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Angie

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Deb
answered, with Ginger standing behind her.

“Hey hot stuff!” Deb said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The couch
where Nathan usually sat watching football was empty.

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

A real
man’s man type.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I
also saw a distinct lack of panty lines.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My
panties were soaked.

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

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

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

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

"Come
on," I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then the
bedroom door opened and the light came on.

“What in the fuck is going on here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s not my problem,” he said.

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

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

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

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

“No,” he said.

“Not even this?” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He can be in on it, too,” I said.

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

“You guys get dressed…” Nathan started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, daddy!” Ginger said.

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

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

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

“Oh, please!” Ginger added.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, shit!” I said.

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

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

“You shouldn’t…” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded,
so did Ginger.

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

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

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

"Now both
of you," Nathan said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You
smell so fucking good," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

I jerked
at the sudden pressure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt
empty without him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was
ready to cum again.

Then
Nathan grabbed my hand and wrenched it away.

“No!” I pouted.

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

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

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

I was in
ecstasy. My body lit up.

He pulled
himself out again after one thrust.

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

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

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

“I want your cum, daddy,” I said.

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

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

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

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

I think
he saw the hunger in my eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But must
of all I wanted his load.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Because
it would also feel so good.

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

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

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

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

“Yes, daddy,” Ginger said.

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

“Yes,” we both said together.

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

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

“We’ll see,” I replied.
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"I don't
think we should," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come on,
baby," Evan said.

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

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

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

Not until
I knew it really was serious between us.

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

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

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

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

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

There was
something evil in me, I knew.

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

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

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

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

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

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The flush
of heat low in my stomach withered.

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

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

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

"Maybe,"
I said.

It turned
out we made the right call after all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I am," I
said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come
on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long
drive."
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