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	Leah discovered the affair entirely by accident. And once she found out about it, she could think of nothing else.

	She and Nicole often hung out over at Jackie's house. Especially in that last summer between high school and college.

	It was a good spot: just across the street from her own house and pretty close to Nicole's.

	The three of them had all known each other pretty much forever. In fact, they couldn't really remember a time when they weren't in each other's lives.

	The three of them were practically sisters. Like 18-year-old triplets. But not.

	But then Leah noticed Nicole going over to Jackie's house by herself a lot. At first, Leah burned up with juvenile jealousy. Why was Jackie having Nicole over and not her?

	She even confronted Jackie about it a couple of days ago, demanding to know why Nicole kept coming over.

	Jackie responded by telling her that she hadn't been home all week and hadn't even texted Nicole once.

	Leah wasn't sure why she did it at the time, but she stopped pushing the issue. No, instead she watched.

	She watched Nicole come over, prance her cute butt up to the front porch, ring the bell, and get let in.

	And every time that happened, it was Jackie's dad, Wyatt, who opened the door. Every single time.

	Not only that, but Leah also noticed that every time Nicole came over, Jackie wasn't home. Neither was Wyatt's wife, Jackie's mom.

	When Leah put two and two together and figured it out, she clapped both hands over her wide-open mouth, mumbling, "Holy shit, holy shit..." the whole time.

	And the more she thought about it, the more it made sense. Nicole always seemed to be eye-fucking Wyatt every chance she got. Every time she got caught she turned it into some sort of joke, but now Leah knew the truth.

	That Nicole had a thing for older men. For daddies. And apparently that Wyatt had a thing for younger women. Much younger women. Girls the same age as his own daughter.

	Leah's first impulse was to tell Jackie. This was an incredible betrayal of trust from a friend so close she could be a sister.

	She even picked up her phone and started typing out a long text to Jackie, but she put it down.

	"She probably won't even believe it," Leah reasoned out loud, "I mean, I don't even have any sort of proof."

	So she waited, snapping pics on her phone every time Nicole showed up. She hoped that maybe she might catch them making out or something through an accidentally open window or something, but no dice.

	And the more she waited, the more she thought. The more she wondered. Like what did Nicole see in Wyatt?

	Did he have a really big thing? Was he really good at going down on a girl? Was it just how taboo and fucked up the whole thing was that got her off?

	Leah had to admit to herself that all this was getting her kind of hot and bothered. She imagined what it must be like. The way her heart would pound as she climbed up those steps. As Wyatt let her into the house. As he folded her into his arms and kissed her. Would he grab her by the ass and give it an appreciative squeeze?

	Would he make her moan his name?

	It didn't take long before one of Leah's hands found its way between her thighs during her surveillance.

	And it wasn't long after that that she started doing this sans panties. 

	She couldn't remember the last fantasy that got her so horny and wet.

	And finally it wasn't long after she started her physical fantasy that she needed more.

	Luckily, she didn't have to wait long. Jackie went out with her mom, leaving Wyatt home all by his lonesome.

	And then it happened, just as Leah knew it would.

	She watched from her window. "That little slut..." Leah muttered, well-aware of the jealousy in her voice as she watched Nicole mince her way down the street.

	Never mind that she'd put on some skimpy, slutty clothes of her own. Including a string thong that was barely even an excuse for panties.

	She waited until the ritual went as usual: Nicole going up the steps, Wyatt letting her in, all that.

	Then she started across the street herself. By the time she started mounting the steps herself her heart pounded so hard she could taste a coppery tang at the back of her mouth.

	And she was wet. So fucking wet already.

	She tried the doorknob and found it unlocked. Wyatt and Nicole had been getting careless, apparently.

	She crept into the front hall. Wyatt and Jackie weren't being careful at all. She heard the sounds of wet kisses, of little groans and moans.

	Leah's lithe young body tingled, the epicenter locating itself firmly between her quivering thighs.

	She removed her sandals and padded her way closer to the source of those sounds, which was the living room just off the kitchen. Her skin prickled with gooseflesh, and she kept herself steady with one hand trailing along the cool-feeling beadboard wall.

	Her breath caught when she rounded the corner and looked into the living room.

	Wyatt and Nicole stood between the sofa and the TV. Wyatt manhandled the younger woman, his hands squeezing and caressing every curve and swell of flesh while his hungry mouth wandered over Nicole's bared throat and shoulders.

	Leah's pussy quivered, sending a spike of desire up the front of her stomach.

