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I grew up with parents that most other kids envied from the outside. If I'm being fair, as much as I don't like it, my mom, brilliant. She runs half marathons and knows how to cook, but rarely puts in the effort, and has a career that puts her in front of people most would fangirl over. Sometimes that means celebrities, and others like high-profile business people or politicians. My dad on the other hand is the opposite kind of star. He's the guy that everyone wants to be around because he's charismatic to the point of magnetic that everyone wants at their dinner table. The problem is, having perfect parents makes you feel defective by default.
I'm sure my Mom didn't mean to make me feel inadequate, but she always had a way of letting me know where I didn't meet expectations. Every grade, choice, or outfit was a yardstick I didn't measure up against if I was ever going to reach the potential she believed I had in me. And by comparison, Dad never scolded, or criticized. He barely noticed I was around half the time. When he did, there was nothing inherently bad about him. It was always with a laugh and a wink, but I felt more like a mascot than daughter. Instead of hugs, I got a smack on the ass and told something like "Make daddy proud" or "Go show 'em what daddy's little girl can do" before feeling like I was just dismissed without another thought. I don't think any of that means that either of them were cruel, but the result was the same: I always felt like I was a disappointment to her and chasing after his attention.
It took me until college and finally sitting in a therapist's office to see it clearly. The joke on me was that the therapy itself was its own problem. With male therapists I kept wondering if the looks they gave when I talked were about my problems, or the questions they'd ask to dig deeper. Because apparently, I have "daddy issues" as a dick of a guy I tried dating told me. Sometimes I wanted them to notice me, which terrified me even more. With women, it wasn't much better. I'd pick them apart in my head, comparing myself just like my mother taught me to do, and judge them before they could judge me. At this point I feel like I'm just allergic to the idea of telling everything like it's a problem, that I don't feel I have, but more of an aspect of me I just need to learn to better incorporate.
But because of the therapy is when I had to admit something I never wanted to: The asshole was right and I gravitate toward older men. I crave their validation, even when I don't like it. And with women, I push back as though I'm always trying to prove I'm not small, or inadequate, and I can do as much damage to you as my mom did to me. It's fucked up, but at least I've gotten to the point I can admit that. Now how do I manage it?
I'm twenty-three, and I'm still trying to figure out whether that makes me irreparably broken or just aware enough to stop my life from heading off the rails. So what do I do? Therapy, theoretically. Except therapists seem to feed right into whatever's wrong with me. Everyone says you need an outlet, so this will have to do for now.
This is my outlet and my story. Because that's what you do in therapy, right? You lay out your background so someone can prod at you to confess everything you don't want to admit and then ask questions about whatever they can find. They dredge up what you buried, then tell you about it again like you're gonna have an epiphany about it. It's either empowering or bullshit, take your pick. I can play that game by myself without having someone else validate the pattern that got me here.
So here's my version of a therapy exercise. At some point everyone's played Two Truths and a Lie. I'm flipping it to Two Lies and a Truth. Two of the items below are fantasies I had at some point in my life. One of them actually happened. Pick which one you think is real, or don't, but the point is I'm saying these things out loud in a way I haven't before.
Before we get to the game, I suppose I should tell you a bit about me, and not just my parents. First of all, considering the site I've chosen for this, let's be honest for the sake of my therapy. I have to believe you want to know what I look like, and I imagine most of the people that read this will be men that are older than me. And since that's the attention I'm naturally drawn to, thanks dad, we'll start there.
I'm five-one, which has always felt like another way I literally didn't measure up to my mom. I've got super tight curly brownish-blonde hair that barely reaches my shoulders unless I straighten it, and then it reaches about the middle of my shoulder blades. I've got bluish gray eyes depending on the light. Or as one guy called them, slate. I hate how small my chest is at a B cup, which has always left me self-conscious, especially with the way my dad likes to joke about women with big breasts. When you grow up hearing what's sexy and you don't match up, it sticks around. At least mine are perky, with small nipples, but the insecurity is still there.
On the other hand, I do have a bigger-than-average ass, something I'm pretty sure came from my dad's side of the family. My mom's is tight from running with narrower hips, but mine always easily gets noticed if I'm not wearing something to hide it. I've learned to be both embarrassed by it and to know how to use it.
That's me, physically. It's not glamorous, but it's the truth, and I figured if this is supposed to be my outlet, I might as well put it out there.
So on to the fun part now.
Story 1
When I was eighteen, my mom hosted this big company party that I actually got to attend for once. At eighteen of course I wanted to be around famous people. One of her company's clients that was there was some actor who'd just landed a small role in a movie. And I mean small, like two minutes of screen time, but suddenly he thought he was the next big thing. He was maybe thirty at the time, so about twelve years older than me, and the way he carried himself made it obvious he thought every woman in the room should be impressed.
I'd never met anyone like that up close before. He was cocky, arrogant, full of himself, and I was still young enough to think it meant he was someone important even though I had no clue who he was at the time. I caught him looking at me once or twice, which made my stomach flip, though I couldn't tell if it was because I wanted him to notice me or because I knew he shouldn't.
I must've looked good in the gown my mom picked for me, because when he finally came over and started talking, it was clear he came to talk to me for a reason. I had no idea who he was at first, but he was cute and his hands felt strong when he'd grab my arm when he'd lean in to tell me a story about another actor from a set. And he seemed to have a lot of those. When he asked about me, I panicked a little and told him I was twenty-one and said I'd just started acting too. It slipped out before I thought about it, but the lie came out so easily, I felt committed and went with it. He latched onto it about how he could introduce me to some people and help me out. Just the idea of being paraded around in front of who he was talking about made me anxious. There's no way I'd be able to be an actress.
But he didn't question it, or even pick up on my panic as he talked. He just gave his cocky smile, leaned in close like he was and talked like he was going to be the key to jumpstart my career. When he snagged a glass of wine from a passing tray and handed it to me I gladly took it, because in that moment, I was fangirling over some hot guy I'd never heard of, but he was paying me all of his attention.
We stood there talking - well, he talked mostly, bragging about "the industry," about how this movie he'd just done was going to change everything for him. I nodded along, drinking the wine like I did it every day and not knowing you should sip it. But I was trying to match his confidence and I was afraid of my mom catching me drink it. I don't think my dad would've even cared. Or he would've brought me another.
Every now and then, I'd see him looking down at me, like he was doing it the same way I'd seen my dad do to almost every attractive woman that he spoke to. And the crazy part for me? I liked it. At that point, I don't even think I cared if he took me seriously. I just wanted him to keep looking at me like that. By the end of the night my stomach was doing somersaults because he'd asked for my number. He was texting me the next day like it was the most normal thing. We went out a couple of times for dinner and he even sent me pictures of himself on set for some TV show he was doing an episode of.
On our third date, he took me back to his place. I think I expected... I don't know, something bigger, or flashier. Instead it was a small apartment and he still had a roommate. It threw me for a second, but everyone said LA was expensive and we hadn't been living there long enough for me to know the difference, so I ignored it. What mattered was how he made me feel because of the butterflies from the attention. When he looked at me, I felt like I was the one thing in the room worth focusing on. That's the only thing that mattered to me.
He introduced me to his roommate, who was some guy whose name I don't even remember now. I'm not sure if he was another wannabe actor, or not. I didn't actually talk to him outside of saying hi. I just remember thinking that I knew where things were going, and could only think of what he must think of me. And then it was straight to his room. We weren't in there more than ten minutes before he had me on his bed.
And here's the part I hate admitting. I loved it. I don't even think that it was about him or the situation. I think I just loved the way he went after me and everything about us felt like a lie. It was that kind of attention that seemed to do it for me. He wasn't the first person I'd fucked, but one thing I did learn in therapy, was that it was that these older guys would do just about anything for a younger girl, that had me hooked from the start.
No I wasn't really interested in guys my age and so maybe that's part of why none really went for me, because I probably seemed like a bitch. We moved so many times over the years that I didn't have a lot of friends, because I just stopped trying because I didn't see the point.
But when a guy that seemed like he was important, and was almost as close to my dad's age as he was mine, tells you how sexy you are, you want to believe him too. It wasn't romantic at all. He wasn't slow or careful and he didn't even ask. It felt more like since I agreed to go back to his place, it was just a given. But fuck me, he wasn't wrong was he? My stomach was a mess of nerves and butterflies, that this actor who had a part in some massive movie just came out wanted me.
And I let it happen because part of me wanted to be wanted that badly, even if it was only for the moment and that he didn't know who I really was. That I was an eighteen-year-old girl that was a month away from graduating, and not the twenty-one-year-old hopeful actor I told him. Of course if I could've focused for one second, I would've seen he wasn't exactly a big actor either, but just one that did small-time roles and was never in more than one episode of a show.
That's the part that bothers me now is that looking back, I can see exactly what it was, for what it was. The cheap thrill of being looked at the way he did and feeling like he was choosing me, or something. And I'm still turned on remembering it, which feels wrong, but it doesn't make it any less real, because it still does it for me now.
My therapy aside, it was also the first night though that I realized how important my ass was going to be in my life. When we were making out, he told me how much he loved it, and that it was the first thing he noticed about me at the party. Maybe I should've been offended, but the way he said it, like it was the most obvious thing in the world, made me feel like I was too young to know better. Like he was the one who got to teach me what older guys actually wanted. So I played along, smiled, and acted like of course I already knew that, when really I was soaking it up.
And the worst part is, it worked. Him being older, saying it like that, made it feel real. Like maybe my mom's approval or my dad's attention didn't matter half as much as this thirty-year-old actor thinking I had the kind of body worth noticing. I didn't care that it was shallow. I didn't even care that it made me a cliché. It made me feel wanted and when he smacked it when he told me, I jumped and laughed and lied about how that was why I chose the gown I was wearing, because it made it show.
That night was the first time I ever did anal. I was eighteen, pretending to be twenty-one, and acting like I knew what I was doing. Yet I barely knew enough to pass off my age. He kissed me hard, pressed me back into the bed, and pushed things faster than I expected. I went along with it because that's what I thought older men wanted, was a girl who didn't question, who let herself be guided. Truth is, I wanted to be guided, I think. To this day, I just want a guy to spank me for being a slut, while they tell me how pretty I am.
I'd had sex before, but this was different. He was rougher, more insistent. Once I was naked, he flipped me over, and told me how good my ass looked. When he got me on my knees, and licked it then told me what he wanted to do to it, I didn't even care if it hurt or if I was ready. I cared that he wanted me and wanted me hear just how bad he did. And when he finally pushed in, there had been no regular sex, or even much working to prepare me. It was messy and painful, and I didn't know if I liked it or hated it. But the sound of his voice in my ear, telling me how tight I was, made me stay there and take it.
He at least grabbed some lube from the nightstand, like he'd done this a hundred times before and when he started to push in, I finally broke. The stretch was more than I expected so I had to tell him it was my first time and to please just give me a minute. The look he gave me when he told me to look at him, like he was checking if I was serious, almost seemed proud when he saw my face. I could tell he loved knowing he was going to be the first, and for a minute he slowed down like he was savoring it.
But it didn't last long. He picked up the pace faster than I wanted, and all I could do was bury my face in his mattress and take it. My ass hurt where he smacked it but I liked it, my throat was raw from trying to encourage him between my grunts because I didn't want him to think I couldn't take it. And when he finally came, the feel of it back there felt so different than when a guy finished in my pussy.
And here's another truth I hate admitting, even today I loved the entire encounter. The pain and the mess was nothing compared to having this older guy fuck me with almost no control. That was the night I figured out just how much being wanted by a guy that much older than me was going to matter to me. He crushed me at first too, because after he dropped me off at home that night, he almost completely ghosted me. I didn't go crazy stalker, or anything, but I did call and text him for weeks. He never replied until after I gave up. We got together once more and it was clear he still only wanted the same thing, but at least this time I was more ready for it. If older guys were going to want my ass, I'd figured I better get myself used to it, before someone else tried. I enjoyed it so much more that time and my encouragement was real. Never heard from him after that though.
Obviously at the time it told me again that I wasn't good enough, and maybe I wasn't, it's not like I've got my shit figured out now, I'm just more aware that I have problems. Looking back, it's clear I dodged a bullet and it's good he dropped off. His career isn't any further along than it was, and now I've been around enough guys to know that he wasn't just cocky because he could be, but because he's an arrogant ass. I think I know now it was about his attitude, and his age, and the simple fact that I thought he knew more than I did. How that made me special for being chosen. That's the part I can't shake, even now. I was turned on by being treated like I was just there for him, and I hate that I don't hate, that it still does something for me when I think about it.
Story 2
Before I dropped out of college because my mom made it clear she wasn't going to pay for me if I didn't take it seriously, I had one class that ended up being more memorable than the rest. She told me I could either apply for whatever student loans they'd give me and work to pay the rest while living under her roof, or drop out and figure out my life on my own. But this isn't about how I gave up on the business degree she pushed me into. This is about my macroeconomics course.
I'd skipped it freshman year because I had zero interest in economics, but by sophomore year I couldn't avoid it. And that's when I met my thirty-five-year-old, married TA, with a two-year-old son. By then I was twenty, and already pretty honest with myself about liking older men. He was no exception.
It wasn't that he was especially good-looking, not that he was ugly, he was just a regular guy. When we'd have meetings, I'd always try to be nice and ask about him, or a little friendly small talk, just to spend more time around him. I'd found out over a little time he'd been teaching since graduating college, and most recently high school. Somewhere along the way he realized he'd given up on what he'd actually wanted to be doing. He'd told me that he always wanted to be a college professor. That was the big dream for him, but life happens and you feel the need to start earning your keep and take a break from school. He started working, got married, and had a kid with a woman four years younger than him. That meant the dream got shoved to the side.
To be clear, he never came right out and said he was unhappy, but I could tell, because I could relate to unhappy people. The way he talked about his wife always came with a super short pause, or some physical gesture like a shrug. I swear he was trying to convince himself it still sounded good, but the way he looked, said it was all a lie. And when he talked about his son, yeah, he lit up, but even then it felt like that was the only part of his life that didn't drain him mentally, but did physically.
It made him feel real like none of the guys my age did. He wasn't chasing shots on a Friday night or talking about who hooked up with who at some party. He was worn down, a little disappointed, and still trying anyway. And maybe that's what I liked most was the sense that I was seeing something he didn't admit out loud. For some reason I wanted to be the person that made him feel good about things again.
I didn't know his wife, and I didn't know their situation, but there was this part of me that wanted to give him whatever it was she wasn't. It wasn't about love or wanting to play house with him. It was about the way he seemed to try and shove his disappointment down when I'd talk to him, and like he'd made every safe choice he felt was the right and responsible decision for his family and still ended up getting the shaft from life. I wanted to be the thing that reminded him he hadn't missed out on everything.
It sounds selfish, but I think that was the appeal. He was older, married, and just seemed like he was already in deep with a life I couldn't touch, which made it safe for me to lean into the attraction. I could be reckless without worrying about it turning into something real, because he already had "real" waiting at home. What I could give him was different. I could be an escape for him, and he could be mine. The idea that I could be the piece of attention he didn't get anywhere else, while I gave into the fantasy of an older guy filling the hole my dad left, even if it never did last. It was still better than nothing for a little bit, right? And maybe that's twisted, but at twenty, it made complete sense when I saw him at the movies.



I was in loose, short athletic shorts that showed the bottom of my ass if I bent over, mostly because I knew how much my mom hated them, but they were also just comfortable, and a baggy tank top. I hadn't bothered with my contacts that day since it was just me and my parents. I walked right up to him with a big smile, and started talking. I'm still not sure if he even realized who I was at first, since I didn't look like I normally would at school.
He was friendly, maybe more than I expected. So, I perched on the back of the empty seats in off to the side of in front of him while he stayed in his, and every so often I caught him sneaking the quickest glances at my legs, or at my chest. And every time his eyes went to my chest, I felt that sting of self-consciousness, like he'd notice there wasn't much to see under the loose tank top I was practically swimming in.
At one point, he slipped in that his wife was there but in the restroom, and that they had the afternoon to themselves since his parents were watching their son. The way he said it was like he was already nervous she might come back and see me sitting there, talking to him.
Eventually she did, so he introduced us, and in that moment I didn't want to get him in trouble. I laid it on thick, way nicer to her than I ever was to my mom, which would've killed her if she saw me talking to someone else that way. I gushed about how great it was to finally meet her and how he never stopped talking about all the amazing things she did. I smiled, played the part, then excused myself to go find my seat before my parents came back. When I walked away, I made sure to pull down at my shorts, so I wouldn't be flashing them.
At some point still before the previews, I could see her look back at me. I was reading one of the ads on the screen, waiting for the movie to start, and it felt like she just kept looking back and then saying something to him. It wasn't a quick glance either, each time she held it for a few seconds, like she was trying to see if I was watching them, or maybe just wondering. After like the third or fourth time, I looked over like I just noticed her, put on a big smile and gave her a little wave, like I was the friendliest girl in the world sitting there with my parents.
Things felt different in class after that. It wasn't anything huge at first, just little changes I could feel. He would find me in the crowd of students and it was like he'd just watch me. How if I sat at along the aisle, he'd find an excuse to walk by, or lean closer than he needed to. If I met with him after, the small talk turned to jokes that started sounding less like they were about the material and more like they were just for me.
And then came the little slips, that it seems like married guys do, and just enough to make sure you noticed. A comment about how marriage wasn't easy. A mention of an argument they'd had. How hard it was to balance school, work, and a family. He always caught himself, like he knew he shouldn't be saying it out loud, but I recognized the pattern. I'd seen it before. That slow drip of honesty because he was "comfortable" with me, that wasn't really about honesty, it was about letting me know the door might be open.
It was like he wanted me to know I could step through if I wanted. But he never actually made the move. Maybe he was scared, or maybe he was just testing the water and didn't really know what he wanted, but either way, I played along, because half the thrill was in knowing he was thinking of me.
So I took the step he clearly wasn't going to. I just came right out with it one day after class, and told him I knew it was inappropriate for him to spend time with a student, but I had to ask anyway if would he maybe want to get a coffee or something sometime. I put it out there like it wasn't a big deal, but that he just seemed like he could use a friend, and I'd be happy to be that friend if he ever wanted. I even made a point of saying I'd understand if it was too uncomfortable, but if he ever did want to, we could go wherever he thought was safest, so no one would know, because the last thing I'd want to do was get him in any sort of trouble.
Even now, I have to laugh at how fast everything changed. This poor guy whose whole life was built on making the right choices for his family turned on a dime the second he said yes. The first time he actually took me out wasn't for coffee, but for dinner. And I stopped pretending this was about me offering him friendship the moment he started opening up about his marriage. I don't know how much was true, or how much might have just been to appeal to my sympathy, but as we've established about me, it didn't matter.
He told me about the lack of sex since their son was born. That at first it was late-night feedings, then it was exhaustion from keeping up with him, and now that he was in his terrible twos, she spent most of her day frustrated and worn out. And while he talked, all I could think was how quickly in my head it became about the things I could do for him, the ways I could make up for what he wasn't getting at home.
I said how I couldn't relate to married life, or having a kid, but it must really suck for both of them that they were going through that. That I was sorry, and when I reached across the table and touched his hand, that was it. He finally picked up the cues, and started asking about me and my dating life. By the end of dinner, we were pressed up against my car in the parking lot, making out.
Then came the practical problem. He couldn't exactly put a hotel on his credit card, and he'd barely pulled enough cash from his account that he could justify to his wife, but still be able to pay for dinner. It felt almost pathetic, but also exciting, like I was back in my early days doing everything my parents told me I shouldn't be, except this time with a guy so much older. I didn't care about the money, or the lack of a plan. I had the attention of someone that was willing to risk his family and potentially his job, just to have a moment with me.
So I solved it. I told him we should just go to the parking lot at the theater where we'd run into each other. It was close, and no one would notice one more car parked in the sea of them. It wasn't glamorous, but it didn't matter. What mattered was the rush of knowing he wanted me badly enough to risk it.
When we pulled in, I parked next to him, he wasted no time in getting out. Just opened the back door undid the car seat and tossed it up front so he could lay the back seats of his SUV down. As fucked up as it was once again, I couldn't stop the thought of his kid's spot being traded out for me.
I climbed into the back after him, and it felt reckless in all the ways I wanted. I was in the back of my TA's car, watching him fumbling with his belt, while I thought about how he probably hadn't gotten any like this in years. We were kissing the moment his pants were down, it only took me a second to slide my panties off from under my skirt, and push him back so I could climb on top of him. His hands everywhere like he couldn't decide what he wanted most.
Everything happened fast. He was sweet in his own way though. At least he complimented more than just my ass, groaning something about how soft my legs were when he was sliding his hands up and down them. I set the pace though and this time it was me that didn't bother with the foreplay. He grunted when I squeezed down on him, and he huffed when I just ground with him all the way inside me. I couldn't help from giving in to being whatever he wanted me to be.
When he grabbed my tank top and pulled it halfway over my chest, he wasted no time in finding a nipple with his mouth. I tried to keep quiet and failed. He kept muttering how long it had been, or how much he missed this and that it felt so good. And every word made me push back harder, like I needed to prove I could give him more than what she wouldn't, but what she never had.
At some point I asked him what he wanted me to do for him, or what he'd been imagining since the day at the theater because I knew he'd been thinking about me. I was surprised when he didn't even hesitate. He said he wanted to cum in my mouth. That he didn't know why, but no matter how the fantasies started, that's always where they ended.
I told him to just tell me when he was ready. So when the moment came, I scrambled off him in the cramped space, hunched over his hip in the back of his SUV. He groaned, and grabbed my ass hard like he needed something to hold onto, as I jerked him off to finish in my mouth. I couldn't find my panties when we finished, so I assumed they must've slipped into some crack, but I at least let him know. He said we'd find them and started looking, as he should because god knows what would happen if his wife were the one to find them, but I told him it didn't matter for me and that I really had to go. I always wondered what he did with them, assuming he found them. Did he throw them away so he wouldn't risk getting caught? Or did he keep them as a little keepsake of me? I never actually wanted to know, so I didn't ask and he didn't bring it up. And if he didn't bring it up, to me that says he found them and kept them, but didn't want me to think he was a perv. But I do, but he was my pervy TA that made me feel
I was hooked after that with having him tell me what he wanted to do. I was bouncing between therapists by this point, and had a basic understanding of me at this point, but none of my therapists stuck because I wasn't comfortable with them for one reason or another. And having an understanding of what I was doing, helped me start to see things at least.
I continued to see him until about a month after classes ended for the summer, but the months we spent together made me feel more fulfilled than I could remember for that long of a time. It was fun to tease him in classes, and the thrill of sneaking around is one I don't understand how people could ever want to stop finding an excuse to do.
In the end, I feel bad, because I did to him, what had been done to me before, and just ended it without really giving him a reason. Really I just felt like shit when I saw him after I decided to leave school. Once mom gave me the ultimatum and I made my choice he kept pressuring me about the importance of finishing, which makes sense, I mean he was working on his Ph.D. and working toward becoming a professor. But that started to become the focus of his time, and it no longer felt like the safe thrill of just a married guy that already had a life other than me.
Now that it's a few years later, and I'm here finding my therapy with all of you, I think about going back to school to be some sort of research psychologist, because at this point, I'm fascinated by the choices we make even when we know they're wrong.
Story 3
We'd moved a lot of the years because of my mom's job, and at one point lived in Europe where I feel like people were just more carefree about their bodies. I'm not saying we ran around naked, but we did sit in saunas with our parents and only a towel. I have more than one memory of being in there with their friends. I've probably seen more breasts in there than I have anywhere else outside of the internet.
Now I'm back to living with them again after my mom wouldn't continue to keep paying for rent. If I wasn't working toward a job that would go somewhere or make enough money to really help, then she said that neither was she. I said before how my dad was the guy everyone wanted to be around but part of that, I think, was because he was just hot. He's a tall guy at more than six foot, I know that, but also broad. He had that thing about him that he could walk into a room and make every person he spoke to feel like they were the only person there. He's successful at what he does, yet not nearly as much as my mom, but how he carries himself shows it doesn't bother him, not even a little. If I were to say anything, he acts proud of her when he talks to others about her, and always talks her up, making her look like an even bigger deal than she already is.
At parties or events, I'd watch him work his way around charming everyone. And I'd sit there pretending I wasn't staring, waiting for the moment that one day he'd turn that energy on me. I wanted him to talk to me the way he did with them, like I was important, and show me that I was worth his time.
Sometimes I'd force it, and walk over to where he was standing, or maybe introduce myself to whoever he was talking to. And he'd always pull me in close under his arm where my head didn't even make it to the top of his shoulder. He'd give me a squeeze and hug me tight, then talk about me like I was the best daughter anyone could have. I'd stand there smiling, pretending my stomach wasn't doing flips. Then, just as quickly, he'd smack my ass like his version of a hug as if it were normal, and send me off again.
I'd walk away grinning from even just that brief moment of his attention. I knew he was back to working the room, but was usually left feeling the memory of where his large hand had struck me. I used to think it meant more to me, than it did to him. I don't know if that's true, now.
Because the truth is, while everything always looks amazing on the surface, I've heard the arguments behind my parents bedroom door. She loves the way he talks to people when it's benefiting her by making her look good, or building her up. Just being the perfect husband in front of all of her work people. But if it's not one of her functions, she suddenly seems threatened by it, like the same charm that helps her for work isn't acceptable for any other reason.
Like I said at the beginning of this, I've heard my dad talk about women with big tits, which makes sense, because my mom's got them and he's always made it sound like that's his thing. But beyond those comments, I've never actually seen him cross a line. Not once. There's been no wandering hands, or secret looks. Just the same stuff said behind her back as he'd say if she were right there in front of him, but that's it.
And that's what made me crazy sometimes was that I was so starved for affection from him, because those fleeting moments where he did give me anything, made me wanting him to be the kind of man who would cross it, at least with me, and eventually to spite her.
I get that every couple has their fights, and so I never thought much of theirs. And he's a sexy guy in that fit, classic all-American type, and he could charm anyone, so yeah, I know why insecurities would pop up. But the day I heard them fighting and she accuse him of looking at me, I almost lost my shit.
I wanted to run in their room and yell that I couldn't even get him to spend five minutes alone with me, but she thinks he wants me? The irony burned. I was starving for any kind of affection from him, having gotten to the point I looked forward to him swatting my butt, and she was throwing it in his face like he was giving me more than what she was ok with.
It twisted me up, because part of me wanted it to be true. I wanted her to be right that he was looking at me, that he did want me. Now it wasn't just because of him though, but because of how much I hated the way she said it. Was she always accusing him of that sort of stuff? Is she the reason that he kept his distance from me? My mind was fucking blown that she would even say that to him about me.
It wasn't until months later that one night, after they'd had another fight, that I went back into the kitchen to grab some water. I didn't expect anyone to be up, but since I was only wearing a bra and panties, I threw on a t-shirt just in case. The lights were off, but I could see the glow from the living room. I guess after they fought that night, she went to bed, and he decided to have a drink and sleep on the couch. He was stretched out, half-asleep with the TV on, and a bottle and glass on the end table. It was rare I saw him really drink, but when he did, you knew it was a bad day. And when I walked past, he must've thought I was her. He started to say something that sounded like he was already about to defend himself, but when I said it's just me daddy, his head popped over the back of the couch, and just said "Oh, sorry honey." Nothing wrong with that, right? It was the look that that lasted longer than felt comfortable even to me that got my attention. Then he shut his eyes and disappeared below the back of the couch again.
It could've been nothing more than him just tired or drunk and zoning out, but when I left the room, I caught the reflection in one of the full-length windows. With it being dark outside, and the only light being from the TV, it was practically a mirror, and it showed him stretching around the side to watch me walk away.
That's when I started to question if maybe she wasn't crazy after all, and if maybe she was right. Nothing has ever felt the same since. In my head every pat on the ass now feels like an excuse for him to touch me, and I can't stop thinking about it.
The way his hand lands sends a jolt through me every single time. His hands are bigger than any guy's I've been with, and when he squeezes my shoulder or gives me a pat, it makes even my ass feel small for once. He couldn't take all of me in his grip at once, but the way he makes me feel is as if he could. I always play it off with a smile and a laugh, like I always have. But inside, I'm so happy, imagining what it would be like if he didn't let go right after.
If he held me there, close, sliding those hands higher or lower, or pinning me in place. The idea of giving him an excuse to give me an actual spanking, if I ever thought he'd actually do it... If he'd just stop being the man who never crossed a line, and became the one I've been daring him to be. I spent more time around him, which meant more swats to send me on my way, so after that, even to me it felt like I constantly found an excuse.
It was almost like he'd become an obsession and it took me further than I ever thought it would. One day when they weren't home, I went into their room. At first it was just snooping around opening drawers, and peeking in the closet. Really what I was looking for was any signs of porn to see if I could get an idea of what he was into. Proof that what I saw in the window was what it felt like and not something I imagined, and was nothing more than him innocently watching me to make sure I left while he was drunk. I'd already been through his office and I don't know the password to his computer, so that was a bust. I'm guessing nobody really kept magazines and stuff anymore with the internet, but it was the last thing I could think of.
By this point I'd given up hope of that and was just curious now after having gone through their dresser and seeing each of their underwear and anything else I could think of. And then I found it buried in my mom's nightstand. It wasn't what I had come looking for, but it was a vibrator bigger than anything I'd ever held in my hands. I sat there with it for a minute, fascinated, and almost laughing to myself at the size.
Of course my brain went straight to my dad and if it meant something. Was that a hint about him? Were the sayings true about big hands and big feet, and all that? Or was it just my mom? Did she need something this big because no matter what he gave her, it still wasn't enough? Because that sounds like her to me.
I couldn't stop turning it over in my hand, and sizing it up. It wasn't big like a joke, but definitely bigger than I'd had any experience with. To be fair, you have to remember that I'm five-one and she's not. I'm really short even next to my mom, and I know my hands are smaller than hers, but it's not like I'd ever held them against hers for comparison. So the fact that my hand was just short of closing around it and it was longer than both of mine wrapped around it, just made it seem massive.



And yeah, I know there's a difference between holding a vibrator and holding a cock that's attached to someone, but still, imagining my dad being anywhere close to that size, with those hands gripping me literally anywhere, already made me squirm just thinking back on every time he'd touched me.
So I did the only thing my brain could rationalize. I washed it first, because gross, I wasn't about to use it without doing that. But then I laid back in the middle of their bed. Part of me wanted to know what something like that would even feel like. The other part of me, though? The part that keeps getting off on all the fucked up things I shouldn't? It felt like marking my territory after she accused him of looking at me. Even if neither of them never knew I did it, I felt like I was taking something of hers.
I wanted to believe that the size had more to do with my daddy being that big, rather than her needing something bigger than he was. I wanted what was supposed to help her take him to show me what taking him would feel like.
I tried, but it was too much to go straight at it, so I turned it on and used it against my clit first. The vibration was strong enough that it didn't take long before my hips were moving on their own. Once I could feel myself losing control some, I tried again. It took a few attempts to push past the stretch, but eventually I did.
It wasn't what I expected. I'd braced for pain from the size, but it didn't hurt. It was just... a lot. I was full in a way I'd never felt before, and pressing deeper until it hit my cervix. I had to back off and try again, and it wasn't long before I finally managed to take all of it.
I don't know that I can say it felt particularly good, not in the way I'd hoped. But it didn't matter, because my brain loved the idea anyway. I can still remember only thinking about what it would feel like to have daddy hold himself up above me and him taking me where mom slept next to him. The fuck you to her as he took the one person in the world he shouldn't and that she accused him of looking at. And that's what pushed me over the edge was that in my fantasy, he chose me over mom after years of her fucking up our relationship because she's too insecure to be married to him.
When I finally finished and got up to go wash it off, I almost panicked at the mess I'd left behind. I rushed to wash the vibrator wiped it down, and put it exactly where I found it. Then I sprinted to my bathroom to grab my washcloth and blow dryer, and went back to their room to scrub at the comforter like my life depended on it because it probably did, one way or another. I didn't have time to throw it in the wash before they'd get home, so I just worked at the spot until it was damp and clean enough, then plugged in my hair dryer to dry it off, praying no one would notice a thing.
All this time later and I can only assume the hot smell that a hair dryer leaves behind aired out because I didn't notice either of them act any different, it'll always be fun to imagine what I don't know though. I mean if she were right and he'd been looking at me for how long without me ever noticing, is it impossible to think he's just better than me at keeping things hidden?
And that brings me full circle, right back where I started this whole thing of talking about my parents. I know I put this in the Taboo/Incest Stories and it's not what most of this is about, but it is probably going to be a lot of what I write. Between that the general idea of older men and a younger woman. I still call my dad daddy when I talk to him and my mom mommy. I don't know why and I've had friends make fun of me for it, but whatever.
So there you go. There's a taste of the mess I've been hoarding. I'm posting fantasies and confessions instead of letting them rot in my head. You can consider this my messy, extra-long bio of what I'm into, or what I think about whether I like it or not, and how the two get tangled.
You'll get stories that are horny, stupid, sometimes cruel to me, sometimes real, sometimes not. Every piece will be a fantasy or a memory, but I won't say which because I'm using the comments like a crowdsourced therapist. Does it matter which is which? Not really. Fantasies bleed into real life and real-life shapes fantasies. So the two mix until you can't tell which came first.
I'll try not to my therapeutic view into the story. What you'll get is what I remember and what I imagine. Why post at all? Maybe it's social science, maybe it's exhibitionism, but I'd guess it's both. I want to be less driven by my past and the things that still turn me on. I don't want pity or fixing. just to be honest with what I say, and to see what happens when I try to fully embrace myself.
Read it, ignore it, judge it, be curious about it - whatever. At least I said it out loud.
Now that I've written this and discovered that I have to wait for a profile to be approved, my intention is to write a few more and post them one behind the other before I can change my mind about this whole thing. I've never posted to any sort of forums, so I don't know how fast they go up on here, or how quickly people will see them. I've read stories on here for several years, but have never made an account until now.
Looking forward to see what everyone has to say, because I know the stories that are already on here, so I know I'm not alone in how dirty I am.
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Have you ever seen those videos online of girls either doing, or removing their makeup, and by the time they're done, they look completely different? Like, you wouldn't even know it's the same person? Thank god for those girls, because they taught me how to keep my anonymity when I found my trade. Without them, I don't think I'd have the nerve to do what I do. I was the invisible girl in school, but now, with a little contour and some lashes, I can become anyone. And it turns out men will pay good money for that version of me.
When I was eighteen and fresh out of high school, I started doing massage. Thankfully here in my state, all I had to do was register. There's no formal training and no licensing hoops to jump through, which was good, because I needed money fast. Community college wasn't going to pay for itself, and my parents had already made it clear they couldn't foot the bill, and they wouldn't co-sign for loans either.
The shitty thing for me was, I was always the girl people liked to hang out with, but I wasn't the one guys looked twice at. Sure I was fun, and maybe "cute" on a good day, but no one ever called me beautiful, and I never had anyone show me how to be the pretty girl who gets picked by the boys. Instead, I was always the one offering massages and doing favors, to try and get them notice me. It never worked though. The upside was that I got good with my hands, and when graduation came, I realized I had at least one skill I could sell.
Unfortunately, the problem was that untrained skill only takes you so far, especially when you don't look the part. I didn't have formal training, and I didn't look like the women you see in glossy spa ads that're super slim or polished. I was just your average girl trying to pay tuition with what I had. Most clients booked me to come over, got their hour, tipped what they thought was fair, and sent me on my, probably not even remembering my name.
Then there was the first time someone actually paid attention to me. He was just another regular and it started out the same as always with the low relaxing music, and me working his shoulders while we barely spoke. Halfway through though, something changed. I moved around the table, but as I passed him his hand brushed my thigh. At first I ignored it, thinking it must've been an accident,but then it happened again, and there was no mistaking that it was deliberate this time. His fingers inched up, as I worked his low back.
I tried to sound firm when I pushed his hand away and told him to keep still, but he only chuckled. Then he said, "God, you're cute." It was three little words I wasn't used to hearing. I wanted to brush it off, but he kept talking in this way that sounded so sincere, and I felt like he could see right through me. He traced a hand over my arm and said he couldn't believe I did this for a living, and that my touch was to good for routine appointments. He made it sound like a secret no one else had ever noticed about me.
I told him that what he was implying wasn't proper, but he didn't stop laying it on thicker, with compliment after compliment. In my mind I didn't believe him, but a piece of me wanted to so badly. No one had ever said those things to me before, and I felt my resolve slipping away. By the time his hand crept higher, I felt my principles wobble. What he said didn't erase my nerves, but they gave me the confidence to lean in instead of pulling away.
Eventually I let him kiss me. I let him touch me. And then I let it go further, until it wasn't a massage anymore as he slipped my hand under the sheet and I held my first penis. When it was over, I should've felt cheap, or ashamed. But instead I felt drunk like I'd finally had a taste of what I'd heard so many girls talk about. The feeling of being wanted did things to me I never would've imagined. The idea of someone going to all that trouble just to feel my hand on him... That was the day my life started to change, and the tip he gave me was more than double what my actual rate was.
It didn't end there, either. We had several more sessions after that first time, with each one introducing me to new things. The second time he didn't settle for my hand. He guided me, coaxing me to take him in my mouth, showing me how to move my lips and tongue until I could make him lose control. The way he praised me for every clumsy attempt lit me up inside. It felt like private lessons on how to elicit pleasure, that no one else would've ever taught me, and I wanted to earn his approval more than anything.
Before long, he was teaching me to use more than just my mouth. He pressed himself between my chest, laughing when I blushed because I felt that they were too small, but urging me on until I was teasing him with the soft flesh of my breasts. He coaxed me into moving in ways I'd never thought of before from arching, to teasing, and brushing against him, making me dizzy with how everything we were doing. Each new thing left me with the rush of watching him melt under my growing talents. After some time there was almost nothing we hadn't done.
I became a quick study that was eager to please and hungry for more. Soon I wasn't just following his lead, but I was searching online, and finding new ways to surprise him. I learned how to slow him down when he got too close until he begged, and how to finish him in ways that he hadn't suggested. The more he taught me, the more I wanted to master it, until I wasn't that plain old girl anymore, but someone men craved. At the end of each session, he was as generous as ever with his tip.
Without even realizing it at first, my other massages began to change. The things he'd taught me, like the way to linger with my touch, or the way to position my body closer, and let a brush of skin feel like an accident, slipped into my normal routines. I wasn't trying to cross any lines with other clients, but once I saw the way men responded, it was like a switch I couldn't turn off. Their breathing would change when my hands teased along the edges of areas I wasn't supposed to be. Their muscles twitched when my chest grazed them and even the smallest, unconscious gestures had power. I was more surprised the day I realized one of my female clients had started to respond the same way. There seemed to be an understanding that I didn't realize was expected at first. When they'd ask what I charged, I just quoted them the same rate for my massage as when they booked the appointment, and then what range of tip other clients might give me. From there things started to escalate beyond the standard massage.
Realizing what my practice was becoming was when I started thinking about how I looked. Because no matter how skilled I was with my hands, I still didn't look like the fantasy men wanted. I remembered all those makeup videos I'd seen on social media, and I began practicing in front of the mirror. I refined contouring my cheekbones, reshaping my eyes with liner, making my lips look fuller and my nose more slender. I even went to the extreme of purchasing different types of adhesives to alter what it looked like my facial structure was. At first it felt like a mask, but the more I worked at it, the more I convinced myself that all women did this, just to varying degrees.
Soon I had a face that wasn't mine at all. I could look at my reflection and barely recognize the girl staring back. The plain old me was gone, becoming replaced by someone sexy and confident that men would go out of their way for. It was intoxicating to become her, as easily as putting on a costume.
And it wasn't just for fun. Knowing the effect I was having on men, it became intentional. I leaned into it, dressing to accentuate my new persona, painting myself into someone they couldn't forget. At the same time, I knew I had to protect myself, because I didn't want people recognizing me either. Not classmates, not neighbors, not anyone from the regular life where I was nothing. So I perfected my transformation until there was no trace of the girl they used to see. When I went to my appointments, I was someone else entirely. A young woman who belonged to no one, and could make men weak with a glance.
Once I brought her to life, the next step was selling her. I started rewriting my ads to match the new face in the mirror. No more grainy selfies or awkward descriptions letting them know who would be giving them their massage. I staged photos with good lighting, played up the subtle curves of my body, and showed enough skin to hint at what wasn't on the menu but might be. I wrote my ads in the same playful, teasing way, but never outright promising anything. "Eighteen, and putting myself through college," I typed at the top of my profile, a wink at the oldest joke in the book about strippers being students.
People clicked and my bookings doubled while the tips got bigger. Men contacted me already convinced they were doing something a little dangerous, and a little special. That was the point. Behind the makeup and the words, I was still me, but they didn't know that. To them I was an experience. The fantasy they'd built in their heads of an eighteen-year-old girl and I'd become good at giving it to them.
It didn't take long before the messages started coming in faster than I could keep up. Most were men looking for an hour to unwind, some hoping to push the boundaries as far as I'd let them, which was as far as they wanted, and others just wanted someone to talk to while my hands worked. I could feel they wanted more, but didn't have the nerve to go through with it. Every now and then, though, I'd get one that stood out.
That's how it was with him. At first, everything seemed normal enough. I didn't recognize the name when he'd booked his massage, but I never did, and he asked about times and rates. Then when we got closer to his appointment, he sent the message that made me smile devilishly. Would I be willing to dress up a little? I'd told him I was more than happy to, and asked if he had something in mind. He did, and it wasn't lingerie, or anything trashy, but the classic cliché. He wanted the schoolgirl skirt, and white blouse, with knee high socks. I went online, finding examples until I found the perfect balance on some tabloid cover about the "forbidden fantasy." It had the innocence of a school girl, while teasing everything to make it sexy at the same time.
I told him I'd figure something out, but inside I was grinning knowing I'd already ordered the clothes. Requests like that usually meant bigger tips, and I already had ideas on how to use it to drum up more business in the future. When he confirmed and prepaid, I agreed. To me, it was just another role for my new persona to slip into.
The day of the appointment, everything felt routine. I put on the short plaid skirt, tucked in my shirt leaving the top two buttons undone, pulled on the socks, and finished my makeup until the mirror showed nothing of the girl I used to be. By the time I walked up to his place, I was in character feeling confident, and already turning myself on.
Then he opened the door. He didn't waste a second, just glanced past me to check the street and quickly ushered me inside. And in that split-second, my confidence faltered. Because standing there in front of me wasn't just another random client. It was my old teacher. The man who'd once passed me in hallways without a second glance, who graded my papers with his red pen and never had any idea what I dreamed about at night. Clearly he'd booked his appointment under a fake name, which if I'd thought about it, was probably way more common than I'd realized at the time.
He had no clue who I was. Not with the hair, and makeup. But I knew. And as he closed the door behind me, all the air rushed out of my lungs.
He looked as good as ever. Maybe even better. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, and his arms seemed thicker than I remembered. When I saw the veins standing out as he reached to lock the door, my mind instantly went to wondering just how veiny other parts of him were. Even the way his shirt fit made me swallow hard. And his hands - God, his hands... I'd always noticed them when I sat at my desk, watching the way he wrote, or when he'd pass back papers and his fingers brushed mine by accident. The few times he'd shook my hand, or placed it on my shoulder made me feel small, and now, seeing them in this setting, I couldn't stop imagining what it would feel like if he had the nerve to put them on me today.
He gestured for me to follow, sounding as polite as can be. I stepped into the living room, making the pleated skirt brush my thighs as I moved, and it was like walking straight into one of my old fantasies, except this time, he wasn't untouchable.
I set my table up in the middle of the room, using the routine to help me calm my nerves. "Mind if I use a sink to wash my hands?" I asked, trying to use a bit of an accent to disguise my voice in case he recognized it. As routine as this appointment was, it felt like anything but. "You can undress to whatever level you're comfortable with, and get under the sheet while I'm gone. Just call out when you're ready."
He nodded, already pointing toward the hall. "Of course, you can use the bathroom. It's the second door on the left."
I slipped into the bathroom and turned on the tap, letting the water run over my fingers. But the second I was alone, the act dropped. My hand slid into my panties and the dampness there made my knees weak. I was already so wet, just from the sight of him. From the thought of knowing who he was and what he'd likely set up the appointment for, but that he had no idea who he'd booked with.
I pulled my hand free, staring at the sheen on my fingers, now having a real reason to wash them, to make everything clinical and clean. Then I decided to let it stay, rubbing my hands together to dry them. I wanted it there, faint and hidden under the oil I'd be using. A secret only I'd know about when I rubbed my hands against him for that first stroke.
When I came back out after I heard him, the sight that greeted me gave me butterflies. His clothes were neatly folded in a stack on a chair with his shirt, and pants in a neatly folded pile. I wondered if he'd buried his underwear under another piece of clothing, or if he was still wearing them. I forced myself to keep moving and to pretend I hadn't been looking for clues of if he was fully naked. He was already face down on the table with the sheet draped over him. His shoulders and little bit of back that I was able to see were broad and defined, making my mouth go dry.
If it wasn't for him having contacted my ad that pointed out I was eighteen and then asking me to wear a school girl outfit, I would've wondered why he needed to call someone like me at all. But how else does he live out this apparent fetish he had, when he's an actual teacher? I rubbed the oil between my palms, warming it before laying my hands on him for the first time. I may not know all the best therapeutic massage techniques yet, but I was practiced enough to know how to keep my movements feeling smooth and innocent. The strokes of a young masseuse.
I folded the sheet down, exposing the expanse of his back. It was as muscled as I'd always imagined from looking at his arms. In my head, I was back in his class staring at his butt whenever he turned to write something on the board. The oil made his skin shine under my hands as I worked along the lines of his shoulders, then down the erector muscles along his spine. I felt them give beneath my palms. His muscles were surprisingly loose for someone as chiseled as he was. I expected to feel knots, but any tension seemed to be more from suspense, than anything else.
When I reached lower, my fingers intentionally brushed just under the sheet where I'd folded it down, skimming the edge of his waist, looking to find what my mind wanted to know. That's when I confirmed there was nothing there. No elastic band, no boxers bunched beneath the cover. Just warm skin disappearing beneath the sheet, and my pulse jumped. My hands were on my naked fantasy, and brushing against the top of his muscular butt.
My movements stuttered for the briefest second, as I tingled at the idea I'd touched something forbidden. Then I ran my hands back up over his back as though nothing had happened. He lay there, completely trusting. I focused on my routine of a proper massage, letting it carry me. I moved in broad strokes up over his back, lightly digging my thumbs into the muscles between his shoulder blades. I worked my way to his arms, spreading oil down their length. Then down his arms, taking in just how solid he felt, and the warmth of his skin seeping into my hands until I caught myself slowing down just to linger.
When I reached his neck, I slowed down, letting my fingers knead the base of his skull, drawing soft circles and playing with the nape of his neck. He stayed quiet, but I could feel the way his body eased under my touch.
Before I moved to his legs, I wanted to give a hint that said this didn't have to stay proper if he didn't want it to. I moved around to where his head rested in the cradle, bending forward to reach for my bag on the floor. I kept my legs straight, knowing exactly how high the skirt was riding up as I leaned over, having practiced in the mirror. For a few seconds, I fiddled with what was in my bag, deliberately slower than I needed to be.
The faint creak of the face cradle told me he'd lifted his head. I smiled to myself and plucked the bottle of oil from where I'd set it beside my bag, then stood. My pulse was racing as I gave him a second to lay his face back down if he wanted, but my hands were steady as I turned back toward him. When I glanced down, he was still holding his head up, watching me move back to him. Our eyes met for the briefest second before he let his head drop back into place. There was no hiding from either of us that he'd been looking. That knowledge coursed through me like electricity.
Having covered him again, I ran my hand down his back, letting him track where I was. Reaching for the sheet covering the leg closest to me, I moved it out of the way. I didn't use the crisp tuck I usually gave to keep it secure and everything hidden, but with a looser drape that bared almost the whole length of his leg, right up along the edge of his butt. The exposure was actually less than I'd do with a proper massage, but left the teasing element of me slipping my hand under the sheet that was supposed to be protecting him.
I started at his foot, followed by the calf, kneading upward, sinking my fingers into the muscle as though this were a regular massage. But by the time I reached his thigh, my touch grew more deliberate beyond that. I let my hand slip beneath the edge of the sheet, digging against his warm skin, moving higher and higher until I felt him adjust. And then, there it was. The faintest graze of my fingers against his sack. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. The skin felt like satin on the back of my fingers. I'd never felt a guy that shaved himself before, and the softness of it compared to the standard coarse pubic hair, was a tantalizing first. The shock of it made me pulse between my thighs in a way I couldn't ignore.
I lingered there, massaging the thick muscle of his upper thigh beyond where I should've been. I went all the way to the top of the inside, feeling his balls move from the movement of my hand. Then, with both hands slippery with oil, I slid higher, spreading across the curve of his glutes, kneading firmly around the joint of his leg and up to his hip. My thumbs pressed in circles, working the muscle, but every touch felt charged.
A soft sigh escaped him, but there was nothing more than that. I finished working the muscles with a few long strokes, letting my hands travel back down the length of his leg with some finishing calming strokes, before moving on. I repeated the process on his other leg, mirroring each motion, keeping it steady and careful even as my pulse pounded in my throat when I reached his scrotum again.



