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"Are you sure you're going to be able to handle so many teenage girls in one house?" Nat smiled at him from the front door, clutching the handle of her wheeled luggage with one hand.

	Carl put his hands on his hips, doing his best to ignore the sounds of mischief coming from the living room. "There's not much worse in the world I can think of, but I'll try and manage."

	Nat gave him her "this is the smallest violin the world playing for you" expression, "It's their last weekend together before they all move away."

	"I know, I know..." Carl grumbled.

	Truth be told, he had no worries about Cynthia, his own daughter. It was the other two: Wendy and Bianca.

	They'd been troublemakers since they were little. And now that they were older that didn't seem to have changed.

	There was another thing, too. Something he would never tell another living soul, especially not his wife.

	Because while Wendy and Bianca were troublemakers, they were hot troublemakers. They had all the charms of youth and womanhood: lovely faces, high, perky breasts, and shapely asses that just begged to be grabbed.

	Carl couldn't help himself. It was a visceral reaction whenever he saw them. Whenever he thought about them too much. That's why he did his best to make sure that Cynthia went over to one of their houses instead of coming to his. His way of steering clear of the huge iceberg of temptation.

	So far he thought he was safe. That neither Wendy nor Bianca had caught him sneaking glances at their amazing asses and perky tits. But he didn't know how much longer that would go on until something bad did happen.

	So them all moving away to college in a few weeks was his saving grace. Or so he thought.

	"Yeah I figure I'll just order some pizza or something and give them their space," Carl said. He thought a cold shower might be in order as well.

	"Great! See you Sunday, babe!" Nat blew him a kiss and closed the door behind herself.

	Carl swallowed hard, wondering if maybe he should go after her and ask her to send him a few naughty pictures to tide him over until she returned. Something to keep his mind off those lithe young bodies just a couple rooms back.

	Well, he thought, better go into the lion's den and make sure everything is good before I lock myself in my room the rest of the weekend.

	He paced his way down the hall and peered into the living room.

	His heart slammed hard against his sternum and his saliva squirted into his mouth. Cynthia sat in the big overstuffed easy chair. That was all good.

	But Wendy and Bianca both lay on a blanket tossed onto the floor in front of the TV while some inane reality show bleated away.

	Wendy wore skin-tight yoga pants, her ass lifted slightly and her thighs spread open. Carl didn't think she had any panties on. Bianca wore a pair of shorts that had ridden partway up her ass, exposing the lower portion of those incredible, firm cheeks.

	Nat's ass didn't look like that. Not anymore.

	His cock throbbed in his jeans and he leaned forward in an attempt to keep it hidden.

	"Hey, dad," Cynthia noticed him and smiled.

	"Mr. Simmons, what's up?" Wendy asked, looking at him over her shoulder. She pushed up to her hands and knees in a way that thrust her ass up in the most inviting manner. 

	Bianca stayed silent.

	"Uh..." Carl started, momentarily stupified by the incredible tug of lust that made his stomach brush hard against his shirt.

	Bianca and Wendy looked at each other and giggled at his silence.

	"Dad?" Cynthia said, "You okay?"

	Carl shook his head, "Yeah, sorry, just thought of something I need to ask your mom about. Anyway, I'm going to order pizza for dinner and then leave you guys alone for the rest of the day, if that's cool?"

	"Pizza!" Cynthia's face lit up.

	Wendy stood up, her hair falling around her shoulders in an endearing tousle. She blinked up at him and Carl noticed just how full and wet her lips looked. He wondered how they tasted. He wondered how she tasted.

	"You should hang out with us, Carl," Wendy said. Was it just him, or was she thrusting her chest out a little more than usual?

	Bianca, still on the floor, gave her friend a light kick. "Wendy!"

	The thing that took him aback the most was her casual use of his name. He'd known her her entire life. Was in fact the same age as her dad. And she wasn't wearing a bra. Her perky nipples pressed against the thing fabric as though inviting him to reach out and caress them.

	"Thanks, but no thanks, Wendy. I have lots of important... uh... dad stuff to take care of tonight," Carl replied, "And now I'm going to order those pizzas. Everything but hold the pineapple, right, guys?"

	He beat a hasty retreat as the girls all called out contradictory orders to him. He grimaced a little as he adjusted the crotch of his pants to better accommodate the growing bulge of his hard-on.

	God, those girls were such minxes! He resolved to text Nat and ask her for some dirty chat and pictures later. Get his mind off those little demons in his living room.

