’t take long.”

“I hope not.  I haven’t been sleeping well and I need to get a good night’s rest.”

“Have any sleeping pills?”

She nodded.  “Just keep it down.  But I guess that won’t be a problem.  Not like you’ll get rowdy.”

Another knock.  The more my wife kept talking the more Tina made sense.  Maybe it was me, maybe the time spent at my job, but the passion in our lives left something to be desired.  “I need to finish the lawn.”

“Dinner will be in an hour.”

I nodded and headed back out, not quite sure how the rest of the evening would unfold.  The only thing I did know for certain was that it would be a night to remember.
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for my soulmate,

first and foremost in my heart, my mind, and in my every action.  i love you





to veronica, who like me, has a tale to tell
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