When I was done, I replaced the sheet to cover him. "Go ahead and roll over for me," I said as calmly as I could.
He did as I asked and I raised the sheet just enough to give him cover as he turned. When I let it fall back into place, the shape beneath it left no doubt that he was as turned on as I was. The sheet rose against his lower stomach, and I couldn't help smiling. When I looked up, he was watching me with an uncertain expression, then shut his eyes as if surrendering to whatever came next.
Taking the cue, I moved back to his legs, repeating the process I did on the back, rubbing oil across the strong muscle there as if nothing were out of the ordinary. But with every stroke upward, my hands itched to move faster and toward the bulge at his center.
I watched his face as I worked up the length of his leg. His eyes stayed closed, giving me nothing to read or guide me with except the rise and fall of his chest. When I reached his inner thigh, my hand slid between his testicles and the muscle there once more, gliding across skin that felt impossibly hot against my hand.
Still, his face didn't change even a flicker. As I worked the muscles, I saw the obvious twitch of his manhood under the sheet, straining as if his body couldn't lie no matter how much he kept himself composed.
I thought I heard a small groan, and I smiled. I let my fingers linger in the hollow where his thigh met groin, circling with practiced pressure before easing back down the leg like it was nothing more than part of the massage. Then I repeated the process on his other leg once more.
Next I draped the sheet to work his upper body, folding it so his torso was bare, appreciating the muscles of his chest and stomach. Moving to the top of the table, I adjusted my skirt and leaned in close to his head. His eyes were still shut and his face was calm, but I could see the muscles at his temple working, as he tried holding himself together.
I worked quickly and quietly at the buttons of my blouse. First one, then another slipped free, until the gap was wide enough to leave no doubt that I wasn't wearing a bra. I knew the angle would give him a view if he opened his eyes.
I dipped my oiled hands to his temples, massaging gently, and letting my thumbs sweep across his brow. After his face, I slid lower, tracing down his neck, and massaging across the swell of his pecs. I reached further, stretching from where I stood at the top of the table until my fingers pressed into the ridges of his abdomen.
I intentionally drug my hair over his chest as I leaned forward, making the strands sweep across his skin. I let my hands glide lower, following the carved lines of his stomach I parted them as I reached under the sheet to keep from brushing the erection that strained up against it. Noticing the lack of pubic hair here as well. When I'd veered outward heading toward his hips, he jerked suddenly from the touch in what looked like an involuntary flinch of a ticklish spot. I applied more pressure, continuing the movement until the tension left his body again.
I worked my hands back up his torso, lifting myself slowly until I was standing tall enough to see his face again. This time his eyes were open, bouncing between my face and the gape of my blouse. Smiling at him, I slid my hands back down his chest and along his side, stepping carefully until I stood near his hand. He continued to watch me now with that same blank expression, except I could see his chest rising more.
I took his arm gently, lifting and rolling it so I could work the muscle from shoulder to wrist. My thumbs pressed into his forearm, then circled down to his palm, rubbing the silky oil into the muscles. When I set his arm down again, I left it resting just right between my thighs, close enough to make the suggestion clear without his fingers actually touching me.
His eyes dropped to the placement, staring openly now. He finally spoke after so much silence. "Just how expensive do your massages go?"
I kept my tone confused, like I didn't understand. "I'm not sure what you mean. I've already told you the cost of my massage." I smiled faintly as I added, "Though... some clients have been known to be super nice. They might tip me as much as four times my asking rate." I finished by catching one side of my bottom lip between my teeth, and blinked at him with my most innocent face.
His response came in the form of him hesitantly stroking the inside of my thigh. Even though he seemed unsure with his touch, it sent me tingling all over again. I let out an exaggerated moan to let him know it was ok, and dropped my head as if I couldn't help myself. I kept my eyes hooded, yet on him, and abandoned his arm altogether.
I slid both hands to his abs, working across the exposed skin in slow circles. Only a few seconds passed before my curiosity got the better of me. My left hand stayed on his stomach, but my right traveled lower, slipping beneath the sheet as though I were simply working the rest of the muscle set.
I continued down to brush by him intentionally, and the slippery warmth that met my hand told me exactly how ready he was. Precum had leaked onto his belly, and I smeared it into him with the oil already on my fingers. There was a distinct lack of any hair. He was completely smooth as though he must've just shaved recently before I got here.
I didn't stop. I pushed my hand lower, sliding through the mess, until I was fully between his stomach and his erection, feeling the length of him rest against me. More wetness beaded out, as it dripped on the back of my hand, yet I kept moving side to side, working lower with each pass until I reached the root of him. Then, just as slowly, I worked my way back up again, savoring every twitch and throb beneath the sheet, making sure the back of hand drug across the sensitive ridge of his crown.
I lifted my hand from under the sheet and looked at it, then back at him, blinking as though I was embarrassed by what I'd found there. "Oh..." I whispered, frowning. "I'm sorry... I didn't mean to make you make such a mess." My tone was soft and innocent, but the way I held his gaze made sure he knew it wasn't really an apology, and I was anything but sorry.
Deliberately slowly, I wiped my hand across the front of my plaid skirt, leaving a faint smear. I felt his eyes on it, on me, watching as his excitement marked me for the first time of our session.
I moved back to the edge of the sheet, casually letting my hands work along his stomach. I pushed the draping lower with every stroke. "Are you enjoying your massage?" I asked innocently.
"Hmm," he moaned, with a small nod.
I smiled to myself and slid my hand back under the sheet, until my thumb hooked at the very root of his erection. He twitched at the contact, and then it rested on top of my hand, pulsing against me. "Would you like me to make sure I massage every muscle?" I asked in my sweetest voice.
His eyes closed for only a second. "Yes. Please."
Leaning into the game he'd started when he asked me to wear the outfit, I tilted my head, letting the blouse hang open so he could see the insides of my breasts, possibly to my nipples. "Then maybe... you could be my teacher," I whispered, scraping the nail of my thumb lazily along his shaft. "You could make sure I know how to do it right."
That was when his cock jumped sharply under the sheet, smacking against my hand as it fell back down again. "Yes... I'd be happy to teach you."
"Okay, Mr. Carter," I murmured, using the fake last name he'd given me when he booked the appointment. Teasing my old teacher with this game felt thrilling while I did my thing. I imagined doing this as if we were back in class but with none of the rules that should've applied. I tried to use the same tone of respect he would've expected from a student, only it was twisted now into both of our apparent fantasies.
My hand slipped around his base, cupping his balls, and rolling them gently. I marveled at how smooth he was. There was absolutely no hair, just warm, silken skin. I'd imagined touching him so many times before, but I never thought of him shaven.
From there I wrapped my hand around his length, surprised at how right he felt in my grip. He wasn't intimidating, just perfectly filling my palm, as I stroked him the way I'd practiced so many times before. He was a size I could actually enjoy, where the focus wouldn't be on how much work it took to take him, but on how good it felt to do it.
"Am I doing okay, Mr. Carter?" I asked softly, making sure to use the name he'd given. I tilted my head, letting my hair fall across my face like I was shy even though I knew exactly what I was doing. "You'll tell me if I mess this up, right?"
His answer came out in barely more than a whisper. "No... you're doing just fine to start with."
The praise made my stomach flip, and flooding between my legs. When his hand that had been idly stroking my thigh this whole time, slid higher, inch by inch, he closed the short distance until he found the thin fabric of my panties. The moment his fingers pressed into the damp spot clinging to me, I gasped, and my knees nearly gave out at the contact.
His fingers pressed more firmly into the soaked fabric, rubbing small, deliberate circles that made my thighs tremble. Every press sent a shock through me. I knew he could feel how drenched I already was. My hand around his cock tightened, stroking him from base to tip with a pace and pressure I knew would keep him teetering on the edge.
I cradled his balls with my other hand, rolling them slowly as my thumb traced under the thick ridge of his shaft. Every twitch against my palm felt delicious, and it only made me want to push him further.
"How's this, Mr. Carter?" I whispered, my voice shaking with my own arousal. "Does this make you feel good?"
His head pressed back against the table and exhaled. "Yes it does, Miss... Jones." I don't know if the name came out at random, or if he was thinking of someone specific, but hearing him give me one made my pulse spike. He was giving into the fantasy, just as much as I had when he was in his class.
His fingers slid beneath my panties and found the slick skin hidden underneath. I moaned at the intrusion, pressing into his touch, matching my movements to his. My thumb circled the wet head of his cock, smearing the constant leak of precum down his length, while his finger slid between my folds.
"Oh no, Mr. Carter," I whimpered. "I think I may have made a mess of my panties. Could you... would you be kind enough to take them off for me, while my hands are so full?"
His cock throbbed in my grip and then he twisted beneath me, hooking his fingers into the waistband of my panties. The pink cotton with the tiny bow at the top stretched, then slid down my thighs, peeling away until they dropped to the floor at my feet.
I stepped out of them, feeling my heart hammering, and at the same time I reached for the top sheet. With a long tug I pulled it clear, baring him completely. His erection stood rigid and glistening, proudly displaying the length of him smeared with the shine of the oil and precum I'd spread with my hand.
He reached up until his fingers found the buttons of my blouse. One by one he slipped the rest of them free, tugging the fabric open until my bare breasts came into view. I felt my already hard nipples tighten as he looked at them The blouse bunched beneath the waistband of my skirt, but he didn't bother freeing it. His eyes moved down, and his hand followed, pushing the plaid higher until it was bunched up around my waist.
His other hand moved with a purpose, parting me with his fingers. He spread my folds and stroked the swollen lips he found there. I felt him circle my entrance, dipping just inside at first, then pulling back just to hear the sharp gasp leave my throat. My body arched into his touch. The relentlessly teasing fingers made it impossible to catch my breath.
I was bent awkwardly, trying to stroke him with both hands while keeping myself open for him, causing my thighs to begin to tremble. "You'd probably find it easier," I heard him say, as I tried to focus on pleasuring him, "if you climbed up on the table."
Looking up at his face, I nodded meekly and as I started to climb up, he guided me, pulling at my leg until I was straddling his chest. A gentle tug repositioned me until I was positioned over him with his cock in my hands, and my cunt now hovering over his face.
By the time he settled me in place, we were locked in a perfect 69. Before giving in to what he wanted, I rose up onto my knees, dragging my hands slowly up his torso as I lifted myself higher. I could feel the firm muscles of his stomach and chest beneath my palms until I was upright, placing my wet pussy and butt just above his face.
I used both hands to spread myself open, baring my trim slit to him. Taking a single fingertip, I teased at my clit, rubbing at the tiny hidden nub. I let my fingers move back, and pressed inside until they slid in to the base, I repeated the motion until I knew they were coming out drenched. I could see them glistening with thick strings when I looked down.
I held them out between my little cunny and his face, making a show of it. "Oh, Mr. Carter," I whispered with play-innocence. "I'm so embarrassed you have to see me in such a messy state."
I watched his cock twitch again, picking up how much hearing me talk to him made it dance, and I smiled, leaning forward. I reached down to grip him, spreading my juices along his shaft and coating him with the wetness I'd just pulled from myself. His length gleamed under my hand as I stroked him.
Needing to taste myself mixed with the drop I watched form at his tip, I lowered myself in one smooth motion, taking him into my mouth. My lips stretched, and my jaw worked, but I didn't stop until my nose was pressed tight against the smooth sack I was back to fondling. His shaft filled my throat, and I held him there, swallowing around him to prove exactly what I was capable of.
His groan tore free the second my throat flexed around his length, his hips pushing upward in reflex. I pulled back slowly, letting him slip out, wet and coated in my saliva from having been in my throat, until I felt the crown pulling against my clamped lips. Then I gave a soft, innocent lick, mewling at him as if I hadn't just buried all of him inside me.
"Is this still good, sir?" I asked sweetly, putting the innocence back in my voice, yet my mouth slid smoothly down his shaft again. I pulled back slowly until it was free, then licking the underside as if I was searching for his approval. "Will you... will you be the best teacher ever, and show me how to make you happy?"
I wrapped both hands around the base, stroking him, while my lips pressed kisses up and down his length as though I was still learning. Every move was deliberate, but I kept my tone as if I were pleading. "I want to do it right for you, Mr. Carter. Just... guide me, I'll do anything to make you happy."
Even though he couldn't see my face from where I hovered over him, the innocence came through in the careful pauses of my voice, and the hesitant way I let my tongue fluttered at the head like I was experimenting, eager for his guidance. His groan rolled up from deep in his chest, giving me an answer all its own, but I kept the charade alive, waiting for him to give me the lesson I was asking for.
His hand slid into my hair, slipping deeper into the role he'd set up when he booked me. "Slow down, Miss Jones. Take me in your mouth... but keep your tongue flat."
I obeyed, lowering over him, I flattened my tongue like he asked, and swallowed him down, causing him to groan. My lips stretched around him once more, and I could feel his pulse throb against the back of my throat.
"That's it," he murmured, as his hips moved. "Now, ease back... use your hand too. Grip me tight at the base. Yesss- Good girl."
The praise lit a fire in me, and I bobbed along his length, following each direction, desperate for my schoolgirl crush's approval. And then, between one command and the next, his mouth finally found my lips. He brushed against the swollen folds he'd been teasing with his fingers, and I gasped around him, nearly choking when his tongue licked between them.
I whimpered, pulling off to pant when my body began trembling. His voice hummed against me. "Don't stop, Miss Jones. Learn how to use that sweet mouth of yours, while I show you how to use the rest." Obeying his instructions, I took him back inside.
His tongue circled my clit as his hand at the back of my head pushed me back down his shaft, and I moaned so hard around him I felt the vibrations go through both of us.
His voice teased against my sensitive skin, even as his tongue drew me higher and higher. "That's good, Miss Jones... you can take more, I know you can. Just slow your breathing, and relax your throat." I did exactly as he said, making sure to give him what he asked for. My lips slid all the way down, until I was pressed against the smooth sack yet again.
"That's it," he groaned, and gripped my hair tighter. "Now, stroke it as you pull back. Grip it harder- Yes, just like that."
I thought I was keeping pace, and that I had time to learn what he liked, but then his whole body stiffened without warning. His hips jerked up and suddenly he was firing into my mouth in hot, thick rivulets, faster than I could prepare for. I gave a muffled cry against him, surprised, but his groan vibrated straight into my lips as he buried his face deeper between my thighs.
I swallowed hard, working to keep up, but it came so quick I had to use my fingers to catch the overflow, sweeping it back in as it dripped past my lips. My chest heaved, and my heart raced as his taste coated my tongue, slurping to drink all of it down.
What shocked me more was what came next. Instead of easing back, or telling me he was too sensitive - not even softening like I expected, he kept bucking into my mouth. His cock stayed hard, and pulsing with need as though the orgasm hadn't even happened.
I whimpered around him stretching my throat, my lips sealed tight, but I kept swallowing and obeying, as his tongue worked me relentlessly from below. There was no pause or reprieve, just the raw lesson of what it meant to keep going after the fact.
I pulled off him with a wet gasp, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand gasping for air. "Oh my god, Mr. Carter," I stammered, wide-eyed and still panting. "You didn't even slow down... how're you still hard?" My voice was filled with desire, and I looked at his hard shaft in shock and awe.
He pulled his mouth from between my thighs. "There's plenty more where that came from," he said, and before I could protest, his hand pressed firmly against the back of my head, forcing me right back down onto him.
"Ease it in again, Miss Jones," he commanded. "Do just like I said. Relax your jaw, and breathe through your nose. Keep using your hand to stroke me as you swallow me." I obeyed, taking him deep while my fist worked anywhere my mouth wasn't. Each motion was guided by his directions.
Then, after a couple more minutes of using our mouths on each other, he wrapped his arms around my body. He suddenly moved beneath me, and in one powerful motion he swung us both upright. My world spun, and I squealed in shock as he stood, holding me upside down with my legs in the air and his arms holding me to him, as if I weighed nothing at all.
I released him with a startled laugh, but before I could recover, his mouth was back on me, burying his tongue between my outer lips. I gasped, then giggled, the sheer novelty of being held like this, and it made me giddy. "Oh, Mr. Carter! I never knew how strong you are," I cried, my laugh breaking into a moan as I swallowed him down again, my throat stretched tight around him as I devoured his length from upside down.



The position only lasted a moment, before he spun me around. In one smooth motion, he'd turned me upright, then laid me back across the table, my skirt bunched at my waist, and my blouse was gaping open.
He loomed over my trembling body, laid sideways across the table. With one hand he gripped my thigh to push it open, and the other guided his cock until the thick head nudged against my entrance. For the first time all evening, his voice faltered, and his real self came through.
"I just want to make sure-" he murmured, "-is this okay?"
I bit down on my lip through a smile, as the anticipation of what I'd only dreamed of before overtook me. I nodded quickly and emphatically, with eager, wide eyes. That was all the consent he was looking for. My head snapped back as he started to press inside, stretching me inch by inch until my gasp filled the room. Even if not the biggest, he was still big, and the fullness made me moan.
"Breathe," he said, slipping back into the role as my teacher. "Just relax your hips... now, let me push deeper. That's it, Miss Jones. You're doing such a good job. You take directions so well."
I clung to the edge of the table, arching as he pressed on. His words turned me on me as much as his body did.
"Now," he groaned as he bottomed out, "squeeze against me when I pull back. I'm gonna go slow at first, so try to match my pace. That's how you'll learn to keep me right on the edge."
God, my teacher I used to dream about, was inside me, telling me what to do. Every thrust felt like it was pulling me apart until I couldn't think, just obey. He had no idea who I was, no clue what it meant to me, and that only made the eroticism of everything stronger. My grip around him grew tighter and tighter until the pleasure broke over me.
He groaned when he felt my tight, eighteen-year-old pussy, clench down on him from my orgasm. It caused his own pace to pick up, until his hips were slamming harder against me. "Oh fuck... Miss Jones- can I finish inside you?" His voice was desperate now, fraying at the edges.
I shook my head quickly, gasping out, "No- please! I'm not on the pill." It was a lie, but I knew what it did to some men, and how the thought of getting me pregnant fueled them as much as anything I could ever do.
With a grunt he pulled free, stroking himself fast. He finished across my chest, sending white bands streaking my skin as I pulled my blouse open to catch more of him, and watched it slide down my skin. I pressed my tits together, but the final spurts fell across the plaid skirt, darkening the fabric underneath the white streaks of his cum.
His hand slowed when he squeezed the last drops out. Panting I laid my head back off the opposite edge of the table, my hair spilling toward the floor as I tried to reorient myself. But the experience wasn't over, and before I could even come down, I felt him at my entrance again, with no hesitation or warning. He drove into me in one smooth stroke, as hard as he was when we began and demanding more. He never missed a beat. My cry echoed off the walls from disbelief and elation.
I lifted my head, staring down at him in fascination as he set his pace. It was unrelenting, and already back to the rhythm that had driven me to orgasm moments ago. My hands flew to my chest, tweaking my nipples as his cock filled me again and again, a wild grin broke across my face. This clearly wasn't over - not even close.
I clawed at my blouse, peeling it off my arms. The fabric was already streaked with his cum, so I drug it down my stomach and between my breasts, wiping away the thick trails before dropping it carelessly to the floor. My tits weren't big, but they were firm and even laying back they rose proudly from my ribs. As his hips hammered into me, I reached down to stroke myself where he entered me, my fingers circling the swollen nub that made my thighs quake.
"Would you mind if we took off my skirt?" I panted, tugging at the waistband bunched around my middle. He pulled out, slick and dripping, and I fumbled for the zipper at the side. The second it loosened, he yanked it down my legs in one quick motion and tossed it aside, wasting no time before burying himself back inside me. I was now completely naked, just like he'd been the whole time, other than my shoes and knee-high socks.
My head hung off the table again, the room spinning as he plunged my depths, and my hands moving between my legs, teasing myself as he used me for his own pleasure. The sensations built in my belly until I had to lift my head, straining to meet his eyes. I watched the strain in his face, and the sweat beading on him.
"Mr. Carter..." I moaned, managing to get it out between gasps, "if you promise to be extra nice with your tip... there's another hole you could finish in. I mean, only if you really wanted to finish inside me."
To make sure there was no mistaking my offer, I pulled my legs back toward my chest, spreading myself open with both hands. His cock twitched inside me at the lewd display, and when I licked my lips before catching the bottom one between my teeth in that same innocent little pout, his eyes burned hotter.
He pulled free from my cunt, the sudden emptiness making me whimper, and realigned himself. The blunt head of him pressed against the tight ring of my ass, and I sucked in a sharp breath at the pressure.
"Oh my God, Mr. Carter," I gasped, rocking my hips as best I could to meet him. "Please... please teach me how to take you. Back there"
He took it slow, inching into me as my moans filled the room. The stretch was overwhelming when his thickness pushed inside, spreading me wide until I whimpered at the pressure. Every hiss that left me came tangled with words of approval. "You're so big... so big in my dirty little hole. I've never- never felt anything like this."
His hands gripped the backs of my thighs, folding me over on myself me as he sank deeper. I arched beneath him, forcing myself to keep my expression soft and pleading, even as my body burned from the all too familiar intrusion.
"Is this what you wanted, Miss Jones?" he rasped.
"Yes," I whimpered, then moaned. "Yes, Mr. Carter... it's everything I wanted. Please, don't stop. Teach me more. Take my last hole and make it yours."
The words lit something in him, as his grip tightened on my thighs. He drove forward harder and faster, abandoning the slow stretch for raw force. My back arched off the table, a cry tearing out of me as his cock filled me deeper than I thought I could comfortably take.
"God, yes!" I gasped, between a whimper and a scream. "You're splitting me open you're so big-" My protests only seemed to spur him on, making each thrust rougher than the last. The slap of his skin bounced around the room.
I clutched at my breasts, tugging at my nipples, and my legs tensed under his weight as the sensations overwhelmed me. I told myself to sound as innocent as I could to keep up the pretense of being unprepared for this, but the truth bled through in every sound that came out of me.
"Oh, Mr. Carter, I can't-" My words broke off into another desperate moan. "I had no idea- I didn't even know it could feel like this."
Everything about it drove me out of my head. My nails dug into my own skin as I lost myself to the sensations, no longer sure if I was actually pretending when I said the things I did. Either way, my body gave him what he wanted, clenching around him, and urging him to continue until there was nothing left but the feeling of being utterly taken.
Each time he pushed into me, a sound escaped I didn't recognize as my own. Between gasps and grunts, I forced the words out. "If you... had your choice... where would you want... to finish, Mr. Carter?"
His face scrunched in focus, his hips continuing to drive into me harder as he groaned, "Inside that amazingly tight little cunt of yours."
A shaky laugh bubbled out of me. "Of course- Jesus, that's good..." I gasped, squeezing at my nipples, as my head dropped back. "Fuck it- Do it. You can cum in my pussy if that's what you really want."
He faltered, his rhythm stuttering for the first time, and I saw the conflict flash across his face. "But you already told me-"
"I don't care," I cut him off, my voice high and desperate. "I don't care about any of that. I just want to feel you cum inside me. It doesn't matter what happens after. I promise- you'll never have to worry about it." I knew I should be safe with the pill; I just didn't want him to know I'd lied to him earlier.
He groaned again, and his thrusts into my ass began to slow. His face was tight with the conflict raging inside his head. For a heartbeat I thought he'd pull out, that the fantasy would end right there.
"Please," I begged, my voice breaking, and tears began to form from the intensity of it all. "Please, Mr. Carter. Do it. Give it to me."
That was enough to get him to let go. His mouth twisted when the last of his restraint snapped, and he wrenched himself free to reposition himself. With one hard stroke, he plunged into my cunt, burying himself to the hilt. I groaned, trying to muffle the scream that wanted to come out, my body arching as the sudden fullness sent me spiraling. He fucked me recklessly; lost to the decision I'd begged him for.
When his flurry of pounding thrusts and ragged snarls began to slip away with his control, I begged for more. I clawed at my own thighs, leaving red marks on the pale skin, as he held me in place to meet every reckless plunge. The sound of our bodies colliding was like music to me. The sounds were wet and messy, building the tension in my core so tight I could barely handle it.
And then he lost it. His hips bucked deep, and I could feel his cock swelling inside me as he emptied himself against my cervix. The hot pulses spilled through me, flooding the place I'd begged him to do it, and I cried out, clinging to his wrists, lost in the moment.
"Yes, Mr. Williams- please, don't stop," I gasped, my voice breaking as his real name slipped out. I hadn't meant to say it, but the truth tumbled out with the pleasure. He froze, realizing I knew who he was. I knew I'd fucked up, but I tried to ignore it as he kept cumming inside me.
I was too far gone to care as he searched my face. I urged him on, my voice shaking with release and need. "That's it, Mr. Williams, give me every last drop... I want it all..."
The last dregs of his climax oozed into me, and when he finally almost collapsed against me, bracing himself against the table, both of us were drenched in sweat. The silence that followed was deafening. His cock was still twitching inside me, but his focus was on my face, trying to piece together why I'd called him by his real name. Why he didn't recognize me.
Panic surged through me that he'd see through my makeup, for who I really was. I had no idea how much may have started to come off through the sweat and exertion. My chest tightened as I pushed against him, wriggling free, and scrambling to put space between us. "I should... I should get cleaned up," I mumbled, "we're well over the scheduled hour."
He reached for me, still dazed. "Who are you? How do you know my name?" he asked with obvious confusion.
I ignored him, forcing my hands to move quickly. I grabbed my skirt, then my blouse, followed by the still soaked panties. My pulse hammered as I collapsed my table, the snap of the legs folding was louder than his questions in my haste.
"You need to tell me-"
"I'm sorry, but I really do need to get going," I cut in, my voice becoming more businesslike, though my hands shook. "Cash is fine for any tips." I didn't look at him again, I just packed the last of my things, forcing myself to focus on anything else while I waited.
Minutes later, I was in my car, feeling my body sink into the safety of the seat. I let my head fall against the headrest, and closed my eyes at the shock that was catching up with me. My chest rose and fell in shallow bursts. Awe. Terror. Desire. It all blurred together until I couldn't separate one from the other. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw him standing in the window, watching. His face was screwed tight, trying to figure me out from the distance.
Watching him watch me, I swallowed hard, then slid my hand inside my panties. His seed was still seeping out of me. I scooped his spend out from my tunnel, lifted it to my lips, and fed it into my mouth. My other hand rose to the window, curling into the hang loose gesture of thumb and pinky out, the same silly sign I'd flashed him countless times to say goodbye, after we'd joked about a surfing movie before class one time in school.
I held it there for a heartbeat, just long enough to be sure he saw, before lowering it and starting the car.
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If anyone asks where I'm from, I usually just say Minnesota. It's technically true, my parents both grew up here, and I was born in Duluth. But most of the time, it feels like a lie. I haven't lived in the States since I was seven, which means all the stuff that's supposed to feel normal, like football games, Target runs, or even going out for ice cream with friends, still hits me with this weird sense of not knowing what people think I should be doing. Like I'm living in someone parallel world.
What actually feels normal is windmills and bikes and skinny old men smoking outside train stations. That weird fish smell in the Albert Heijn. Saunas with friends after swim practice, with steam fogging up the place and everyone perfectly comfortable when towels are absent, because nobody actually cares! My dad got a job teaching on NATO bases, and my mom's job allows her to work from anywhere, so we lived in different countries, on different bases for the last 12 years, but mostly in The Netherlands. For a while I was the American kid who didn't understand how everything worked, learning to curse in Dutch, and developing this unintentional habit of thinking it was ok to change shirts wherever I happened to be, locker room or not.
So when we moved back last summer, after Dad's contract was up, and Mom missed "real autumns," and apparently I was supposed to find myself at a "real" American college, it was like being dropped into a TV show I hadn't watched from the beginning. I go to a small liberal arts college here, and everyone's been nice enough, but there are so many rules I keep tripping over without even realizing it.
Like the sauna thing. The first time I went with some girls I'd met, I peeled off my clothes automatically. I wasn't even thinking about it. Suddenly, they all went weirdly silent. Later, I heard someone say, "She's just European, you know how they are," as if it explained everything. Which, maybe it does. Where I come from, it's what you did in a sauna. It didn't matter if it was me and friends, or me and family, it's just what I learned.
It's the same with changing clothes. After swim club or the gym, or even just trying on something in a friend's dorm room. Why would I worry about it? But apparently, if you swap your sports bra for a t-shirt and don't make a big production out of hiding yourself, people look at you like you've broken a commandment. I've noticed some guys' girlfriends glare at me. A few guys can't even look at me at all.
There's been talk, whispered and not-so-whispered. I know someone took pictures at the last dorm party, and I definitely heard my name mixed with the words "snap" and "group chat." It's almost funny. I'm not mad. If anything, I feel sort of amused that a blurry photo of me sitting cross-legged in my underwear can cause so much commotion, when I've spent years surrounded by people who'd sunbathe in the park wearing even less. I mean, it's not exactly the popular choice outside of designated nude areas, like certain beaches, but it's not illegal either, so it happens.
I think that's why people don't really know what to do with me. I'm not trying to shock anyone. I just don't understand why people are ashamed of something everyone has. And if people want to look, let them. I don't mind.
Ashley is the one I haven't figured out yet. She's kind of the ringleader of the friend group I've ended up in. She's blonde, always dressed perfectly, and always seems to know what's happening before anyone else. Some days she acts like I'm her latest social experiment, showing me off to new people: "This is Nina" (by the way, my names Christina, but everyone calls me Nina for short), "- she's basically Dutch, you know they're all topless over there." Other days she gets weirdly quiet if I mention anything about my old life, or if she catches her boyfriend looking at me for a little too long.
Sometimes I wonder if she wants to be me, or if she just wants everyone to look at her as much as they seem to look at me.
If I'm honest, though, the attention from guys my age feels...cute, but sort of empty. There's an art professor, maybe early forties, who I catch watching me sometimes when he thinks I'm not looking. He watches me in a way that's different, like I know I should probably feel weird about it, but I don't. If anything, I kind of want to see what he'd do if I stopped pretending not to notice.
Friends back in The Netherlands always ask if Americans are as wild in college as the movies make it seem. I never know what to tell them. Sometimes it's all a little over the top like you see on TV with solo cups and loud music, or guys chest-bumping, and girls in cutoffs giggling into their drinks. But nights like this made me think maybe those movies weren't that far off, after all.
It was past midnight at Ashley's off-campus house, and the place stunk of cheap beer and processed snacks. Somebody's music playlist played on a portable speaker, while I was sunk into a couch, pulling my knees up to my chest, completely unaware or even caring that my skirt was riding up. There were maybe nine of us scattered around the tiny living room made up of some of the soccer boys, and girls from my dorm, with Ashley's friend Riley pressed up on one side of me, Ben on the other. Everyone was a little drunk, and a little loud. I felt it too, that fuzzy, fizzy feeling when you're in that perfect spot of not quite drunk, but can't say you're sober.
Ashley called my name, her painted nails flashing as she pointed at me. "Nina, truth or dare?"
I smiled and stretched my legs, wondering just what she was going to try to get people to do this time. "Dare," I told her. I almost always picked dare. Answering questions about myself meant either making up something bland or explaining things nobody here ever seemed to understand.
Ashley's eyes brightened with that look she gets when she's trying to prove something. "Swap shirts with Ben. For the next round."
Ben's face turned nearly as red as his solo cup, but I just shrugged. This wasn't even a real challenge for me, but I imagine it had to have been worse for him. I grabbed the hem of my tank top and pulled it off in one smooth motion, only remembering after the fact that not everyone here saw bras as just another piece of clothing. My plain black bra probably covered more than half the bikinis I'd grown up wearing, but the room got quieter for a heartbeat.
Ben fumbled with his t-shirt, awkward as ever. Riley gave a wolf whistle. Then, someone snapped a picture. I could feel the girls watching, most of them amused or appalled or both, but Ashley was the one I noticed. She was watching me closely, lips twitching in a way that made it impossible to guess what she was thinking. I couldn't tell if she was fighting a smile, or a smirk
Finally, Ben handed over his shirt and I pulled it on, drowning in cotton that smelled like cologne attempting to cover sweat. He squeezed himself into my tank, which barely made it past his ribs, making everyone burst out laughing.
"You wear it well," I teased, bumping his arm. He went pink but smiled at me, looking both mortified and thrilled.
Ashley's boyfriend Tyler, who'd really had too much to drink, called out, "Alright, Ben- truth or dare?"
"Dare," Ben replied, maybe hoping for redemption.
Tyler grinned. "Give Nina a lap dance. Best effort. Thirty seconds."
The room erupted. Ben shot me a pleading look, but I just grinned and opened my knees a little, settling back. "Show me what you've got, stud."
He started out awkward, but I kept his eyes, laughing with him, letting my hands settle lightly on his hips when he got closer. The whole room was howling, and I could see Riley filming with her phone. I felt the thump of the bass in my chest and let myself get swept up in the moment, spanking his butt when he'd turn around, or feeling his warm hands, the brush of his thighs, and the safe ridiculousness of it all.
When his thirty seconds were up, he collapsed beside me, out of breath and looking proud of himself. I glanced over at Ashley, whose cheeks had gone pink as she poured herself another drink, not looking at me. I hadn't known her long, but it felt like she was either envious or jealous of me. Not sure which.
Tyler called out, "Alright, Nina's been the center of the first two. Your turn- pick your victim!"
I looked around the room, skating past Ashley and Tyler. I didn't want to make it feel like I was targeting anyone, so I landed on Riley, who was hugging a throw pillow from the couch and watching everything with a sly smile. "Riley," I said, "truth or dare?"
"Truth," she said after a second of thinking.
Everyone groaned. "Boo, boring!" Ben called, but Riley just grinned, clearly unfazed.
"Okay," I said, leaning forward so my elbows rested on my knees. "What's the wildest thing you've done since starting college?"
There were some oooohs and a couple of catcalls. Riley wrinkled her nose as if considering whether she wanted to answer, but then she shrugged, as her cheeks flushed.
"Fine. Freshman orientation week, I hooked up with a guy in the library stacks. I didn't even know his name." She gave a little smirk. "We were both just trying to figure out college, I think."
That got a real reaction. One of the soccer guys whooped and someone tossed a handful of popcorn at her, and Ben shook his head, saying he never would've guessed that from her. Even Ashley glanced over, a flash of genuine surprise in her eyes.
I grinned at Riley, feeling that fizzy charge. "Did you ever find out what his name was?"
She shrugged. "Nope. Guess it's one of those campus mysteries."
The game rolled on, dares and truths bouncing around the circle, where someone was dared to prank-call their ex, and someone else had to do their best fake orgasm impression. The room grew louder, making everyone a little more relaxed with every round.
Ben's voice cut through the laughter, riding that wave of newfound confidence. "Alright, Nina- truth or dare?"
"Dare," I said before he even finished asking.
He grinned, "I dare you to make out with a girl for thirty seconds. Your choice of who."
I turned toward Riley, feeling it made sense after her story of making out with a stranger. She didn't even wait for me to say anything, just gave a crooked smile and patted her lap, surprising everyone again with her willingness. I laughed and didn't play coy. I swung one leg over and settled into her lap, straddling her without thinking twice. The group seemed to go a bit quieter, probably in anticipation.
Our lips met, and what started out playful quickly turned passionate. Riley's mouth opened to mine, as her tongue probed against my lips. Her hands came up to my waist next, then lower as she pulled me closer. Her fingers splayed over my hips, then slid down, cupping my butt. For a moment I thought it was just the way I was sitting, but when I felt her palms on my bare skin, I realized my skirt must have ridden up. Maybe from how I'd climbed over her, maybe Riley had helped it along, either way, I didn't care. Her hands felt good, making it clear she wasn't shy about what she wanted.
I leaned into the kiss, letting it go on, and teasing her bottom lip with my teeth. Riley's grip tightened, as I felt her fingertips slip under the thin band of my thong, tracing the crease of my ass right there in front of everyone. I didn't flinch. Instead, I let my hand tangle in her hair, arching my back and pressing my chest against hers, giving the room a show without a hint of shame.
The room erupted in cheers of encouragement and surprise, some people egging us on, others too stunned to say anything. For those thirty seconds, if not longer, I wanted to forgot anyone else was there except Riley and me, feeling her hungry mouth against mine, and her hands exploring with no hesitation.
When the timer went off, I broke the kiss, a bit breathless and a little giddy. Riley was flushed and grinning, her lips shining with our saliva.
I slid off her lap, finally tugging my skirt back down as I did, and shot her a smile. "Not bad," I said quietly, just for her.
The energy in the room had shifted and everyone seemed a little more awake, a little more aware. Even the way most the guys were sitting had changed, suddenly either hiding their laps, or trying to give them more room.
Someone tried to bring Ashley into the game- "Ashley, truth or dare?" but she just laughed and waved them off. "I think we've had enough for one night," she said, standing to collect empty bottles and plates. "Seriously, some of us have things to do tomorrow. Don't make me kick you out."
The group groaned but started to gather their things. The dares gave way to drunken goodbyes and inside jokes, and I watched Ashley slip into the kitchen looking annoyed. Riley nudged me, cheeks still pink, and mouthed, "Thanks," before heading out with her roommate.
By the time I walked home, I wasn't thinking much about the game. It felt like every other half-wild night I'd spent since coming back to the States. Everything always felt full of little boundaries to test and new rules that no one ever explained.
It wasn't until a week later that I heard about the video. Ben caught me after class, looking far too serious for him, and pulled out his phone. "Hey, did you know someone recorded you and Riley? I didn't notice at the party, because I was watching you, but it's... circulating. Just thought you should know."
He showed me a video that was grainy, and obviously taken from the floor in front of the couch, based on the angle, but the intent obvious. My skirt, my thong, Riley's hands. Our kiss. I watched it twice, then handed the phone back.
"It's not a big deal," I said, because it really wasn't, not to me. I'd done nothing I was ashamed of, and if people wanted to watch, let them. But when I saw Riley later, she wouldn't meet my eyes. She looked upset, and like she was trying to hide. "I didn't know they were filming," she said, almost apologizing. "I don't... I don't want people to think-"
I cut her off gently, stepping in until I could hold her. "Hey- If anyone wants to make something of it, let them," I said. "If they want a show, I'll give them a real one next time. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. I promise." I reached up and tugged lightly at a strand of her hair, making her smile in spite of herself. "Besides, if anyone looks bad in that video, it's me. You look hot, and your face is pretty much completely hidden. It's my tattoo on my thigh that gives me away."
She gave a deep sigh, but it seemed like her shoulders relaxed just a touch. I let the conversation move on, trying to figure out what I could do to draw the spotlight away from her and onto myself, letting her see that I really didn't care. If there was one thing I'd learned, it was that shame only had as much power as you let it.
By the end of the week, most people had already moved on to the next drama. But Riley gave me a new kind of smile in the hallways, and I found I liked her the most, of all the girls.
A couple days later, I was on my way to the dining hall, weaving through the old arts building, feeling pleasantly light from having a few good classes. The hallway was quiet with nothing more than muffled voices through closed doors. I was almost past Professor Evans' office when I heard the faint burst of laughter, the background noise of music at a party, and then the unmistakable sounds of that video. My video. The volume dropped almost instantly, but not fast enough.
I stopped, my heart skipping in wonder of who could possibly be watching it here. I stepped back so I could look through the open office door. There he was, Professor Evans with his glasses sitting at the end of his nose, and right now just staring at his phone, wide-eyed.
When he looked up and saw me watching, he jolted, almost dropping his phone. For a second, all that careful boutique college cool was gone, and his face turned a quick, bright red. He fumbled to turn the phone over, hiding it under a folder like he could will away that I'd seen him watching it.
I leaned against the doorframe, fighting a smile, with my arms folded comfortably across my chest, just to tease him. "Anything good?" I asked, letting my accent come out a little thick.
He swallowed, clearly scrambling for words. "Oh- Nina, I- um- was just... grading." His voice cracked, and he actually winced at himself. "Sorry. Didn't mean to- interrupt your day."
I cocked my head, making him squirm for a second, before I spoke. "You didn't. If anything, I interrupted yours. Looked like you were enjoying yourself watching that," I said. "It's a funny video, isn't it? Everyone seems to have seen it," I finished, making it clear I knew exactly what it was.
He couldn't meet my eyes, rubbing the back of his neck. "It's... not appropriate, I realize that."
The vulnerability in his expression almost made me want to let him off the hook, but some part of me enjoyed seeing someone older, someone in charge, completely thrown by me.
"It's okay," I told him. "If you have questions about anything, you can always ask." I grinned at him. "You know, for artistic expression, or something."
He laughed, but it was nervous. "Right. Of course."
I lingered just a moment longer, letting him sit with me smiling at him, then pushed off the doorframe. "See you in class, Professor."
As I walked away, I could imagine him just staring at the empty doorway. For the first time all week, I felt genuinely excited -- curious what might happen next time in class.
The next afternoon, Ashley and I had plans to meet at her place to finish our sociology project about cultural norms, which felt almost too on-the-nose considering the week I'd had. She was already surrounded by notes and color-coded tabs when I got there.
I flopped onto the floor with my laptop, kicking off my shoes, and started scrolling through our shared doc. The room was quiet except for the clacking of keys and the occasional huff from Ashley as she tried to decipher her own handwriting.
Having seen a super cute dress of Ashley's hanging over her desk chair, I'd asked if I could try it on.
"You want to hear something funny?" I said, holding the dress up to me in the mirror.
Ashley looked up, chewing absently on her pencil. "Sure, what?"
I grinned, waiting until I slipped the dress off its hanger before answering. "I caught Professor Evans watching that video from the party. The one of me and Riley."
She blinked, the pencil dropping from her lips. "Wait- are you serious?"
"Yeah. I heard it from the hall and looked in. He turned about five shades of red." I snorted, shaking my head as I tugged my shirt over my head, not really thinking about it. I stepped out of my jeans and peeled away my bra, tossing my clothes by my bag before pulling the dress over my head.
Ashley's eyes went wide before she quickly looked back at her notebook, pretending to shuffle her papers. "God, Nina, don't you care? About the video, I mean? Or that a teacher was watching it?!"
I tugged the fabric down over my hips to get it to sit right, checking the fit in the mirror. "Should I? It's not like I did anything wrong. If people want to stare, that's their problem. Besides, it's kind of funny. He looked so guilty, I almost felt bad for him."
Ashley peeked up again, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes darting away, as fast as they had found me. I was facing her while talking and had the dress bunched around my waist, tugging my panties down since they showed through the fabric. "I just... I don't get how you can be so- unbothered by things. I'd be mortified. Like, I wouldn't be able to show my face in class. And you just-" She waved a hand, vaguely indicating the half-pulled dress and my casual composure. "You just don't care."