	It turned out that she couldn't spare the time to help him get off, and he didn't want to explain to his wife that he was suddenly so horny because he couldn't get his mind off a couple 18-year-old girls sharing their house that night.

	So he tossed and turned in bed, sometimes keeping his cock from getting stiff. But then some image or fantasy would swirl across his thoughts and bring him right back.

	It was going on 1 in the AM when he finally decided to finish himself off so he could finally get to sleep.

	He started stroking, his cock instantly hard like he was 18 again himself, not pushing his mid-forties.

	He tried to think about Nat, but his fantasies kept going back to Wendy and Bianca, who were at that moment asleep just a couple doors down the hall.

	He wondered what sort of panties they had on.

	He wondered if they'd ever gotten wet enough to soak those panties.

	He wondered what Wendy's full, glistening lips might feel like as they slid down his rock-hard member.

	He was close. His balls tightened. So close.

	Then he heard it. The distinctive creak of footsteps in the hallway. Those old floorboards had their own voices, and he knew them all.

	Someone going to the bathroom, he figured. He stopped stroking and waited, his frustration mounting.

	But then he heard another set of distinctive footsteps. Two people in the hall.

	This worried him, though he couldn't say why. Girls were odd creatures, though. They often went to bathrooms together, he knew.

	Though that was usually out in public. Not at home.

	What the hell was going on? He knew he was safe in his room, but he wished suddenly that his cock would soften.

	A voice spoke indistinctly just outside his closed door. A giggle answered. Carl swallowed hard and sat up, wondering what the hell he should do. Wondered if he could dash across the floor quickly enough to hit the button lock on the doorknob.

	And his cock was still so fucking hard!

	More giggling emanated through to him.

	Someone said something else. It sounded vaguely like a question. Then everything went quiet.

	The moment Carl started to relax, the door opened.

	“Let’s find out,” Wendy said as she walked into the room. Bianca followed. 

	Carl wondered if he was dreaming as Wendy yanked the pillow out of his hands, revealing how his erection had turned his boxers into a tent. Bianca grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back down onto his back. 

	“Have you ever had a threesome?” Bianca asked. 

	All Carl could do was shake his head. He jumped a little as he felt Wendy’s hand grab his cock. 

	“Well this is your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Bianca straddled his stomach, grabbed his head with both hands, and kissed him. Her mouth tasted sweet. She stuck her tongue into his mouth, looking for his. 

	As their tongues twisted together, she grabbed his hands and pressed them against her ass. Her cheeks were firm under his fingers, and his every squeeze made her moan a little. Bianca started grinding her hips, rubbing her panties against his stomach. The cloth was already damp. Carl’s cock hardened in Wendy’s hand.

	"Girls? Girls!" Carl whispered, "What the hell are you doing? Go back to bed before Cynthia wakes up!"

	"You know how deep she sleeps, Mr. Simmons," Bianca said.

	Wendy pulled Carl’s boxers off. Bianca was blocking his view, so Carl had no idea what she was doing down there. He trembled when he felt hot breath blow across the head of his cock. Was she going to put her lips around him? All of his muscles clenched when he felt her fingers wrap around his shaft just under the head and begin to stroke his thick cock. 

	“His cock is so big and hard, Cat,” Wendy said, “You have to see it.” 

	Bianca pulled away from their kiss. She arched her back, enticing Carl with her pert tits, and looked over her shoulder. “Wow. Do you think it will fit?”

	"This isn't right!" Carl said, his protest sounding weak in his own ears, "You guys have to stop this. Or... or..."

	"Or what?" Wendy asked him, "You'll tell our parents? What will you say? That we tried to sleep with you? Because that's not what we'll tell them. Just let this happen, Carl. We all know you want it... And so do we."

	Carl let go of her ass with one hand and trailed his fingers up her stomach. Her felt her hard nipple through the soft padding of her bra. 

	"Will it fit?" Bianca repeated, as though she wasn't talking about the cock of a man she'd known her whole life.

	“I don’t know,” Wendy replied, “I think we need to lube it up a bunch first.” 

	Carl felt his cock go completely rigid as these words hit him. Bianca chuckled. 

	“Look at that big glob of precum that just came out. I think that cock knows that it needs to fit into some tight spaces pretty fucking soon.” 

	He couldn't help himself. He couldn't stop. Besides, they'd pretty much threatened him that if he tried anymore they'd tell their parents something that wasn't the truth. And that would hurt him and his family.

	He was only being a good dad.

	“Come down here and help me get it ready,” Wendy said. 