	Wyatt noticed her first. "Shit."

	"What? Why'd you stop?" Nicole said, twisting in Wyatt's arms to get a look over her shoulder. Her breath caught audibly when she saw Leah standing in the doorway. "Shit."

	"I knew it. I fucking knew it," Leah said, trying to maintain her cool. She hoped they couldn't see the way she trembled.

	"Leah..." Wyatt started.

	"Don't try and feed me some shit about this isn't how it looks. I've been watching you two for a couple weeks now. I know everything," Leah crossed her arms beneath her chest, hoping her quickly hardening nipples weren't too apparent.

	Wyatt and Nicole looked at each other. Leah noticed the way a deep flush of rouge had taken her friend's cheeks and throat, and the way Wyatt's shoulders heaved as he took deep, needful breaths.

	"What are you going to do?" Wyatt asked.

	Leah's heart lurched up into her throat. This was it. The moment of truth. "Well..."

	"Well what?" Nicole stepped towards her, an imperious air hanging around her.

	"I thought that... that I might join in?"

	Wyatt frowned, his lips forming soundless words for a few moments before he could get any sound out of them, "Join?"

	"What the fuck, Leah?" Nicole said.

	"Well," Leah continued, "I could join in, or I could tell Jackie and her mom about it." She noticed the way Nicole stared at her, "What? I've sen how many times you've been over here. He must be good at, you know... it."

	Wyatt gave her a lopsided grin and scratched endearingly at the back of his head, "Leah, I don't think..."

	But Nicole cut him off, a smile growing on her pretty face, "Fine. Yeah, why the hell not? I've always wanted to try a threesome."

	Leah hadn't realized that Nicole would be so in control. It wasn't what she thought, but she found she didn't mind. It was kind of hot, actually.

	"Well okay then," Wyatt said.

	Leah felt faint for a moment. Was this really happening? Was she getting exactly what she wanted?

	"Take off your clothes," Nicole came over and plucked at Leah's shirt, "I want to see his mouth water."

	Leah took a few steps deeper into the living room, first double-checking to make sure all the drapes and blinds were drawn and closed.

	They watched as she stripped down to her underwear. Leah spun in a slow circle, letting them see the goods. Her heartbeat sped up when she saw Wyatt’s cock hardening in his pants. She’d never fucked a man that much older than her before. Something about the prospect excited her more than she thought it would. She was so happy that her friend had a dad like this.

	“Get on your hands and knees on the sofa,” Nicole said. She nodded toward the piece of furniture she meant. 

	Leah had never been ordered around like this during sex. There was something fun and exciting about it, though. She slinked over to sofa, waving her hips as she went. Leah started crouching down facing them, but Nicole spoke again.

	“No! Face the other way.”

	Shrugging, Leah turned to face the wall. Once down, she stretched like a cat, arching her back and lifting her ass high in the air. The string of her thong was not quite wide enough to cover her asshole, she knew. 

	“Go over there and pull her panties down,” Nicole ordered Wyatt. 

	She turned her head to watch him as he knelt down behind her. He pulled her panties partway down her thighs, giving them a good view of her shaved and glistening slit. 

	“Put your tongue into her,” Nicole ordered. 

	Leah felt herself get even wetter as she watched Wyatt stick out his tongue and begin bending toward her hips. She threw her head back when she felt the warm tip poke a little bit into her opening. He grabbed her ass and used his thumbs to spread her pussy lips apart, letting his tongue move a little deeper into her wetness. Wyatt started bobbing his head back and forth, fucking her hole with his stiff tongue.

	“Do you like how she tastes? I know how you like your meat young and tender,” Nicole said.

	Wyatt made an “Uh-huh” noise, unwilling to take his tongue out of Leah’s wet cunt. By now, she was starting to pant a little. Every movement of his tongue around her opening sent electric fingers through her flesh. 

	That was when Nicole came around in front of her. Leah watched with her eyes half closed and her jaw clenched as Nicole slowly stripped off all her clothes. Her tits were still perky, with no sag at all, and her pussy had a well-tended landing strip leading to her slit. 

	Nicole knelt down in front of her, grabbed her head in her hands, and gave her a kiss. Leah’s pussy tightened up for a second and she felt more of her juices get slurped up by Wyatt’s thirsty tongue. 

	Letting her fingers trail from Leah’s cheeks, Nicole leaned back. “Now you’re going to lick my pussy.”

	“Okay,” Leah breathed through clenched teeth. 