I sat down cross-legged on the rug, the hem of Ashley's dress settling around my thighs as I adjusted it into place. "There," I said, glancing up at her with a faint smile. "Looks better without the lines showing."
Ashley was still pink, pretending to focus on her notes, though I could tell her mind was elsewhere.
"It's just skin, Ash," I said, a little amused, but also maybe a little sad for her. "And it's just a video. Nobody can make me feel embarrassed unless I let them."
She tried to smile, but it didn't quite feel honest. I wondered if maybe, deep down, she envied that ease, or maybe she just couldn't understand how much simpler life felt when you stopped worrying about who was watching what.
I nudged her foot with mine. "You're still my friend, right?"
She let out a small laugh, still sounding flustered. "Yeah. I just don't know if I'll ever get used to you, Nina."
"Good," I said, grinning. "I don't know if I'll ever get used to America, so at least it's not just me."
The next day, I took my usual seat near the back of Professor Evans' lecture, expecting some degree of awkwardness when he walked in. I'd even taken extra time with my outfit to pick out something simple but fitted. I was wearing a sleeveless white top tucked into a short black skirt that rode high when I crossed my legs. Nothing outrageous, but enough that if he was thinking about what he'd watched, it might come to mind again.
When he came in, though, it was as if nothing had ever happened. He set his papers down, greeted the class as he always did and adjusted his glasses before diving straight into a discussion on visual metaphor. He didn't glance my way once.
I watched him for a while, waiting for something. An extra pause, or a glimpse of recognition, but there was nothing. He was unshakably professional. It should have impressed me. Instead, I found it irritating.
When he turned to write on the board, the watched the muscles in his forearm flex. I remembered how red his face had been in his office, how flustered his voice had sounded when he tried to explain himself. And I wondered if those same muscles flexed while watching that video and gripping himself. That version of him the other day had felt real. This one, the careful professor with the perfect lecture notes, was a mask.
Halfway through class, he asked a question about perspective and intent in modern art. My hand went up as quick as I could.
"Yes, Nina?"
I met his eyes. "Do you think an artist's intent matters if the audience interprets it differently? Like, if people focus on the wrong thing?"
He hesitated, just long enough for me to know he'd felt the edge in my question. "Well," he started carefully, "art always lives in between what's expressed and what's perceived. Sometimes what people see says more about them than the artist."
A few quiet laughs rippled through the class. "Guess that depends on the audience, then."
He gave a polite nod, pretending not to read into it. "Good point. Thank you."
For the rest of the lecture, I barely heard a word he said. I was too focused on how he managed to keep that calm, and hide away every trace of embarrassment from me catching him watching that video, like it never happened.
When class ended, and students started filing out, I hung behind, pretending to gather my things. He looked up, and gave a courteous smile. "Good participation today, Nina."
"Thanks," I said, walking up to his desk. "You didn't seem too distracted."
"Distracted?" he repeated, furrowing his brow.
"A couple days ago," I reminded him. "In your office."
The color rose in his cheeks again, but this time it was faint. "Right. Yes, well... I'd appreciate it if we left that moment in the past."
I tilted my head, chewing the inside of my cheek, while I stared at him for a few seconds. "Of course," I finally said, with a hint of amusement. "You're the professor, after all."
He exhaled, sounding relieved. "Have a good afternoon, Nina."
I turned to go, but paused at the door, glancing over my shoulder and giving him my flirtiest wave. "You too, Professor."
Outside in the hallway, I caught my reflection in the glass of another door, and even I had to admit I looked a little predatory. I wasn't sure what I wanted from him yet, but the fact that he was trying so hard not to want anything from me made it all the more interesting.
It was the Friday after Thanksgiving, leaving the whole town feeling the whole town like it was emptied out. Campus was closed for the long weekend, and even Main Street had a slow-motion hush I had never seen before. The Y was one of the few places still open, and Ashley had convinced me to come swim a few laps with her "to undo the pie damage," as she put it.
The pool area echoed with our splashing with no one else around. After an hour she climbed out, finally hitting her goal, then wrapping herself in her towel. "I'm done. I need to go to my parents to see more family that didn't make it yesterday because they were at the other side of their family's for dinner. You staying?"
"Yeah," I said, pulling off my goggles. "I think I'll sit in the sauna for a bit."
"You're crazy. It's too hot in there," she scoffed, wringing out her hair.
I got out too and while she headed to the lockers, I continued to the small room in the middle of the hall. The door shut behind me with a heavy bang and steam rolled off the stones. It felt dark with only a dim light overhead. Having peeled of my bathing suit and stuffing it under me, I sat for a while with just the towel wrapped around me, feeling my skin flush and my breathing slow.
Growing more relaxed, I let the towel fall to either side of me. The air was hot and humid, and I embraced the sweat it was intended for. I leaned back, enjoying having the space to myself. It was never busy, but this was heaven.
Then, as if my thoughts jinxed me, the door hinges squealed. Cool air spilled in, and I pulled the towel closed, knowing people here didn't have the same comfort with nudity that I'd grown up with. A figure stepped through the steam, closing the door behind him.
Noticing his lack of glasses, I smiled and said, "Well hello, Professor Evans," letting him know I was there.
He nearly froze mid-step, gripping his towel at his waist as he recognized my voice. "Nina?" His surprise was unmistakable. "I didn't expect anyone to be in here, seeing how empty the parking lot was.
"It's fine," I said, settling back on the bench. "You're safe. I promise not to bite."
He let out a breath, trying to recover his composure, and moved to sit on the far end of the bench, which wasn't far in such a small room, but he did his best to leave space between us.
For a while, he kept his eyes straight ahead, or carefully fixed on the sauna stones. I watched him, studying how uncomfortable he was with the closeness, and maybe a bit of a reversal of power.
I let my towel slip down, slowly, resettling it beside me on the wood slats. "You know," I said, teasing, "you've been pretty convincing in class. If you can pretend you never saw that video, I'm going to bet you can ignore this too." I looked over, not bothering to hide the curve of my breasts or the shape of my body as I leaned back. "Besides, you can't see much without your glasses, right?"
He hesitated, the tips of his ears going red. "I, uh- it's fine. Whatever you're comfortable with." He managed a nervous smile, keeping his fingers laced in his lap. "But I appreciate the warning."
The silence that followed was almost enough to make even me squirm at the idea of teasing him. I made a good effort to keep my eyes forward for a while as well, but couldn't resist sneaking a sideways glance at him.
The way he sat with his shoulders drawn tight, and practically turning away from me, keeping his fingers wound together in his lap was almost endearing. For someone who had probably seen a hundred naked bodies in European art slides, he was almost comically shy when it came to the real thing.
Without his usual teaching attire, or his glasses, he looked... friendlier somehow. Less like Professor Evans, and more like someone I might have known back home outside a shop, only wrapped in a towel.
A faint bead of sweat rolled down his temple. I watched him, curious how long he could pretend I wasn't sitting next to him fully exposed. His eyes darted over, and it seemed to be just enough to catch me in his periphery, like he was checking to see if he could get a peek. But I noticed the way he swallowed hard, like he knew he'd been caught.
I deliberately drew my far knee up to my chest, and let my arm rest across it, baring the inside of my thigh. Every time I adjusted, I could feel his attention catch and then slide away, as if he couldn't help himself. The towel tented higher in his lap, and I watched it swell in real time, then the way he tried to hide it without making it obvious.
I bit back a smile, feeling a rush of butterflies from the way my body reacted in kind, making my nipples tightening in the hot damp air. There was something heady about knowing he was trying to get glimpses of me. I considered what it would feel like to move closer, to reach across the empty planks and close that carefully maintained distance. For now, I decided to see how much I could tease him.
I looked straight at him, letting my eyes drop deliberately to the towel in his lap before looking back to his face. "You know, it's really okay if you get hard," I said, making sure I had a bit of tease to my voice. "I understand you can't help it."
He stammered, his face flushing. "Nina, I- look, it's not-" He tried to cover himself a little better, clearly embarrassed, but I couldn't help smiling at how endearing it was.
"No, really. I mean it. It's flattering," I pressed, dropping my head against the wall behind me as I looked at him. I started to wave my knee side to side, so that my thigh was impossible to miss. "I'm sitting here naked, you know. What do you think is going to happen when a lovely older guy like you ends up in a sauna with a girl my age? Honestly, I'd start to wonder if you didn't get hard."
He managed a hesitant, incredulous smile, still holding onto his towel like it was a lifeline. "I'm the adult here, and one of your professors. It's not okay for you to even be exposing yourself to me. But since we're not at school, I'm not going to tell you what you should, or should not do."
I grinned. "And I guess I'm making this awkward for you. But I really don't mind, Professor Evans. In fact, I think it's kind of sweet with how proper you're trying to be."
He let out a weak laugh, as he started to surrender to the moment. "You have a dangerous way of making this sound so normal."
I shrugged, keeping my tone more relaxed than I felt. "Maybe I'm just more comfortable with these things than most people here. Where I grew up, it's not such a big deal. Besides, you're wearing contacts today, aren't you? I'm guessing you can see everything just fine, with all of your little sneaky looks."
He blinked, caught off guard that I'd called him out, but he didn't bother to deny it. That little victory made me smile even wider. "Don't worry," I added, running a hand over my tummy to make my point, "We both know you've been looking and I haven't tried to cover up, so you might as well stop pretending."
I watched his eyes as he finally really let himself look, and the first thing they settled on was my breasts. I watched his chest expand as he took a deep breath. I turned, so one leg was bent on the bench, the other foot resting on the floor, my body open to him now.
"It's okay," I told him, relaxed, maybe even a little proud. "I'm not shy about them. If you watched that video, you know I'm pretty comfortable with my body since I didn't get mad about you checking it out."
His focus dropped lower, and I could see the way his throat worked to swallow. I glanced down, realizing that the way I was sitting left nothing hidden, and I could feel my skin go warm from the inside under his gaze, but I didn't move to cover myself. I kept my head down, then looked up through my lashes, watching his face as I let my fingers trail softly across my thigh and then between, just barely touching myself.
"Do you think it's pretty?" I asked quietly, almost sweet. "Because I do. I've always thought it looked clean and neat with how everything's tucked away."
His eyes widened, and for a moment he didn't answer. Then his whole expression started to change. He looked at me in a way he never had before, with a sternness in his eyes and a new edge in his voice.
"Nina," he said, firmer than I'd ever heard, "you're a beautiful young woman, but you need to be careful about who you tease like this. Not everyone will know where the line is."
That seriousness sent a ripple through me, and I found myself holding his gaze, drawn in by the change. There was something almost thrilling about how his patience was being tested, how the roles had suddenly blurred before I realized it.
That seriousness sent a ripple through me, and I found myself now unable to look away from him, held in place by the new intensity in his eyes, instead of the other way around. There was something magnetic about the way he was holding himself back. It was like I'd stripped away every layer of him, the teacher, the careful academic, even the awkward man in his office, until only this was left. Until this moment, I'd been thinking the version I saw in his office was the real him, and the professor in the classroom was the mask. Now I was starting to think, they were both just different masks.
For a moment, neither of us moved. I watched, captivated, as he took a slow breath and then shifted on the bench. His eyes were set on mine now, and when he finally stood, he did it with a kind of confidence that said he was in control now.
He took the couple of steps to close the distance between us, coming to stand directly in front of me. My heart beat faster, in anticipation of what he intended. He reached out, lightly gripping my chin. The touch was gentle, but there was nothing uncertain in the way he held my face.
"You never know what people are really like, Nina," he said quietly, his thumb tracing the ridge of my cheekbone. "Some people work really hard to make sure they're the respectable person other people are comfortable with." His eyes bored into mine, unblinking. "Are you sure you want to keep playing this game?"
It was my turn to swallow, feeling the last traces of my bravado slip away, replaced by a deeper curiosity of what exactly he was talking about. Feeling my nerves tingle. My answer caught in my throat, but I nodded, just once, licking my lips.
He smiled again, but it was nothing like the nervous ones from before. This smile felt different, almost like a sign of approval, more than of happiness.
"You're careless with yourself sometimes, aren't you?" His voice was low, the dominant note unmistakable now, and almost a gentle command. "You put yourself on display, then act like you don't know what you do to people, but I think you do, Nina. We have names here for girls like that."
I felt my breath catch at what he was implying. I glanced down, drawn to the way the towel pitched at his groin, the outline making my imagination run. I didn't bother to hide the way I looked at him, after what he'd already called me out on.
He watched me for a moment, then slowly moved his free hand to part the towel, exposing himself through the opening but still keeping it wrapped around his hips, as if this was just for me -- a private show in the steamy haze. He was hard, thick with an angry looking reddish-purple head, jutting out from the fabric, and the sight sent another rush of heat through me the sauna couldn't compete with.
He inched closer, threading his fingers into my hair until he had enough to guide me. "Show me, Nina," he said, sounding commanding but laced with praise. "Let's see if you're really the slut I think you are."
My heart pounded as I offered no resistance. His grip tightened in my hair, and I never would have guessed this side of him existed. The contrast renewed the flutters in my belly, as he brought my face toward large erection.
I felt a surge of need to please him and found myself leaning into his touch. There was nothing tentative about him now. He watched as if waiting to see how far I'd go.
I let my hands slide up his thighs, until my fingers found the towel. It came away easily, dropping to the floor beneath him. With it gone, I could see how lean his frame actually was, wiry and taut, but it only made the thick, length of his cock stand out all the more, where it jutted up from a nest of dark hair. The size of him made me gasp; there was something almost intimidating about big he was.
I opened my mouth willingly, letting the tip of him brush my lips before he pushed passed. The way his hips flexed ever so slightly told me he was only getting started. He wasn't nervous anymore. He was in control, and I was desperate to give in to it. I couldn't imagine wanting anything else.
When I looked up at him, his face had this look that pinned me in place.
"God, just look at you," he murmured, his tone low and unmistakably proud. "So eager to take my cock. To think of all the cum I've missed out on giving you since that first day in class."
I hummed in response, letting him feel the vibration as I swirled my tongue around him, and his hand flexed at the back of my head.
"That's it. Such a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" he said, and hearing him openly call me that made me shudder. "Taking every inch, just like I knew you could."
He let me set the rhythm for a few strokes, but then took control again when he decided it wasn't good enough, holding me steady as his hips pushed forward.
"You like that, don't you?" he said, a little breathless. "Being used like this. I can see it in the way you look at me."
I moaned, unable to hide how much I loved the power he had over me and the way he talked to me. His grip pulled at my hair, yanking my head back to let me breathe. I looked up, feeling the saliva already building and coating my lips.
"Open wider," he commanded, and I obeyed, letting him slide his cock back and forth on my tongue as he watched. "Good girl. You look so fucking pretty like this. Your so much more of a whore than you let on -- pretending it's just a cultural thing."
The praise hit me in ways I couldn't have predicted, arousal flooding through me, and I wanted him to use me and call me every filthy thing he could think of. He held me there, pushing a little deeper each time, until the tip of him brushed the back of my throat. I fought my gag reflex, as my eyes began to water. He groaned out a rough, approving sound as he pushed into my throat, but had me hold my mouth wide open.
"That's it, Nina. Take it. I can almost see my cock pushing past your tonsils," he said, with a darkness to his voice, and it came over me like a spell. "You're full of surprises, aren't you?"
When I finally had to pull back, gasping for air, he gently wiped the drool from my chin with his thumb. "Lie back for me." His tone left no room for argument.
I obeyed, feeling my heart pounding, then lying down across the bench using my towel as a pillow. He stood over me, letting his eyes roam without shame.
"Spread your legs," he said, and I did, opening myself for him. Baring everything under the dim sauna light.
I saw his eyes drop to the spot between my thighs. It was true what I'd said. I'd always liked how neat I looked down there, just a clean line, with the inner lips hidden, nothing visible until I pulled myself open. He took a moment to evaluate me, with a look of appreciation.
"Beautiful," he said, running his hand slowly up my thigh but stopping just short of touching me where I needed him to. "You weren't lying- you're perfect. It's so pretty. So fucking inviting. That's way to nice a cunt for a girl like you."



He knelt between my legs, and I felt a blush spread across my chest, hidden by the heat brought on by the sauna. The way he looked at me made me feel like I was something rare he wanted to savor. It made me feel powerful and helpless at the same time.
He leaned in. "Spread yourself open for me. I want to see everything. And I want you to remember who made you show yourself like this."
I obeyed, reaching down spreading myself, trying to grip at my slipper lips from a mix of sweat and my seeping juices. I couldn't remember anyone who'd made me feel this wet and wound this tight. The old professor was gone; this was someone I'd never met.
His fingers finally brushed over me, feather-light at first, tracing between the slick area where I was open for him. I shivered at the contact, the contrast of his fingertips gliding over such sensitive flesh making me hunch up into his hand.
He let his thumb part me further, exposing every bit of soft pink underneath he could, as if his inspection were both clinical and intimate. I watched the look on his face, a kind of greedy satisfaction of what I was doing.
"I can't believe you're making me do this," I whispered, through a disbelieving laugh. "Right in the middle of the YMCA sauna, where anyone could walk in..."
He smiled, and there was a glint in his eyes. "Don't lie to yourself, Nina," he said, stroking his fingers to make me squirm. "I'm not making you do anything. You're doing this because you want to because you're the slut I've been telling the other professors I believed you were. All I had to do was say the words, but I'm not making you do anything."
He pressed two fingers along my slit now, watching my reactions. "You love the risk, don't you? Knowing you could get caught. Knowing you're showing yourself off for me."
I bit my lip, unable to keep from nodding, my body moving instinctively toward his touch. Every word made me ache more for him, made me want to give in completely.
"You're so eager to please," he murmured, circling his thumb over my clit, coaxing my body to respond for him. "I wonder what else you'll do, just because I suggest it."
The truth of it hit me hard that I was willing to do anything he wanted, and I think we both knew it. With a firm, steady pressure, he slipped two fingers inside me, the stretch was sudden and delicious. He kept his eyes locked on where he disappeared inside my pussy, turning his hand slightly so he could watch every movement. I felt exposed, like every little reaction was impossible to hide.
"Spread your cheeks for me," he said quietly.
A wave of embarrassment washed over me, especially when I felt how my inner walls squeezed down on his fingers instinctively the moment he spoke. I hesitated for only a second, then moved my hands down and did as I was told, opening myself wider. The look in his eyes made the humiliation burn hotter and sweeter.
"That's my dirty little whore," he said, twisting his wrist so his palm brushed against me, making my hips twitch. "That's fucking beautiful. I want to see all of you."
His fingers pushed in to the last knuckle, and I couldn't help the pitiful noise that escaped me. Walking his fingers inside me, stimulating me from deep inside, I began to get lost until he spoke again.
"Put a finger in your ass," he murmured, his words causing another shiver. "I want to see you do it. Right now."
It was a first for me, but with the way he was looking at me, proud, and utterly in control, I couldn't stomach the idea of letting him down. I let one hand slip inward, pressing the tip of my finger to the tight ring of muscle, feeling the strange resistance there. I glanced up at him, searching for any hint of doubt, but all I found was encouragement and expectation.
"That's it, Nina," he praised, his own fingers never faltering inside me. "You're so fucking perfect for me."
Hearing him say it made the embarrassment disappear, replaced by a needy, eager pride. I pushed my finger in, inch by inch, my body clenching at the unfamiliar intrusion, but I wanted him to see, wanted him to know I'd do anything he asked, just to see him smile at me like that.
He crooked his fingers inside me, pressing up, and I gasped at the new pressure. Then he slowed, angling his hand so our fingers met with only the thin membrane between.
"Feel that?" he murmured, tight with restraint. "My fingers and yours. It's like there's nothing between us."
I nodded, the sensation sending a strange thrill through me.
"That's a good girl," he praised. "Keep using your finger. Don't stop."
He turned me, guiding my hips until I was positioned where he wanted. He rose up from the bench to line himself at my hole. I could feel the thick head of his cock press against me, and the stretch was almost unbearable as he began to push in. My walls clenched in protest, and I was struggling to accommodate him. I heard myself whimper at the mix of pain and pleasure.
He didn't rush. "God, you're so much tighter than I expected," he said, pausing halfway. "After how much you seem like you get around, I half thought you'd be stretched out by now. But you're gripping me like you fucking love this."
His words made me flush, the embarrassment and arousal tangled together until I was desperate for more. Inch by inch, he pushed in, filling me completely. I kept my finger inside myself, as he'd ordered, making the sensations layered and overwhelming.
When he began to move, I felt his cock brush against my finger with every thrust, amplifying the mental pleasure. The look on his face told me he felt it too.
He grunted, a dark smile crossing his face. "Can you feel that, Nina? My cock right up against your finger?"
I nodded again, lips parted, but unable to form words, only moans and gasps, wanting him to claim me in ways I'd never imagined. My pussy was stretched around him, with my own touch heightening every sensation.
"Good," he growled, never breaking his rhythm, "because I want you to remember exactly how this feels. Every time you touch yourself, I want you to remember how you fingered your ass, while I fucked this amazingly tight cunt."
I couldn't help the gasp that escaped me, and it came out high, breathy and desperate, when I squeezed down around him. My muscles fluttered, instinctively from him talking about how tight I was. It was almost reflexive after years of practice. He felt impossibly big inside me, every thrust brushing my finger and sending sparks through my whole body.
Between moans while looking up at him, I managed to squeak out a single word. "Kegels," I breathed, shaky but proud.
"What'd you say? Speak up if you're gonna talk," he demanded.
"I do a lot of Kegels."
He let out a rough, surprised laugh, and I could feel the approval in the way his hands slid along my sides. "Why does that make sense that you'd take the time to train your pussy to be tight?" he questioned, with the sound of amusement. "Show me again."
I clenched, squeezing him as tight as I could manage. He groaned a raw, unguarded sound that made me shiver with satisfaction. For once, he was the one caught off guard, struggling to keep his composure.
"Jesus, fuck," he muttered, pushing deeper, his cock throbbing inside me. "You're going to make me cum if you keep that up."
I couldn't help but moan in answer, the power of it thrilling. "You like that?" I asked starting to find my voice finally, wanting to know what he actually wanted.
"More than you know," he growled, beginning to find his pace again, this time with less restraint, as if my grip had finally snapped his control.
I continued to squeeze him rhythmically, drawing out groans that echoed in the steamy hiss of the sauna. My whole body sang with the sensation, desperate to keep him as close as possible, desperate to please.
His thrusts grew faster, rougher, the slap of his hips echoing off the cedar walls. I felt myself reaching my peek, nerves alight, every muscle tightening in anticipation around his shaft and my own finger, still buried in my ass, pressing into him. I could barely hold back the cries that built in my chest, the pleasure mounting with every deep stroke and every squeeze of my muscles.
"Don't stop- please, God, don't stop-" I choked out, arching my back as my orgasm overcame me.
He gripped my hips harder, pulling me back against him with each thrust, sending shockwaves through me and causing my tits to bounce roughly. My moans turned frantic, and I felt myself getting lost in it.
"Please," I begged, voice breaking as my climax crashed over me, "please, I want you to finish inside me, I need it, please-"
He let out a guttural groan and I thought he was about to cum, but instead he pulled out at the very last second. My body clenched desperately at the loss, but it only found my finger in the aftershocks of my orgasm.
I barely had time to register what was happening before he stepped up onto the bench, straddling over me, with one foot planted next to my ribs. His glistening, angry-red cock, was suddenly right in front of my face. He reached down, grabbing my hair, and lifting my face to meet him.
"Look at me," he commanded, gripping himself like he was pinching off his impending orgasm. Looking up at him obediently, I opened my mouth in expectation.
He rapidly stroked himself right in front my face, his other hand tangled in my hair, holding me in place.
"This is where sluts like you take it," he said, with a growl. "You're gonna take it right across your face."
His hips tensed and he groaned, and I watched his as he came, hot and thick, finishing across my tongue and lips. I swallowed what I could, the rest hitting messily across my cheeks, chin... wherever he aimed. His fingers tightened in my hair as he watched me, a satisfied smile on his lips as he finally let himself enjoy the view.
When he was done, he ran his thumb over my cheek, pushing a stray ribbon to my lips. For a moment, I felt overheated from everything, and I lay there, catching my breath, feeling his seed mixing with the sweat on my face. He stayed above me, studying my face.
Quietly, I asked, "So... was this just a one-time thing?"
A small smile tugged at one corner of his mouth -- sly and knowing. He reached down, scooping another bead of his spend from my chin with his thumb, then pressed it gently to my lips. I opened, letting him push it into my mouth, and swallowed as I watched his eyes.
"Do you want it to be?" he asked, calmly.
I could only shake my head, unable to form words with the heat and the hunger still churning inside me.
His smile grew. "Do you want to be my personal cum bucket?" he asked softly.
I nodded, my lips closing around his thumb, sucking hard, wanting him to feel my answer as my tongue washed away every trace. His face darkened with approval, and he pulled his thumb away, replacing it with his half-deflated cock, letting me taste him again as the tension finally eased into something possessive.
He watched me with satisfaction, a gentle hand stroking my hair now, instead of gripping it. And for that moment, there was no question of roles, only the new, unspoken bond drawn between us, sealed in the haze of the sauna and the taste of us on my tongue.
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I never once thought of this place as their house. It was always ours, his and mine, and she was only allowed to stay here because he said so. Stacy was just the wife. I'll give her that title because it's what she legally is, but she'd never be anything more than that to me. She's here when she's here, but mostly she's not. She's a nurse so she's always working night shifts, or extra shifts, or whatever, but half the time she's hardly here anyway.
Me? I'm here every day and always have been. I know everything about this place from how far you can open the door before it creaks, to the way he loosens his tie right after he walks through the door. I doubt she even knows that he almost always pours himself a drink as soon as he gets home. These are the little things a woman should know about her man, and she doesn't. But I do.
I work at Victoria's Secret in the mall and people hit on me all the time at the store. It's either customers who are literally there buying something for their girlfriend or wife, or guys who work in the stores around us, and even the regional manager who thinks his title and cheap cologne make him something.
At the risk of sounding stuck up, I guess I can't blame them. I'm what I like to call compact at an even five feet, but I know how to work with what I've got. My tits are full and impossible to ignore because my nipples seem to have a mind of their own, like they're always begging attention. I swear, they're hard more often than they're not. I've always stayed active, so I've got a trim waist and an ass I've worked hard to keep worth staring at.
From the pictures I've seen, my Mom passed down her bubble butt, and since everything online these days worships ass more than tits, I make sure mine stays firm and tight. Add in the blonde hair that brushes down to it when I tilt my head back, bright blue eyes, and lips people have told me were made for one thing, and yeah, it's not hard to see why guys shoot their shot.
It's always the cocky ones, though. The arrogant ones who think I should be jumping at them because they're talking to me. I'm guessing the rest either think I'm out of their league or already taken. I'll smile and sometimes even flirt back to kill the boredom, or just to fuck with them because some really deserve it. But in the end, it's only a bit of fun but not real because none of them are him. No one ever is.
My mom died before I can remember and now I'm nineteen, working retail, stuck in a world of clocking in and clocking out and pretending I care about trying to get people to open a store credit card, while some guy stares at me as I fold his wife's Valentine's lingerie. The only part of my day that matters is coming home to him. Seeing him get out of his work clothes, and lean back on the couch, half-watching ESPN while I take care of dinner.
And yes, I cook him dinner more than his wife does, because like I said, I'm here for him when she's not. I don't even try to hide it from myself anymore. I want him and have for a long time. She can play nurse all night long while I take care of the rest of his needs. I'd be better for him anyway.
That night, I settled into the couch like I always did, tucked against him as if it had been our spot forever. My shoulder against his chest, his arm stretched along the back cushion, sometimes slipping around me without either of us thinking much of it. We'd been sitting like that for a while, the game on TV in the background, my body more aware of him than whatever was on the screen.
I realized that at some point my shirt had ridden up, just enough that when his hand rested against my side, his fingers touched bare skin. That was what gave me the idea. I caught his wrist lightly, squirmed around, and guided him down from the side of my ribs until his hand lay flat on my stomach. I was completely aware of how his hand was half on my shirt and half on tingling skin.
Having abandoned my phone when I moved his arm, I held it there keeping my eyes fixed on the TV like nothing was different. But for me everything was, because I had intentionally put his hand on me.
Minutes passed with the game droning on in the background, until I felt the faintest drag of his fingers against my tummy. It felt absent, like he wasn't even thinking about it. It seemed like nothing more than a random lazy scratch, but it set every nerve in me on fire. When all of his fingers brushed lower so they were all on bare skin, I let out a noise I couldn't stop. It was the smallest laugh and my body twitching with the tickle, followed immediately by a sigh when his fingers had left that spot.
Unfortunately it was enough to break the spell. His hand immediately stopped, like he'd only just realized what he was doing, and pulled it back. With a quick clear of his throat, he moved to grab his drink, forcing me to half sit up for a second. Then his arm was stretched back to its usual place along the couch, with a drink in it like nothing happened. I was just happy he didn't actually get up like I thought he was about to. He let me stay right there, leaning into him, like I always had.
I stayed there a few more minutes, letting the noise of the game fill the space where I wanted his hand to be again. My body was still buzzing, but I forced myself to stay still, to breathe normal, to act like it hadn't just happened.
Finally, I shifted, turning just enough so my head rested against his shoulder. The fabric of his shirt was warm between us, and he felt solid under my cheek.
"Tell me again," I said quietly, my voice almost lost under the TV.
He glanced down. "Tell you what?"
"How much you think I look like Mom." I let out a little laugh that wasn't really a laugh at all. "I don't know why, but every time you say it, I feel... closer to her."
It wasn't a lie. But it wasn't the whole truth either. What I really wanted was for him to see me the way he'd seen her. To connect me in his mind with my mom, who he'd loved and protected, until the line between her and me blurred.
He didn't hesitate this time. A smile tugged at his mouth as he switched his glass into his other hand, freeing the arm I was curled against. He gave me a squeeze, pulling me into him in a way that felt more like a hug than anything else, and I let myself melt into it.
"You're the spitting image of her," he said. "Same nose, same smile... sometimes it's like I'm looking right at her again."
My chest tightened from the warmth that spread through me listening to him talk. Then he pressed a soft kiss to the top of my head, and I wrapped my arms around him, squeezing him. I swear, I don't think my nipples could've gotten any harder than they were right now.
I closed my eyes, holding still so he wouldn't pull away too soon, my mind racing with the thought that if he could see her in me, maybe he could start to see me as more than just his daughter and his little girl. Maybe he already did.
"Tell me more," I whispered, my cheek still pressed against his chest. I wanted to hear it, needed to hear it.
He let out a breath that sounded almost like a laugh, and tightened his arm around me again. "Well," he said, "you've got her mouth. And that laugh-- it's the same little sound she used to make when something really got her. And those eyes..." He gave me another squeeze. "I swear, they light up a room the way hers did."
I felt like I couldn't love him anymore than I did listening to him, soaking up every word.
"But it's not just your looks," he went on. "You've got that same personality, and a way about you that she did where you're always trying to take care of me. Cooking, or fussing over me when I work too much. Since you didn't get to know her, you may not even realize it, but you're just as caring as she was." My chest swelled from every word feeling like a secret victory.
He chuckled softly, and looked right down at my eyes. "Funny thing is... this was her favorite spot too. Right here, on my shoulder. She'd sit like this all the time." He gave the top of my head another small kiss. "I guess some things really do get passed down."
Something in me wouldn't let it stop there. I tilted my head up, stretching just enough to press a quick kiss to his lips. It was soft, light, over in a heartbeat, and he kissed me back without hesitation, like it was the most natural thing in the world. No awkwardness, no questioning look. Just an innocent kiss from his baby girl.
When I pulled back, I bit my lip, tasting his drink on it, and then tucked myself against his chest again like nothing had changed. But everything had a long time ago, I just needed it to change for him too. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure he could feel it through my chest, and all I could think was that if I kept pushing, he'd eventually give me all of him.
A few days passed with nothing out of the ordinary except for the way I tingled every time I thought about his hand on my bare stomach. At work, while I sorted through endless piles of lace and silk, I kept catching myself imagining which pieces I'd want him to see me in. Babydolls, push-up bras, little thongs that barely counted as fabric. I'd fold them neat and proper, all while grinning to myself like I had a secret.
That afternoon the store was dead, not a soul coming in, so the manager sent me home early. I didn't mind. The sooner I got away from the leering, the better.
But the second I stepped through the front door, I froze. Their voices carried from the living room. They weren't shouting, but it sounded close enough to a fight that it stopped me in my tracks.
"You never want to anymore," he said, and I could hear the frustration in his voice.
Stacy's reply came quick. "Do you even hear yourself? You have no idea how exhausting my shifts are. Twelve hours, sometimes fourteen, on my feet, running back and forth nonstop."
"I do understand," he shot back. "But a marriage doesn't work if we never act like we're married. It can't just be bills and schedules and sleeping on separate sides of the bed."
I know it was wrong for me to be smiling at hearing that, but I couldn't help being happy hearing about how she wasn't having sex with him. I stood there with my purse still hanging off my shoulder, hardly daring to breathe because I didn't want them to hear me. He wanted what she didn't. She couldn't give him what he needed. And all I could think was that I could and I gladly would.
I finally moved again, making sure the front door gave a loud enough thud when I shut it behind me. "Ugh," I groaned, tossing my keys into the bowl by the wall, "the store was so dead they cut my hours short."
The effect was that their argument was cut off instantly. I knew that meant there was no chance it'd escalate into a full-blown fight now, but it also meant that they weren't likely to resolve it right now, or plan a date night, or how someone would try harder to do something for the other.
I slipped off my shoes, feigning exhaustion as I stepped into the living room, all the while savoring the fact that I knew something Stacy apparently didn't. It seemed like she had no idea it was such a big deal that she wasn't satisfying him.
Dinner was quiet. Stacy barely touched her food before making some excuse about being tired. I knew better. She wasn't tired -- she was sulking. A few minutes later she slipped off to their bedroom, shutting the door behind her like that would solve anything.
That left him in the living room, with the TV on, and a drink in hand, looking worn out and frustrated. I took my time cleaning up, making sure she was really gone for the night. Then I walked in and dropped onto the couch beside him like I belonged there. I made sure I was close enough that my leg was against his.
He glanced at me, but he didn't move away. I leaned into him, my shoulder pressed against his chest until his arm came down automatically and wrapped around me.
That was all I needed. Stacy could hide in the bedroom all she wanted. I was the one here. I was the one he held. And sooner or later, I'd be the one giving him what she never did.
His heartbeat was steady under my ear, the kind of rhythm I could lose myself in. I tilted my head up just enough to catch his chin and pressed a soft kiss there, then another a little higher. He didn't stop me, and that alone made my pulse spike.
I adjusted, pretending to get comfortable, but really it was to guide his hand down from my shoulder. My shirt had ridden up again, and this time I left it that way, letting his fingers brush bare skin as I placed his palm flat against my fully bared tummy.
"Feels nice," I murmured, like it was the most ordinary thing in the world.
He made a sound that could've been a scoff. It made me think Stacy didn't share my opinion based on their argument earlier. His fingers flexed against me before settling. Encouraged by him not pulling away, I squirmed closer and slid down against him a little so that his thumb grazed the underside of my breast through the thin fabric of my top, where his hand came to rest. My breath caught, but I kept my eyes on the TV, acting casual while my body burned. I didn't want to bring attention to it like last time and cause him to pull away again.
Stacy was just down the hall, probably curled up alone in their bed. And here I was, pressed against him, with his hand so close to where I wanted it. From the sounds of it, this was already giving him more than she was.
He lifted his glass, took a sip, and when he set it back down, his arm shifted. Once he was settled again, I caught his hand, brought it to my lips, and pressed a kiss to the back before sliding it down, tucking it between my tits and holding it there.
For a second he didn't move. Then he gave a little tug, like he meant to pull away. I pressed down harder with my arms, holding him in place, and let a groan of protest slip out as I frowned up at him.
"What's going on?" he asked, sounding more confused than anything.
"I just..." I bit my lip, forcing my voice to stay innocent. "I just like the feel of you holding me."
He gave the weakest protest, a muttered, "That's not what this is," but his hand was still there. Still between my breasts. And I wasn't about to let him take it back if I could help it.
I didn't say anything. I just laid my head back down on his chest, still holding his hand where I wanted it, like nothing was out of the ordinary. If he wanted to argue, he'd have to actually move me, and he didn't. The TV filled the silence, some play-by-play from the game I wasn't even pretending to follow, while I sank deeper into him.
His chest rose and fell under my cheek a little faster. I told myself I was imagining it, but I swear I could hear the thump of his heart beginning to race beneath my ear.
I smiled to myself, keeping my face hidden, and keeping him pinned in place. Then, when I glanced down out of the corner of my eye, I could've sworn I saw the faintest twitch in his shorts, and the way the fabric looked just a little too tented to just be from them having buckled.
I felt myself begin to throb, every part of me aching to push this further. He could say whatever he wanted, but his body wasn't lying to me.
So I shifted, sliding my hand down from where I'd trapped his to the edge of his thigh, inching closer. He stiffened immediately.
"Hey--" His voice suddenly had an urgent sound to it. "I should check on Stacy."
I groaned softly, clutching his arm tighter. "She's fine."
He shook his head, already pushing me off his chest. "No, I need to check on her."
I sat up, pouting without shame. "At least give me my goodnight kiss."
He froze, brow furrowed like he was conflicted about it, then finally leaned down. The kiss wasn't the typical familial kiss we'd shared before. It was still almost chaste, but it lasted a second longer than he probably meant it to.
When he pulled back, his eyes held mine for a moment, like they were searching for something, before he cleared his throat and pushed himself up. Without another word, he walked down the hall toward their bedroom, leaving me flushed, and more determined than ever.
It didn't seem like he was coming back out. After a while I gave up waiting, shutting down the living room the way I always did, making sure everything was neat before heading down the hall to my room. I peeled out of my clothes, slid beneath the covers, and lay there staring at the ceiling, restless in the dark. The pulsing in me had only grown more impossible to ignore, and finally I let my hand drift down under the sheets.
I took my time with it, teasing myself slowly, grazing my nails over my skin just to feel the goosebumps rise before slipping lower. My mind replayed every detail of the evening, from every look, to every touch, and every way I'd tested him and he hadn't pulled back quickly enough. I thought of his hand flexing against my stomach, the accidental scratch of his fingers, and the way I swore I'd seen the fabric of his shorts strain. I wanted that hand on me again, wanted all of him, and the thought made my breath quicken as I avoided my most sensitive spot, stretching out the pleasure longer than I usually would.
Then I heard the faint clink of a glass coming from the kitchen, followed by a low mutter I couldn't quite make out. My pulse spiked immediately. He was out there. The knowledge alone made every nerve in my body sharpen. I didn't slow down, or try to hide the soft sounds slipping from me. Instead I let them come, just loud enough to carry past my door if anyone happened to be standing there.
When I risked a glance toward the door, I saw the faint shadow at the base, broken against the glow of the lamp Stacy always left on in the living room. He'd stopped. He was listening. The realization sent a jolt straight through me, making my body strain into my own hand as if I could somehow pull him in closer just by wanting it hard enough.
Knowing he was standing there, knowing he could hear me, pushed me right over the edge. My fingers were buried deep inside me, driving in and out with wet sounds I didn't even try to hide, while my other hand worked tight circles over my clit. The wet squelch of my fingers filled the room right along with my own ragged breathing, every movement harder and faster, because I wanted him to hear all of it.
My back arched and my body tensed, when a tremor ran through me so hard from knowing he was there, that I thought I might shake apart. I bit down on my lip, but the sound still broke free anyway, louder than I meant it to be with Stacy in their room, but it was a desperate whimper of daddy slipping out in the middle of my climax. My hips lifted into my own touch, chasing every last shudder as I cried out again, giving myself away completely.
I collapsed back against the sheets and my chest was heaving. My fingers were still trembling, while I held them against myself. The only thought in my head was that he'd heard every second of it. I even thought I'd heard a low groan from the other side of the door, and then the shadow moved away. That was all the proof I needed that I wasn't imagining him standing there. He'd been outside my door the whole time, listening to every sound, and hearing my calls for him fall from my lips.
The next day, while Stacy was still home, he seemed more on edge than usual. He tried to act normal, but I caught him stealing looks at me more than once, and his eyes would dart away the second I noticed. But every time he did, it only made me smile. He couldn't look at me the same way after standing outside my door and hearing me cry out for him.
That evening, I went into the living room once she was gone. I was deliberately dressed down in one of my tightest tank tops with no bra and the tiniest shorts I owned. They were the type that were practically indecent because of how thin and snug they were, but add how my curve stretched the fabric to its limits...