	Carl gave Bianca’s fine ass one last squeeze as she dismounted. She’d made her pussy so wet rubbing it against his abs that she left behind a little wet mark on his stomach. Now Carl could see everything. Wendy had thrown her hair over one shoulder so it wouldn’t get in the way. She was propping herself up on one elbow, her mouth so close to his cock that he could feel the warmth of her breath. She stroked him up and down slowly as Bianca got into position on the other side. They both seemed fascinated by the blob of precum trembling at the very tip of his cock. 

	“Who gets to lick it off?” Carl asked. 

	Wendy pointed Carl’s cock at Bianca. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around Carl’s shaft right below where Wendy held him. Looking into his eyes, she put her tongue flat against the bottom of the head, then slowly ran it up his taut flesh to slurp away the glob. 

	“Salty,” Bianca said.

	“Ooh, my turn,” Wendy interrupted. 

	Carl looked back at his cock. Incredibly, another big blob of precum had trickled out of his cock while he’d watched Bianca swallow the first one. 

	Wendy plunged her lips down around Carl’s shaft until they touched her fingers. Her tongue swirled back and forth along his head, sending a shooting sensation down his shaft and into his balls. 

	“Oh God!” Carl said. 

	He couldn’t take his eyes off those lovely lips wrapped in a tight ring around his rod. His breath caught in his throat as he felt just how hot and wet her mouth was. Both girls let go of his shaft so that Wendy could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up into his eyes as more and more of him went in.

	As Wendy pulled her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her spit, Bianca moved in and started kissing the flesh as it was revealed. She ran her tongue up and down, finally using the tip to tickle at the ridges around the head when Wendy had only the very tip of his cock between her lips. Wendy pulled back and then spat on his cock. She worked it around the head with her fingers.

	While Wendy was doing that, Bianca stood up off the bed. She unhooked her bra and took it off, and then slid her panties down her smooth thighs.

	“I think I can take his whole cock,” Bianca said. 

	“Yeah right,” Wendy replied, “It’s so big!”

	Bianca got onto the bed and, facing away from Carl, straddled his chest. The smell of her pussy that close to his face made his cock tremble again. Wendy spread his legs apart and then started tonguing his balls while Bianca grabbed him by the base of his shaft. 

	A chill swept through him as she lightly blew on his wet cock. He knew how to get her back. 

	Grabbing her ass with both hands, he pulled her hips closer to his face. The slit of her shaved pussy already glistened. Carl replaced her juices with his own as he put his tongue flat against her pussy and slowly licked up and down. She tasted so good that he just wanted to lap away, but he restrained himself. He felt her muscles stiffen as he tongued her little erect clit. She started grinding her pussy against his face, instantly soaking his lips and cheeks with their combined juices. He felt her start jerking his cock. Come on, damn it, suck it! Carl thought.

	Wendy must have been thinking the same thing.

	“I thought you said you’d be able to swallow his entire cock?” Wendy asked. 

	Carl felt a pair of warm, moist lips wrap around his shaft just under the head of his cock. He squeezed her ass to keep himself from coming when he felt her mouth take in almost his entire dick. His tongue moved quickly across her slit. This made her moan on his dick, sending little vibrations through the shaft right into his balls, which Wendy was still tonguing. 

	He was surprised; Bianca kept her mouth down around almost his entire length for much longer than he thought she’d be able to. When she finally did pull away, he could feel all the spit she’d left on him slowly trickle down his flesh. 

	“I want him to eat me out, too!” Wendy said. 

	Again, Bianca dismounted him. After stripping out of her bra and panties, Wendy came up and took her place, her pussy inches away from Carl’s mouth. She smelled a little different from Bianca. He wondered if she’d taste different, too. 

	Then he felt Bianca straddle him around the hips, facing him. She reached behind herself and grabbed his cock. She held it steady as she lowered her pussy down. There was some resistance when he felt the head of his dick press against her sopping pussy, but then his shaft slid into her. Her pussy was wet and tight around him. As she kept pushing down, he gritted his teeth as he felt the skin get bunched back. 

	Wendy pressed her pussy lips to Carl’s mouth. He stuck his tongue into her wet hole. She did taste a little different. He ran his tongue around her opening, then squeezed her ass as he began running his tongue through her slit. Wendy trembled in his grip. Then he heard the girls start kissing.

	Bianca rolled her hips on him, moving her pussy lips a few inches up and down his cock each time. Carl flexed his cock inside her, and he felt Bianca tighten up around him for a moment in response. He wanted to feel both girls come on his cock. Wendy’s pussy was getting so wet from his tonguing that he wondered if she was going to come in his mouth. Carl watched as Bianca ran her hands down Wendy’s back. 