	Nicole leaned back onto the hay. She lifted her legs and put them over Leah’s shoulders, then she scooched down until the scent of her wet cunt filled Leah’s nostrils. 

	Looking at Leah, Nicole repeated her command, “Lick.” 

	Leah had to let herself down on her forearms, running her hands along Nicole’s sides. This movement also made her angle her ass a little higher. She felt Wyatt’s tongue push deeper into her. After squeezing her eyes closed and choking back a moan, Leah moved her lips down until they touched the lips of Nicole’s pussy. They were warm against her mouth. Leah opened her mouth wider, sucking in as much of the other woman’s cunt as she could. With a mouthful of pussy, she started licking. Nicole’s juices were tangy, and her clit was already stiff. 

	Leah pulled her mouth back until just the little nub of Nicole’s clit pressed against her lips. Using the tip of her tongue, she swirled around it and licked up and down as fast as she could. Nicole squirmed around on the hay, squeezing and pinching her own nipples. 

	“Yeah, that’s eat, tongue my clit you little slut,” Nicole said between groans. “You like the taste of pussy, don’t you? Yeah, I know you do. Let me see your face.” 

	Leah looked up at Nicole. Nicole grabbed her by the sides of the head and examined her. Leah’s mouth and cheeks were wet and shiny from licking Nicole’s pussy.

	“Nice and wet, just like I thought. Get back to it,” Nicole said. She pulled Leah’s mouth back down own her pussy. 

	Behind her, Wyatt had started running his tongue up and down Leah’s pussy. He was breathing heavily. From the way she could feel him moving, Leah thought he was jerking himself off.

	“Use your fingers,” Nicole ordered. 

	Leah shifted her mouth up a little so that she could lap at Nicole’s clit while she fingered her. Nicole’s pussy felt tight and hot around Leah. She was actually much tighter than Leah thought at first. When she tried to curl her finger to tickle the little patch Leah knew was her G-spot, she could barely move her finger. 

	It seemed to be enough for Nicole though. The older woman pulled Leah’s face harder against her pussy and started grinding her hips into Leah’s mouth. 

	“Oh yes!” Nicole cried, “Make me come. Yeah... Yeah...!”

	Nicole’s body went rigid, and her pussy got so tight that Leah couldn’t move her finger at all. Though she did feel Nicole get extremely wet. 

	“Fuck her!” Nicole said between breaths. 

	Wyatt’s tongue left her pussy. She heard him shuffle onto his knees. Next, she heard him shifting around as he pulled down his pants. A moment later, he put one of his hands onto the small of her back and pushed down, making her angle her pussy more toward him. 

	Leah had no idea how big his cock would be. She couldn’t wait to feel it push into her, to stretch her pussy around him. 

	Wyatt spat. She trembled as he rubbed his spit against her pussy hole. 

	Leah’s breath caught when the head of his cock pushed against the tight ring of her pussy. She felt that ring expand as he urged more of his cock into her. Her cunt gripped him more tightly for every inch that he slid into her young gash. She felt her lips pull out around him as he moved back and then back in.

	“He is nice and big, isn’t he?” Nicole said. “He loves to stretch out tight little pussies like yours. Don’t you?” 

	“Yeah,” Wyatt said. 

	“Every time you shove your cock all the way in, I want you to spank her ass,” Nicole said. 

	His balls brushed against Leah’s pussy as Wyatt buried his entire shaft into her. The sound of the slap echoed through the barn. Leah winced.

	Nicole pulled Leah’s mouth back down to her pussy. She kept licking as the slaps came faster and faster. Every time Wyatt jammed his cock back into her, it felt so good. Then the slap would hurt more each time. Her whole cheek had to be red, she knew. The mixed sensations drove her crazy. Each slap also made her whole body tense up, making her momentarily clamp down onto the big cock railing her. She knew she was getting close to coming. It would be soon. 

	Leah couldn’t help it. She had to pull her mouth back from Nicole’s pussy so that she could suck in her lip and bite down on it. Wyatt grabbed her hair and pulled back, making Leah arch her neck. That new sensation drove her over the edge. 

	With a moan that filled the barn, Leah came. Her hands balled into tight fists, and she felt her toes curl. Wyatt pushed his cock all the way into her while her pussy squeezed his meat.

	“Is she coming on you?” Nicole said.

	“Yeah,” Wyatt replied. 

	“When she’s finished, turn her onto her back.” Nicole stood up. 