I walked over like nothing was unusual, but I knew exactly what I was doing.
"Movie night?" I asked, grabbing the remote before he could answer and plopping down at the far end of the couch. My head rested on the armrest, and I stretched out with one leg bent to the side and the other up against the back cushion, casual as could be. It wasn't lost on me how much I was showing.
He gave a half-smile, not looking over at me and just nodded at the screen. "Sure. Pick whatever."
I scrolled through the options without caring what popped up, while I settled deeper into the cushions. My phone was balanced on my stomach, the remote dangling loosely in my hand, and every little move I made pulled my shorts tighter, the fabric clinging like a second skin.
He didn't look at me directly, but I could feel the weight of his attention pulling against his half-smile. His arm was draped along the back of the couch, a drink in his other hand, and he kept his eyes fixed stubbornly on the TV. That didn't fool me for a second.
I shifted again, drawing one knee closer so the hem of my shorts rode up higher. It felt like dangling bait, and I knew he saw it even if he refused to look directly. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him adjust his shorts and the way his throat bobbed when he swallowed.
"How about this?" I asked choosing some action movie he'd be more likely to watch. I didn't want to choose a chick flick that would give him an excuse to leave because it was boring.
"Uh-huh," he grunted and cleared his throat. I was sure he was looking, even if he wouldn't do it directly, and every twitch in his body told me he wanted more.
I set the remote on my stomach with my phone and let the movie play, though I couldn't have cared less what was on the screen. My focus was on him, and the way he squirmed in his seat every time there was a flick of his eyes when he thought I wasn't paying attention.
I stretched slowly, arching my back, arms above my head like I was just loosening up after a long day. The motion pulled my tank top tighter across my chest, the thin fabric leaving no mystery about what I wasn't wearing underneath, or how hard my nipples were from teasing him. When I dropped my arms again, I let one hand rest casually on the inside of my bent thigh, brushing my fingers idly only an inch from my pussy while I now scrolled on my phone with the other.
His voice cut through the quiet. "What are you doing?"
I froze for half a second before tilting my head toward him, pretending not to know what he meant. "Nothing. Just checking my messages." I waved my phone slightly for emphasis, the picture of innocence.
He didn't even glance at it. His eyes dropped, just for a moment, to where my other hand was resting. When they came back up, they were narrower than before. "That's not what I was asking."
My pulse jumped, but I forced a little shrug, tracing another slow circle against my thigh as if it were thoughtless. "I'm just getting comfortable. You're imagining things."
He scoffed. "I'm not imagining anything. You know exactly what you're doing."
I bit my lip, smirking just enough for him to see it, because he was right. And the fact that he'd said it out loud almost made me question what I was doing. Almost.
Instead I moved, curling my legs a little tighter, pretending to study the glow of my phone even as my pulse hammered. "I heard you, you know," I said finally, making sure my voice came out softly.
He frowned. "Heard me what?"
"You and Stacy. The other day." I looked up at him, holding his gaze for once instead of letting mine dart away. "About how she never wants to... do stuff. About how you can't have a marriage if you don't act like you're married."
His jaw tightened, and I could see the muscles flex at his temple as he looked back at the TV. "You shouldn't have been listening to that."
I gave a little shrug, my smirk returning as I let my fingers deliberately brush my thigh this time. "It's hard when you're my dad and I love you." The words came out bolder than I'd meant, but I didn't back down. I hesitated just long enough to find my nerve, then added, "You need to be taken care of, and if she doesn't give you what you need... I would."
There. I'd said it. I put it out there, and now it was on him to respond. That finally made him turn fully, his eyes narrowing at me with a look that felt like a warning, but I saw what he was fighting, and the way his attention moved down, trying not to notice my nipples straining against the thin fabric, or just how close my fingers had drifted to my center. Seeing that struggle only made me smile wider.
"Don't," he muttered. "Sweetie, you can't say things like that."
The fact that he wasn't using my name, but sweetie, made my pulse race. It was like he wasn't keeping me at arm's length anymore.
I let my fingers slide higher, brushing over the snug hem of my shorts, and bit my lip. "Why not, daddy? You already know how I feel. And I know you listened to me last night." His eyes snapped to mine looking startled, but I didn't give him a chance to speak. "I heard you standing outside my door. Listening me touch myself while I whimpered your name."
His throat worked as he swallowed hard, but he didn't deny it. That silence was all the proof I needed.
I pressed my palm firmly against myself, hissing in a breath as my hips shifted. "You didn't stop me then, daddy. Why would you stop me now?"
His hand suddenly shot out, closing around my wrist. "Stop," he said, in a low voice.
But he didn't pull me away. He just held me there, with his grip tight enough to pin me but not moving me to break contact. My fingers were still pressed between my legs, trapped under his restraint, the heat of him seeping through my skin while I trembled against it.
I let out a shaky laugh and tipped my head back, letting my eyes find his. "Mmm, daddy," I breathed, one hand still pressed between my legs, the other pinching my nipple until I groaned. "Your hands always feel so strong."
His jaw clenched and his eyes burned into me, but his grip didn't loosen. If anything, it tightened for a second, like he was holding himself back from doing whatever came next.
I couldn't help the urge to push him. I leaned forward just a fraction, and my voice dropped to almost a whisper. "You know you like it when I'm wicked," I said.
He scowled, and a sound came out of him, rough and immediate. "I didn't raise you to be a slut."
The word hit like a slap. I actually laughed, incredulous he'd call me that. "Did you just call me a slut?" I asked, unoffended by the word.
"No," he said quickly, like correcting himself made it less sharp. "I said you're acting like one."
I gave him my most seductive smile, feeling the throbbing between my legs grow more intense. "And what if I want to be your little slut, daddy?" I asked.
He flinched like I'd struck him, keeping his eyes fixed on me, his grip was still clenched around my wrist. Slowly, I lifted my free hand, the one that had been pinching my nipple, and slid it down to cover his.
"You need someone to take care of you," I whispered, curling my fingers over his and pushing him lower, until his knuckles rested flat over the front of my shorts. "Stacy isn't doing it. But I can."
He didn't fight me. His hand was hot, and though I'd placed it there, he didn't pull away. For a breathless second it was only my own pulsing down there, and then his fingers flexed. Just a twitch, but it was his movement, not mine.
My breath caught, a sharp little gasp as I pressed myself up into the back of his fingers. The pressure of him against me through the thin fabric sent a shiver through my body.
He was letting me keep him there. More than that -- he was touching me back.
I pulled at his grip and he didn't fight me. The fabric of my shorts doing nothing to hide the way I trembled when his palm finally rested against me. My breath came quicker, and my whole body hummed, while I tilted my head back still watching his eyes.
"Mmm, daddy," I whispered, pressing up into his palm, "I'm so excited I can feel myself getting wet." His jaw tightened, but I didn't stop. I let a smile spread across my lips as I pushed the words further. "I bet if you looked at my little kitty, you'd see exactly how much I want you."
He let out a sound, like it had scraped its way out of his chest. For a moment I thought he might shove my hand away after all, but instead he froze, the muscles in his arm taut under my grip.
Then it happened. His eyes flicked downward, almost against his will, and I caught the exact moment he saw what I was offering him. His gaze lingered, and I saw that sudden, involuntary widening of his eyes as the truth hit him.
When he looked he knew it was true. And the hunger he tried so hard to hide was written all over his face.
His eyes snapped back up to mine, looking wide and guilty, as his hand twitched like he finally realized where it was. He started to pull back. "This doesn't feel right."
For a second my stomach dropped, disappointment flooding me. I'd gotten him so close, only to feel him slipping away. But I regrouped fast, forcing a soft smile as I loosened my grip on his wrist. "It's okay, daddy. Whatever you want is okay. We don't have to do anything you're not ready for."
He exhaled hard, almost in relief, and turned to grab his glass. His arm lifted from me, and he tipped the drink back like he needed it.
The second his eyes were on the TV again, I let my own hand slide lower. This time I didn't stop at the hem. I slipped beneath the waistband of my shorts, my breath hitching as my fingers brushed the slickness waiting there. A shiver ran up my spine at the simple contact, but more than that, the thrill of doing it right beside him while he pretended not to notice, had my pulse racing all over again.
My breath caught the moment my fingers touched myself, and I let the sound slip out quietly, but not quiet enough for him to miss. His head turned, eyes narrowing as he looked. The thin fabric of my shorts pulled tight against me, and there was no mistaking the way my hand was moving beneath it.
For a heartbeat his stare pinned me there, as I was watched masturbating for the first time in my life. But I didn't flinch. Slowly, deliberately, I withdrew my fingers, the slimy fabric sliding against the back of my hand.
His eyes followed every inch of the movement, and I made sure he didn't miss a thing when I lifted my hand. I watched him as I parted my lips, and slid my slick fingers between them, sucking the two I'd used clean one by one. My tongue curled around each before I drew them out, watching him watch me, daring him to say something while I let them disappear into my mouth.
By the time I pulled them free, his mouth was hanging open in shock. That look only made me bolder. I pushed myself up from the couch, heart pounding, and leaned down over him.
Before he could stop me, I pressed my mouth to his. It was quick and soft, but enough that left him tasting his daughter's juices. He jerked back slightly, and his eyes went wide, like the contact had burned him.
I straightened, giving him the sweetest smile I could muster. "Night, daddy," I murmured, brushing my hair back over my shoulder as I turned to leave.
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the quick darting of his tongue over his lips, tasting what I'd left behind. My stomach flipped, with butterflies deep in my belly at the sight. He could fight it all he wanted, but that one gesture told me far more than his words.
I slipped off to my room, and stripped down the second the door was closed. My shorts were soaked through, clinging between my thighs, and without panties underneath the sight of it made me smirk. Proof of how badly I wanted him, and how close I'd come to having him.
I sprawled across the bed naked, burying my fingers between my legs almost immediately. This time I made no effort to be quiet. My moans carried through the door, as the wet sound of my fingers moving in and out of me filled the room.
My orgasm came quick, but it wasn't enough. I went again, and again, chasing the high of what we'd done on the couch. By the time I finally let myself stop, my body was trembling, the sheets were damp with sweat, and it felt like hours before sleep even started to come.
My eyes squinted open to look at the glowing clock on my nightstand when I heard my door creaking open. It was 1:00 a.m. exactly when I heard his shaky voice.
"Sweetie?" I heard him whisper.
I was awake instantly, but I didn't want to sound over eager to hear him. "Hmm?" I groaned, sleepily.
"Are you awake?" he asked making sure I wasn't just moaning.
"Yeah," I said through a stretch. I was suddenly aware I'd never bothered to put anything back on before trying to sleep.
"Sorry if I woke you, but can we talk for a minute?" he continued, still whispering.
"Of course," I responded. Holding the comforter to my chest I reached over to turn on my lamp and moved over, making room for him to sit on edge of my bed. He closed the door and came in.
Sitting down on the edge of my bed, I felt the mattress dip under his weight. His hands rested on his knees, then squeezed like he didn't know what to do with them. For a long moment he didn't look at me, just stared at the floor before finally speaking.
"Baby... why are you doing this?" His voice was quiet and sounded like it was threaded with something between frustration and fear. "The things you said, the things you've done tonight-- I just... why?"
I pulled the comforter tighter around my chest, but not because I was embarrassed. I felt bare and open, vulnerable but certain. I'd just woken up and my brain was trying to find the words.
"Because you're the most important person in my life," I said, calmly even though my heart was pounding. "Always have been and always will be."
He finally looked at me then, his eyes searching mine, and I sat up letting the comforter fall in my lap. "I love you. I couldn't ask for a better dad, with how you've always been there for me, without mom. And I just... I want to know you're happy. I'm glad that Stacy isn't giving you what you need, because... Well, I want to be the one who takes care of you. Not her."
The words hung between us, too many to take back. His jaw flexed, and his head twisted, cracking his neck, but I could see the war in his eyes all over again.
Finally, his voice broke through, a little unsteady. "Honey... are you sure this is what you really want? Because if we cross this line, there's no going back."
I didn't hesitate. I pushed the comforter aside and rose up on my knees in front of him, my bare skin tingling in the lamplight. My hands reached for his face, cupping his cheeks, and forcing him to look right at me.
"This is exactly what I want," I whispered, as my pulse thundered. "You're what I want, daddy. Like I said, you always have been and always will be. Nothing's even gonna change that"
And before either of us could say another word, I leaned in and kissed him. It was unlike any kiss we'd ever shared, pouring every ounce of the truth I'd just spoken into the press of my lips. For a heartbeat he froze, and then I felt the tension giving way. His mouth moved against mine, the parting of his lips answering me.
I held his face between my hands, refusing to let him pull back. My tongue slipped past his lips in an effort to claim him, and he didn't stop me. The warmth of his breath tangled with mine. Moving while I pulled at him, I guided him with me as I lay back down against the pillows, my hands sliding from his cheeks to the nape of his neck. He followed, bracing alongside me, and for the first time I felt the sensation of his bare skin against my naked breasts.
The contact made me shiver, nipples hardening as they brushed his skin, and I clung tighter to him, arching into the kiss, unwilling to let him go now that I finally had him. I was desperate for more when something in him changed, causing the hands that held me back earlier, to suddenly be on me, sliding down my sides. It stole the air from my lungs.
Laying on our sides, he gripped my top hip and pulled me against him like he couldn't get enough. I could feel his erection pressing into me as his mouth worked harder against mine. I gasped into him, my tongue twirling with his as I clutched at his shoulders. He held his chest against me, the warmth of his bare skin rubbing against my nipples until I whimpered, grinding into him without even thinking.
"Daddy..." I breathed against his lips, but it came out more like a plea than a word. His grip tightened, and the way he kissed me back left no doubt that he wanted me just as badly as I wanted him. Grabbing the hand on my hip, I rolled onto my back, spreading my legs and placed his hand on top of my bald pussy.
He only hesitated for a fraction of a second from where I'd guided it, then pressed down as though he'd been waiting for that permission all along. The strength of his palm cupped me, before one finger traced lower, sliding with unhurried certainty until he found where I was already dripping.
I pushed into him, as my breath froze and my legs fell wider open. The pressure grew firmer as he eased his way inside, and I gasped half in shock, feeling his finger stretched me in a way mine never could.
A sharp hiss escaped me, and my hips twitched upward. "God--" My hand clamped over his wrist, needing something to grab onto. My voice came out ragged and trembling as I surrendered to him taking over. "You're... you're the first person that's ever done this to me."
He paused and looked at me in surprise, even as my body clenched around him, eager for more. He stared for a moment in the soft lamp light.
"Please," I whispered, digging my nails into his wrist, "don't stop." I tried to move his hand where I held him.
His hesitation broke all at once. With a rough sound in his throat, he pushed deeper, his finger stretching me more as he pressed it as far as it'd go. My hips rolled up to meet him in shameless desperation, urging him to give me more.
His head dropped, and suddenly his lips closed around my nipple, sucking hard, scraping his teeth lightly until I gasped and arched beneath him. The firm tug of his mouth sent shocks straight down to where his finger drove into me, each thrust better than the last.
I wanted everything. I wanted to see what it was like to wrap my lips around him and have his cock in my mouth. To feel what other girls had talked about and have his tongue lapping at my throbbing clit, but the thought of breaking this moment and risking him pulling away, made me frantic. My thighs clamped around his hand, holding him to me. I needed more than fingers, I needed him.
Between broken gasps, I said, "I... I need you inside me. Now." I grabbed at him, pulling and begging with my whole body as my nails raked his back.
He froze above me, while his finger was still buried deep as though he couldn't bring himself to pull it free. He looked me over, considering the choice, and his voice rough when it finally came.
"Did you mean it when you said I'm the first one to touch you like this?"
My throat tightened, but I nodded, still pulling at him as I forced the words out through a breathless whisper. "Yes. Because you're the only one I've ever wanted."
His expression twisted, something raw flickering there before he buried his face against my neck, kissing hard. "God, you don't know what that does to me. I'd love nothing more than to be your first." His finger pushed all the way in again, stirring it, as if to prove a point, and making me moan against his ear. But then he pulled back just enough to look down at me again, his jaw was tight. "It wouldn't be right though. What if one day you hated me for it?"



I shook my head desperately, grinding against his hand, the ache unbearable now. "I won't. I can't. I've waited forever for you. I've used toys -- pretending and wishing it was you. I've been waiting for this day." My voice cracked, pleading as I clutched at him. "Please, don't make me wait anymore."
He groaned, shutting his eyes, but still he shook his head, stubborn even as his body trembled above me.
Panic clawed at me, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. "Then... then take me in my ass. I don't care how. I just need to feel you inside me. I need you."
His hand gripped my hip, hard enough it had left a bruise the next day, and his forehead pressed to mine, torn between restraint and the hunger written all over him.
I shifted suddenly, urgency taking over, rolling onto my stomach before arching my hips and twisting so I could still see him. My eyes locked to his as I reached back, spreading myself wide, the pale roundness of my ass opening for him.
"Please," I begged, breath shaking. "I need you, somewhere."
For a heartbeat he didn't move, his hand tight on my hip, with the fight still written across his face. But then his resolve cracked and the hunger in his eyes burned hotter. With a rough sound he pushed back from me.
I watched him rise to his knees, then stand beside the bed. My pulse pounded as his hands went to his waistband, shoving down his shorts and boxers in one motion. My breath caught, and my eyes were fixed as his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, and larger than I'd ever imagined. Seeing him bare like that for the first time made me shiver with desire, while my thighs parted instinctively even as I stayed face down, lifting my ass for him.
I couldn't stop staring at the long, flushed cock, with the head glistening. I wanted to touch it, to taste it, but I needed him inside me more. Meeting his eyes again, licked my fingers before reaching back. I slid my hand down between my spread cheeks, the slickness of my spit glistened as I rubbed it into the tight ring of my asshole, circling, pressing, preparing myself as best I could.
"I'm ready for you," I whispered, my voice raw, desperate. "I want you here. Now." I gathered some of my cream from my pussy, adding it to my saliva and pressed just a tip of my finger inside, just to the first knuckle.
He stood over me, with his cock in his hand as he stroked once, watching every movement of mine. He groaned low in his chest, an unrestrained sound that came out rough, and he climbed back onto the bed behind me. The mattress sunk with his weight, and his knees bracketing my thighs as he leaned over, brushing his cock across the cleft of my ass. The blunt, swollen head slid over the slickness I'd smeared there, catching against the tight ring until I whimpered.
His hand gripped my hip, steadying me, and with the other he guided himself down. The pressure built, relentless, and then the thick head began to push inside. I cried out, my fingers clutching at the sheets as the stretch burned, my body fighting to take him even as I begged for more.
"Fuck--" he hissed, pressing his forehead between my shoulder blades as inch by inch sank deeper. "So tight..."
My eyes watered from the overwhelming fullness, but I pushed back against him, desperate to feel all of him inside me. "Don't stop," I gasped, twisting my head enough to meet his gaze over my shoulder. "I just-- all the way."
With a strained growl he thrust forward, burying himself until his hips met my ass. I cried out again, the sound muffled against my bed. My body stretched to its limit around the thickness of his hard cock. He held there trembling, as though he was fighting to not lose control. I was stretched more than I thought possible, every nerve screaming, and his cock throbbing deep inside me. I reached back with a trembling hand, pressing against his hip.
"Wait-- just a second," I whispered, my voice trembling.
He stilled, his chest heaving against my back. One of his hands slid slowly up my side, with an almost tender touch. "Are you sure about this?" he asked, strained like he was holding himself together by a thread.
I forced myself to breathe, to let my body adjust around him. The ache dulled just enough that I could move, and I pushed back, grinding my ass into his hips. The sound that tore from both of us made me shiver. I turned my head enough to meet his eyes over my shoulder as best I could. "I'm sure," I breathed. "I need it. I need you."
That was all it took to get him moving. The sharp burn eased into something overwhelming but bearable, leaving my body clutching at him greedily. I clawed at the sheets, with my back arching as he drove harder, each thrust hammering into me so forcefully it shoved me higher up the bed.
I could sense it coming from the frantic raggedness in his breathing, the way his pace grew rougher, and less controlled. He pulled back until only the swollen head of his cock stretched me open, and that was when I reached back, curling my index finger and thumb around the thick base to steady him. I waited, trembling, until he pulled almost free again.
Then I moved.
In one desperate lunge, I shifted forward to release him and twisted my hips, angling myself so that when he pushed back in, he didn't slide into my ass again, he slammed balls-deep into my quivering pussy.
A cry tore out of me at the violent intrusion, the fullness stealing the breath from my lungs. He froze instantly, his whole body going rigid. I clenched hard around him, nails digging into the sheets, and my thighs shaking from how perfectly he filled me.
"Fuck-- no--" he hissed, there was panic in his voice as he tried to pull back.
But I wasn't letting go. I rocked with him, chasing every inch as he tried to retreat, until I was up on my knees, practically clinging, my calves curling in, desperate to hook my feet behind him and keep him buried inside me. "Don't," I begged, raw and broken. "Please don't go. Stay... stay right here."
He stopped moving, but I felt the tremor in his thighs from the battle waging in his chest. "This isn't--" he started, his voice hoarse, and uncertain. But he wasn't pulling out anymore.
I turned my head, gasping into the sheets. "This is what I've always wanted. You. Like this." My voice broke into a whimper as I rocked my hips forward, then back, slowly at first, savoring every inch as I made sure he didn't try to pull free.
Now straddling a near-doggy position, on my knees and forearms, I dropped my forehead to the bed and moaned, the sound muffled but loud enough to fill the room. My tits swayed beneath me with every push, nipples aching. Looking down from under my body, I caught sight of his heavy balls swinging between my legs, and the visual made me clench around him all over again.
That was when his hands finally moved, gripping my ass, pulling me open as if he couldn't hold back anymore. When I pushed back into him again, he met me, hips coming forward, driving us both into a rhythm I couldn't stop even if I wanted to.
His breath rasped above me, every thrust harder and rougher, until I could feel his body trembling with the effort to hold on. "Jesus, baby," he muttered, the words spilling out as if on their own.
The sound sent a jolt through me, and I pushed back harder, glancing under myself at the swing of his body against mine. My voice came out ragged and desperate. "Uh-uh. Don't just call me baby. Call me a slut, like you did on the couch."
He faltered, groaning, his fingers digging into my hips. "I don't want you thinking it's okay for anyone to say things like that to you."
I shook my head hard, grinding back into him, my words tumbling out between moans. "Not anyone. No other guys. You. I want to be your slut. Tell me I'm your little slut, and no one else's."
Something in him cracked at that. His grip tightened, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of my ass as if to mark me, to hold me there. His thrusts came harder, as he gave in to the raw need between us.
"Mine," he growled into my ear, each word punctuated by another deep stroke. "You're my little slut."
Hearing him call me that made me shudder even if it lacked the conviction I wanted to hear since he implied it on the couch, my body rocking with his until all I could do was moan and beg for more. "Say it again," I whimpered.
When he spoke again, he sounded surer of himself. "Is that what you want?" Another deep stroke drove up through me and his palm cracked against one of my cheeks, the sting making me arch. "You want me to treat you like my little slut?"
"Yes... daddy... yes," I huffed, my breath shaking, and my hands sliding forward on the sheets to brace myself as my body tried to brace against how hard he drove into me.
He repositioned then, planting one foot up by my knee for leverage, leaning forward until his chest brushed my back. "You're my fucking slut, and you don't get to give yourself to anyone else," he said with no more hesitation.
One of his hands came under me, rough and hot, closing around my breast and squeezing until I gasped. Every thrust after that landed harder, deeper, his breath ragged in my ear, and the sound of our bodies meeting echoing around us.
The change in him drove me toward my orgasm. My thighs trembled, with my nails clawing at the sheets. The pressure built low in my belly and then snapped, a rush of sensations I'd never experienced tearing through me until I was shaking, moaning into the mattress as my orgasm rippled around him.
He felt it; I could feel him grunt against my ear. His hand slid from my breast to my shoulder from underneath and he hauled me up, still buried inside me, until we were both on our knees. His arm came around, a big palm settling lightly at my throat, not choking, just holding me there, like a point of control. His hips hunched forward in frantic, deep strokes as his body tensed against mine.
I whimpered, still clenching around him from my climax, when he finally grunted on last time, his thrusts going erratic. He pushed in deep, and I felt him coat my insides as he kept himself buried, holding me up while his cum washed over my cervix.
His grip on my throat eased as the tension drained from his body, his forehead resting against my shoulder until his breathing evened out in ragged gulps. I could still feel him pulsing inside me, the warmth of his seed coating my insides, and my own body fluttering around him in aftershocks that made me shiver.
Slowly, I turned my head, searching for his face over my shoulder. His eyes were still glazed with the high of it, his jaw tight, like he was already wrestling with the reality of what we'd just done. I reached back, and tangled my fingers in his hair, to tug his face to mine over my shoulder.
Our mouths met hard, and our tongues clashed with the same hunger that had driven us moments ago. It wasn't careful, it wasn't sweet, it was desperate, as though if we kissed deeply enough, the reality of what had just happened wouldn't catch up to us.
I clung to the kiss, to the heat of his chest against my back, to the feel of his cock still thick and swollen inside me with his warmth flooding deeper. And I let myself think, just for a heartbeat, what if this wasn't wrong? What if he stayed? What if his seed took root?
The thought twisted in my chest, sharp and intoxicating, even as I rested my full weight down on his shaft, swallowing his breath like I was afraid of losing it.
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"So when you say you hate the idea of being alone," she said, "what do you imagine would happen if you stopped trying to fill your alone time with someone else?"
Dr. Klein sat across from me with her usual detached self, keeping her hands folded neatly on the yellow legal pad that probably had my name written a hundred times already. I don't know why I was even here. Yes, I chose to come because I knew I had issues and I wanted to deal with them in theory, but I felt like half the time I ended up saying things I wasn't sure I meant.
I gave a small laugh. "I'd probably implode."
She smiled, and it came across as the kind of therapist smile that was meant to be encouraging, but felt condescending. "Or maybe you'd find out you don't need someone else there to complete you as a person."
"Sure," I said, "but that sounds boring."
Her pen moved across the page, making a sound I could never quite stop hearing once it started. I watched the movement instead of her face, wondering what single word she was writing about me this time. Deflecting? Guarded? Flippant? Probably all three.
"I think," she said after a pause, "you've learned to get attention before you learned to identify what it is that you actually need."
I shrugged. "Attention's easy though. People either give it to you or they don't."
"And what happens when they do?"
I tilted my head, considering the question. "Then I usually get bored pretty quickly."
She nodded, as if that was what she expected. It probably was. I'd been coming here for six weeks and she already seemed to have me categorized as bright, a little self-destructive, and fundamentally afraid of being ignored, based on the questions she asked.
"And when they don't give you any attention?" she followed up.
"It depends..." I started, having to think of how I would typically react. "I guess I either push until I figure out what will get me the attention, or I still get bored and move on."
The clock ticked softly above her window. I tried not to glance at it too often, but I always did near the end, counting down the last few minutes like I was waiting for the credits to roll at the end of a movie.
Her voice dropped. "Before we stop for today, is there anything you'd like to talk about that we haven't?"
I hesitated, the thought of him skipping through my mind before I even realized I was talking, "Actually... yeah. I met your husband."
Her brows lifted slightly. "You did?"
"Sort of. He was dropping something off last week, right? Like lunch or something?"
"Yes," she said, a faint crease forming between her eyes. "You must have crossed paths. Sorry about that. He was a little earlier than intended."
"He's cute," I said without thinking, and then immediately laughed it off. "Sorry, that was weird to say. I just- I didn't expect someone married to a therapist to look so..." I gestured vaguely. "Creative? He had that vibe about him, like he... I don't know, just like he was creative I guess."
She smiled, but it seemed like it fell short of genuine. "He is a writer. And thank you, I'll tell him you said that. I'm sure he'll get a kick out of it."
I could sense what felt like tension and wanted to fix it. "I meant it as a compliment. He seemed nice," I followed up, as the thought crossed my mind that I was probably just projecting once again, as she'd call it. The tension was likely all mine and she was just going through the motions like she usually did.
"I'm sure he was," she said lightly, setting her pen down and glancing at the clock. "That's our time for today."
There it was - the signal that whatever truth had been building was about to get postponed another week. I stood, slinging my bag over my shoulder, and she followed me to the door like she always did, maintaining her polite, but distant demeanor.
But as I stepped into the hallway, I caught a flash of movement down the corridor. There was a man in a navy-blue sweater part way down, with his head bent over his phone. It was the same guy I'd seen holding a paper bag that day. He looked up just long enough for our eyes to meet, and I'd recognized him instantly.
Seeing him look at me, I slowed instinctively and smiled. He slipped his phone into his pocket, offering a polite nod, sort of like you would to acknowledge someone more out of courtesy than anything else.
"Hey," I said, stopping near him. "You were here last week, right? With the bag from that sandwich place just down the way?"
"Yeah. Guilty," he said returning the smile.
I shifted my bag higher on my shoulder, causing it to push up against my breast and exaggerating my cleavage. I angled myself toward him and continued. "Bringing lunch again?"
"Something like that," he said. "I have to try and remind my wife to eat when she gets buried in work."
I let out a small laugh, brushing at the air with my hand. "That's sweet. Though honestly, I don't know how you're even surviving in that thing." I tugged lightly at his sweater just above where I imagined the button to his slacks would be. I felt the soft knit between my fingers. "It's like ninety degrees out. I'm melting just walking from the car."
His eyes flicked over me, and even though it was quick, it was still noticeable. He took in my midriff halter top and low-waisted denim shorts before returning to my face. "Guess I'm used to it," he said, half smiling.
"Lucky you," I teased, stepping back with a playful sigh. "If I wore anything more than this, they'd have to peel me off the sidewalk." I ran my hands over my stomach, framing my cute little belly button. At least I thought it was cute, after having received several compliments on it over the years.
He chuckled. "I'll keep that in mind next time I dress for lunch duty, but I don't think anyone wants to see me walking around wearing something like that."
I didn't expect him to come back at me with that, and I couldn't help the laugh that came out. Recovering and grinning at him, I started to take another step backward, toward the exit and the direction I'd been heading before I stopped. "You never know," I teased, making a display of looking him over while catching the corner of my bottom lip between my teeth. "In a place like this," I continued, gesturing to the office of the Student Health Center we were standing in, "you can never be too sure just what the people here might be into."
And with that, I gave him a wink and my sweetest smile before turning away. My stride picked up a little extra bounce, making sure my ponytail was swinging with each step. Halfway down the hall, I brushed my palms over the butt of my shorts in a casual motion, pretending to wipe them clean, though I knew exactly what I was doing.
At the end of the corridor, I slowed and glanced back at him, as I turned the corner. He was still standing there, watching me, until he realized he'd been caught. The moment I looked his way, he straightened abruptly, shoving his hands into his pockets and heading toward his wife's office like he suddenly remembered why he was there.
Later that night I kept thinking about the way he looked at me in the hallway. If it weren't for the fact that I'd initiated it, I'd almost say it was a bit creepy. Like he wasn't used to having a twenty-two-year-old girl flirt with him. And when he realized I was, his brain just stopped working, until he realized I was watching him stare at me. He'd straightened so fast it almost made me laugh.
I don't even know why I did any of it. The wink, the smile, that little bounce in my walk... It just happened out of impulsive. I guess that's part of why I was in therapy though. Because I did things before the sensible part of my brain kicks in and says that maybe that's a bad idea. Or maybe I wanted to see if he'd notice. Maybe I wanted to remind myself I could make anyone notice.
The thing is, I can't say I particularly like Dr. Klein. I don't exactly hate her either though. Everything with her just always feels calm and measured, in a professional way that makes you wonder if it's real or rehearsed. But there's something about women like her that's hard to trust. It's like they have to try and make sure everything's balanced, everything's under control. It's like they float above the rest of us, perfectly composed while everyone else is busy trying to figure out where we went wrong.
So when I met her husband, part of me wanted to see what kind of man a woman like that gets to keep. And maybe, deep down, I wanted to touch something that belonged to her, just to prove that I could.
I mean it was harmless, right? A small, stupid moment. But the look he gave me... it wasn't nothing. There was a pause in it, a kind of curiosity he failed to try to hide.
I wonder if he told her he saw me. Probably not. Men like that don't tell their wives these things. Some things are better left unspoken. Or maybe, she wasn't keeping him as much as I assumed.
Sitting in Dr. Klein's office the next week, I couldn't help but notice that everything always looked the same. The incessant sunny skies even meant the same soft light through gauzy curtains, joining the faint smell of eucalyptus, and the same muted painting of trees behind her chair. It should've been calming, but today it just made me restless.
She smiled when I came in. "How have you been since last week?"
"Fine," I said, sinking into the couch dismissively. "Busy."
She nodded, waiting. She always waited. It was her superpower, how she used silence like a mirror, making you talk just to fill the void.
"I've been thinking a lot about what you said," I started. "About not needing someone else to feel whole."
"And how does that feel to sit with?"
"Like extra homework," I said with a small laugh. "It feels like the tedious shit they want you to do, and show the work, so I keep meaning to start but never do."
She just gave one of her patronizing smiles. "Sometimes the hardest part is recognizing the difference between needing comfort and needing control."
The words felt... too fitting. I looked away, pretending to study the shelf behind her where a framed wedding photo sat half-turned toward the wall. I wondered if she knew it did that - if she'd turned it herself, or if someone else had. Was it there to simply humanize her? Why should I, her patient dealing with relationship issues, among the cornucopia of problems I've got, have to stare at a picture of her and her husband? And having met him, I was pretty sure, they didn't live in the fairytale that picture made it out to be.
"Do you ever get tired of being the one who listens?" I asked suddenly.
She blinked, a little caught off guard. "Sometimes," she admitted. "But it's part of the work."
"Seems lonely," I said. "All these people coming in, telling you things they can't tell anyone else, and you have to keep it all locked up."
"It can be," she said quietly. "But it also teaches you compassion. Understanding where people's impulses come from helps you not judge them so harshly."
That word, impulses, hit a little too close. I felt my skin prickle and crossed my legs, forcing a smile. "Sounds healthy, I suppose."
She tilted her head slightly, studying me. "You seem distracted today. Anything on your mind?"
"No," I said quickly, then tried to play it off with a shrug. "Just tired."
She didn't press the issue. Just wrote something on her pad, her pen moving in that soft scratch I'd learned to hate. Every time I heard it, I imagined she was diagnosing me in real time: deflecting, evasive, withholding.
When the session ended, she stood as usual to walk me out. I almost asked if her husband was around, but stopped myself just in time. Instead, I gave her a polite smile, thanked her, and stepped into the hallway.
The air felt cooler out there. More honest somehow. I told myself it was just because I could finally breathe again and wondered why the fuck I was even doing this to myself. I felt like I was going backwards after every session. More shit brought to the surface, nothing resolved.
I walked out of the building feeling half caged. Usually, I'd head straight home or to class, but today my feet carried me the other way. Down the paths of walkway, past the student union, to the little sandwich place with the blue awning. The one I'd seen her husband bringing her lunch from, paper bag in hand.
It wasn't a plan, exactly. More like a personal transgression. An invasion, somehow, into her personal life, wearing the mask of coincidentally just going there for lunch.
The bell over the door jingled as I stepped inside. The air smelled of fresh bread and grilled onions. I ordered a turkey club and took a corner seat, I sat with my back to the wall, where I could watch people come and go. I liked people watching. There was something interesting about the way people carried themselves when they were just going about their lives, unintentionally providing entertainment to those who cared to take the time.
Ten minutes later, the door opened and there he was. Thankfully he wasn't wearing a sweater this time, but his hair was a little messy, and he looked distracted. He smiled at the girl behind the counter. The only thing that went through my head was comparing him to his wife, and wondering if he'd practiced that smile over the years, or if it just came naturally. She laughed at something he said, and for the briefest second, I hated her a little.
He might've just been being nice. I had no way of knowing from across the tables of people and late lunch chatter. But from where I sat, it looked like flirting, and that small, unwarranted jealousy burned hotter than I expected, completely catching me off guard.
He took his cup, walked to the drink station, and started filling it. When he turned, scanning the room, his eyes landed on me, where I was already smiling at him.
For a second, he looked startled, then amused. He lifted his brows, gesturing faintly, in a silent question: May I?
I tilted my head, still smiling, the barest nod giving him permission.
Watching him cross the room, I felt a strange thrill that came across in a mixture of victory and guilt. I shouldn't have come here. I shouldn't want whatever this was starting to feel like.
But as he reached my table, and that almost inappropriate grin returned, all I could think was how much I liked being the reason for it. He set his drink down before sitting.
"Twice in as many weeks. If I didn't know better, I'd think you were following me."
I took a slow sip of my own drink, staring at him and dragging out the moment. "Please. I was here first. And then Dr. Klein's office too. Pretty sure you're the one stalking me."
He chuckled, easing into the chair across from me. "Fair enough. Guess we'll call it a mutual coincidence."
"Seems like a lot of coincidences lately," I said. "You live around here?"
"Not far, but no, that's not why I'm here. This is my go-to when I drop something off at Marissa's off- er... Sorry," he said with a tilt of his head and backed up. "I mean at my wife's, Dr. Klein's, office.
Of course it was. Hearing him saying her first name, then backtracking to my wife sent a quick, strange flutter through me, like being reminded of a rule I was already starting to break.
"Good choice," I said lightly, gesturing to the sandwich shop. "I've gotta say, it's surprisingly my first time here, but the turkey club's solid. Though you strike me as more of a soup-and-book guy."
He laughed politely. "That obvious?"
"Isn't that what writers always are," I said, tilting my head. "You've got the look."
He leaned back slightly, studying me with a tightening of his lips. "Interesting."
"What is?" I asked, tearing a piece from my sandwich.
"That picture you painted," he said. "I hate to disappoint you, but you've clearly watched too many movies. I'm not the type who dreams about some quiet cabin in the woods."
"Oh, no?" I asked, studying him back, curious of the type he was, then.
He shook his head. "Nope. I like the noise. The people. The city. I wouldn't know what to do with myself if I ever lost my creature comforts around here."
I smirked. "So, you're saying you're not the brooding writer type I had in mind?"
"Afraid not," he answered, with warm and amused eyes. "And for the record, no, I'm not a soup guy either. I generally like a sandwich from here. Soup is reserved for the cold days we're fortunate to rarely experience, or when in the mountains on a ski trip, and you need something to warm you from the inside."
"Hmm," I murmured, leaning forward just a bit. "Good to know. I'll keep my daydreams more realistic next time."
He raised an eyebrow, having piqued his interest. "So, you're admitting you've been daydreaming about me now?"
I flashed him a smile, letting my eyes linger on his. "Don't flatter yourself. You just have one of those faces that sneaks into people's thoughts, whether they want it to or not."
He laughed quietly, shaking his head. "That's a precarious thing to say to a guy. It can leave a man wondering just when exactly his face comes creeping into your thoughts."
"It's only dangerous if you repeat it in poor company," I said, with an unmistakable undertone.
He watched me for a second longer, his grin never leaving his face. "You're something else, you know that?"
I grinned back, tossing the last bit of crust onto my plate. "Just don't tell your wife," I replied with a wink.
"Wouldn't dream of it." And for a moment it seemed like neither of us knew what to say after that.
I leaned back, pretending to focus on my now nearly empty plate. "So, you really are a writer?"
"I am," he said. "Mostly essays these days, some self-improvement."
"Maybe I'll get to read something someday."
"Maybe you will."
I toyed with my straw, glancing up at him. "So self-improvement, huh? Is that all therapy stuff?" I paused, letting a hint of irony color my tone. "That how you met Marissa?"
He chuckled, shaking his head at the idea. "No, nothing like that. I used to do a lot of public speaking, mostly on leadership. Corporate workshops, conferences, that kind of thing, and met her after one, while talking with some of the attendees."
"Sounds intense," I said.
"It was," he admitted. "But I was lucky. Built up enough of an audience that my books keep me comfortable and I don't have to travel much anymore. Now I just do the occasional local speaking engagement, and write when I feel like it. I've been successful enough to stay comfortable."
"Comfortable," I repeated softly, smiling. "You make it sound like a luxury."
He looked at me for a moment, a thoughtful expressing in his eyes. "Well, I think for most people it is. I don't have that need to be the richest guy I know, or keep trying to earn enough to join the most expensive country club. Instead, I enjoy life, and the leisure my previous hard work now provides. Dr. Klein, on the other hand, is much more work motivated than I am."
He paused there, kind of looking off for a moment, and I watched his fingers trace the rim of his cup. I waited curiously, because I never got to hear anyone talk about Dr. Klein. She was the one who always asked the questions, always the calm force in the room. Seeing her from the outside felt like opening a door I wasn't supposed to know existed.
"See, it's not the money she's chasing," he said finally, almost to himself. "It's more like... she believes people should always be trying for something. Growing, improving. If you're not pushing yourself, you're wasting your potential. That kind of thing."
I smiled faintly. "I haven't heard her say that before, but I've heard something like it in a session. It's like she's trying to make me feel guilty for wanting a nap instead of a new goal."