	Carl started to lift his hips every time Bianca rolled her pussy back down onto his cock. Her tight little cunt took his whole cock in each time he did this. He could feel the head of his dick bump against the back. This had an electric effect on Bianca. She started slamming her tight pussy down onto him so hard that he had to pull his mouth away and grit his teeth as the skin of his cock got pushed back by her grip.

	He let himself sink into the sensations. The tight pussy moved rhythmically up and down his shaft as used his tongue to pleasure the girl sitting on his face. As he watched, Bianca’s knuckles went white as her fingers suddenly tightened on Wendy’s back. The next moment, he felt why. She’d buried his cock all the way in her, and now her walls were undulating against his rod as she came on him. He had to suck in a breath to quell the tingle he felt in his balls, urging him to fill her young pussy up with his cum. 

	The mattress shifted a little as the girls dismounted him. He watched as they went on all fours on the bed, their feet hooked on the edge. They both arched their asses into the air. From Carl’s angle, they looked like two perfect hearts. 

	As Carl stood, Wendy wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged Bianca.”

	That suited Carl just fine. He went behind her and spread her ass apart with his hands, playing with the firm flesh. He’d made Bianca come on him, now it was Wendy’s turn to feel his thick cock. 

	Wendy wiggled her ass at him again. “Come on. What are you waiting for? Fuck me, already!” 

	Grinning, Carl grabbed his cock with one hand and pressed his head against her hole. He loved that moment of hesitation as her pussy tried to stretch itself around his girth, then, finally, the head managed to slide in against the tightness. 

	Carl eased himself into her inch by inch. When he couldn’t press in anymore because she was so damn tight, he pulled back a little. The part of his shaft that came out of her glistened with her wetness. Breathing out slowly, he would push back in, making it a little farther each time. Finally, after a few thrusts, her pussy accepted his entire length. He left his cock in her like that for a second, flexing it.

	“Oh fuck, he’s so big,” Wendy said. 

	Not wanting to leave Bianca out, Carl reached over and shoved two of his fingers into her sopping hole. He smiled as he felt the hungry walls of her cunt close in around his fingers. 

	Wendy pulled forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her ass, the other hand busy pleasuring Bianca, Carl started fucking Wendy. 

	She was moaning like a little slut only a few strokes in. 

	“Oh my God, it’s so good,” Wendy moaned. 

	Carl went faster. Her pussy made wet slurping noises as it swallowed up his cock with each fuck. 

	“Don’t stop!” Wendy yelled as she started slamming her ass back each time, “Oh God! I’m going to come. Keep going!” 

	Carl’s lips pulled back from his teeth. He stared down at his cock as it crammed into the girl’s cunt. She was getting tighter, and that tingle had returned to his balls. Just like with Bianca, he felt Wendy’s pussy start convulsing around his shaft. This time, he could actually see her come. Her pussy would move up and down a little with each contraction around him. 

	As soon as she finished, Wendy pulled away from him and turned around. She grabbed his cock and started jerking it quickly.

	“Give it to me now!” She said, as she wrapped her lips around the head of his dick and looked up into his eyes. 

	Carl felt his balls tighten. His cock got harder. It jumped a little in her mouth as he felt his cum burst against her tongue. It happened again and again, each time making his whole body clench up. 

	Using her thumb and forefinger, Wendy made a tight ring around his cock at the base of his shaft. She ran this ring up and down his flesh a few times, milking every last drop of cum into her mouth. 

	Keeping her mouth closed, Wendy let go of his dick and pulled back a little. Bianca grabbed her by the chin and turned Wendy to face her. They kissed for a bit, then moved away from each other.

	“That tastes so good,” Wendy said. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out at Carl. His cum was gone. Bianca smiled and then opened her mouth. It was filled with his creamy seed. They kissed again, swapping his come from tongue to tongue, 

	It was so hot, watching those two hot college girls sharing his come. Carl even felt his cock start to stiffen up again. 

	Soon, both girls were sitting on the bed smiling. They’d finished swallowing his load.

	He glanced at the clock. It was closing in on 2 in the morning. He listened hard for any sign that Cynthia had heard any of this, his guilt a small but growing ball in the pit of his stomach.

	"You two need to go," Carl said, "In case Cynthia wakes up."

	"She's still asleep," Bianca said, "But whatever. Thanks for the fun, Mr. Simmons."

	They gathered their stuff and left. Carl flopped down onto the bed and blew his cheeks out, wondering if that had really just happened.

	He wondered how he was going to look at his wife the same way again.
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