	Without taking his cock out of her, Wyatt supported Leah’s weight with one arm while he spun her around by her legs. The sofa cushion was soft and warm and giving on her back. When Leah looked down, she could see her little pussy straining around that big cock that was stuffed balls deep into her. 

	Nicole grabbed Leah’s ankles. She pulled them back as far as they would go. Leah was so flexible that Nicole managed to pull them all the way back until they were beside her head. 

	Leah’s face was contorted. The sudden movement had made her pussy so tight around Wyatt’s cock that it was starting to hurt. Wyatt helped hold her legs by putting his hands on the back of her thighs.

	“Fuck her until she screams,” Nicole said, smiling, “And then keep fucking her.”

	Wyatt matched Nicole’s smile with one of his own. His first thrust took Leah’s breath away. Wyatt adjusted his next one so that he didn’t push completely into her. His cock was so hard in her, and so warm. She’d always liked that about fucking. Her pussy was soft and tight, his cock was hard and long.

	Moving one hand down her thigh, Wyatt used the pad of his thumb to massage Leah’s clit in faster and faster circles. Her clit was so sensitive that Leah started to yelp. Her pussy clenched up involuntarily each time his thumb finished a circuit. 

	“It looks like you’re going to make her cum again soon, dear,” Nicole said, “God, look how wet she’s made your cock.” 

	Leah lifted her head and looked down so that she could see, too. Nicole was right; Wyatt’s cock was absolutely sopping wet from fucking her tight little pussy. 

	“He’s so big,” Leah panted, “I need to be wet so that he can slide around in my tight pussy.” 

	She felt his cock flex in her and, looking into his face, he seemed to be concentrating. Leah realized that he liked dirty talk. He liked to hear about how big his cock was and how it made her feel.

	Leah reached down around her ass and put her fingers on her pussy. She pulled the lips apart so that he could get a better look at the tight circle of flesh around his big rod. 

	“Is it all stretched out around that big piece of meat you’re fucking me with?” Leah said. He had to stop. His lips pulled back from his teeth, and his cock had suddenly become very hard. 

	“I think he’s going to come in me,” Leah said. 

	Nicole let go of Leah’s ankles. She grabbed Wyatt’s head and made him look at her. 

	“Why did you stop? Did I say that you could stop fucking her?”

	Wyatt shook his head as much as he could. 

	With a mischievous smile, Leah tightened herself, squeezing Wyatt’s cock. His mouth fell open and he started slamming her. Nicole didn’t let go of him the whole time.

	“He’s so hard,” Leah said.

	She came on him just as he cock jerked inside her. Feeling the cum hit the back of her pussy intensified her orgasm. Leah screamed as she felt his cock jerking against her pussy’s tight hold around it.

	Some part of her thought about telling him to pull out, that she wasn't on birth control. But it was by far the hottest thing she'd felt in a long time. It was worth the risk.

	Wyatt pulled his cock out of her. The final few spurts of his load shot out in hot and sticky strings onto her stomach.

	“Move,” Nicole told him. 

	Wyatt obeyed. Leah gasped in happy shock as Nicole crouched down between her legs. Starting with Leah’s stomach, Nicole licked all of Wyatt's spunk off Leah’s body. Leah squirmed and moaned a little when Nicole moved her mouth down to her pussy and started lapping at that, too. Leah helped her out, squeezing the muscles of her pussy to force more of Wyatt’s spunk out of her hole. 

	Wyatt leaned back and watched his daughter's friends clean each other like that.

	Both women were breathless when Nicole leaned back on her haunches and wiped at her mouth with her forearm. 

	“That was a big load, Wyatt, you must have really liked this one,” Nicole said. She grabbed him by his cock and pulled him close. She cleaned his shaft with her tongue, then squeezed out the last few drops which she lapped from the tip.

	They hung out for a little while after that, both of them opening up about one day Nicole had come over looking for Jackie, who hadn't been home, and how that somehow ended with Nicole deepthroating Wyatt's cock. And how they hadn't been able to keep their hands off each other since.

	When Leah left the house, fully clothed and cleaned up again, it was just as Jackie and her mom pulled into the driveway.

	"Hey, Leah, what's up?" Jackie said.

	"Oh, nothing," Leah replied, grinning devilishly, "Why don't you go in and ask your dad and Nicole what they've been up to?"

	Jackie frowned, "What are you talking about?"

	Leah shrugged, "Just go in and see."

	When she got home she locked the door behind herself.
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