He gave a single huff of a laugh. "Yeah, that sounds like her. She means well, but sometimes I think she forgets not everyone wants another project. Or to be a project for that matter."
Something in the way he said it made me sortta feel for him. "Is it hard?" I asked quietly. "Being married to someone who always wants to fix people?"
He looked at me then, and I almost wished I hadn't asked. There was something honest in his eyes, like I'd struck a nerve. "Sometimes. She can't really turn it off. Even when we're at dinner or watching a movie, I can see her mind analyzing everyone and everything. Every line, every reaction. It's like she doesn't know how to stop reading people."
I stirred the ice in my cup, my tea having long been finished. "And what does she read in you?"
He smiled, but it felt rather forced. "Depends on the day. Usually it's something I didn't know I was wrong about until she points it out."
For a moment, neither of us said anything, yet again.
"I think that would drive me crazy," I said quietly. "Never getting to be seen the way you choose to be seen, or the way you feel you should be seen."
He nodded slowly. "Yeah," he said, almost under his breath. "Exactly."
His phone buzzed on the table, the screen lighting up with her name. He silenced it without looking at the message. I tried to hide my smile, but the gesture wasn't lost on me.
When he finally glanced back at me, there was something different in his expression. Curiosity, perhaps. Or the awareness of all the things he'd been telling me.
"I should probably let you get back to your day," he said, but it sounded more obligatory than like he actually felt it was the right thing to do.
"Sure," I said, though I didn't move. "It was nice running into you again."
He hesitated, then offered a small grin. "I'll, uh - see you around?"
"Maybe," I said, tilting my head. "If I'm lucky."
He pushed his chair back, and I looked up automatically. Standing, he seemed taller than I remembered, a decent enough build, but average overall. The hem of his shirt lifted just enough to draw my eyes to what was below. And when they drifted lower, the stopped where there was a faint bulge at the front of his slacks, and I brought the straw of my empty drink to my mouth in reflex, slurping the melted ice.
When I looked up again, he was looking back down at me.
"Nice shirt," I said smoothly, forcing the words out to try and cover. "I definitely like it better than the sweater."
His smile grew. "Yeah, you were right. It's too hot for a sweater."
If he'd noticed where my eyes had gone, he didn't let on. Or maybe he did, and the faint color rising in his cheeks wasn't embarrassment at all.
"Have a good afternoon," he finished.
"You too," I managed.
He picked up his cup, then swung by the counter to grab the sandwich they must have called out ages ago. I realized he'd let it sit there the whole time we were talking. As he walked out, I watched him through the glass, with this casual confidence in his stride that probably helped him sell why people should hire him for their speaking events.
Only after he disappeared down the sidewalk did it hit me that I'd never actually caught his name.
The music was too loud, the lights too dim, and the floor too sticky for the heels I'd worn, but it didn't matter. It felt good to be out, surrounded by people and cheap perfume instead of essays and breathing exercises.
Jess slid another round toward me. "Come on, you're not even buzzed yet. What happened to the fun you?"
"I'm pacing myself," I said, even though the buzz had already started at my lips.
"Pacing is for cardio, not tequila," she shot back, clinking her glass against mine, where she'd set it on the bar and causing some of it to slosh over the rim.
I laughed, took the shot, and winced at the burn. Tequila was never my favorite, but if there was one thing my dad taught me, you don't turn down free liquor! For a moment, everything felt simple, having no one to impress. Then my phone buzzed in my clutch that I was holding.
I almost ignored it, but my obsession got the better of me, so I pulled out to see a number I didn't recognize.
Hey, it's David from the sandwich place. Hope you had a good day with whatever you did the rest of that day.
The name landed like a gut punch in my stomach. I stared at it for a second, then another, with the noise of the bar fading around me.
Jess leaned over. "Who's got you all distracted?"
"Class project thing," I lied quickly, flipping the screen over. My pulse had started to race.
I read the message again, then again. David. The therapist's husband. He had my number. Somehow, impossibly - how'd he get it?
The thrill hit before the logic did. Every red flag I'd ever talked about in therapy waved somewhere in the back of my mind, but I couldn't reconcile the confusion of needing to know how he got my number, along with intrigue that he'd taken the time to get it.
I typed back with trembling fingers.
Me: Hey stranger. So should I be creeped out that you've somehow gotten my number and are randomly texting me on a Saturday night?
David: Creeped out? I hope not. Maybe... mildly curious?
Me: Try deeply curious. How'd you get my number?
David: You really want to know?
Me: I wouldn't have asked if I didn't.
David: Promise you won't think less of me?
Me: Depends. You didn't, like, follow me home or something, right?
David: No. Nothing like that. I, uh...saw your number in Marissa's files.
I stared at the screen, feeling my heart rate kick it up. For a second, I was sure I had to have read it wrong. But the message was clear, plain as day.
Me: You what?
David: I know, I know. It's terrible. I shouldn't have.
Me: Terrible doesn't quite cover it. You realize that's probably illegal, right? Like, actual laws. HIPAA or HIPPA or whatever. Something with letters that definitely says "don't steal your wife's patient's info."
David: You're right. I'm sorry. It was stupid.
Me: Wow. You really just admitted that?
David: You asked. And I figured honesty was the least I could offer after breaking a few ethical codes.
Me: "A few ethical codes"? That's one way to downplay a felony.
David: I didn't say I was proud of it.
Me: You know, most people would say that's grounds for divorce and disbarment or whatever it is therapists get for leaving their patients info out, where someone else can get it.
David: You're right. I'm already questioning my sanity.
I hesitated, rereading the thread. The right thing would've been to block his number and be done with it. Instead, my smile just grew that much bigger from toying with him, as I squirmed in my seat. Because beneath all the wrongness, was the undeniable fact that he'd gone to that much effort. For me.
Me: So tell me, David, what other rules would you be willing to break just to talk to me?
Three dots blinked on the screen, and seemed to bounce there forever, considering how short the message was that eventually came back.
David: Depends how mad you're going to be about it.
My pulse jumped again.
Me: Careful. You're already in deep.
David: I think I realized that the moment I hit "send."
Turning on my stool, I leaned back against the bar, with my phone glowing in my hand, and the feeling that something had already begun that neither of us would be able to stop if he'd already sunk this low to talk to me.
Jess reappeared from the dance floor, with her hair sticking to her forehead, fanning herself with her hands. "You look like you're texting your next mistake," she shouted over the music.
"Maybe I am," I said, grinning as I hooked an arm around her neck and dragged her close. "Smile!"
She threw her head against mine and posed. I angled the phone slightly downward, her hand brushing mine as she adjusted the angle some more. "There," she said over the music, checking how we looked in the screen. "Perfect."
I followed her lead, leaning in so our heads touched, both of us instinctively arching just enough to make our cleavage the centerpiece of the frame. The low cuts of our tops did the rest, displaying a substantial amount of cleavage between the two of us. Click. Then she turned toward me, pressing her lips into a mock pout. It made me laugh - our old move we'd pulled a hundred times to make guys stare.
I leaned in, pressing my lips against hers in a quick, exaggerated kiss as the camera clicked again. We both burst out laughing.
"God, you're an idiot," Jess sneered, knowing me well enough to know I couldn't be up to anything good, then snatching her drink. "You better tag me if that goes anywhere."
I looked down at the two pictures, the first one cute and harmless beyond some boob flesh, the second with our lips pressed together. I didn't even think about it before typing.
Me: So... how many rules would you break now?
[attached: 2 photos]
For a few seconds, nothing. Then the typing bubble appeared.
David: Guess you're not as mad as you seemed, huh? You really don't make this easy, do you?
I smiled, biting my lower lip.
Me: Didn't anyone ever tell you? Nothing worth breaking the rules for should be easy.
I didn't give him a chance to reply before I started typing again.
Me: As much as I'd love to keep you breaking commandments on a Saturday night, I should probably get back to my friends before I get dragged away without getting to say night.
A pause. Then his reply came through:
David: Fair enough. I'd tell you to behave, but I have a feeling you won't.
Me: You'd be right.
David: I figured. Have fun, troublemaker.
I grinned and slid my phone into my clutch, feeling that pulse of adrenaline still buzzing through me.
Jess was already waving me over from the dance floor. I joined her, the crowd swallowing us up in the pulse of bass and the shuffling of bodies. For a neighborhood dive, the place was alive and filled with sweat, laughter, and not to mention someone's spilled beer glinting under colored lights, threatening to get on my shoes. We danced until my legs ached and my hair stuck to the back of my neck, until the drinks blurred into each other and time stopped mattering.
Sometime after two, we spilled out onto the sidewalk with the rest of the remaining crowd. Jess called for an Uber, hugging me before climbing in with a wave. I decided to walk. It wasn't far, and the night air felt good against my flushed skin. Probably not the best choice, but it seemed like the perfect idea at the time. Thankfully the only thing that tried to kill me, was my feet by the time I got home.
Our apartment lights were off when I slipped inside. My roommate's door was closed, but I could hear soft music leaking from behind it. I kicked off my heels, wandered to my room and dropped my stuff on the dresser. The world spun a little when I flopped down on the bed, still in my skirt and spaghetti strap top that showed off my stomach.
That's when the idea hit. Sure it was reckless, but to me, tantalizing, and maybe a little cruel.
I grabbed my phone, flipped the camera, and held it above me. My top had ridden up, showing a substantial amount of my tummy, and I left it that way. Next, I adjusted the neckline to one side, so it was dangerously close to showing the edge of one of my areola. Then I scrunched my face into an exaggerated scowl, eyebrows drawn tight, lips pursed in mock outrage, and snapped the photo.
The caption came quick, tapping it out faster than my better judgment could question sending anything this late.
Me: Who are you calling a troublemaker? You're the one who stole my private info, remember?
It was 2:54 a.m. I stared at the screen for a moment, wondering if he was awake, or lying next to her. The thought made my stomach twist and my smile widen at the same time. If he was lying in bed with her, his phone waking her up, well then, it was his fault for stealing my number in the first place, right?
The phone screen dimmed, leaving only my reflection in the dark glass, showing my messy hair, and naughty grin wondering when he'd see my text, or even answer. Laying there, every now and then, I caught myself thinking of David sneaking through his wife's files with the sole intention of continuing to talk to me.
I didn't even bother changing out of my club clothes, as I lay there sprawled sideways across the bed, phone clutched in my hand. But just as I started to drift, the phone buzzed in my palm, lighting up with his name.
David: I think it's abundantly clear that I can't lie my way out of that one, but I'd say that at this point, I'm just trying to keep up.
I couldn't help grinning, a fresh wave of energy from him texting back, washed away all notions of sleep.
Me: Oh, is that what you tell yourself to sleep at night? That you're the victim here?
David: Victim? Never. More like... a willing accomplice.
The line made me bite my lip. I shifted on the bed, letting my shirt ride up a little higher just because I could, even though he couldn't see it.
Me: Good. I'd hate to think you were breaking the law against your will.
David: Trust me, no one's twisting my arm.
Pause
David: You really sent that at 2:54? You must be trouble all the time.
Me: Or maybe all of us just aren't old and don't have to be in bed by 9:00. But I'm only trouble for the right company.
Three dots flashed, paused, then flashed again... Jesus, he over thinks his messages.
David: You know this is wildly inappropriate, right?
Me: Do you think you're in a place to lecture?
There was a longer pause this time. When his replies came, I was surprised by just how forward he was, compared to Dr. Klein, who was always a paragon for the reserved.
David: Probably.
David:...Would you want to have lunch with me sometime? One of these days?
I stared at the message, my heart racing again. There was no more pretense, no more plausible deniability. Just the two of us, apparently agreeing to a lunch we both knew wasn't right, after a handful of quick texts and a conversation that barely lasted as long as my sandwich.
I lay there in the dark, and wondered just how far I was willing to go.
I was ironically supposed to be in a lecture on Ethics in Modern Society, but instead I was sitting across from David Klein in a quiet corner booth at a bistro I'd never even heard of, several blocks from campus. The table between us was small enough that our knees brushed when we both moved at the same time.
He looked good - better than he had in the sandwich shop. Just a simple gray T-shirt that clung a little when he moved, and a pair of jeans that helped show just how relaxed he was about this.
"So this is what you do on a weekday afternoon," I said, smiling and reaching for my water glass. "Lure young women out of class to have lunch at some obscure bistro, where no one she knows is likely to find her?"
He tore off a piece of bread that the waiter had brought out. "Honestly can't say I've done that before now, but I guess some temptations just might be too much to resist," he answered with a smirk. "And do you typically skip classes to go have lunch with married men?"
I stared at him for a few seconds, with a smirk of my own, and my arms crossed. "Well... I can honestly say, only with the ones who commit minor felonies to get my number."
He laughed, nodding. "Touche," he responded, then a half smile crept across the right side of his mouth and he shook his head. "Still can't believe I actually did that."
"I've gotta say, I was a bit... confused," I said, being generous with my choice of words, "when I read your first text." I leaned my chin on my hand, watching him. "You didn't strike me as the type to break the rules when I caught you staring at me walking away down the hall." I grinned at the memory of it. "I swear you looked like you thought you were in trouble just from that, with how fast you turned around and walked away."
"That's the thing," he said. "Usually I do follow the rules. I think that's why this feels..." He trailed off, shaking his head. "Different."
"Dangerous?" I offered.
"Probably that too."
I smiled. "You could've just stopped texting after I scolded you in my first texts. Or told your wife what you'd done. But here you are."
He met my eyes, a flicker of guilt there before giving way. "And here you are," he said softly.
The server passed, refilling our waters, and I watched the way David adjusted in his seat as if he were restless. It were as though even sitting still beside me felt like breaking another rule. Which, let's be honest, it was.
"So why do it?" I asked lowering my voice. "Why sneak around behind her back? Risk your marriage, your reputation, all of it - for what, exactly?"
He smiled, but it looked... restrained. "You really want to know?"
I nodded.
He exhaled slowly. "Because for once, someone actually made me feel seen. Not analyzed. Not needing a diagnosis or prognosis. Just... seen."
I felt the words from personal experience. For a moment, I forgot the noise of the street beyond the patio, and the bustle of people around us.
"That almost sounds like a confession," I said, smiling faintly.
"Maybe it is," he replied.
I leaned back in my chair, watching him with an expression that was probably a little too pleased with myself.
"Guess we'll both see how far this goes, then," I said lightly. "But you're definitely paying for lunch."
I swiped at the condensation on my water glass, then stretched my legs out under the table, just to see what he'd do. The tips of my sandal bumped his thigh. I arched a brow, and slowly propped both feet right in his lap.
He glanced down, startled, then looked back up at me with a raised eyebrow of his own. It almost looked like he couldn't decide if he should be amused or terrified. My skirt rode up just a bit, leaving at least half my thighs showing through the metal mesh, my calves resting over his knees.
"I didn't realize lunch included me doubling as a footrest," he said, quiet enough that only I could hear.
"I have a sneaking suspicion that you probably don't mind as much as you're implying," I shot back, jabbing my freshly pedicured toe into his stomach, but making sure to avoid his groin.
He shook his head, but there was no denying the thrill in his expression. "You really don't care, do you?"
"About what?" I asked, glancing down at my legs on full display through the open weave of the table. "Your conscience? You should've thought about that before you decided to be naughty after just two short conversations with me."
Before he could answer, the server appeared at our side, not even trying to hide the fact that he looked at my legs in his lap. I smiled up at him as if nothing was out of the ordinary and rattled off my order. David cleared his throat, giving his request a little too formally, resting his fingers lightly on my ankle under the table, like he was anticipating me doing something.
The moment the waiter left, I wiggled my toes against his forearm, where it brushed me, continuing to hold me in place. "You were saying?"



He gave a quick squeeze, looking like he was torn over something. "I was saying... you seem abnormally confident for a woman your age," he murmured. "You clearly seem comfortable in your own skin."
"Or I'm just good at the whole fake it 'till you make it thing." I offered. "So tell me, David, what are you hoping to get out of this lunch?"
His thumb traced along my shin, almost unconsciously. "Honestly?" His eyes came up to meet mine. "Maybe just to remember what it feels like to want something I can't have." He paused on my shin, gripping just a little tighter.
"Can't have, or shouldn't have?" I'd touched a nerve, and he looked at me like he wanted to answer but couldn't find words that felt safe.
"There's a difference, you know," I went on, teasingly. "You say 'can't,' but here you are, sitting with me, letting me put my feet in your lap. That's not what someone who really believes in 'can't' does."
He laughed quietly.
"And who's to say what you can and can't have? Because my guess is that depending on who you ask, you may get a wildly different answer," I pressed.
"You know... I think you're dangerous because you make it so easy to forget about right and wrong."
"Good," I said, watching his hand wrap around my ankle. "Right and wrong is too boring. I want to know about want. Tell me something you want to do, but Marissa never lets you."
He looked a little startled, searching my face as if he wanted to make sure he wasn't misinterpreting the question. "I... I don't know," he hedged. "I always ask her to come with me on these little weekend road trips out of the city. But she always says she isn't interested, so we almost never go."
I made a face. "That's sweet, but you know that's not what I meant." I let my foot nudge a little higher, pressing my toe against the crease of his thigh. "What's something you want that you wouldn't dare ask her for? Something you know she'd say no to."
He swallowed, dropping his eyes to where my leg disappeared under my sundress. "You want the truth?"
"That's the only thing I want," I whispered. "You can give her all the polite answers you feel like you need to. I want the real ones. The ones you wish you could tell her, but you're afraid of how she'd look at you after."
He hesitated, the tension building in the silence.
"Come on, David, what's the worst that could happen?" I coaxed, keeping my voice soft but relentless. "I'm not your wife. You don't have to wake up to me holding a grudge in the morning. Worst case? We don't talk anymore and your life goes right back to the way it was a week ago. So let's hear it. No edits."
Finally, he let the words come out. "I want to eat a woman out in public. I want her spread out across the back seat of my car, skirt pushed up, not caring if someone could see, or if they heard. I want her to be loud. I want to make her come so hard she forgets where she is. And I want her looking right at me while I do it, knowing how wrong it is."
For a second, neither of us breathed. The noise of the restaurant faded. His thumb was tracing slow, deliberate circles on my shin.
A smile crept across my lips. "Now that's an answer. Why haven't you told her that?"
His eyes never left mine. "She'd never let me. She'd ask why. She'd turn it into something that needed fixing." His thumb moved in larger circles. "You'd let me, wouldn't you?"
I felt my pulse kick up, my whole body warm with the mix of danger and possibility. I slid my foot along his thigh, the small movements causing my dress to ride up more, just ever so slightly, and baring my skin for him to see through the table.
"I might," I whispered, staring him straight in the eye. "If you ask the right way."
He watched me, his eyes dark as one of my feet nudged between his thighs. "Trust me," he said, roughly, "if someone ever let me do it, I'd make it worth their while."
His hand strayed from the other ankle he'd been holding, and started to stroke the bottom of my calf. There was no more playfulness in his face, just hunger, barely held in check by circumstance.
I smiled, loving the change in him, loving the way he was working toward being the one deciding how much further to go. "Tell me, then," I murmured, never looking away, "what else do you wish the good Dr. would let you do, knowing she'd never agree?"
He was much quicker to answer than the first time. "I wish she'd let me take control," he said, with a deepness to his voice I hadn't heard from him before. "Really take it. Tie her up, make her wait, tell her exactly how she's allowed to touch me - if at all. No analyzing, no talking, just her doing what she's told for once, giving up every ounce of that control she clings to."
His hand stroked as far as he could reach, as if to underscore the words. "But she'd never let that happen. She can't give it up, not even for a minute."
I could see the frustration on his face, but also a kind of yearning, a need to be the one in charge for once, not the one being studied, managed, explained.
I pressed the arch of my exploring foot a little harder into his thigh, teasing ever so closely to his groin, and dropped my voice to a whisper. "Sounds like you've been waiting for someone to let you off the leash for a long time."
He smirked, a hint of defiance in his eyes. "You have no idea."
I felt my eyes narrow as I considered him. "It's interesting. One minute you're telling me all about how you want to go down on a woman, and make her come so hard she forgets her own name, and the next, you're talking about tying her up and making her wait. So, which is it, David? Are you the one who wants to give up control, or the one who wants to take it back?"
He let out a quiet laugh, in fact, it was more a rough exhale, shaking his head as if I'd called him out. "That's the thing about being the 'nice guy' for too long. You end up doing everything you can to please someone, trying to read what they want, what'll make them happy, just hoping it's finally enough." His grip tightened, pressing his fingers into the muscle of my calf, almost possessively now. "But after a while, you start to wonder what it would be like if, just once, you got to decide how things go. Not because she wants you to. Because you do."
His gaze met mine, with a hungry look of intent. "Sometimes, the need to please and the need to take, overlap. The best feeling is knowing you can make someone lose all control for you - because you want it, not because they asked. It may sound submissive to just focus on pleasuring your partner, but there's something that comes before the end, when they're on that edge, begging you to let them finish, or to stop. Knowing you have them squirming and their pleasure is at your whim."
My heart raced at that, and I pressed my foot more toward his center, a teasing little nudge. I could feel the throbbing between my own legs. "So what you're really saying is, you want both. You want to see how far you can push her, just to watch her break for you."
He nodded, breath shallow, his hand sliding just a little further up my leg. "That's a fair way to put it I suppose. I want to take control, but only because I know she'll lose it. That's what I want to see."
When he finished talking, I watched his eyes drop to the deep V of my top, looking over the bare skin there. The cut was deep enough to tell I was lacking a bra. After lingering for a second, they moved down, finding the length of my legs through the metal lattice of the table. His gaze was hungry, dark with everything he wanted, and we'd been dancing around.
I caught the stare and grinned. "If you keep looking at me like that," I whispered, "a girl might think you see something you like."
His hand was still inching up and down my calf, but I moved, sliding my hands to my own thighs. With a slow, deliberate motion, I drew my dress higher feeling my fingers tickle the smooth skin at mid-thigh, then higher still, until the hem flirted with the place where my thighs met my hips. His eyes tracked every movement, never blinking.
"Do you?" I asked softly, dragging my fingertips along the soft surface of my skin, drawing the fabric up until he could see the pale, clean-shaven curve of my pubis. There were no panties, nothing but bare, freshly shaved skin, but the real prize was hidden just out of sight, protected by my closed legs.
His breath caught, and I felt the unmistakable twitch against the edge of my foot where it pressed into his lap. He was hard, hot, and straining now. I repositioned and flexed my toes gently, feeling him through the fabric of his pants, my own breath coming faster.
He finally looked up, eyes locking on mine. "You have no idea what you're doing to me."
I smiled, letting my dress stay right where it was, every nerve alight with the pleasure of knowing he wanted to take me, right here in public.
His eyes went back to my hiked-up dress, unable to look away for too long. My foot was pressed firmly into his lap, and I could feel the way he trembled, barely holding himself back.
"Tsk," I clicked my tongue, tilting my head with a wicked smile. "I'm pretty sure I do." I wiggled my toes again, teasing him right where I knew he was most sensitive. "But if you really think I don't, then maybe you should show me."
Before he could respond, a shadow fell across our table. The waiter stopped short, tray in hand, and his eyes widening as he looked down through the mesh. For a split second, nobody moved.
He set the plates down carefully, glancing between us and the scandalous expanse of what I was showing. His mouth opened and closed like he was trying to remember his training, but all that came out was a nervous, "Uh - here's your food-"
I gave him my sweetest, most innocent smile, and with as much calm as I could muster, lowered my dress back down over my legs as if nothing had happened at all. "Aw, thank you so much, sweetie!" I said brightly, as if we'd just been discussing the weather.
He nodded, backing away as if unsure what was expected of him. "I'll, um, just... let you enjoy your meal. If you need anything, just, uh, flag me down?" it came out with that upward inflection at the end. More like a question, than a statement.
He practically stumbled away, and I bit back a laugh, glancing across the table at David, whose eyes were still dark with want, lips parted as if he might say something reckless.
Removing my feet from his lap, I picked up my fork, as if I hadn't just given him and the waiter the show of their lives. "So," I said lightly, "are you hungry, or did you already lose your appetite?"
Chewing my food, I watched him pick up his fork, and his hand shook as he brought it to his mouth. I watched his lips twitching as he forced a bite, keeping his eyes fixed on his plate. The silence seemed to last forever, neither of us saying a word for several bites.
I waited until the thoughts in my head were unbearable, then leaned forward, dropping my fork with a quiet clatter. "Seriously?" I said, brow arched, making no effort to be quiet, or discreet. "After all of that talk, everything I just did, is this really what you want to be eating right now?"
He looked up, something wild sparking behind his eyes. For a second, I thought I might see the clever public speaker come out, make some well-articulated retort or argument, but instead he set his utensils down with a measured calm. Without breaking eye contact, he reached for his wallet, pulled out a fifty, and slid it under the edge of his glass, giving me a clear answer.
He stood, and in a voice that finally showed his will, said, "Let's go."
My heart hammered. I slid out of the chair, barely pausing to adjust my dress, letting him lead the way out. Neither of us looked back at the barely eaten food or the wide-eyed waiter.
The sun hit my face as we stepped outside, I was overtaken by the risk we were heading toward. For the first time, I was sure there was no going back, as he led me to his car. He didn't say another word as we crossed the lot, the clipped stride of his steps telling me he felt the same way. I kept pace, chasing after him.
Stopping beside a dark SUV, he hit the little button on the driver side handle twice, but then swung the back door open. Stepping back to make room, he turned to me with something feral in his expression. The look in his eyes sent a shiver running down my spine.
I climbed in, making a show of it, moving slowly, I climbed up onto my knees first, and arching my back to let my dress ride up as much as possible, as I crawled across the back seat. When I reached the far door, I sank into the corner, planting one foot on the floor, the other up on the seat, turning my body so it was wide and open. I could see the sun coming through the windows, catching the softness of one thigh as I spread my legs, baring myself completely for him for the first time - nothing but smooth, flushed skin and a rush of wicked satisfaction knowing he could see every inch of his wife's patient. The fact that he'd broken laws and marriage vows, to get me to this point, had my blood racing.
I watched his eyes travel over me, while the world outside continued to move, just behind him. I held his focus, daring him with the tilt of my chin and the slow drag of my fingers along the inside of my thigh.
"Well?" I murmured, my voice now filled with desire and challenge. "Now's your chance to show me."
He climbed in, shutting the door behind him with a heavy, final thud. When the door closed, it was like everything outside the tinted glass was muted and dulled, yet ever-present. For a second, he just looked at me - knees spread, dress bunched around my waist, and every inch of me offered up for what he'd described he wanted.
He half knelt on the floor between my legs, sliding his hands up from my ankles, taking his time to savor the sight. His palms were hot against my skin, as they slid up my calves, then my thighs, stopping just at the edge of my fleshy, damp lips. I was sure he'd been trying to imagine me like this since the day we spoke, if not the day he brought his wife lunch.
I bit my lip and I could hear my heart thundering in my ears at the thrill of risk, sparking along my nerves. His eyes went to the parking lot, and the people moving in the distance, of cars rolling past, and then back to me, where his hunger for me won out over any need for caution he may have felt.
Without a word, he bent forward, and placed his mouth against the inside of my thigh, his stubble was rough and scratchy, compared to the completely smooth skin of my inner thigh, and the sensation made me shudder. He didn't rush, just breathed in my scent, letting his lips trail higher, higher, until his mouth was finally, blissfully, on my flushed mound. I could feel the flat of his tongue pressing against my darkened and swollen center.
I let my head fall back against the door, placing a hand in his hair, the other braced against the front passenger seat for leverage. The world beyond the windows felt insanely close, while the warmth of his mouth worked to satisfy the desperate pulsing building between my legs.
He devoured me, exactly as he'd described: not caring who might see, who might walk past, making me gasp and writhe. In turn, I made no effort to subdue the noises that escaped me. Every moan and whimper came out uninhibited, catering to what he'd said he wanted. My thighs trembled, and I opened them as wide as I could, wedging my right leg between the driver and passenger seats to hold myself open while he worked. He sucked and circled his tongue, stroking all the right spots, like this was something he'd spent his life mastering.
I have to admit he was better at it than any other guy I'd been with.
"Look at me," he murmured, pausing just enough to make me whimper at the loss of contact. I could feel his hot breath against my wet skin. I forced my eyes open, finding his, they looked hungry for every reaction I made.
He didn't let up, spreading me open with strong hands, eating me until my legs shook and the sounds I made didn't sound like me anymore. I was loud, probably louder than I needed to be, but if he realized it, he didn't care. Not when I could see what he was doing to me, and the way his eyes narrowed with pride at every one of my shudders and broken pleas.
When I finally came, it felt endless. My whole body moved to meet his mouth, while my thighs clamped around his head. My hands were clutching at his hair and the leather seat, every wave of pleasure happily pulling me further from every moral I knew was right.
He didn't stop until I lay there, panting and exhausted to the point I couldn't close my legs if I wanted, unable to find the energy to move. I was still tingling with aftershocks and the salacious reality of what we'd just done, and who it was between my legs. I took a moment, trying to catch my breath, with my dress bunched around my waist. David's head rested on my thigh, stroking his hand slowly up and down my leg.
After several seconds, I managed a shaky laugh. "So now that you've checked one fantasy off your list, where exactly do you plan to tie me up?" I quirked a brow, challenging him.
He lifted his head to look at me. "You really want to test every line, don't you?"
I let my heel nudge his shoulder. "I thought that was the point. Unless you're all talk now?"
He hesitated, considering the reality of what "the next step" meant. "My place is... risky," he admitted quietly. "For both of us."
I grinned, letting the wickedness back into my voice. "Well, my apartment's out since my roommate is definitely home. So unless you want to book us a suite, looks like it's yours or nowhere."
He shook his head and I could see the nerves coursing through him, as he weighed the decision behind his eyes. "I can't have her seeing a hotel on the statement..."
I scratched my nails lightly from his temple, down along his jaw to tilt his face up to mine. "You were willing to break laws and ethical lines, just to talk to me. After all this, are you really gonna stop now?" I asked, dropping my voice.
It seemed that that was enough and he sat up, gesturing for me to get in the front. I didn't bother getting out, just scrambled into the front from between the seats, still feeling a little breathless and wild. He sat and watched, probably getting a teasing view from behind, before he got out of the back to come in through the driver's door. He started the engine, glancing over at me with a look that sent a fresh surge of adrenaline through my veins.
"Fuck it," he said, though there was a smile as he did.
As we pulled out of the lot, he reached over, to find my knee and sliding his hand upward. It almost felt proprietary and possessive. "Unzip me," he said, commanding, beginning to take control of the moment.
My fingers trembled as I obeyed, dragging the zipper down and reaching into his boxers. He was so hard, and I could feel the precum that clung to the inside of his boxers, smearing on my hand. He hissed, hips lifting off the seat to help me work him through the fly.
His hand found the back of my neck, and with a gentle but insistent pressure, he guided me down. "Take it," he murmured, voice rough with want. "I expect you to get me off before we get to the house."
Before letting him push me all the way down, I looked at him, seeing his attention bounce between me and the road. I only hesitated a moment before gladly sinking my mouth over him, swirling my tongue to meet his challenge. I could taste the salty tang that coated him from everything we'd begun.
His grip tightened just a little when he pressed thumb into the base of my skull, and he set the pace he wanted while I slid my lips down the length of him. I couldn't see his face with my eyes squeezed shut and buried in his lap, the only thing in my view the was the fabric of his shirt and pants, and just the hint of dark trail around the root of where my mouth was working him.



The car rumbled down the older streets near the university, every bump and turn making me work to not scrape him with my teeth. There was something about the way he kept pulling and guiding me in these short, insistent tugs at my hair, or a subtle push that held me down a little longer than I would've naturally, that made my whole body buzz.
I hollowed out my cheeks with the effort, working my tongue in slow, determined circles over every inch of his shaft. He hissed, and I could feel the tremor in his thigh as I squeezed it for balance when he hit a bump. Holding onto him for leverage.
He was rock hard, throbbing with every shallow breath he took, and I could feel the tension winding tighter the longer I kept him at the entrance to my throat. Sometimes he let me up, letting me catch my breath, then just as quickly pushed me down again, controlling the pace, never letting me forget who was in charge.
The only sounds were the wet slurping of my mouth, the ragged pull of his breathing, and the faint rush of the wheels over the pavement - none of it sounded real compared to the warmth of him on my tongue and the way he twitched every time I moaned around him.
He was close enough that I could feel it in the way his grip went from gentle to nearly bruising. In the way his thighs went rigid under my hands, lifting his hips to meet every deep stroke I gave him.
"Jesus, yes, right there," he ground out, "work the head of my cock."
I obeyed, letting him hold me right where he wanted me, I pressed my tongue into that sensitive spot just under the ridge of his head, lips sealing tight as I worked him in controlled bobs. Wrapping my left arm behind him, so I could support my weight on my elbow, my other hand joined my mouth to curl my fingers around the base. He was slippery with spit, and I pumped him rapidly as I used more and more shallow motions with my mouth, focusing on his head. I could feel him swell, and his whole body went tense under my touch.
The push and pull of his hand at the back of my head gave me his rhythm, and it was faster now, urgent, almost desperate. He muttered something half incoherent, as he pushed up into my mouth and I stroked him with my fist from root to lips. The salty taste, the thickness of him, the strain of him pulsing in my grip - I could sense he was right on the edge.
He groaned, a guttural sound deep in his throat, and then there was a sharp, blaring honk that cut through everything. The SUV jerked beneath us as he swore and yanked the wheel, making my head bounce with the sudden motion. In that exact instant, his grip on my hair tightened, and I felt him pulse on my tongue. The sensation of his cum came hot and thick, flooding my mouth just as the world tilted sideways with the swerve.
I could only assume the car lurched back between the lines, and the horn faded, but I barely noticed, too busy trying not to spill a drop. His cum hit the back of my throat in waves, and I swallowed quickly, determined to take every last bit. My lips sealed tighter, while my hand milked him until the shudders in his body finally slowed.
His breathing was ragged, causing his chest to heave as he let go of my hair. It almost felt like his touch went a bit gentle, but I think it was more of a lack of energy at that point.
"Jesus Christ," he muttered, combing his fingers through my hair as I finally eased off him. "You're... fuck."
I licked my lips, wiping them with my thumb to push any that may have slipped out with my spit, back into my mouth. A smile washed over me from the look on his face, dizzy from the aftertaste and the reckless, impossible thrill of what just happened. The fact that he lost control to the point of a near accident, bringing my mind back to his earlier comment of making someone lose control from you pleasuring them.
He shot me a look as I licked the last traces of him from my lips, holding his gaze, every nerve buzzing.
"Guess you're going to have to drive a little safer if you want to get me back to your place to tie me up when we get there," I teased.
He smirked at my tease, a dark gleam in his eye. "Trust me, I'm not gonna miss this opportunity at this point," he said. Every red light felt like it lasted forever. Looking over, I watched his member slowly start to soften, having not bothered to put it away. When we finally we turned onto his street, I was mesmerized by the last pearly drops of his cum still dripping from him, onto his pants.
Suddenly, he cursed softly. "Shit, get your head down," he said quickly, pressing my shoulder. Through the windshield, I saw a woman watering her flowers, casting a glance in our direction. I ducked down, feeling my heart hammering again, and my cheek pressed to his thigh to lick at the cum I'd watch escape. After he pulled smoothly into the garage, he waited, hand back in my hair, not letting me rise until the heavy door rumbled shut behind us and the world outside disappeared.
Only then did he finally let out a shaky breath. "Okay. Out," he said, opening his door and stepping out without even waiting for me.
I climbed out on shaky legs. Walking around the front, he still hadn't bothered to tuck himself back in, cock half out and the wildest look on his face. He led me straight into the house and took a sharp right, leading me into a room halfway down a hall.
I stepped inside, taking in the neatly made bed of pale blue sheets, accompanied with art on the walls that were pretty, but generic. Something about it didn't feel lived in, and somehow small considering the houses I saw as we drove through the neighborhood.
I turned, leaning against the door, arching a brow. "Is this a guest room?" I asked. "I wouldn't think this is where you've imagined tying her up."
He paused, looking flushed. "No. It's not," he admitted, almost apologetically. "I just thought..."
I cut him off, stepping closer to trail my hands up his chest. "You just thought you could risk everything to get me here, but not enough to do it right? I want your bed, David. The one where you wish you could tie up the good Dr. Klein. Isn't that what you said you wanted to do? Tie her up so you could decide how and if she was allowed to touch you?"
He searched my face, showing the guilt and desire, he felt. I leaned in, grazing my lips along his ear. "Or are you only willing to go halfway?"
He pulled back to look at me, then finally nodded.
"Follow me," he replied, gaining some of the confidence back in his tone.
And just like that, we left the guest room behind, leading me up the stairs, past closed doors and family photos, to the room at the very end of the hall. The master bedroom was everything I would've imagined of her. King-sized bed with a heavy wooden frame, crisp white sheets, sunlight pouring in through tall windows on two walls, and subtle, expensive touches that made the space feel curated but not necessarily warm.
He paused just inside the doorway, tension in his face. I didn't give him a chance to stall.
I stepped around him, letting my dress slip from my shoulders and puddle at my feet. I moved to the bed, laying myself back right in the center, arms stretched above my head and legs parted, unabashedly exposed and waiting.
I locked eyes with him, making sure my voice came out clear and certain. "You said you wanted to take control. You said you wanted to tie her up and make her yours. Well, I may not be her, but here I am. And the fact that you brought me here, says you're more than happy do the same to me." I stretched my wrists higher, arching my back in invitation. "You have full permission to do everything you've ever imagined. Every last thing. But you're going to have to take it, David. You're going to have to be the one who makes it happen."
His breath caught, and I watched his half-soft cock jump, twitching visibly where it hung from his open fly. The sight of it sent a wave of satisfaction through me at the reminder of just how much power I held, even as I offered to give it up.
I let my knees part wider, voice dropping to a purr. "So, what are you waiting for? Take what you want. Tie me up and don't let go."
For a heartbeat, he just stared, drinking in the sight of me completely bare for him, arms stretched, legs parted, every bit of me on offer. The air was heavy with expectation and I could see the awe in his face. The look that always made a girl feel pretty.
Then he turned abruptly and disappeared into the walk-in closet where I could hear the sound of hangers rattling and drawers sliding open from inside. I watched the open door, feeling my heart pounding, while the constant throb between my thighs nagged at me.
What was he was searching for? All I wanted was for him to hurry.
When he returned, he held a handful of ties in varying shades and colors, a mixture of patterns and solids, as if he'd snatched them straight from a display at a department store. He hesitated at the edge of the bed, eyes flicking from the ties to my wrists, as if silently asking permission one last time.
"I, uh - didn't know what else to use," he admitted, fighting a nervous, uncertain smile.
I grinned, letting my legs squeeze together to try and quell the pulsing reminder of how much I wanted this. "They'll do," I purred, stretching my arms toward him, wrists already crossed and waiting for him.
A bit of laughter escaped him breaking up the tension, but his hands didn't shake as he took the first tie and looped it gently around a wrist. The tie was clearly made of silk, and felt cool and smooth as he tied the knot firmly, but careful as he anchored it to the headboard. The second tie followed, binding my other wrist, making my chest rise and fall with each sharp, excited breath.
He moved to my ankles next, spreading them wide and knotting each to a different corner. The vulnerability was absolute, but so was the rush that was making every sense magnified. Every throb of need pulsing through me as he knelt back to admire his work, impossible to ignore.
He looked at me, hinting at the desire in his eyes. "Tell me if anything's too much," he murmured, and even though the words sounded giving, the tone was of somebody in control.
I smiled, the tension winding deliciously tight inside me. "I want you to make it too much, David. I want you to make me beg and whimper from how much it is."
He nodded his understanding, then stood at the foot of the bed, bringing his fingers to his belt. This time, there was no hesitation. Once it was undone, he stripped off his shirt, revealing a body that spoke of both his age and his habits. He had broad shoulders that were softening at the edges, along with a hint of softness at his waist, but still strong. The chest and arms of a man who hadn't let himself go completely. I watched the waistband of his pants sag, exposing the dark line of hair leading down before he finally freed himself completely. His cock was nearly hard again, revealing it was thicker and longer than I'd realized in the car, and it was slightly flushed at the tip.
A surge of satisfaction built in my chest. For a moment, I wondered what it would feel like to take him deep in my throat here, with nothing but the sound of my own wet, eager swallowing to fill the room, the memory of the car already making my mouth water. Maybe he'd let me later. Maybe he'd make me beg for it.
I smiled up at him, gently tugging at the restraints, not because I wanted to get free, but because my body couldn't keep still from every inch of me wanting to feel his hands me. Every nerve feeling like it was overly sensitive in anticipation of what he might do.
He bent to retrieve one last tie from where he'd dropped them at end of the bed, running the silky length through his fingers. Looking like he was in slow motion, he crawled onto the mattress, and I could feel the bed dipping beneath his weight as he moved between my spread legs. He trailed the tie over my skin, letting the fabric skim from my leg, up along my stomach, to down over my mound, then up to the firm swells of my breasts. My nipples tightened, and I gasped as he traced lazy circles around each, letting the anticipation build.
"Lift your head," he commanded softly.
I obeyed, straining my neck, and feeling my breath come faster. He slipped the tie over my eyes, the world dissolving into darkness as he knotted it, slightly off form the back of my head. A simple courtesy so the knot didn't become a nuisance when I laid my head back. The silk was pressing softly against my eyelids.
Blinded now, all I could do was feel, and it seemed like I could feel everything. The warmth of his body radiating against mine, the breeze of his breath, and the press of the mattress as he moved. I felt the brush of his knee at my hip, then the feather-light trail of his fingertips along my thigh, barely touching, on the verge of tickling. I shivered, biting back a laugh, but unable to fight the urge to squirm from it.
His hands moved slowly, exploring every inch he'd bound for himself. He dragged his palm over my knees, up the inside of my thighs, spreading me a bit wider with a firm pressure. Every time his fingers came close to where I was most desperate, he moved away, teasing, tracing patterns on my skin that made me gasp and writhe in anticipation.
There was a sudden, playful touch at my side, near my armpit that made me giggle and jerk, trying to twist away. "David," I squeaked, but my voice broke into a moan when he moved inward, tracing the rise of my breast to roll my nipple between his fingers until it hardened and throbbed.
I pressed into his touch, unable to see anything more than a sliver of light from the bottom of the tie, making every sensation doubled. His mouth followed to flick his tongue over my nipple, then sucking hard, making my limbs pull against the ties in an effort to grasp at him. I whimpered and my chest rose involuntarily, loving the helpless way I had to just take whatever he gave.
He paused, letting his hand cup the fullness of my breast. I heard him let out a long, appreciative breath. "God, I forgot how incredible tits feel at your age," he muttered, thick with want, squeezing gently like he was testing their resilience.
He worked his way down, nipping and kissing, the stubble of his jaw scraping my stomach. The not-knowing where he'd touch next made everything more urgent in me. My body trembled against its bonds, unable to do anything about the moans slipping out of me.
When he finally slid his fingers between my thighs, it was almost too much - my whole body was tense, and my breath came out in a huff. He teased me there too, circling my entrance, drawing the drooling wetness over my skin, never quite giving me the pressure I craved.
I hunched into him, pulling at the restraints for leverage to try and get her where I wanted him, groaning in desperation for more. "Please," I whispered, every ounce of control being given up, replaced with the wild, erotic pleasure of being at his mercy.
He just hummed satisfied, his mouth and hands everywhere, leaving me suspended, helpless, giggling, moaning... He moved over me pressing my hips back down into the mattress when I tried to squirm closer. The teasing, the delay - every part of me begged for him to do more, but he only chuckled, fully giving into the power he held over me.
"It's not about your pleasure right now," he insisted, sending a shiver down my spine. "It's about mine. You're here for me, remember?"
I barely had time to register the words before I felt him straddle me, knee-walking up my body, until I could only feel the weight of his thighs bracketing my ribcage. I felt his sack rest at the center of my ribs, then his cock, thick and hard, nestling against my sternum. Blindfolded and bound, I could only feel the way he pressed them together, squeezing them around his shaft, the silk at my wrists tightened as I instinctively tried to lower my arms to help, but the knots held me in place, leaving me helpless beneath him.
He groaned, thrusting slowly between my breasts, the dryness of his skin against mine made each motion a little rough. Except for the tip, where I felt the it brush up along my sternum, smearing pre-come along the valley of my cleavage, and heard the ragged pleasure in his breathing.
I wanted to help. I wanted to offer him something. I tried, pushing my chest up, yet the restraints made it impossible to do more than arch for him, but still, I offered everything I could.
He leaned forward, fingers sliding under the tie at the back of my head, and lifted me up. "Open your mouth," he commanded, the words brooking no argument. I parted my lips, feeling the hardness of him brush my cheek, then slide in between my lips. The now familiar taste of him, salty and musky, filled my mouth as he pressed deeper, making sure I took him as far as I could in this bent position.
"Wet it for me," he managed, barely more than a growl.
I did my best, gathering all the saliva I could, hollowing my cheeks as if I could suck more out of them, until spit was trailing down his shaft and pooling in the hollow of my throat. He drew back, letting my head fall gently to the pillow, then used his hand to catch the drool that escaped, dragging it down his length, smearing it along his cock. I could picture it in my head, glistening from my efforts.
I felt the pressure of his hands at my ribs as he worked to keep my tits together with my arms stretched high. He kept thrusting between my breasts, sliding much smoother now between the valley he created. The bed creaked with each push, the pressure of his thighs tightening at my ribs, his breath coming faster and rougher with every passing second. My body strained for him, helplessly bound, but the feel of being used, just for his pleasure, sent another rush of wetness between my legs. His rhythm faltered, but instead of finishing, he suddenly climbed off, leaving my chest tingling, nipples hard, and skin soaked with sweat and saliva.
I felt the mattress shift as he moved up beside me, working quickly at the knots that bound my wrists to the headboard. I thought he was releasing me, setting me free, and for a split second, disappointment flared up in me. Was he finished? Was this all? But then he brought my hands together, wrists crossed tight, and retied them to the sturdy center bar of the headboard, the tie bit in a different way. The new position pinned my arms overhead, locking my shoulders back and arching my chest up for him.
Before I could process the change, he knelt down at the end of the bed and untied my ankles, fingers grazing the insides of my thighs after he'd freed them, teasing me with the promise of freedom. I sucked in a breath, only to feel his hands clamp down and grab both ankles together, the strength of his grip made me gasp.
With one forceful, wordless tug, he flipped me over, rolling my body easily beneath him until I landed on my stomach, breasts pressed to the sheets, arms still stretched tight above my head. My breath came out in ragged pants, hips twisting as I tried to adjust, and digging my knees into the mattress for leverage.
The blindfold slipped so it was half askew, and I blinked against the blur of light, catching a partial, shadowy glimpse of him looming behind me. He gripped my ankles, pulling them together and binding them tight with one of the ties, knotting it securely. My knees pressed close, thighs together. For some reason, being face down left me feeling more helpless and exposed. I squirmed in my bonds, but every movement sent a jolt of anticipation through me, unable to do anything but wait for him to decide what came next.
He climbed up to staddle my thighs, and placed his cock along the cleft of my ass - teasing, pressing, but not entering. Just letting me feel the hot length of him.
His hands found the small of my back, where it met my hips, pressing down as he slowly started to slide his length along me. His voice came out hoarse, with just a hint of awe. "You have no idea how good you look like this. Tied up, face down, just waiting for me. And this ass..." he trailed off, suddenly giving one of my cheeks a light tap, "is perfect. You know what I'm going to do, don't you?"



I tried to turn my head trying to see under the blindfold, and breath coming in quick little gasps. "Tell me," I whispered, unable to keep the needy whine from my voice.
He laughed, the sound dark and rough. "I'm going to take you hard, just like this. You're not going to be able to move, not going to be able to stop me. I want to feel you clench around me, while you scream into the sheets, and know that there's not a damn thing you can do about it except take it. That's what I want. Your gorgeous, tight, young body bound and helpless, for my personal use, just like you offered up in my wife's place."
He let the head of his cock drag across the sensitive crinkled skin of my backdoor, pausing just long enough for me to arch and push back in a silent, desperate invitation. I could feel how ready I was from the wetness that was trapped between my thighs in this position, every part of me aching for him to finally take what he'd been threatening since the restaurant.
His hands slid to the outside of my ass, only to press down pinning me, as he spread them wider, taking my cheeks with them. Finally, he pulled back the rest of the way and pushed inside my overheated kut. He was slow at first, letting me feel every inch of the stretch, continuing to press deeper. The helplessness, the anticipation, the words he'd just spoken all fueled the throbbing I'd been feeling, turning every sensation electric as he began to move.
I moaned beneath him, writhing in my restraints out of desperation for more. "God, yes - fuck me, David. Harder. Show me how much you want me," I gasped into the bedding that muffled my voice.
I twisted my head, fighting to shake the blindfold free, needing to see him, to watch every hungry look cross his face. The tie barely moved, clinging stubbornly to my brow.
"Please - let me see you," I panted, arching my back, pressing my ass up into him, thighs squeezing tight together to provide as much friction as possible. He sank as deep inside me as he could.
Leaning over, he grabbed the blindfold and yanked it away in a single rough motion nearly taking some hair with it. His face suddenly came into focus above me. He was flushed, looking down at me with wild lust in his eyes. "That's it, look at me," he demanded.
I met his gaze, loving the raw, unscripted hunger I saw there.
His hand, having abandoned the tie next to my head, trailed down to my hip, then came down with a playful smack against my ass. There wasn't enough force to cause any pain, but I moaned anyways, encouraging him to let go.
"Again," I begged, pushing back into him, grinding my ass into his groin for more.
He grinned, then brought his hand down harder this time. The crack echoed through the room, and an immediate surge of heat spread across my skin. I moaned, louder than before, an honest response this time, feeling every bit of the smack radiate inward, making me clench tight around him.
He gripped a hip with one hand, holding me still as he started to thrust, each movement harder, deeper, using my body exactly as he'd promised. The bed rocked beneath us, from the slap of skin on skin as he took me, both of us riding that wild line between pain and pleasure, control and surrender.
He didn't know, but laying prone like this, a man straddling my thighs and feeling my ass bunch and bounce as his hips slam into me, is actually my favorite position. Except typically, I'd have a hand wedged under him hips, playing with my clit, while the other pulls at a nipple. Unfortunately, the ties didn't allow that, emphasizing my surrender, yet again.
His strokes grew rougher, driving his hips into me with a kind of wild abandon that left no room for thought, only sensation and need. Each thrust pushed me forward hard enough to cause my ankles to pull at their binds, my breasts flattening against the sheets, wrists straining at the ties above my head from the tension coursing through my body.
I tilted my head, and found my voice again, wanting to push him further, wanting to hear some confessions of my own from him. "Is this what you wish you could do to her, David?" I panted, through trembling breath. "Take her, and spank her for every time she tried to analyze you instead of just listening?"
He didn't answer with words. Instead, his hand came down hard on my other cheek, the smack ringing out, making my entire body jerk against the bed. I buried my face in the mattress, muffling the sharp yelp that threatened to escape.
He didn't let up. His palm landed again, right where the skin was already hot and tingling, and I shuddered from the pain and pleasure flooding together, setting my nerves on fire.
"Tell me," he growled, voice rough with both release and resentment, "do you like being punished, or do you just want to prove you're nothing like her?"
I couldn't help it - I moaned, struggling to push my hips up to meet him, desperate for every bit of what he was giving me. "Both," I gasped into the sheets, dizzy and wrecked. "I want to be used. I want you to take everything you can't have with her, and do it to me."
The words seemed to rip the last thread of restraint from him. He gripped my hips hard, digging his fingers into the bone as he drove into me harder. The pace was becoming brutal and unyielding. Every thrust made the headboard creak, my wrists pulling at the ties he would wear around his neck one day, and only think of me when he touched them. My body yielded to take everything he gave.
I barely recognized my own voice from the raw desperation and need that poured out of me. "Harder, David. Fuck me like you've been waiting your whole life for this. Use me. Pretend I'm her - no, better, pretend I'm everything you're not allowed to want. Make me scream for you."
He let out a guttural sound, half-growl, half-moan, and his hand came down on my ass again, the pain blooming hot and sharp, only fueling my arousal. "You love being used, don't you?" he spat, a harsh pleasure in his tone. "You want to be my dirty little secret that I can do anything to."
"Yes," I gasped, not caring how whorish I sounded, loving the way it made me feel to sound so slutty, so shameless, so completely out of control for this man I barely knew. "God, yes, I want you to use me. I want you to fill me up and make me yours. I want to be the one you think about every time you fuck her and wish it was someone else."
His thrusts were becoming a little more erratic, matching his ragged breath. I could feel the sweat dripping down his chest and onto my back. "You are," he growled, voice wrecked, "you're all I can think about since you stopped to talk to me in the corridor that day. You're everything I'm not allowed to have. And I'm going to fuckin' ruin you for anyone else."
I moaned, pushing back as best I could. By this point my thighs burned from the effort, almost bad enough to distract from my wrists and ankles throbbing in their bonds. The shame, the thrill, the way he lost himself as he fucked me - every bit of it sent me spiraling closer, desperate for release.
"Do it," I begged, breathless, body shaking. "Ruin me. Use me until you're empty. I want to feel it for days after, when you just send me home in an Uber. To know you'll remember this every time you look at her, or climb in your bed, or put on a damn tie."
He bent over me, his teeth at my shoulder, hips slamming forward with wild abandon, no more holding back. I was his, completely, shameless and begging, and I loved every filthy second of it.
His thrusting suddenly stopped, jarring me out of the orgasm I was building to. Without a word, he reached up, quickly untying my wrists, followed by my ankles, the material falling away. For a second, I was limp, spent, but then he rolled me onto my side, pulling me, until his body was spooning up behind mine.
I felt his hand slip beneath my knee, lifting my leg to raise it upright, the openness of the position leaving me trembling and exposed. My top arm reached back for him automatically, curling my fingers behind his neck, tugging him close. His breath was hot at my ear, and then lower, at my shoulder. I could feel him as he repositioned himself, hard and slick with everything we'd already done, but instead of finding my entrance, his cock pressed between my cheeks, probing gently at a place he hadn't directly touched before.
I froze, anticipation jolting through my nerves. "Oh my go-" I started, only to gasp, when my breath and the words were stolen as he pressed forward with little regard. I pulled at his hair, forcing his mouth to my neck, needing the distraction of his tongue and teeth, needing him everywhere at once. My other hand clutched the comforter hard enough for my knuckles to go white with the effort of holding on.
He pushed himself inside, not bothering to take his time, or let me adjust me adjust. His voice was a low, shuddering plea. "God, you feel incredible. I haven't fucked her ass in probably twenty years."
The stretch, the fullness, the way his arm anchored my leg and his mouth found the side of my throat - it was all too much and not enough. I moaned, pressing the length of my body against him, surrendering completely to his need. Giving him what she wouldn't, whether I wanted to or not.
He began to move, sawing in and out, groaning against my skin, each thrust driving him deeper and deeper. The intimacy was overwhelming of both of us tangled in the sheets, in the risk, in the shared secret of what we'd become. He didn't give me time to catch my breath, seemingly no patience left for anything gentle. The stretch was intense, and my body was burning with sensation, but I wanted it, wanted to feel him lose himself inside me, to be his in every filthy way he could imagine.
"God, yes," I moaned, the words tumbling out between gasps. "That's it, David. Let go. Take my ass - fuck me however you want. I can take it. I want it so bad."
He groaned into my neck, nipping at the skin, as his bottom hand forced its way under my side to reach around and grab my breast, the other unexpectedly guiding my hand down between my legs. "Show me how much you want it," he growled. "Play with yourself. I want to feel you touching yourself while I fuck this perfect ass of yours."
I obeyed without question, pressing my fingers against my slick folds. I wasted no time circling my clit, then plunging two, then three fingers inside, desperate for more. I could feel the thick length of his cock through the thin wall separating us. This was a first for me, and the sensation was wild. Every thrust from behind made my own fingers work harder as he slid along the back of my working knuckles. He mauled my breast greedily, pinching and pulling my nipple until I cried out, twitching, as he brought me back to teetering right on the edge.
"God, you're so fucking tight. If you hadn't gotten me off in the car first... Fuck- I could do this all night, watching you finger yourself while I break in your ass. You love it, don't you? You love giving yourself over to me."
"God yes, don't stop, don't ever stop-" I was babbling now, lost in the mental ecstasy of what was happening, in the sound of skin on skin and his voice in my ear.
Suddenly, he paused, breathing hard. Before I could protest, he rolled onto his back, keeping me impaled on him, forcing me to come with him until I was laying back on him. For a second I was dazed, my hands looking for something to grab for support. But he reached, one arm fumbling awkwardly for the nightstand. I heard the drawer slide, then jam, then finally drop to the floor with a loud crash.
He grinned up at me, triumphant and out of breath, holding up a extremely lifelike vibrator that looked almost as real as the man beneath me. My breath caught, a fresh wave of anticipation blooming inside me, every nerve alive with curiosity of what he wanted to do with it.
Before I could think to ask, he rolled us back onto our sides, having kept himself buried deep in my ass, holding me pinned in place.
"I've always wondered what this would feel like," he murmured, with a kind of dark air to his tone. He rocked his hips, as if he were making sure he was seated as deep as he could go, then pressed the toy to my lips. "Suck it," he said, "get it as wet as you made my cock."
I opened my mouth to take it, swirling my tongue around the lifelike tip, tasting the clean, cool silicone as he watched. I took it deep, cheeks hollowing, making it slick and shiny just for him, the idea alone making my heart pound.
My mind wondered where exactly this toy had been before. Had Marissa used it on herself after a long day in that office? Did he ever watch her the way he was watching me now? The thought should have grossed me out, and a part of me wanted to recoil at the idea of what he was having me do, and how private it all felt. But I couldn't deny the rush that followed from the sense of doing something so forbidden, doing something not even I'd thought to imagine. I was sucking my therapist's vibrator while her husband fed it to me, the wrongness only making my eyelids flutter closed.
When he was satisfied, he pulled it from my mouth, tracing it down my chest, and over my trembling stomach, until he pressed the head right at the entrance to my pussy. He held me steady, his cock still buried in my ass, not letting me escape the pressure of the toy teasing at my opening.
I tensed at the full realization of what he was intending, having been too distracted before to put the pieces together. I'd never tried anything like this. I took a shaky breath, trying to relax, but the anticipation was hard to fight as it built in my gut.
He must have sensed my hesitation, because his voice softened, though the authority was still there. "Breathe," he whispered, mouth brushing my ear. "I want to see you take it. I want to feel you stretch around both of us at once. I want to feel it slide in and out of you against my cock in your ass."
He began to press the toy inside, and thankfully this time he was kind enough to go slow. I could feel the tapered head pushing past my entrance, spreading me wider than I'd ever been in light of the pressure from the other side. I whimpered from the nerves and overwhelming fullness, clinging to his arm that pressed the toy into me as my body adjusted to the impossible sensation of being taken in both places at once.
The stretch was intense, almost driving me to beg him to stop, but I wanted it if this this is what he wanted. To let him have all of me, to see how far I could go for him.
"That's a good girl," he murmured, feeling me shudder and moan as the toy slid deeper, his cock twitching inside me. We both got lost in something neither of us had ever experienced before. Not even with his wife, Dr. Marissa Klein, whose vibrator was enabling it to happen.
I wonder how she'd analyze this, I randomly thought.
The second of letting my mind wander was fleeting, passing quick, as I was snapped back to the moment when the silicone buried in my pussy started to vibrate. The new stimulation caught me off guard, it was humming deep inside pressed against every nook and cranny as my tunnel tried to make room, firing up nerves I didn't know I had. I gasped, my whole body tightening around him, the toy, everything. A rush of overwhelming sensations flooding through me. His cock twitched in my ass, and I felt him smile against my shoulder.
He began to move both of us, stirring his hips in slow, little circles while he thrust the toy in and out in a rhythm all his own. Sometimes he moved them together so that both buried deep at the same time, stretching me until I was stuffed so full I could barely breathe, but creating a pleasure that radiate through every inch of me. My cries were muffled by my hand I was biting into shamelessly.
Other times, he alternated the strokes, pulling the toy out as he pressed in, then burying the toy as he drew his cock back. The switch left me pulsing and aching, flashes of emptiness making every new thrust sharper, and more intense. I'd never felt so open, so exposed, so completely at someone's mercy.
Every time I thought I might get a moment of respite, he'd change the technique, sliding both in at once, or holding me open with just the toy, letting the vibration build until I was thrashing and begging for more. Even my own hand was pawing at my clit now, chasing my long elusive orgasm.
The sensations built, wave after wave, and I could hear him panting against my neck. "Holy hell," he grunted. "You're so fucking tight, I've never felt anything like this. God, you're perfect. That's all I can think of - you're just fucking perfect."
I whimpered, wanting to squeeze my thighs together if not for both of our hands working between them. My body was fluttering between the fullness and the teasing, coupled with the buzzing toy and the hot, relentless pulse of him inside me.
He sped up, pushing both of us closer, until I was right on the edge - mindless, lost, nothing but the sensations below and the raw, forbidden fucking that bound us together. When I could feel his hips stutter, I knew he was there. With a guttural growl, he pulled out of me, leaving me suddenly and I could feel myself gaping open, thankful he couldn't see me that way. I barely had time to breathe before he clambered up the bed, moving fast, as if he were driven by instinct more than thought.
I rolled onto my back, keeping my legs spread, taking over thrusting the vibrator inside myself, desperate for friction, for anything to bring me to the point he'd reached. I saw him kneel above me with his cock slick and flushed in his hand, and knew exactly what he wanted.
I opened my mouth wide in invitation, one hand gripping the base of the toy, the other reaching for his hip, urging him forward. He didn't hesitate as he fed himself into my mouth, the taste was the exclamation point on what we'd done, causing a dizzying effect, my mind reeling at how shameless this was. How seconds ago he'd been buried deep in my ass and now he was using my mouth.
Yet, I welcomed him, letting him slide all the way in, until the head nudged the back of my throat, then passed. I swallowed around him, using every trick I knew, my tongue working him as I thrust the toy in and out, trying to split my attention to build myself higher. The buzzing was a stifled hum from between my legs that seemed to vibrate through my whole body.
His thrusts got shorter and more urgent, his hands tangling in my hair, and I could feel him swell like he had earlier, just before he came. The familiar taste coated the roof of my mouth, my tongue, my throat, every part of me, almost to the point of making its way to my nasal passage. I swallowed him down, milking every last drop, the taste and the helplessness of it tipping me right over the edge.
My orgasm finally crashed through me, blinding me to everything other than the strain of my body as my back arched off the bed. I was moaning around his cock, holding the still buzzing toy and thrusting it inside me.
My body was limp now, sated, my fingers slipping from the still buzzing vibrator buried inside me as I swallowed around him one last time. I let him slide free, gasping for air, with the taste of him still thick in my mouth and the feel of his softening cock sliding up my face and over my left eye, as he sank back onto his heels. That's when the world abruptly snapped back into focus.
A calm, unmistakably feminine voice cut through the bliss, each word sharp as a knife: "That's how people get sick with things you really don't want to think about, you know."
I froze, every muscle locking tight. For a split second, I thought I'd imagined it until I heard the tap of her nails on the door frame, a second before the harsh clack of heels on hardwood.
Dr. Marissa Klein stepped inside from the doorway, flinging her purse onto a nearby chair in the little sitting area, and not a single hair out of place. She looked over the rumpled bed, the abandoned ties still bound to the bedframe, along with our naked bodies. I don't even know how to begin to describe the sound of someone else's toy still buzzing, muffled from my quivering walls, as the owner was unexpectedly, yet casually, watching you with her husband.



The mind fuck on your psyche...
Her face was as blank as it'd ever been in our meetings. "I'd always assumed David would be smart enough to at least hide someone he was sneaking home before the neighbor spotted him with a young woman suddenly ducking below the dash." She paused, scanning the wreckage of the bed with clinical detachment. "But I suppose I shouldn't be surprised. It looks like you entertained the proclivities I've been suspecting he had."
I had no idea how long she'd been standing there. My heart had left my chest and was hammering in my throat. The only thought coming to my mind was absurd as anything I'd ever thought, considering the circumstances. Why the fuck does she always sound so calm?
And with that, the bubble was burst. Everything raw, was exposed, and inescapably real.
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The first time I noticed the way Mark looked at me, it was a total shock.
I was sitting on the couch with Ethan, watching some stupid action movie, when his dad walked through the living room, on his way from his bedroom to the kitchen. He didn't ask anything special, just want anything to drink? but it was the way he looked at me when he asked it. The look on his face didn't match the tone. His eyes ran over my legs before looking to the TV on his way by, as if the glance had never happened. But a girl knows when a guy's checking her out. There's just some sort of internal thing that goes off because of how they look at you, or something they say. But usually it's just a gut instinct.
The problem is, after that, I started watching him too. The way his arms flexed when he lifted things, how he'd change into a t-shirt when he came home from work, even the patience he had when he was getting irritated by Ethan. He wasn't like Ethan at all, who could be erratic and loud. Mark carried himself in a way that seemed set in his ways and sure of everything he did. And I wanted to know what that kind of confidence translated to when he was with a girl.
When I caught him looking again a few days later, I didn't pretend not to see, and stretched my legs out on the couch so my shorts rode up a little higher. He hung around for a few moments, as though he were checking out what was on TV, before he turned away. It left a knot in my stomach knowing he'd been looking at my legs again.
I told myself it was harmless, but then I started timing things, like walking through the kitchen when he was there, or leaning forward a bit more at the hips instead of the waist when I bent to get something from the fridge. Every time his eyes moved over me, it sparked something deep in my stomach. He never did anything inappropriate like try to touch me, or even said a word, and for some reason his restraint only drove me crazy.
It got to the point where I couldn't stop thinking about it when I was with Ethan. I'd close my eyes, and sometimes I'd picture his dad standing behind me, silently checking me out. The thought made me feel guilty, but I couldn't ignore the way it turned me on.
Ethan and I had been watching another of his comic movies and either he hadn't figured out I didn't like them, or he just didn't care. I'd at least gotten him to stop paying attention so much, and it got to the point where we were making out on the couch. He was leaned toward me, with his hand up my thigh and under my dress. The feel of his fingers against my skin as he teased me was driving me crazy.
I pushed him back to straddle him, causing my dress to bunch around my hips. His zipper scraped under my hand when I reached down, tugging him free. He groaned into my mouth when my fingers wrapped around him, and I felt him twitch with each stroke. The sound of our excitement filled the room between the moans, the huffs, and even the wet sound of my hand on him. He'd already taken my panties off before he started to drag out the teasing, moments ago.
He'd just pushed my dress from between my butt and my feet when the sound of the front door made us freeze. Hearing the keys scrape against the lock, I scrambled off Ethan, tugging my dress down, feeling my heart pounding like it was about to jump out of my throat. He shoved himself back into his jeans, fumbling with the zipper just as his dad opened the front door to the living room. We both tried to look casual as Ethan leaned forward with the remote to hide his erection, and I pretended to play with my hair, as I tried to casually make it look like it hadn't just been all tangled from Ethan's hand.
Mark paused in the doorway, looking from Ethan to me. His expression didn't give anything away, but I knew he was checking me out all the same. He said a quiet "Hey," on his way to the kitchen, and the way the tension was after he disappeared made my face feel hot.
Ethan let out a nervous laugh, and I nudged him in the ribs. We both cracked up quietly, trying not to draw attention.
I got up to go grab a bottle of water from the fridge, with my legs still shaky, when I turned back toward the couch, and the laugh died in my throat. There were my panties, lying right on the cushion opposite Ethan, closest to where his dad had come in.
For a second I just stared, and my chest hammered like I was about to have a heart attack. If he had been paying any attention at all, there's no way Mark couldn't have noticed them. The material may have been small, but it was hot pink and sitting on the brown couch... It definitely stood out.
Ethan followed my eyes and bit his lip, trying not to laugh.
"Shut up," I whispered, mortified that his dad of all people caught us, and I darted over to snatch them up.
Afraid of him coming back into the room any second, I stuffed them into a little pocket in my dress, and headed to the bathroom to put them on. Having already been invited to stay for dinner, I sat at the table across from him, pretending everything was fine. Ethan was talking about something I couldn't even follow, because all I was aware of was Ethan being there. Every few minutes, I'd glance up just enough to see him watching me too. It wasn't like it was totally obvious, but there was a difference in his eyes. Like something had changed between us over the last couple of weeks.
It was like there was always this tension, and maybe I was imagining it, but it always left me a little on edge. When our eyes met at one point, even though it was for just for a second, I immediately got all flustered and looked away. After dinner, Ethan offered to drive me home. Obviously I agreed because it was easier than staying there another minute pretending I didn't feel something every time his dad talked to me.
It was late summer, so even though it was dark out, it was still pretty warm. Halfway to my place, Ethan turned into an empty parking lot that was hidden in the center of several small buildings, where all of the shops were already closed. Parking the car, he looked at me with his cute little smile. By the time we climbed into the back seat, he already the fly of his pants open, and I had my panties pulled back off. He pulled me close, tracing his hands up my thighs until I was straddling him. I pulled my dress up, bunching it around my waist, and ready to scratch the itch that had been throbbing between my legs since we were interrupted that afternoon.
But when he kissed me all I could see was his dad. I kept picturing the way his eyes found me at dinner. Or the way he'd go a little tense when I crossed my legs where he could see them. Hell, even the way he'd looked back and forth at us in the living room even though he was pretending he hadn't seen what he'd seen.
For a second, the guilt started to get the better of me. He's Ethan's dad, is what I kept telling myself. Nothing can ever happen, he's off limits.
But the thought didn't last and when Ethan's hand slid up under my dress again. When I felt Ethan's touch and I closed my eyes, it wasn't his hand that I saw in my mind, it was his dad's. I imagined his rough hands instead of Ethan's soft ones.
I moaned a little and moved harder against Ethan's fingers, wanting to finish what we'd started earlier. Every sound he made blended with the ones in my head. I imagined what his dad might sound like if I ever had the nerve to push things far enough. And even as Ethan groaned my name, I knew who I was really thinking about.
I kissed him hard, trying to force my thoughts back to my boyfriend. Ethan's hands were everywhere as he sorta mauled at me. They were up my sides, grabbing at my ribs, and then tugging at the top of my dress until he'd pulled it down around my waist. I know it's not what girls are supposed to dream of, but there was always something exciting to me about being in the back of a car, in an empty parking lot, with nowhere to hide if someone else were to pull in.
I let myself get lost in the sounds he made when I'd grind my hips on him. Something about the way he groaned when my fingers wrapped around his shaft that made me feel like he couldn't resist me.
He put his hands under my ass lifted me until I gave him enough room to work. I started helping him push at his jeans, and watching him wriggle in the confined space as he shoved them down to his ankles. And as soon as he was done, I sat back down on top of him, so his hard erection was pressed against me.
"God, you feel so good," he groaned.
"Then don't stop." I smiled.
He didn't. His hands slid down to grip my thighs, and I reached to yank my dress from where it'd gotten caught between us. Each move of my hips dragged him across my clit, and sent a pulse straight through me. I grabbed at his shoulders from the sensations, and my fingernails dug into him through his shirt. I was grinding my slit down against him, hunched above him in the cramped space.
The annoying sound of the shocks creaking made us both laugh between kisses. I was panting and the inside of the car was getting steamy enough, that it made my hair stick to my neck, when I finally hit my peak and felt the tremors rush through me. I shuddered against him, trying not to be to loud in his ear, but it felt like everything I'd been holding in all week came rushing out at once.
For a few seconds, I couldn't focus on anything else. Then Ethan put his arms around me, and held me tight, giving me little kisses on my shoulder. After he let me have a few moments to recover, I felt his hand under my ass, and kinda nudging me so he could actually get inside me. I smiled and lifted up with a weak apology. I could feel his tip touching my soaked lips as he flexed his cock, trying to find his target.
Reaching down, I scraped some of my juices onto my fingers, then gripped him, giving him a few strokes, to make sure he was as slippery as I was, then helped him find my hole. I began lowering myself on the only cock I'd ever known, and regardless of where my thoughts had been going lately, I still loved the way he filled me.
It didn't take long before he was humping into me with his own urgency, and the thoughts started to creep in again. I couldn't help wondering what his dad had hanging between his legs. Would he be similar to Ethan? Did the phrase "like father, like son" apply to how their cocks looked? Ethan felt perfect now, but in the beginning, it felt like to much. Could I take more if he was bigger?
I tried to focus on the narrower frame under my hands, to help try and stay focused on my boyfriend, and not his dad, as I rocked against him. And every drop of my hips sent another jolt through me. My legs were starting to tighten around his as the butterflies in my belly started to ramp up again. I grabbed at the seat behind him for more leverage, and felt his grip tighten on my hips as he tried to pull me down harder. Being in the car without any other distractions made everything seem louder.
Leaning forward, I pressed one of my nipples to his mouth, and he didn't waste any time taking it between his lips. One of his hands moved from my hip, reaching around behind me, until his fingers were rubbing at the sensitive skin that drug across his shaft with every push and pull. When his teeth started to nip at my sensitive tip, my walls clamped against his cock, and another orgasm washed over me.
I instantly felt him begin to jerk, making him release my nipple as he tensed, and then he pressed his forehead against my chest. I could feel the warmth of his cum coating my insides. His forearms pressed down on my thighs while his hips were frozen, pressing up. I stopped lifting, and just ground against him, stirring him inside me until his body started to finally relax. I kissed him, loving the taste of his lips, as my tongue probed his mouth.
We stayed like that until his breathing slowed and he began to go limp inside me. When the familiar sensation of his cum started to seep out of me, I slipped my hand between us, cupping myself as I pushed off his lap and rolled onto the seat beside him. I tried to catch what I could, because I didn't want to make a mess on his jeans or the car, and leaned forward so I could get a few tissues from the center console to take care of the rest. The moments that followed were quiet while we both sprawled out as much as we could in the backseat, and both giggling for no apparent reason other than that post-orgasm high.
We looked at each other and I couldn't stop smiling, just feeling giddy, and a little dazed. Then we whispered silly things about how much we loved each other, and how good it felt, before I finally slipped my panties back on and he buttoned up his pants. Neither of us said much on the rest of the drive to my house, but his hand stayed on my knee the whole way. I almost felt bad, because the awareness it brought to my leg made it hard to shake the notion of how much his dad seemed to look at them. And then I wondered how his hand would feel on it instead.
As the days passed, I couldn't stop seeing how his eyes always seemed to find my legs. The more I noticed it, the more I started to really see myself the way he might. I saw just how much my thighs had filled out since I'd joined the volleyball team. It was like all the jumping and diving and standing in a squatted position had helped the faint tone that curved into my knees, and the way they tapered down to my calves. I'd never paid much attention before, but now I caught myself checking them out all the time.
When I was around him, I became hyper-aware of the small things, like how I crossed my legs when I sat, or just how high my shorts rode up when I adjusted on the couch. I started to feel bad for teasing him at first, but it became harder and harder not to lean into it.
Then, one afternoon I was helping him in the kitchen while he was cooking, and talking to Ethan who was scrolling on his phone at the table. When Mark asked if I could get him one of the spices from the cupboard, I had to rise onto my toes to grab it. I could feel the way my legs flexed as I reached for it, and I suddenly became aware of the amount of material I could feel bunched up between my cheeks as my butt flexed along with my legs. It made me think of how one of my friend's would always say my butt's hungry again, and then pull my wedgie out for me. Once I had the garlic and started to turn back to Mark, I caught him quickly trying to look away, but he was too slow to not get caught. I think even he knew it was a little too late to hide that he'd been watching.
By that weekend when we were all on the couch and I have to believe that it was becoming obvious that I was trying to get his attention. It was a boring Saturday with some baseball game on TV, when I pulled a small bottle of lotion from my purse. But the moment I started rubbing it onto my legs, I could feel both of them watching me. The lotion smelled of strawberry, and there was no way you couldn't smell it, while I rubbed it into my legs. I started at my thighs, then over my knees and down toward my ankles. I took my time with the long strokes and circles of my palms against my skin.
Ethan made some offhand comment about the smell, and leaned further back into the cushions. His dad didn't say anything, but I saw him swallow hard before turning his attention back to the TV. That was all it took for the thought to start racing through my head again. That persistent, dangerous little thrill in the pit of my stomach as I continued, moving up to my other thigh.
It was later that same afternoon when Ethan got a call from his summer job that hadn't done something he was supposed to, so he had to run in for a bit.
"I won't be long," he said, grabbing his keys. I waved from the couch, pretending it didn't matter either way, even though my pulse had already picked up. We'd been together long enough that it wasn't unusual for me to wait at his house at this point in our relationship, while he ran out for something. But I'd never tingled inside at the thought of being alone with his dad before either.
When the door shut behind him, everything suddenly felt different to me somehow. The game was still playing on the TV, but I was aware of every small thing around me, like my senses were on high alert. I laid back on the couch, stretching my legs out. I could see the sunlight creating a sheen on them, from the lotion I'd just used. Even I liked the way it made my skin look warm and smooth. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mark glance over.
He cleared his throat. "Well, since he isn't supposed to be too long, are you, uh... staying for dinner?"
"Maybe," I said, smiling a little. "Depends what you're cooking."
That got half a smile from him. "I can always grill something up, I guess."
When he got up to go to the kitchen, I followed him, having no interest in sitting there and watching the game. He pulled open the fridge, leaning down to look inside, and I found myself beside him, intending to grab a bottle of water. The scent of him hit me with a mix of faint sweat and whatever deodorant he used, and it went straight to my head. I'd always kinda liked the way he smelled. It never hit me as pungent or gross, but almost intoxicating. Manly.
He straightened, turning to close the fridge, and for a second we were standing almost chest to... lower chest.
"Sorry," I mumbled, stepping back to give him some room.
He shook his head. "You're fine."
Then we did that little dance, where both of us moved the same way, then the other, until I leaned a hand on the counter and slid to my right and stayed there. I felt the faint brush of his arm when he stepped past me on the left, going for the seasoning in one of the cabinets. That brief touch of bare skin against bare skin, lasted no more than a heartbeat, but it sent a rush through me so strong my knees nearly gave out.
When he turned back my direction, I was already reaching for where they kept their cutting boards in one of the lower cabinets. I'd intentionally kept my legs straight so the hem of my dress lifted higher.
I heard him pause behind me while I worked to pull out the board. "What exactly are you doing?" he asked.
Standing, I lifted up the board like a prize, smiling. "Just trying to help," I answered.
His brow lifted slightly. "Is that what we're calling it?"
He set the seasoning down, and faced me directly when he added, "You think I haven't noticed what you've been doing lately? You've been flaunting yourself in front of me for weeks."
I wanted to answer, but when I tried nothing came out. The cutting board suddenly felt ridiculous in my hands, and I set it down on the counter, abandoning it.
He stood there watching me, like he was waiting for an explanation. Then he stepped closer, staring directly into my eyes.
"Well? This has been your game, say something," he said quietly. The sound of his tone was firm enough to make my stomach twist.
"I- I wasn't..." I trailed off, not knowing what to say.
"Weren't what?" His voice deepened, and the space between us shrank until it seemed like he was standing right on top of me. "Weren't trying to see how far you could push me?"
My jaw quivered a little as I stammered. "Tha-that's not-"
He cut me off with an almost annoyed expression and a shake of his head. "You've been walking around here in those tiny shorts, and little dresses- leaning over counters. And then you pretend that you don't know exactly what you're doing. But now, you're acting nervous?"
The words sank into me, and being called out left me with a sense of humiliation and thrilled all at once. All I could do was taste at sudden the dryness in my mouth.


He reached out, gripping my chin to lift my face, and made me look at him instead of my feet, which was where my eyes had started to go.
"You know what's going to happen if you keep doing that, don't you?" he demanded.
I swallowed hard, trying to get moisture back into my mouth, but every nerve in my body alive. I didn't know if I should step back, or wait for him to close the distance completely. Before I could do either, his hands gripped me at my sides. In one smooth motion, he lifted me onto the counter and it was like I weighed nothing to him. He set me down right on top of the cutting board, where I felt the edge of it biting into the back of my thighs. I pinned my dress between my legs, more out of instinct than anything, unsure of what he was about to do.
"I- I swear I wasn't trying to," I managed, feeling suddenly far more timid than I could ever remember.
He gave a small, questioning smile. "No?" he said, stepping close enough that I could feel his breath. "You really don't know what you've been doing, does to a man? 'Cause I think you do." His eyes dropped to look at the firm muscle under the soft skin of my legs. "You've developed some really nice legs."
My fingers tightened on the counter where they pinned my dress between them, feeling his hands suddenly touching my knees. He leaned in just slightly, and there was something teasing in the way he talked.
"Did you know I've always been a leg man when you started teasing me?" he asked.
I shook my head, still unable to really find my voice.
His hands slid down from my knees to squeeze my calves, before slipping back up with a constant pressure. It was almost as though he were massaging the muscles as he went. He studied me for a long moment with this unreadable expression, just watching his hands until they moved to the insides of my knees. He gripped me tighter, and forced my legs open slightly as he moved further. I shuddered under his touch, watching him inch up the short distance, to the hem of my dress where I kept it held. The silence stretched, and for a second, I thought he might actually go the entire way.
Instead, he drew a deep breath, and looked back to my face as he caught me gently by the waist. "You should probably think about what you're doing from now on," he said firmly. Then he gripped me by the ribs again, and lifted me off the counter to set me back on my feet. "Consider that your warning."
My pulse was still racing when he nodded toward the back door. "Now, go start the grill."
I hesitated, trying to read him, but he'd already gone back to focus on prepping to make some burgers.
Ethan came home not long after, calling out hey as he kicked his shoes off by the front door. By then, I'd done as I was told, starting the grill, setting the table, and made sure everything was ready for when Mark was done cooking. I also made sure I was back to looking perfectly normal.
Mark came in from outside a couple minutes later, carrying the platter of burgers in from the grill. I followed with plates and condiments, trying to keep my attention anywhere but on him.
Dinner should've been a normal thing, but every time he reached for something, I found myself watching the ropy muscles in his forearm flex, and the way his fingers closed around whatever he touched. It all sparked the memory of how easily those same hands had effortlessly gripped and moved me.
Ethan chatted about what he had to do at work, completely oblivious to the tension around him. I nodded and laughed when I was supposed to, but my mind kept drifting. His dad sat across from me, resting his arms on the edge of the table. He looked exactly the same as always, except I just kept imagining how easily those same arms could've forced my legs further apart on the counter. Every so often during conversation, he'd look at me while talking and it made me shiver, reminding me that nothing about this dinner was as normal as they'd been in the past.
When he spoke to Ethan, it sounded just as fatherly as it ever had. But when he spoke to me, there was like this brief little pause, just before he said my name, and no matter how subtle it was, it made my belly twist. By the time we cleared the table, my heart was back to racing. I kept thinking about the way he'd lifted me off the floor. The idea of how easy it was for him made these thoughts I'd never come up before of how impossible it'd be to actually resist him if he'd actually tried to do anything.
And as I stood at the sink rinsing the dishes, I heard their voices from the living room. His carried this masculine tone I realized something more. It wasn't just the memory of his grip that got to me, but how safe the strength of it could it make you feel. Suddenly I wanted his warning to have been an invitation, and I wondered if that was what it had been, if I was just brave enough to go for it.
When Ethan drove me home, the lights were already off in my house. I told him he could come in, but that we had to be quiet. He was more than happy to agree to anything. We tiptoed down the hall, careful not to wake my parents, and it was like I couldn't shut my bedroom door quiet enough in my head. There was a rush running through me, though I wasn't sure if it was from the risk of being caught or just the idea of what could've happened hours before.
I turned on my TV so there was a bit of some cover noise, and then I turned to look at Ethan. I just watched as he went to sit on my bed, completely unaware of the storm of conflict still churning inside me. He looked so young in comparison to his dad.
The comparisons made the flutters come back, but I wasn't really mad about it. Maybe it was the leftover adrenaline, or even the thrill of everything that had between Mark and, but I was really looking forward to something familiar. I started to walk toward him fully set on releasing some of the built-up tension.
When I stopped in front of him, he looked up and smiled, ready for what he'd come inside for. I leaned in, and rested my hands on his shoulders as I climbed onto his lap. His arms came around my waist, and the way he always touched me was enough to kill the thoughts in my head for a moment. For the first time all night, I was only focused on my boyfriend.
He moved further back onto the bed, and I followed him without thinking. Everything felt the way it used to be when I didn't have so many thoughts running through my mind. So when he looked up at me, I touched his face to help remind myself why I cared about him.
But when his hands slid up my sides until they settled along my ribs, it caused another quiver. The feel of his hands was light and tender by comparison, but they hit the same place where his dad's had. My breath caught instantly, fueling a different desire than what had started with just Ethan.
He didn't notice, he just smiled up at me. I tried to match it, but the conflict rose in me too fast. Every brush of his fingers brought back the feel of his dad's and the strength in them along with the calm authority in his voice. I hated myself for thinking about in that moment.
I closed my eyes, trying to drown it out, and for a second, I almost managed to. The contrast between the two of them, of the familiarity I'd found with one and the control I'd felt under the other, jumbled together until I couldn't separate them.
Sliding back, I reached down to undo his fly, as he kicked off his jeans and boxers, before he got to comfortable. I leaned down, letting my hair fall around my face as I took Ethan in my hand. That was one great thing about a boy our age, was that it didn't take anything to get him hard, so he was easy to please. I wrapped my lips around him and slowly worked him deeper into my mouth, the familiar taste and ridges helped my focus, and I blew him at the pace I knew he loved.
He sighed, moving his hand through my hair, as he pushed it back so he could watch. He should've been enough, but with every bob of my head, I felt that new throb building inside me. I tried to focus on his cock, and the way he shuddered when I swirled my tongue around the head. Hell, even the way he held my hair back.
But all I could think about was the what ifs of around his dad. Everything he did and said, said that he wanted me. I imagined him in the room now, standing behind me, watching while I sucked Ethan. His palms would be on my hips, slowly inching my dress up to show him more of my legs and ass.
I pictured him leaning over, and almost growling, Don't stop. Keep going.
A shiver ran through me, and I took Ethan deeper, chasing a satisfaction I wasn't sure I'd find tonight. In my mind, his dad's hands slid up under my dress, digging his fingers into the back of the tops of my thighs as he spread me open. Next, he'd position what I imagined was his fat head at my entrance and pushed in from behind. Based on the way he handled, me I pictured him being relentless and taking me hard enough that it told me who was in control.
The fantasy invaded my reality. Ethan's affectionate praises blurred with the idea of Mark's imagined voice. I sucked harder, desperate for something to rid me of the thoughts in my head. Ethan bunched my hair even tighter in his fist and started to grunt my name with oohs and fucks and that's it, but I could only imagine it being his dad's hand, forcing the pace he wanted me to set, and shoving himself into my throat with every thrust of his hips.
I needed more. The burn inside me grew, fueled by my fantasy, and I wished Ethan would just take control the way his dad had when he lifted me off my feet without asking. I brought my hand up, wrapping my fingers around Ethan's wrist, and pressed his fist down on the back of my head. It was more of a silent invitation, but I didn't know what else to do without actually saying something. I wanted him to force the pace he wanted. To guide me the way I imagined Mark would.
And thank god Ethan got the message, at least a little. He let his hand rest there, applying some degree of pressure as I moved up and down his shaft. But he still lacked the confidence, like he was afraid to really use me. It really wasn't anything like what I was asking for. My body filled in the gaps with fantasy. Mark behind me, one hand wrapped in my hair, the other clamped hard on my hip, forcing my mouth down over Ethan, and taking my body however he saw fit.
I slid my free hand between my legs, and slipped my fingers into the messiness there. I matched the rhythm of my mouth, plunging my fingers deep every time my mouth sank down his shaft. I tried to simulate the idea of being filled by someone else at the same time. My mouth and my fingers worked together, the wet sounds of my pussy and mouth on Ethan's cock were only getting louder.
I could tell he was starting to get close by the way he started really thrusting up into my mouth a little harder. I let him, trying to keep from moaning to loudly on his dick, and letting my own pleasure build in time with his growing urgency. Just as I felt his climax coming, his hand suddenly pressed down, pushing my head further than he ever had before. His hips jerked up and he came, groaning, as I swallowed him down, the sensations of this brief moment of aggressiveness he had, pushed me over the edge at the same time.
I struggled for breath having been unprepared as he held me down, my walls clenching around my own fingers at the sudden loss of control as Ethan finally took it. My mouth was stuffed full and my thoughts were a wild blur of reality and fantasy, as I fought against my throats reflex to gag on him.
When it was over, I wiped my mouth, gasping for air, and pulling my hand from between my legs. I loved the taste of Ethan coating my mouth, but it'd left my throat feeling sore. He leaned back into the pillows, all spent and blissful, while I choked on my own self-loathing for my thoughts. I curled beside him, trying to focus on the way he felt under my cheek, and knowing I'd gotten what I wanted in some small way. But I already knew that little taste would never be enough.
I had intended to do more than just blow him, but the ongoing thoughts of his dad, just made that too weird in the moment.
I continued to spend just as much time at their house as I always had, but I couldn't bring myself to tease Mark like before. Every time our eyes met, there was a crackle of awareness reminding me when this all began, and I was too unsure, too caught up in my own guilt and want, to push anything further.
Weeks slipped by, and my nights with Ethan felt less and less satisfying. Every time we made love, it was like there was a third person in the room for me. A phantom of his dad's hands, or his eyes on me. I tried everything to snap myself out of it, but eventually I gave into what Mark seemed to like best - my legs.
One night, I spent forever on them between the shaving, putting on lotion, and anything else I could think of to draw attention. Then, when I was at their house, wearing my shortest shorts, I'd stretched them out in front of Ethan on the couch, crossing and uncrossing them, letting my toes point and poke at him. He never even glanced down. His hands always went to my chest so he could squeeze and knead them, like it was the only part of me that existed.
It made something inside me burn with frustration. It wasn't that Ethan didn't want me, because he did- seriously, he always wanted some... any chance I'd let him. He just didn't see me the way his dad did. By this point, Mark's looks had become closer to stares, in how they felt appreciative. It was as if he wanted what he knew he shouldn't have, but almost had his chance at when he had his hands on them before.
It got to the point where I felt invisible in Ethan's arms, even though I knew I wasn't, and dangerously seen when his dad was anywhere nearby.
Finally, after another night of Ethan's hands stroking me the same old way, which was now leaving me restless and unsatisfied, I decided I couldn't stand it anymore. If I was going to keep falling asleep thinking about his dad, and touching myself to something I shouldn't want, I might as well dare myself to see where his warning would really lead.
The next afternoon, when Ethan had to go to his mom's house to help her with something, I hung out in the living room, flipping through channels, and pretending I was just passing the time. His mom never did like me, so it just became the unspoken agreement that I'd pass on going over to her place whenever he had to. She was a horrible woman, which was how his dad ended up with custody of Ethan in the first place.
Mark walked through, pausing in the kitchen, and I caught his eye. Only this time I didn't shy away like I had been before. I stretched out on the couch, lifting my bare legs toward the window, letting the sunlight catch the lean muscle, and scratching at a spot as an excuse, before grabbing my lotion. My shorts barely covered any of my leg, and I let my hand drift down my thigh, rubbing in a dollop of the silky lotion, knowing he was watching.
When our eyes met, I held his gaze until I felt my sudden insecurity get the better of me, and felt the color rise in my cheeks. Then I went back to rubbing the lotion into my other leg in long smooth strokes. I smiled as dirty thoughts went through my mind while rubbing the white streaks in until that leg shinned too. I glanced up again, seeing he hadn't looked away. He saw me looking and locked eyes with me, very much aware of what I was doing. My cheeks burned, but I didn't stop. If anything, I went slower, letting my hand move higher, until it was at the hem of my tiny shorts.
When he started to cross the room, I felt the blood rush to my head as I tried to keep my expression neutral, but I could see how large his pupils had gotten. They looked just like Ethan's whenever I took my bra off. He stopped right at the end of the couch, where he was so close I could touch him. For a second, I thought he was about to scold me, or tell me to knock it off.
Instead, he knelt down on a knee on the carpet in front of me. He brought his hand up so that it was hovering over my shin, and then laid it lightly on my leg. The next thing I knew, it was slowly sliding from my knee to my thigh.
"You remember my warning, don't you?" he asked quietly while staring where his hands were touching me.
I swallowed, feeling the blush spreading, but I nodded, and squeaked out a, "Yes."
His hand kept moving, and squeezing, his eyes never leaving mine. "And you know this is trouble, right?"
I nodded again, "Uh-huh," I managed, trying to control my breathing as his fingers inched just beneath the hem of my shorts.
And I know I said they were short, but when I say these were my shortest, I'm not sure with how the minimal material was bunched, that the hem of the leg was even longer than how far my swollen lips were pushing out against the crotch.
"Good," he murmured. "Then that means there's no more pretending."
His hand pressed in, making me feel the warmth of his broad palm on my bare skin. I shivered, feeling the tension and frustration from the past few weeks unraveling at his touch. I closed my eyes and let myself melt into it. Whatever was about to come next - I knew there was no going back.
My lack of a protest was his green light, and he didn't hesitate. His hand slid higher with a confidence that matched my fantasies as he ran up and over my shorts until his fingers found the bare skin of my stomach. I gasped at the touch of his callused fingers as he started to circle my waist, and a smirk spread over his face.
Then he gripped the elastic waistband of my shorts at my hips, managing to catch the thin band of my panties along with it and gave a hard tug. He yanked them down in jerky motions as they caught on my butt and then where I was still pressed into the couch. The suddenness of it stole the breath from my lungs. I barely had time to process the shock before the fabric slid over my thighs and was gone, leaving me bare from the waist down.
He didn't waste a second. Mark's hands moved from my hips, up to my waist, and then down, to push at my inner thighs. There was no care or build up from when he knelt to now spreading my legs apart right in the middle of the living room. His grip was stronger than anything I'd experienced before and there was nothing hesitant or restrained about him or the way he handled me. It sent a jolt of arousal through me so sudden, I just felt completely off guard.
When his fingers found my vagina, I was embarrassed by how wet I'd become. I let out an almost embarrassed whimper, closing my eyes so I wouldn't have to see what he must've thought of me because of it. I hadn't even realized exactly how wet I was, until his fingers slipped easily over my freshly shaved mound like it was covered in oil or something. It showed how much I'd been wanting this, and the acceptance of it, with him seeing it too, made it so much worse.
"I guess you wanted this, didn't you?" he asked, as if he were reading my thoughts.
I nodded, finally opening my eyes again. My whole body trembled as I saw the hunger written all over his face. "Yes," I whispered, barely able to get the word out.
He slid his fingers through my lips, spreading my arousal over his fingers like he was trying to make sure they were coated in my fluids. Then his touch got rougher, making sure I felt everything. The intensity of it made my hips jerk up, pushing into the feeling, and craving more. His other hand pinned me by the waist, holding me in place so I couldn't squirm away even if I wanted to.
All I could do was let him do whatever he wanted to me. So I dropped my head back and closed my eyes as his touch sent a sharp, electric pleasure spiraling through me.


Every gasp or shiver, and even every sinfully desperate fantasy that had built up inside me over weeks, came seeping out of me. And from the way he touched me, I knew he wasn't planning on being gentle like Ethan tended to be.
As one hand worked over my smooth outer lips, the other ran up the outside of my thighs as he lowered his head. The roughness of his stubble scraped along my sensitive skin, leaving a trail of tingling nerves wherever he... kissed me? What he was doing didn't really feel like a kiss. Maybe tasted me would fit better. Then I shivered again, this time as much from the friction as it was the anticipation. The texture of his beard against my inner thigh was enough to make me moan when his mouth took its time to savor me, until I was all but begging him to move higher.
When he finally reached my pussy, his tongue was quick to find its mark, teasing me at first, then pressing inside with all the hunger he'd kept restrained for so long. My breath came out in a high strangled squeak as his mouth worked me over. His hands gripped me hard by the hips, keeping me pinned to the couch and his mouth.
I clamped my thighs around his head from the instinct taking over, completely desperate to hold him there. I could feel the scrape of his beard threatening to scratch me raw, the warm air rushing from his nose with every hard exhale, and the sweet heat of his tongue. It was overwhelming to the point it was almost too much, causing my hips to jerk against his mouth, and sent my entire body arching.
It didn't take long as my fantasy became a reality. The pleasure built fast, as the pressure built behind my clit. My legs and hips were jerking against his face as I came hard to the sound of his name being moaned from my mouth without shame, and a slew of obscenities.
But he didn't stop. His hand slid between my legs, pressing against me, and his mouth kept eating me through my convulsions. Suddenly his teeth bit down on the fleshy inside of my thigh, in a nerve jarringly hard bite, just this side of real pain. I cried out, gripping at his head, and clutching him to my leg like I'd never let him go. It hurt, but it only made the pleasure spike higher as he forcefully stuffed two fingers inside me.
When he finally pulled back, with his lips and chin shining, he looked up at me with dark, unreadable eyes. I was still shaking with my chest heaving, sprawled out and thinking I was utterly ruined for anyone but him.
Mark stood without a word, wasting no time in bringing his hand to his fly. I watched, dazed and shaking, as he dropped his pants to the floor and wrapped a hand around his cock. I watched as he slowly fisted it right in front of me. My question was now answered, and it certainly wasn't a case of like father, like son when it came to this department. His eyes locked on mine, the commanding tone in his voice sent a fresh wave of tremors through me.
"Come here," he said, once again reminding me of who was in control just like when he propped me up in the kitchen.
I sat up, moving forward until I was sitting at the edge of the couch. I can only imagine the wild look I must've had on my face when he stepped back in and pressed his large cock against my lips. I opened for him willingly, letting him slide it over my tongue as I stuck it out so he could feed me. I could instantly taste the precum that already coated his head, and then the size of him filled my mouth. I moaned around the angry looking reddened intruder. The reality of him taking charge was so much more intense than I'd imagined.
I started falling into the pace I'd grown used to, but then he reached down, tugging at my shirt. I had to pull back for a second so he could yank it over my head and toss it aside. My bra followed with a snap of his skilled fingers, then he pulled his own shirt off, and stepped out of his pants and boxers so he was as naked as I was.
His skin felt velvety smooth slipping between my lips, when his big cock plunged back into my mouth. He tangled his fingers in my hair, gripping it tight that I couldn't move without his hand letting me. It was enough to send a jolt down my spine. Then he set the pace, and there was no more holding back. He guided my mouth down over him, pushing his hips forward as I took him deeper, until the pace became unrelenting. It was everything I'd wanted when I'd tried to coax Ethan into doing this before.
I moaned as he fucked my mouth. My hands gripped his thighs not knowing what else to do with them, feeling the power in every controlled thrust, and I began to worry it'd be too much for me to handle. He looked down at me, and his normally bright blue eyes looked almost possessed. Seeing him look at me that way, I didn't want to be anywhere but right there. I slid from the edge of the couch, so I was fully on my knees for him, giving him everything he'd been watching and wanting for so long, taking as submissive a position as I could think of right then.
This was what I think I'd needed all along - someone to take control, to see more than just my tits, and to want it just as badly as I did. I cupped his balls in my hand, eventually feeling them start to tighten as he forced himself deeper into my throat. Even through the gagging and watery eyes, I could recognize the signs of what it meant. His breath grew rougher, and his grip in my hair was holding tighter so that it pulled at my scalp. I hollowed my cheeks, bracing myself for the taste of him, ready for him to finish in my mouth.
But suddenly, he pulled back, leaving me gasping and blinking up at him in surprise. Before I could say a word, Mark tilted my chin up, smacking the tip of his cock against my lips, then dragging it across my cheek. I met his eyes, waiting for him to decide what came next.
"Who knew you're so fucking good at that," he said sounding a little out of breath. "But we're not done yet. I want to feel that tight little cunt of yours first."
I shivered at the vulgarness of his words as he smacked me with his cock some more. Understanding what he wanted, I started to turn, rising up on my knees to bend over the couch cushions, wanting to give him what I thought every guy wanted most. Doggystyle. My young firm ass on display, just for him to smack and grab.
But Mark caught my waist in one of his big hands, stopping me. In one quick, powerful motion, he spun me back around and picked me up, just to drop me back onto the couch, then pressing me back into the cushions. He loomed over me, placing one knee between mine, and raking his eyes down my body with an intensity that made my heart jump into my throat.
"No," he growled, pushing my thighs apart and settling between them. "I want to see your face when I fuck you. But more importantly, I want to see these legs you've been teasing me with."
His hands slid from my hips up to the back of my knees, holding me open as he almost folded me in half, and admired every inch. The hunger in his gaze sent a new surge of me leaking out, ending as a throb behind my clit. I'd never felt so exposed, or so fucking wanted.
He lined himself up, dragging the tip of his cock along my soaked lips, and I couldn't stop the way my body tried to hump up into him, desperate for more.
"Look at me," he ordered, and I did, looking up from watching him position himself that his fat head spread my lips open as he pushed inside. He went deep immediately, filling me in a single stroke that had me gasping from the sudden burning stretch as he forced my walls open.
As his hands slid to the backs of my thighs, he held them open for him to see everything. And even though I was lewdly on display for him, I realized I'd never felt more beautiful, or more completely claimed, than I did right then. He started to pump into me slowly at first, and I welcomed every inch as he reached depths I'd never experienced. I felt his hands slide along my thighs, tracing his thumbs along the lines of muscle and the soft curve just above my knees. His touch was greedy, but appreciative as he took advantage of having me naked beneath him. There was no stopping now, like he had at the counter.
When he bent his head down, his mouth found my calf where he had it pinned against the back of the couch, kissing it like he loved it as much as my pussy, and it made a bolt of pleasure shoot through me so strongly that I couldn't help reaching between my legs, so my fingers could find my clit. I rubbed in hard circles, matching the rhythm and power of his thrusts, gasping at how much more intense everything felt.
Mark caught my ankle, lifting my leg higher, and set my foot on his shoulder so that he'd straightened my leg along his chest. The change in the angle let him push in deeper. His hands roamed over my legs, stroking my calf, squeezing my thigh, and just generally worshiping every inch. His head bent so he could mouth at any bit of skin he could reach, and all the while my fingers kept working between my lips. I alternated between playing with my clit and spreading my fingers around his shaft as he entered me. Feeling at anything I could reach, needing more.
He raised my other leg next, folding me up and pinching my thighs together. He propped both feet on one strong shoulder keeping my legs held together between his head and where his arm wrapped around my legs. This adjustment made me tighter around him, and I moaned, rubbing myself faster now limited to only being able to squeeze my fingers far enough to reach my clit. Mark stroked my thighs, and kissed my ankles, then bit at the arch of my foot.
I watched him, dazed, lost in what was happening. My hand moved at the top of my slit, never stopping.
"God, I could look at these legs all day," he growled, nipping at my ankle as he drove into me harder. "I can't believe that little shit gets to touch them all the time. Do you have any idea how sexy these things are?"
His words made me blush even in the middle of what we were doing, and I shook my head. The force of his thrusts was knocking too much air out of my lungs to answer. Mark's hands slid behind my thighs, folding them back against my chest, so I was tilted up and every thrust came hard and deep. The stretch burned in the best way, leaving me feeling completely used by him, and all I could do was gasp as he held me there.
"God, these muscles..." he groaned, as he drove in with what felt like all of his body weight. I could see him looking down at the sight of my legs stretched and trembling in his grip. "You have no idea how sexy you look like this. Fucking perfect, right up to that tight ass of yours." He brought a hand down, stinging the back of one of my thighs, then the other, making heat spread from where I could picture it turning red.
Each word, each sharp stroke, sent me spiraling. My fingers worked furiously over my clit with my arm pinned to my stomach, under my legs. The pleasure had continued to build until it ripped through me and I clamped around him. My back tried to arch, unable to move under his weight. A choked moan broke from my lips as I came hard, making my legs quiver in his hands. My body wanted to jerk and hump into him, but I had no leverage from how he held me bent in half.
He grunted, pinching my ankles together with one big hand so he could hold them in place. Suddenly he pulled out just as his orgasm hit him. I wrapped my arms around my legs, trying to hold them together, but pull them out of the way, so I could see. I watched as he stroked himself with his fist in quick, white-knuckled strokes. When the head finally swelled, his cock began to jerk, shooting hot bands across the back of my stinging thighs. I could tell where each shot went by the sudden splat and then the warmth that came with it against my skin in thick stripes.
He continued until the last spurts dripped down on my mound. Then dragging the head of his cock over my lips, I reached around my hips and pulled at what I could reach. I parted myself as best as I could for him, wanting him slide the head through my folds. He eventually let my legs fall away, and with a few playful little flips of his cock, the last specks of his seed flicked out. I could feel a couple of tiny droplets reach as far as my mouth and chin, leaving me messy beneath him. For the first time in how long, I felt satisfied.
For a moment, all I could do was lay there, breathless and trembling, after he'd taken me in pretty much every way I'd dreamed. He moved up my body, keeping one foot grounded on the floor, and the other planted firmly on the couch beside my shoulder. He dropped forward and, with a gentle hand now tangled in my hair, he lifted my head up. I knew what he wanted, but I'd always refused to let Ethan enter my mouth after being inside me. But after everything he'd just done to me, I opened my mouth, when I felt his thumb press on my chin. It was wrong, but I held no reservations as I cleaned him off, flicking my tongue over his crown, until every last trace of either of us was gone.
His hand tightened a little as I worked, and his body shuddering at every slow, teasing stroke of my mouth. I looked up at him, meeting his eyes from below, and saw smiling as he watched me suck him clean. I admitted to myself, that the taste wasn't as bad as I expected it to be, but it would take some getting used to. Something I'd gladly do if he wanted me to.
He hissed between his teeth, when I hit just the right spot of his head, and he'd twitch a little bit. When I finally pulled back, licking my lips, he bent lower, looking directly into my eyes. His voice was hoarse, but no less commanding.
"This is our secret," he said, perfectly clear. "Ethan can never know." I could feel his intensity in my chest as he spoke.
I nodded, thinking about the taste of my boyfriend's dad on my tongue, and the satisfaction and thrill of what we'd done. For now, I was happy to be laying there with my knees pressed into my chest for him. It was like he'd marked me and took me for himself. I didn't even want to think about what a mess I'd made of these relationships, just because he liked my legs...
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It'd been only my dad and I for a while, but most days it still felt a little unreal. Our house wasn't super big, but definitely bigger than it needed to be for just the two of us. When my parents divorced, my mom moved out. Then after I graduated high school, I told them I wasn't ready for college yet. At first they both panicked, but since it was my dad that I lived with, we eventually agreed that I'd help out around the house, and "figure out what I wanted." Dad never made a big deal out of any of it. He just shrugged and told me it was ok.
He was forty-five and looked tired sometimes, but he was always the guy that almost everyone loved to be around. He didn't push me about school or work, or bother to lecture me about responsibility the way Mom always used to. So, when it came to just the two of us living together, things were really pretty easy between us.
My mom had left us two years earlier when she moved in with some guy from work and never really looked back. I know it wrecked him at first, and that he hadn't seen it coming. Even though he never said much about it, there were times I thought he still missed her when she'd come up in conversation. But missing someone doesn't change what happened, and he was just trying to put his life back together the best he could.
As far as I could tell, I don't know if he had even been out on a date after her. Sometimes I'd catch him maybe giving a polite nod to some woman at the grocery store, but he never went beyond that, no matter how many times I told him he should get back out there. It almost felt like there was this kind of resolve to him, like she'd made him so jaded that nothing really surprised him anymore. But every now and then, when he'd laugh at one of my dumb jokes or ask about my day, I'd see that happier side of him again. I knew part of him still cared deeply, even if he didn't always know how to show it.
As for me, I was trying to make something happen online. If I could be "influencer" famous or something, that'd be awesome, but I was nowhere near that yet. But I had started posting more, and was trying to do stuff for actual brands for skincare, or cute clothes, and really anything that might help me build up some kind of a following. I'd managed to convince my parents to let me take a year off after graduation, but the truth was, if I could really get this to work from sponsored posts, or even OnlyFans wasn't out of the question to me, just whatever paid the bills, I might be able to prove to them I didn't need college at all.
It was slow going, but I told myself I just needed to keep at it. Sometimes all it takes is one viral post, or one good collab, and I could be out on my own.
Most days, though, it was just me, burning time on my phone, and hearing my dad's footsteps somewhere else in the house. I told myself it was only a matter of time, and that I wouldn't get stuck here. But sometimes, it was easy to think that things might stay like this for a while. Getting followers was slow, and it wasn't like living with him was unpleasant.
Most of my mornings started the same way with me making coffee, picking out cute clothes, and then spending an hour fiddling with photos and captions. I didn't really call myself a "creator", but I felt like I was slowly getting there. I was getting better about learning hashtags, figuring out how to time my postings, and then getting comfortable with DM'ing other girls who had it more figured out than I did. Half the time it felt like screaming into the void, but every now and then, something would take off, like a swimsuit selfie, a new pair of leggings, or even just a picture of me out in the sun.
The best part was the brands when I got them, even the tiny ones, that would occasionally pop up in my inbox. A free lip gloss here, or some weird wellness drink there. Most of it was junk, but I'd say yes anyway. You never knew what might stick, and I think it all looked good for the algorithm.
Then one morning, I was supposed to post a photo with a bright pink water bottle from a start-up I'd never heard of. I'd already taken the shot of me on the back steps with my hair up, and the sun in my face, while I held the water bottle. It was nothing special, but cute enough, I think. The only catch was I had to sign some collaboration agreement and my phone was acting up.
My laptop was dead, and I'd left the charger at a friend's house the day before. Dad, on the other hand, had an actual home office with a laptop in there. He'd never had an issue when I'd used it before, so I figured, why not? I walked down the hall, and booted up his laptop.
For an office, my dad kept his space neat and tidy. There were no sticky notes, no crumbs, and everything exactly where you'd expect. It always made me feel like I had to be careful, and that I'd better not mess anything up. I logged into my email, followed the links, and e-signed what I needed to. Wanting to keep a record of what I'd agreed to, I downloaded the form agreement, so I could email it to myself. That way I could save it on my computer with the rest once I got my charger back from my friend. I clicked through to "Downloads" with the only intention of checking the form I'd just saved before I attached it to my email, and that's when I saw my username.
Right there, in the middle of a file name, was my handle on X.
I stared, confused for a second, then brushed it off as nothing. Maybe the browser remembered my login, or maybe it was just a cached image from when I'd borrowed his laptop before. Either way, I told myself, it didn't matter, but I couldn't help it. The file was right there, not buried or anything, just... waiting. The more I tried to ignore it, the more my mind got stuck on what I'd seen. Maybe it really was just some leftover thing from before, a glitch, or a random save from when I'd posted something using my dad's laptop. But I didn't remember ever posting from his laptop.
Figuring the best way to see was to open it, so I double-clicked the file. I was so confused when the picture finally popped up.
Even though you couldn't see my face in the photo, it was obviously me thanks to the little mole on my hip. I'd always hated it even though it was small, because it just seemed like a blemish right along where bikinis would draw attention. It was a photo I'd posted a few nights ago, looking down my body while sprawled across my bed in a pair of barely-there shorts, with a thin little tank top riding up. It wasn't the most revealing thing I'd posted, but it still got me more attention than I expected. The only thing that made sense was that it had been downloaded straight from my post.
For a second, I just sat there staring at the picture. My mind went a hundred directions at once. Did Dad... save this on purpose? Did he even know he'd downloaded it? When I closed the picture, my hands were a little shaky, but I tried to just focus on finishing what I was doing. I checked the downloads for the form, attached it to my email, and shut down the laptop.
I left the office and tried to push the whole thing out of my head. I'm sure it was probably nothing, and that's what I kept telling myself. I'm good enough with computers to do what I need, but I'm no techy, by any stretch. So maybe the browser had auto-saved something, it didn't matter. I wasn't going to let things get weird.
The rest of the day, I did my best to just forget about it. Dad came home from work a bit after five, same as always, except he had his arms full of groceries. We made small talk in the kitchen while I helped put away everything away. I told him about the water bottle collab and trying to not think about the picture while we talked. He asked if I wanted takeout or if I felt like cooking. I voted for Thai. When it came, we ate in the living room, while some dumb sitcom played on the TV.
I tried not to look at him too much, but every time I caught a glimpse of the curve of his arm, or the way he smiled at a joke on TV, I'd feel this odd twist in my stomach. I was so distracted I barely tasted my food. He must have asked me something twice before I answered. Even when we watched TV after, I found myself giving him the side-eye, wondering about the picture and why it was on his computer.
Later, when I lay in bed, I replayed what I'd seen over and over. Why was my picture in his downloads? There was no reason for it to be there. I couldn't remember the last time I'd used his computer, so it couldn't have been me, since it was downloaded so recently.
The next morning, my dad left early for some meeting he had across town and said he'd probably be late. As soon as the door closed behind him, I found myself heading down the hall, and booted up his laptop. I went straight to the downloads this time. When I scrolled through them, I saw there were more files than I'd realized before. At least dozens, but maybe more. All of them were my photos. Some were old and some more recent, but all with my handle in the file names. Most of these weren't casual selfies that he'd downloaded. They were the ones where I'd tried to look a little more grown up. Or better put, a little provocative. Some I'd posted on X, others had only ever lived in my stories, and were meant to disappear after a day.
For a long time, I just stared at the screen. It felt like my head was swirling, but mostly I just felt... confused. I couldn't understand why would he save these. Dad had always been so respectful. He never acted weird about my online stuff before, to the point he barely even mentioned it. So, if he were downloading them because he wanted to talk to me about what I posted, wouldn't he have said something already? And if not that... then what?
I closed the laptop and tried to shake it off, telling myself there had to be some explanation, but as the week went on, it was like I couldn't unsee what I'd found. Little things I must've always subconsciously brushed off started to suddenly stand out to me. It was things like how he'd look up and just watch me for a split second when I walked into the kitchen in the morning after a shower, or especially if my shorts were riding up my thighs. How he'd always pause whatever he was doing when I took photos for a brand post and he was around. It was like his attention was suddenly obvious enough that I didn't know how I missed it before. And when he'd go to bed, and he'd lean in to hug and kiss me goodnight, I was suddenly aware of just how tightly he'd squeeze me, holding on for longer than I remembered or realized.
I kept wanting to tell myself it was nothing, and that I was only noticing things because I was suddenly looking for them. Like when you buy something and start seeing it everywhere. But now, I couldn't help but notice everything. The little laugh he'd make when I told him about a comment on one of my photos, or the way he always let me pick the show when we watched TV, even if it was something he'd never possibly like. Even the look in his eyes when I'd catch him watching me, only for him to look away.
It was as if some secret had been pulled out into the open, and suddenly all the normal things of our life together didn't feel so normal anymore. And I had no idea what I was supposed to do with that. The more I tried to ignore it, it only made me more aware of everything. Each glance, each smile, each second of his hand resting on me somewhere. In my head it was no longer just the comforting touch it'd always been.
So, I started to do little things, just to see what would happen. I mean, I didn't do anything obvious. Well, at least I didn't mean to at first. I just wanted to see if I could catch him looking when I did certain things, or if I was really just seeing things that weren't really there.
One morning, instead of throwing on my usual big T-shirt over my leggings, I picked a cropped tank and let my hair stay messy from my bed. When I walked into the kitchen, I could see him trying to sneak glances, even though he kept his head down over his coffee. He had to clear his throat first before he asked if I wanted eggs. Then I found myself watching him as closely as I thought he was watching me.
Other times, I'd hang around in the living room a little longer after dinner, curling up on the far end of the couch but stretching my legs out, pretending not to notice if the hem of my shorts rode up. Or I'd take a selfie in the kitchen, smiling at my phone, just to see if I could spot him behind me in either my screen, or the reflection in the window.
Sometimes it felt silly, like a game I'd made up to satisfy my own curiosity. Other times, it started to feel like I was probably pushing things too far. I can't lie that there was a small part of me that got some sort of perverse thrill in watching him watch me, but isn't that a big part of the reason people do the thing they're not supposed to? Because knowing that you're breaking some rule where no one gets hurt is always a bit too much fun?
One night, as we said goodnight in the kitchen, he hugged me a little closer, and I felt his hand at the small of my back, on the bare skin between my shirt and my shorts. It sent a shiver down my spine, and when he pulled away, he looked just a little flustered, like maybe he'd felt it.
After that, I couldn't stop. Each day, I'd try something new. I'd wear a tighter shirt, or maybe more lip gloss around the house. I'd post a new photo with these crazy thoughts that he'd probably see it. And while every part of me knew that it was wrong, some... I don't know- messed up part of me wanted him to notice. It was like my game had turned into this fascination of wanting to somehow see what would happen if he did notice what I was doing.
And every time I caught him looking during what could've been considered an inappropriate time, or when he'd watch me from a doorway, or even something as simple as him brushing past me, it was like proof that what I'd found on his computer wasn't just something that was accidentally there, or could be innocently explained away.
It probably didn't help that I knew what my body had to offer. I wasn't the skinniest girl, but I was healthy and carried my weight in the best ways I could hope for. I still had a trim waist that dipped inward between my hips and ribs, and when I moved right, you could see just a hint of my abs working under the skin. If anything, I liked the way my hips and butt had filled out from not being the super-skinny girl. It was great for how my shorts accented the shape of my thighs. And when it came to my butt, it made those same shorts hug a little tighter and dig a little deeper when I stuck it out, making it look a little bigger than it really was. And all of that helped some angles look too good not to share when I was trying to get more followers.
And while all of that's great, there's no denying that it's my chest that really makes people stop from scrolling on by, though. And I didn't mind showing it off, not if it meant more likes, or more followers, and maybe even a little extra influence over the people watching my feed. My eyes also have this sad, almost sleepy shape, and my mouth is small and pouty enough that even when I smiled, there was always a little hint of a naturally sad look behind it, even if I was totally happy. Sometimes I wondered if that was part of what drew guys in. You always hear about guys wanting to be the white knight, and how they wanted to be the one to rescue the girl. So maybe they just wanted to take care of me and make me happy, even though I already was. It was like it didn't take long before I couldn't help but wonder if that's why my dad looked at me too.
It began to seem like the more I posted, the more the outfits got a little skimpier, and the poses a little riskier, even around the house. If I was in the kitchen making coffee, I'd "forget" to pull my shorts down all the way, or I'd lean over the counter just a little longer than necessary when he was there. Sometimes I'd catch him in the doorway, out of the corner of my eye, as if he meant to say something but suddenly forgot what it was.
It became a kind of secret game that only I knew we were playing. I'd scroll through my own feed before bed, half-wondering which pictures he'd saved, or which ones he liked best, and what he thought when he looked at them when he was alone in his office. Some days, the idea made my skin tingle with nerves. Other days, it made me feel more daring than I knew I really was and almost a bit powerful from knowing that I could have that effect on the one person that I shouldn't.
Then one Saturday afternoon, after all of this torture for even myself, I decided to really put my theory to the test. I spent most of the morning lounging in the living room on the couch where the sun was hitting, pretending to watch TV. I wore my thinnest and softest tank top that was cut low enough that it made no effort to hide what was sitting just underneath. When my dad came in from the backyard, looking a little sweaty from mowing, I stretched my arms above my head, arching my back as if I'd just woken up and needed to work out the muscles. I glanced at him over my shoulder just in time to see him look away.
He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, barely making eye contact as he muttered something about the heat outside. But it wasn't just the heat, and I think we all know that.
That evening, while Dad was out picking up dinner, I decided to push things just a little further. I locked the bathroom door behind me, used candles to keep the light low, and posed in front of the mirror until I found just the right angle. I had the towel loosely wrapped around my hips, and it was so low that I probably would've been showing a bit of my pubic hair, if I didn't always keep it shaved. I held my phone in one hand, getting the angle just right, while my other arm pressed across my chest, mashing my breasts against my body. It was just barely covering enough to keep my areolas from showing. Still, there was no minimizing how much spilled out above and below my arm. The amount of my breasts I was showing was, by far, more daring than anything I'd shown before.
Even I couldn't believe what I was doing when I snapped the picture. For a moment, I studied the several pictures I took, and debated which one I was going to post. It was more overt than my usual, and I was sure that it would get a flood of comments and likes.
And if my dad saw it... well, I was going to check his downloads to see if he saved it, and then I'd know for sure. I posted it, tried to move on with my day, and waited for him to come home. I think the reality was, I didn't know if I'd even be able to handle it if he were to ever actually say anything. I think I just wanted him to look. At this point, I think I'd been messing around so long, that I think I'd worked myself into this obsession, just as much as him. So now I wanted to know that he saw me, or to figure out if he actually wanted me, even if neither of us could ever actually do anything about it.
Even then I knew I was being reckless, and that to keep pushing things was absolutely wrong. But no matter what I told myself, it was the most alive I'd ever felt, and was quickly becoming the only thing I could think about. Thankfully, I didn't have long to wait for him to get home, and I heard the garage door suddenly opening and then the squeak of his tires on the concrete.
Having changed into cut-off shorts and a loose, scoop-neck shirt, I jumped up from the couch, where I'd been watching the comments come in. The door from the house to the garage stuck a little, as always, but when I nudged it open and stepped through, I saw Dad sitting in his car and looking down at his phone.
When he saw me walking his way, his eyes went wide, and with a startled motion, he fumbled the phone in his hand, sending it clattering down onto his lap. He jerked, scrambling to grab it, and I could see the color rushing to his cheeks and he must've jammed it into his pocket.


"Hey," I said, trying to sound breezy. "Do you want help carrying anything in?"
He cleared his throat, glancing over at the food like he needed a second to pull himself together. "Uh- Yeah, sure. Thanks. They always put everything in so many bags there." He opened his door, shifting awkwardly to reach for the food sitting on the passenger seat.
I opened the passenger side door and leaned down to help. I knew that bending through the car door was putting a lot of my cleavage on display. I may not have been able to see him, but I'm sure he had to have been looking. I made zero effort to keep them from jiggling as I gathered up some of the bags and then stood back up.
He followed me inside, juggling the rest of what I didn't grab. "I appreciate the help," he said, trying to sound casual. "That was one thing your mom was bad about, was ever offering to come help when she heard me pull in."
"I don't mind," I replied, and set the bags on the counter. "Besides, if I let you do everything, I have no doubt you'd probably just complain about my generation being lazy."
Dad scoffed, rolling his eyes at our running joke because of how much you see it in social media. "Well that's because your generation is lazy, isn't it?"
Even though we were joking with each other, just like we usually did, it felt like he had this little bit of tension in his voice like he was trying to downplay something. We unpacked the bags, trading the usual small talk of me asking how his day was, and him joking and asking about what I didn't get around to doing with mine. For a couple of minutes everything felt normal again. Then we grabbed plates, slid onto the stools at the island, and started eating.
I kicked my feet a little, watching him dig through the containers for the spring rolls. "You were pretty glued to your phone out in the garage. Everything ok?"
He shrugged, not looking up. "Yeah, uh- just... You know, just checking on a couple of work things."
"On a Friday night? In the dark?" I grinned. "Sounds riveting."
He gave a short laugh, but he almost sounded uncomfortable. "No, it was- Well, one of the project managers sent a render that looked off. So, you know, I was... just trying to see if it was the lighting or if the whole thing was trash. But you know, how small those screens are. So, surprise surprise, turns out I'm too old, and it's too small, so I'll just check it on my computer later. But yeah, thrilling stuff."
"Uh-huh," I teased and snatched the last spring roll from the container. "You'd been out there a while. Thought maybe you were hiding from me."
He snorted, finally meeting my eyes for just a second before going back to his food. "Please. I'd need a better hiding spot than the garage."
I smirked and let it drop, swinging my legs under the stool while he poked at his rice. I reached over and snagged a fortune cookie, twirling it between my fingers.
"Well, If you're ever working with someone that might have something I could help promote, I could always use another brand to work with. Or maybe you could even just try to hype my posts. Heck, I'll even take just a 'like' from time to time."
He just shook his head, looking everywhere but at me, and I thought I could see his cheeks go a little bit red. "I think you get plenty of attention already. I don't know how much help I could be with that."
I broke open the cookie and read the slip aloud, acting dramatic as possible when I saw it. "You will have an unexpected encounter." I looked up and gave him my most suspenseful look. "Ooooh. I wonder what kind of encounter."
We both laughed at the generic message, but for me, there was something different in the air after I'd lied about what the fortune actually said. We finished eating, and I let the conversation drift back to more mundane topics. After dinner, I helped with the little bit of dishes, and then made up an excuse to leave, claiming I was going to my room to see if I could reach out to some companies. I pictured him watching me as I walked away.
Once I'd closed the door and peeled off my clothes, I was ready to grab a change to go take a shower and call it a night. But when I tugged my panties down, I suddenly became aware of how much they were clinging to me, causing me to pause, and stare at the wet fabric in surprise. I hadn't even noticed it happening. The realization hit me hard how much my game of teasing him, and his reactions had gotten to me.
I tried to shake it off, reaching for my phone because I was curious how many comments my last post had. I flopped onto my bed, and went straight to the bathroom mirror selfie. The comments were already piling up. A lot were the usual thirsty nonsense of fire emojis and heart eyes. Then there were the ones holding nothing back to say exactly what they'd do if they could get their hands on me. I lay there skimming through them, feeling that buzz you get from chasing followers and likes, and then my fingers found their way between my thighs. I teased myself while skimming through the mess that was still between my thighs.
I couldn't deny I enjoyed the attention, and if I'm being honest, it's part of why I started posting more than just pictures with friends. So, while some of the things people said definitely went too far, knowing people liked looking at me still did something for me. Every touch of my own hand mimicked each swipe of my thumb on the screen. That eventually gave way to absently doing to myself, what some of the commenters said they wanted to do to me. It didn't take long until I was eventually squeezing my thighs together, and my hips were moving restlessly beneath my hand.
One comment caught my eye. Wish I was getting to tuck that in at night. Or even better, getting tucked into it. It crept into my imagination because of how close to home it hit. I replayed the words in my mind until I was picturing exploring hands that weren't my own. I closed my eyes and used my fingers to make little circles over my clit, feeling how sensitive and swollen I already was from my own teasing and the words of these strangers.
I barely even realized when the phone slipped from my hand, tumbling onto the blanket. I didn't care about what anyone else had to say anymore. I let my other hand drift up, cupping my large breast, and began to focus on only my own touch and thoughts. I moved my fingers lower, spreading myself open, so I could feel the cooler air touch the sensitive areas it never gets to. Teasing around my entrance, I took a second to just run my fingers between my swollen lips, before sliding the two inside, and working my palm against the top of my slit, while my fingers pressed up against that sensitive spot on the top wall. I didn't waste any time as I worked in and out at a pace that had my hips start to jerk against my own hand.
The pressure built quickly in this deep, urgent aching sensation that rapidly got worse with each stroke. Focusing more, my thumb rubbed tight circles over my clit, as I arched my back, and spread my legs wide atop my bedding. I could feel how wet I was as it coated my fingers, and couldn't help noting that it seemed like there was more fluid than I normally had from simply fingering myself. Every realization, combined with every movement, seemed to drive me closer to the edge. I bit down on my lower lip, trying to keep quiet as my body tensed from the approaching orgasm. For whatever reason, I always loved the feeling of my muscles fluttering around my fingers.
When it finally hit, I pressed my hand hard to my cunt, gasping as the pleasurable sensations rushed through me. I stayed there, grinding against my own hand, relishing every aftershock as I choked back my whimpers, until I was too sensitive to handle it anymore. After that, the tension melted from my body as it finally started to relax.
Then I laid there with my thighs still trembling, feeling my juices seep around my still buried fingers and down between my cheeks. The first thoughts beyond my own body were of my dad. That just seemed to serve as proof that whatever was going on between us, it was certainly no longer a one-sided thing of his alone.
The next morning, the sunlight woke me up far earlier than I wanted. My body felt messy, and I was in desperate need of a shower since I never got to it after I'd finished. It was like a reminder of everything I'd done the night before that I knew I should've felt ashamed about. I stretched under the covers, replaying the flashes of my dad's face in the garage when he saw me, all the way through the rush of letting myself half embrace the idea of where things had started to turn.
Waking up and getting my bearings, the house sounded unusually quiet. It took me a minute to realize I was probably up early enough for Dad to be out for his Saturday coffee run. So, having the house to myself, I felt the knot of anticipation that had started in my stomach the previous day when I decided to take the picture, twist a little tighter.
I threw on a shirt and shorts and headed down the hall. The office door was open, and I stepped inside, barely believing what I had done, or was about to do, as I opened his laptop and typed in the password.
Once again, I went straight to the downloads. And there it was - my new photo. A file name with my handle, time-stamped only minutes after I'd headed off to my room. I double-clicked it to make sure, and the picture I'd posted last night filled the screen.
My heart hammered in my chest. He'd seen it and he'd saved it, just like all the others.
I stared at the screen with an overwhelming sense of a throb building low in my core. There was no convincing myself that there was any way to explain this away, not anymore. Whatever game we'd been playing, whatever line I'd been teasing at, I was definitely right about it.
Shutting it all down, I closed the laptop, unable to stop the shaking in my hands. I should have felt nervous, maybe even scared, but all I felt was a rush of satisfaction at the proof of the effect I had on him, and at being right.
I left the office and stood in the quietness of the kitchen, wondering how I'd ever look him in the eye again, and already wanting to see how far I could take things. I tried to busy myself making breakfast, but every sound from outside set my nerves jangling. When Dad finally walked in, carrying a paper bag from the bakery and a coffee, I caught myself watching him while I tried to focus on my food.
He set the bag on the counter and gave me a quick smile, but I'm pretty sure I saw him look at me for a second longer than what would be ok if he were some stranger. He was taking me in. Checking out my bare legs, and messy hair, or maybe even the blush that felt like it rose up on my cheeks from his looks.
"I brought you something," he said, pushing the bag toward me. "Got your favorite. A chocolate croissant."
I grinned, reaching into the bag and deliberately licking a smear of chocolate off my thumb. "Thanks. I swear, you always know just what I'm craving."
He watched with a smile, and I felt a rush of unplanned confidence bubbling up, but impossible to resist. So I took a bite, and then almost on a whim, I glanced up at him.
"Hey... are you busy today?"
He shook his head, sipping his coffee. "Nothing that I can think of. Why?"
I leaned back against the counter, trying to look as casual as I could. "It's supposed to be hot today, and so I was thinking, maybe... I dunno- we could go to the beach? It seems like you and I haven't been in forever. I mean, it was just a thought, but- well in my head it sounded like it could be fun."
He took a second to answer as he went about what he was doing, then nodded. "Yeah. Sure. We can do that."
"Really?" I couldn't keep the excitement out of my voice and kinda bounced a little bit. "Awesome! I'll go get ready."
He blinked, a little caught off guard. "Oh! You mean like... right now?"
I didn't miss the way his eyes dropped for a split second when I'd bounced, before he caught himself. "Unless you've got something else you need to do before we go," I pouted, and let my hips swing to one side as I tossed my hair over my shoulder, playing up the teasing just a little. "I'll even pack us some snacks or something after I get ready."
He recovered quickly, rubbing the back of his neck. "No- I mean, yeah... I'm good. Just let me change and grab the beach chairs from the garage."
I darted down the hall to my room, rummaging through different styles of bikinis until I found one that could barely be considered safe for public with a tiny white triangle top considering my size, and only strings that held everything in place. The set came with a matching bottom with the same thin ties at the hips. I tugged on my shortest pair of cutoff denim shorts that were so short they were frayed to the point the pocket lining stuck out the bottom. I left the zipper open and folded it back to reveal the bikini bottoms peeking out. Then I tossed on a light, fishnet beach top, grabbed my favorite sunglasses, a small canvas bag, and some sunscreen.
I checked my hair in the mirror, seeing it was messy and loose, but it worked. My chest looked even fuller in the bikini top than usual without the proper support holding them in. The shorts crept up on my butt to the point that would have been a bit much even for what I'd usually post on my social feed.
When I stepped out into the hall, my dad was just coming in from the garage, having packed the folding chairs in the back. He stopped short when he saw me, looking from my legs to my chest and back again.
"All set?" I asked, swinging my bag and giving him an excited smile.
He swallowed. "Yeah. You, uh... ready to go?"
"Well, I was gonna grab some snacks to take, unless you don't want anything."
Daddy- er, my dad shook his head, with this little, reluctant smile tugging at his mouth. "I'm uh- I'm good. I already grabbed some drinks, so those are in a cooler in the car, and I don't need any snacks unless you do. Or we can just grab a bite from somewhere nearby while we're there, if you'd like."
I shrugged, heading toward him and the garage with a skip in my step. "Nah, I already had a bite for breakfast plus the croissant you brought home, so I'll be good for a while."
He did a quarter turn, tilted his head, and gestured toward the door, trying to not watch what that bounce in my step did to me. "Sounds like we're ready then."
I slipped on my sunglasses, slid my phone into the little side pocket of my bag, and walked out ahead of him. The warmth in the enclosed and unconditioned space of the garage hit me as soon as I got close to the door, promising a real beach day. I tossed my bag in the back and climbed into the passenger seat, crossing my legs.
Dad slid behind the wheel, stealing a quick look at me before pushing the start button. Obviously I noticed it, but I pretended not to, and started fiddling with my hair in the mirror of the passenger visor as he opened the garage door.
He backed out of the driveway, glancing over at me as I settled in. "Playlist privileges are all yours," he said, handing me the cable since I wasn't hooked up to his Bluetooth.
"Aw, you mean I don't have to listen to your old man music?" I grinned, teasing him, and then scrolling through my phone until I found something bright and summery. As the music filled the car, I sang along under my breath, letting my feet bounce in time to the beat.
The drive passed fast enough with the sunlight and radio and stolen glances. Most of the drive we talked about nothing, and the rest of the time he teased me about my music choices. There were very few stretches we just drove in silence.
As we pulled off the main road and started seeing signs for the beach, he slowed down, squinting into the glare. "Looks busy, but I think there's still some parking up ahead."
I stretched, arching my back as the seatbelt cut across my chest. I smiled, feeling a spark of pride. "Yay! I can't wait to get my feet in the sand."
"Yeah, it's been a long time since I've been to the beach at all," he said, parking the car.
We climbed out, grabbed the cooler and the chairs, and started toward the sand, finding a spot a little way from the busiest stretch of the beach, but still close enough to hear the chatter of others and the splash of the waves. I dropped my bag, taking off my top, and shook out the blanket. There was enough of a breeze to whip it out as I bent to spread it over the sand. I was certain the bikini was doing the job I intended as I worked. I could feel the fabric pulling tight against me, as the strings dug into the back of my neck to try and hold me in place. I didn't bother to try and make anything less obvious either.
Dad set the chairs down, glancing at me, then quickly back at the cooler like he was suddenly fascinated by the ice inside. I continued what I was doing, reaching to smooth out the blanket of its wrinkles before getting up and reaching for the waistband of my shorts.
I hooked my thumbs under the denim, standing with my back to him as I slid them down my hips, inch by inch. The rough fabric caught on my thighs as I tugged them down, and I bent further until I could step out of them, causing my bikini bottoms to ride up as I did. I wondered if he was still fascinated by the ice, or if he was suddenly feeling a little hotter, watching me as I straightened and gave my shorts a little shake before stuffing them into my bag.
The sun felt amazing on my bare skin. I stretched again, reaching arms overhead, and letting my dirty blonde hair fall down my back to where it ended about half way down. Reaching back, I slipped my fingers under the edge of my bikini bottoms, pulling them from between my cheeks, and let the material slip off my fingers with an audible snap when it hit my skin. I hoped it drew his attention if he hadn't already been watching.
"I think we got the perfect spot," I said, glancing back over my shoulder with a smile. "I'm so glad you agreed to come."
He managed a nod, still looking everywhere but at me. "Yeah, me too. You're right, it's definitely been a while."
Turning to face him, I grinned, running my hands through my hair to shake it out. "You coming in the water with me?"
He shielded his eyes from the sun and shook his head. "Nah, you go ahead. I'm just gonna enjoy this for a minute," he said, settling back in his chair.
"Suit yourself," I said, but my eyes couldn't help stealing a quick glance down to his lap for just a second, and catching the way the fabric of his shorts looked like they could've been tented, even if only barely. My smile turned sly. "Then you're on bag duty," I said, meaning he was responsible for making sure no one stole my stuff.
Then I jogged off toward the water, well aware of how I must've looked to anyone who bothered to pay attention. The first splash was cold enough to make me gasp, always is, but once I waded in, the water felt good. I dove under, surfaced, and pushed my water-soaked hair back, gasping out loud after fully submerging myself in the relatively cool water.
It didn't take long before I caught the attention of a few guys nearby who were tossing a football, and another pair splashing each other in the shallows. Some tried waving me over, calling out, "Hey, want to join us?" or, "What's your name?" I just smiled, shaking my head, and kept to myself.
One of the guys who was older than the rest, but still young waded out and fell in step beside me. "What are you doing out here all by yourself?" he asked with a grin on his face.
I tried to stay polite, but also dismissive. "I'm not alone, but thank you."
He didn't take the hint. "Boyfriend?"
I nodded, glancing back up the beach at my dad. "Yeah. That one right there."
He glanced over and raised his eyebrows. "You sure about that? He looks pretty old to be your boyfriend."


I caught my dad's eye, waved him over, and yelled out toward him, "Babe, can you come here a second?" I felt this little twinge at calling him babe for the first time in my life, but I didn't let it show on my face.
Dad looked confused for a beat, then stood and walked toward us. When he got close enough, I slipped my arm around his waist, pulling him into my side.
"This is my boyfriend, Mike," I said brightly.
Daddy blinked but didn't miss a beat. He put his arm around my shoulders, squeezing me tight enough that my breasts pressed into his side. "Hey, man," he said, with a hit of possessiveness in it. "How ya doing?"
The other guy hesitated, then threw his hands up. "Alright, alright. My bad. Didn't mean to step on any toes."
I just grinned, giving my dad's side a little squeeze, forcing my breasts together and exaggerating my cleavage just to tease the guy, as the guy turned back to his friends. "See? I knew you needed to come down with me. I need you to protect me from all these boys, Daddy."
He let out a shaky laugh, searching my eyes, like he was trying to figure something out. "Yeah, well... you could've just told him who I really was."
"I know but," I started, letting my hand linger around his waist, "I figured some might still try anyway."
"And what's up with calling me 'Daddy?'" he asked, with his brow kinda furrowed.
"I don't know," I answered honestly with a meek smile. "I guess it just came out since I was talking about you protecting me. Sorry."
He gave me a look I wasn't quite sure about, and then, as if deciding not to overthink it, waded out into the water with me.
The waves were pretty calm, and we swam out past where most of the kids were splashing, to the point where we could feel the current tugging at us. It almost felt like old times before I'd started to see him differently. I swam on my back, squeezing my eyes shut against the sun, then rolled over and splashed him, goading him into chasing me.
He retaliated by lunging, grabbing me around the waist, and tossing me up and into a small wave with a strength that caught me off guard. I squealed, arms windmilling, as I crashed back down and the water rushing over my face.
"Grrr!" I growled and laughed, sputtering and wiping the water from my eyes. "How dare you?"
He just grinned, looking ten years younger than he ever did at home. "You asked for it."
"Again!" I pleaded, swimming back over, and he obliged, grabbing me by my hips, and tossing me up as I jumped so I'd go further. I hit the water hard, and this time when, I surfaced, I realized the strings of my bikini top had slipped. I clutched at it, laughing and shrieking in real embarrassment, as I ducked under to adjust it before popping up again.
Daddy's eyes had gone wide, and for a second, neither of us moved. Then he cleared his throat, looking away.
"Alright," he said, suddenly sounding a little bit hoarse. "I think we'd better call it before you give the whole beach a show."
I giggled, and could feel how hard I was blushing, and swam for the shore. "Aw! Fine, be that way then," I pouted, but jokingly.
We walked back up the sand together, close enough that our arms brushed. Dad settled back into his chair, shaking the water from his hair and stretching his legs out in the sun. I dropped onto the blanket beside him, glad to feel the warmth of the sun and sand after the cool water.
I rummaged through my bag and pulled out a bottle of sunscreen, flipping the cap open with one thumb. The sun was getting high at this point as it beat down on my shoulders and chest. Gripping the bottle, I squeezed a line of lotion onto my palm before spreading it over my arms. It was nice and warm from having sat in my bag in the sun.
Not wanting to burn, I poured a some more into my hand and started rubbing it across my shoulders and then my chest, so that the greasy sunscreen had the skin of my breasts glistening as I worked it in. The thin triangles of my bikini had to move with me, but every pass of my hands made them jiggle. The straps were digging a little into my shoulders as I worked just my fingers under the edge of the top. I talked to my dad as I went through my normal process, and I was pretty sure he was watching everywhere I applied it.
"So after so long, what's your favorite part about coming out here?" I asked, as if I was just making small talk. "Is it the view?" I asked, looking out at the water as though that were what I was talking about. "Or do you just like the people watching?"
He let out a long sigh. "Honestly, I just never even come anymore, so I don't know. Once you and I stopped coming, I never seemed to think about it."
I smiled, using my fingertips to work in the last bit of lotion in the space between my breasts. Happy with how the skin was slick and glossy in the sunlight, I reached for my stomach, and then my legs next. I moved to stretch one out and work the lotion from my thigh down to my calf.
"Yeah," I said, glancing his way just long enough to see him looking out at the water, his jaw looked like it was tense. "I get that. I guess I usually only come when someone else suggests it."
He shrugged, and when he spoke, but he sounded a little subdued. "Maybe we're just not really beach people."
I leaned back, propping myself on my elbows, letting the sun soak into every inch of what it could. The silence that seemed to settle between us wasn't awkward, just a bit like it was significant to me somehow. The sound of the waves and the distant calls of the other beachgoers filled the air, but all I was aware of was the warmth on my skin, the scent of my sunscreen, and Dad sitting just out of arm's reach.
The conversation faded, and I stretched out fully on my towel, tucking my arms under my head. I let my eyes drift closed, and every now and then I could hear him readjusting in his chair. It came with the faint creak of the aluminum frame and the occasional sigh as he started to relax a little bit.
After a while, I rolled to my side, propping myself up to see him. He was sitting with his eyes closed, and a half-smile that helped accent just the faintest lines along his face thanks to the sweat and sun. I fished the sunscreen out of the sand where I'd dropped it and reached over, tapping it against his leg.
"Here," I said, lazily. "You should put some on before you turn into a lobster."
He cracked one eye open and took the bottle, rubbing some onto his arms and legs without a fuss. I just laid there and watched for a moment as he did. When he was done, I took the bottle again and turned my attention back to my own skin. I ran more lotion along my sides and then down each leg and finally up over my butt.
Satisfied with what I could easily reach, I sat up, and twisted my hair into a knot at the top of my head. I squirted more sunscreen into my palm and reached over my shoulder, doing my best to rub it into my upper back. Being a fairly limber, I got a good portion of it, but obviously there was a patch I couldn't quite reach, that was just below my shoulder blades.
"Hey, Daddy?" I said, turning halfway toward him. "Can you get the middle of my back? I can't quite reach."
He looked at me for a second, then nodded and knelt beside me on the blanket. I passed him the bottle, feeling a little something course through me, and then turned so I could lay face down.
He squeezed some of the lotion onto his palm, then his hand finally touched me right between my shoulder blades, spreading the sunscreen with sweeping strokes. His touch was warm and he kept it completely innocent, and never spent to much time in any one spot as he worked the lotion into my skin. I closed my eyes, letting myself enjoy the simple closeness and the feeling of his hands on my bare back.
"Let me know if I miss anywhere," he murmured, softly.
"You're good," I said, smiling into the towel.
When he finished, I thanked him, then shifted, wiggling a little as I tried to find a comfortable spot for my boobs that were squashed underneath me. It was almost as if I were trying to make a pocket for them in the sand. Once I found a good enough spot, I let out a quiet sigh and rested my head on my arms, turning my face in my dad's direction.
From behind my sunglasses, I watched his shadow move ever so slowly with the sun, and let myself drift. Every now and then, though, I'd peek up at him. While I couldn't be sure, it seemed like his eyes kept returning to me, like he was taking opportunities to check out how my bikini bottoms didn't quite cover even half of my ass.
Maybe it was just my imagination, or maybe it was the kind of attention I'd started to crave since I started posting content online. Either way, whenever I thought I caught him looking through the dark glasses, his gaze would move back to the water, or up to the sky, and I was pretty sure he had the faintest hint of a smile.
I wriggled again, acutely aware of the way my body looked. I may not have the biggest ass, but I'd taken enough pictures that I knew it didn't take much of an arch in my back to push it up high. Spreading my legs just a little, I let the sun soak into the new bit of exposed skin and closed my eyes, doing everything to ignore and will away the fluttering in my belly.
After a while, I lifted my head just a little, brushing the hair off my cheek and looking over at him. He was watching the horizon, but there was a flush on his neck that hadn't been there earlier. I almost smiled, wondering if it was just the sun, or me.
I propped myself up on my elbows, but still feeling those particular parts of me press into the towel. My breasts looked even bigger like that, squashed and spilling a bit, as my weight pushed them in any direction they could go. I looked up at him and spoke.
"You know what we should do?" I asked breaking the silence.
He glanced back down at me and I could just see his eyebrows lift, as if they were asking the question. "What's that?"
"Ice cream." I grinned, pushing myself up and sweeping my hair back over my shoulders.
He chuckled, shaking his head. "I think I'm good. It's so hot out, it'll probably melt faster than we can eat it."
Before he could finish, I hopped to my feet and took the step toward him so I could drop onto his lap sideways. I was hyper-aware of any part of me that was touching against him. He stiffened, his whole body going tense beneath me, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning in until my face was inches from his.
"Pleeeeaaaase?" I begged, putting my pouty face back on for the second time since we got here and batted my eyelashes shamelessly. "It'll be even better because it's hot."
Daddy looked almost completely shocked by me suddenly being on top of him. But that didn't stop one of his hands from landing awkwardly on my knee, and the other steadying me with a gentle grip on my hip, pressing into the bare skin just below the string tie of my bikini bottom.
"I- uh..." He swallowed, his eyes darting between my face and the rest of me. "You sure you really want ice cream that bad?"
I nodded, pressing closer, so that my chest was squished up against his shoulder. "More than anything," I whispered, still grinning.
He let out a groan when he finally gave in. "Alright, alright. Let's get you some ice cream."
"Yesss," I said, giving him a quick squeeze and a kiss on his cheek before hopping off his lap.
I grabbed my shorts and slipped them on, not bothering to zip them, and flashed him another smile as I stuffed my feet into my sandals. "See, I always knew I had the best dad in the world," I joked
He shook his head, the smallest smile crossing his face. "Yeah, if only getting you some ice cream could win me an award."
"Well, if I find any that I can nominate you for, I'll be sure to throw your name in," I replied, starting to gather up our stuff.
He stood and began folding the chairs, and then started shaking all of the sand out of his towel he'd had draped over it. I knelt, letting the bikini I chose do its job, while I started working on the blanket I'd been laying on, trying to focus on the task. We worked quickly, only exchanging the occasional reminder to not forget something as I handed him a bag or he pointed out the forgotten bottle of sunscreen in the sand.
With everything packed up, we headed for the parking lot. He carried the small cooler as we made our way up to the hot boards. I slung my bag over one shoulder and swung our unused towels with my free hand, feeling a little like a kid again.
Getting up among the little stands, the wind was cut down, and we could feel how much warmer it suddenly was. Both of us moved a little slower, not quite possessing the same energy we'd had when we got here. At the car, Dad popped the trunk and we loaded everything in, with him making sure the cooler was wedged just so, so that the chairs would fit.
He closed the trunk and locked the car, nodding down the row of stands along the edge of the lot. "Looks like that stand over there has some, if you really want it."
"Absolutely," I grinned, looping my arm through his as I practically dragged him across the parking lot. I could feel the difference in his body. It was tense, but grudgingly willing, and I pressed close just so I could feel him.
The little ice cream stand was shaded by a cheaply made looking, board structure, and had a menu scrawled in chalk on a board that was leaned against the shack. A couple of kids darted around us, chasing each other, and I could smell the vanilla and waffle cones.
He still chose not to get any, so it was only me. I leaned up to the window, ordering the biggest swirl cone they offered. When the girl behind the counter handed me my cone, I wasted no time in feeling the cold against my tongue, feeling that tightness that sometimes happens at the joint when you get something sweet all of a sudden.
He paid, rolling his eyes when I made a face at the price. Seeing how fast it was already starting to melt, he made a comment about not wanting me dripping in the car. So, with that we wandered off to the edge of the boardwalk so I could eat it, where some little tables sat unoccupied. I slid onto the bench and dove right in, taking another huge lick. The sun was relentless, melting the ice cream faster than I could keep up.
I eyed the mess giggling as it threatened to run everywhere, and wrapped my lips around the top of the cone, taking as much of the melting ice cream into my mouth as I could in one go. I sucked in, letting the cold hit the back of my throat while the rest dripped down over my knuckles.
"Shoot," I laughed through a mouth foll, tilting my hand as the cold cream started to drip onto my leg. I stuck my tongue out and licked at the mess, swirling it around my fingers. "Ok, so you were right. This was a disaster waiting to happen."
Daddy watched with a funny looking smile as I leaned over the table to try and avoid any more drips from getting on me. I was determined to not let any go to waste. I sucked the last drip from the pad of my thumb, looking up at him through my lashes. "Next time, at least tell me I should get it in a bowl," I said, laughing at the ridiculousness of how I must've looked.
He shook his head, still smiling, but I could see him watching me closely, as I licked another streak of melting ice cream off my palm.
"There, all good now," I said, wiping my fingers on a napkin and flashing him a grin. "See? No harm done."
His eyes didn't really leave my mouth, and for a second, I wasn't sure if I was hotter than the sun was necessarily making me feel. I finished off the cone, still tasting vanilla and chocolate on my lips.
I tossed my napkins and we headed back to the car, even though the sun was still pretty high. At least the breeze was finally picking up enough to cool the sweat on my skin while we walked. The drive home was much quieter that the drive there after so much time in the sun. The windows were cracked, and both of us were lost in our own thoughts. Every so often, I'd glance over and catch him watching the road and I'd take a second to check him out while he was distracted.
Back at the house, we unpacked everything. I brought the cooler inside and dumped the towels in the laundry, even though we hadn't used them. I could still feel the faint stickiness of sunscreen and salt on my skin. Dad set the chairs in their place in the garage, then joined me in the kitchen where I poured us each a glass of cold water from the fridge's water dispenser.
It felt good, having spent the day together. We had just laid there with no hurry, and no reason to rush off or hang out in my room like we usually did when I was around the house on the weekends. I hopped up and perched on the counter, swinging my legs, and we talked about random stuff for a while. Like the weird people at the beach, and whether or not he put the sunscreen on too late, and wondering if he was going to be burnt by tomorrow.
Eventually, I suggested we order a pizza, since neither of us seemed like we had the energy to cook. Daddy agreed without a second thought, pulling out his phone to order it.
We ate on the couch, and I put my legs over his. I was a little surprised when he didn't flinch, or try to pull away. The sun was finally beginning to set outside, leaving us both in a bit of a sleepy contentment after a fun day. I curled up on my side, watching the TV, and not having bothered to change clothes since we got home. That also meant my butt was also sticking out of the bottom of my shorts in his direction, not to mention whatever he could see up top from where he sat.
I glanced over, trying to read him. His attention was mostly fixed on the TV, but every now and then he looked over, drifting along my body for a second before making his way up to my face, or back to the TV. I'd never even thought to fantasize about things until recently and even though a part of my brain tried to urge better discretion, it was a really small part and easy to ignore. So with each interaction, it was like the idea dug a little deeper into my imagination.
I rolled onto my back and resting my arms above my head, which caused my back to arch some. The top barely covered what it was supposed to with my new position. Laying on my back gave just a little slack to my top, and the now looser triangle cups gaped a little at the edges, threatening to reveal more if I wasn't careful. I laid there, not making any effort to do anything about it. In fact, if anything, I shifted again, so I could put my feet back in his lap.
For a while, neither of us said anything. Even though my breathing slowed, my mind had begun to race. I let my hand rest on my stomach, just below the line of my top, while my thumb began tracing little circles there as if by accident. "Is it weird I kind of love nights like this?" I asked, barely above the volume of the TV. "It just... I don't know the last time spent a day together like this, so it's been really nice."
He looked at me then, unable to avoid the way my body was on display. "No," he said quietly, "it's not weird at all."
I watched his gaze wander down again, and he was either having a harder time hiding it, or was just making less of an effort. The realization started to bring on that familiar tingling deep inside, more direct than anything I'd felt all day.
I shifted again, letting my knees fall apart, the hem of my shorts riding as high on my thigh as the fabric would allow. It was enough that the thin fabric of my bikini bottoms peeked out. I caught him glancing, and his hand tightened slightly on my shin where it'd been resting.
A sudden urge struck me just to see how he'd react. I grabbed my phone from the table, raising it above me, and squeezed my breasts together with my arms, framing them in the shot. I pouted my lips into a kissy face, then letting my lips part and my eyes go heavy. My cleavage was spilling out of my top so much so, that I could feel the cool air teasing at the edge of my nipples. I took a few snaps, checking how they came out, and making tiny adjustments until I got one I liked.


I could feel Daddy watching what I was doing, but I think he was probably also taking the opportunity to look at the underboob from his angle while I pressed them together.
"What are you doing?" he asked carefully.
I grinned at my screen, working as I talked. "Posting! It's a cute picture."
He frowned, just a little. "You really think that's a good idea? With... you know, everything showing like it is?"
I finished my caption of something playful and a little flirty, and hit share. Then I turned slightly so he could see my screen. "Yeah, I do. Seriously, it's a cute picture. Here, look."
I sat up a bit, and he used his hand to help hold down my legs as I held my phone so he could see the photo. "See?" I said, meeting his eyes. "Nothing wrong with showing off a little. Right? I mean I just spent the whole day at the beach in front of strangers like this."
He looked at the phone, then at me, and I could see the struggle on his face of admiration and worry, all mixed up. His felt his fingers move just a tiny bit on my shin. He went back to checking the screen, then flicked down to my chest. For a second, he just stared. It was like he was fighting an impossible battle with himself, and that he was starting to lose. Something about him seemed so much younger and almost guilty, like a kid caught reaching for a cookie he knew he wasn't supposed to have. I followed his eyes and immediately felt the color rush all the way up to my ears when I realized why. One of my bikini cups had shifted, and the better part of my areola, including my nipple, was visible. It was plain as day, and right there in front of him.
"Oops," I murmured, suddenly shy. I tucked myself away, tugging the fabric back in place, and dropped back against the couch, and little part of me wanted to die from the accidental exposure. Yet, if I put the embarrassment aside, there was a much bigger part that was kind of excited that I'd accidentally crossed a line I don't know I ever would've, otherwise. It was one thing to tease and think these things, but another to know he'd actually seen something he wasn't supposed to.
I lay there for a minute, staring at nothing, and barely breathing. I don't know how long I'd been lying there, but I finally tried to brush it off, trying to make my voice as carefree as I could. "Guess I just showed you more than the picture I posted, huh?"
He didn't look over, and kept his eyes glued to the TV, but his voice sounded a bit husky when he talked. "It's fine, honey. Really. Don't give it another thought." But he didn't sound like he was just offering reassurance. I've been around enough boys to know when they're trying to hide something honest underneath.
I sat there considering what he'd said, then swallowed and looked down my length toward him. "Can I ask you something?" barely able to get the words out. "It's... it's really personal though. And embarrassing."
This time he actually looked over, and furrowed his brow, like he could tell I was serious. "Of course. You know you can always talk to me about anything, no matter what."
I hesitated, trying to find the right words as I talked. "Since... Well, you already saw... I mean, I always wondered-" I let out a big sigh. "Do you think my areolas are... ugly?"
He sputtered like he choked on his own spit, caught completely off guard by my question. "I'm sorry- What?" He recovered and faced me again, clearly wishing he'd misheard. "Could you... please repeat that?"
I blushed so hard I felt it in my ears, but the question was already out there. I took a shaky breath, then sat up and, after a moment, slid my fingers inside the triangles of my bikini top.
Daddy's hand shot out instantly, firmly closing his fingers around my wrist. "Sweetie, wait- What are you doing?"
I froze, looking back up at him, and he almost panicked.
I let out a nervous sound, but pressed on. "Daddy... what's the difference at this point?" I asked quietly, and almost sounding ashamed. "You already saw them, anyway, so what's it matter now?"
His grip loosened, but he didn't let go.
"I always thought... they were too big," I said, not bothering to repeat the question, yet unable to meet his eyes. "And honestly, my nipples too. I know it's dumb, but I used to hate them, especially with how much they show in everything I wear..."
I sat there in silence, feeling equal parts fear from now intentionally exposing myself, and relief of putting it out there. Then I waited for him to say something. Anything, that would let me believe I wasn't as strange or flawed as I'd always feared. It was the same concerns I'm sure so many girls my age always felt about her body. Maybe not her breasts, but one part or another.
Daddy opened his mouth, but now it was his turn to stammer. "Sweetie, they're... they're fine. Really."
I glanced up, finally looking to meet his eyes, except he wasn't looking at my face. All of his attention was fixed on what I was showing him, taking in every detail without even trying to hide it.
I let out a tiny huff of breath. "'Fine' doesn't really mean ok, though. You know that, right? People say food was 'fine' even when they hated it."
He shook his head a little, pulling himself out of his trance, and finally looked up at my face. His cheeks were flushed, and his eyes were glazed over with an expression between awe and guilt. "No- Well, yes- I mean, they're not just fine, baby. They're... Jesus, I shouldn't be saying these kinds of things to you." He dropped his head back, searching for the right words. "I'm going to burn in hell for this, but they're beautiful. You have nothing to be ashamed of, sweetie. Really."
I gave him an unconvinced "hmmm," looking back down at my chest. With my nerves tingling, I reached up and tweaked one nipple, then the other, rolling them between my fingers until both were stiff and standing out as hard as they got.
"And you don't think my nipples are too big, or that it's weird that my areolas crinkle when they're hard?" I questioned softly, watching his reaction, then looking back at my breasts. "Or that they stand out too much? Because unless I'm wearing a really thick bra, I swear they show through everything, no matter what else I wear..."
My voice trailed off, but I still didn't cover myself, waiting for something more. Anything. He just sat there staring at them, and I could hear his breath become a little uneven. In that moment, I wanted the truth more than anything.
Daddy's gaze never left my chest. "No, baby. They're not too big at all. Honestly..." He shook his head, trying to snap himself back to the moment. "Your areolas aren't big. They're the perfect size for you. And the color is the perfect contrast to your skin. As far as the way they crinkle- it's normal, and it's..." He swallowed. "It's beautiful. And your nipples- there's nothing weird about them. They're the size of an eraser, at most. And I get they stand out, sure, but so do a lot of women's, even in movies. That's not a bad thing. They're... honestly, they're incredible."
His hands had let go of my wrists a while ago, but now they started to reach across his body on instinct while he talked. It was like he was excited at the thought of touching me. He caught himself, though, and set his hand back down at his sides, avoiding even touching my legs.
In the charged silence, I suddenly became aware of how close my foot was to the top of his lap, and I was pretty sure I felt him twitch against my foot. I watched his hand that had almost reached me, then glanced up at him. Suddenly I wanted him to forget about what he knew was right and what he wanted.
I lifted my breasts in my hands, hefting them up. "It's ok," I whispered. "You can touch me... if you really want to."
He sat there conflicted with guilt and longing. "Honey, I- I shouldn't-"
"Why?" I pressed, determined. "Is it because they're not as nice as you say? Or... because they sag too much since they're so big?"
He let out a shaky breath but his attention never wavered from where my hands cradled my breasts. "No. God, no. They're amazing, baby. You have no idea how many times I noticed them and the way your nipples showed through your clothes. Or how much I always thought you were beautiful. They are. But I never expected- never thought I'd be able to see them, not like this."
"It's ok, Daddy," I said softly, the blood rushing through my ears. "I'm telling you it's ok to touch them. If that's what you want."
For a moment he just stared, fighting with himself. But then his hand moved. It was trembling as he reached out, and I removed my hands as he cupped one breast in his palm, spreading his fingers. His touches were tentative at first, as if he was afraid of what might happen any second. The warmth of his hand almost felt hot where it held me. I could feel the sweat from his nervousness in his palms.
His thumb brushed over my nipple, circling around the outside of my areola. I couldn't believe his hand was actually on me. His touch was sweet and almost worshipful, as he squeezed gently, feeling the firmness, the softness, the way I filled his hand and more. Goosebumps ran down my arms and legs as a shiver went down my spine.
He glanced up, searching my eyes for any sign of regret, but all I could do was nod my encouragement, and pushed myself more firmly into his hand. His other palm finally followed so he was cupping both breasts, brushing my stiff nipples. The sensations extended beyond that though, sending small jolts of pleasure straight down behind my clitoris.
"God, baby..." His voice was a rasp of wonder.
I closed my eyes for a second, letting the sensation take over. All I felt was his big hands and the callused pads of his fingers skimming my skin. I'd never felt such gentleness when someone touched me before, causing me to arch my back, silently asking for more. His hands tightened, kneading and lifting as he explored every bit he could.
Slowly, I reached behind me with fumbling fingers as I untied the knot at my back. Lifting the other tie around my neck, the strings slipped over my head, and I pulled the top aside, letting it fall to the floor. My chest was completely bare now.
Without a word, I grabbed his wrists, placing them back against my breasts, and eased myself back onto the couch, taking him with me. He didn't fight it, following my lead until he was half-lying along my side, his face now almost eye level with my chest. He let go of the breast furthest from him, moving so that his far hand settling awkwardly on my thigh, unsure if he should move.
I reached up, tangling my fingers into his hair, and gently guided his head down until his lips were just above my nipple. For a moment, he resisted, so close I could feel the warmth of his breath, and then his mouth closed around me.
A quiet gasp slipped from me as his tongue flicked over the stiff peak, sealing his lips around it so he could suckle at it gently. My fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there, and the warmth of his mouth sent shockwaves of pleasure straight through me. Every worry, or hesitation either of us had, faded into the background, replaced by the feeling of what we'd both been wanting.
He stayed there, working his mouth over my nipple, and I could feel his tongue swirling and his lips drawing gently at the tip, sending jolts of pleasure straight down to my core. The feeling of his mouth on me was almost too much, and I silently begged him for more.
Watching his face, my free hand found my other breast myself, squeezing it and pinching the hard nipple as if inviting him to take that one too. Seeing my own hand pinch at myself, I felt his other hand finally start to move. His fingers traced a gentle path up and down my thigh until it was blocked by the other at the softest part of my inner thigh.
Without thinking, I parted my legs so his hand could slide further, welcoming him in. I felt him pause, as if seeking permission, and I pressed my hips up, making it clear that's exactly what I wanted.
He broke away from my breast for just for a second. I could feel my heart racing, and I met his gaze. "Please," I whispered, telling him it was ok.
He groaned, and I felt his fingers sliding up to the edge of my denim cut-offs, where they cut into my skin. He stroked the line where bare, smooth skin met dense, rough fabric, teasing me, but they were too tight to let him get any further. His mouth latched over my nipple again, as his hand explored what it could, but not quite able to get to the heat that had been building between my thighs all day.
Every touch, and every flick of his tongue and squeeze of his hand, made me just want more. I let myself get lost in the feelings of his mouth and hands. The way he made me feel exposed and safe at once, like every old insecurity I had was melting away at the feeling of his body against mine, proving the words he'd already told me.
"My shorts," I whispered, breathless, writhing under his hand and starting to lift my butt in preparation. "Take them off. I want you to."
I tugged at his shirt, desperate for more skin, but instead of helping, he started to pull away. At first, I didn't understand. He lifted my legs off his lap as he gently moved out from under me. I stared at him, confused with my brow furrowed, and panic rising up through the haze of arousal that I'd done something wrong. Or crossed some line.
"What's wrong?" I managed, hearing how small my voice suddenly was. It seemed like it was barely more than a whisper. "Did I do something? Did I-"
But he never took his eyes off me. Without a word, he moved in front of where I lay, towering over me for a moment and then reached down. He slipped one arm beneath my knees, then the other behind my shoulders.
Before I could even protest, he lifted me, cradling me against his chest. Shocked, I let out a small squeal, instinctively wrapping my arms around his neck. The world seemed to spin with the loss of the couch beneath me.
Our eyes met, and something wild danced between us, knowing what he must have in mind. Without thinking, I leaned in, pressing my lips to his for the first time. The kiss was hot and clumsy at first from everything we'd been holding back. He kissed me back, while he held me in his arms.
Finding his bearings, he carried me down the hall, never breaking the kiss. The house felt endless and intimate, every shake from every step sending a jolt of excitement through my entire body. I could taste his lips, and buried my hands in his hair, pulling him closer. I couldn't care less in that moment if he could see where he was walking.
He managed to make it to his room though, and nudged open his bedroom door with his foot. Straightening and finding his balance, he finally let me go so I was sprawled across his bed, leaving me watching him as he peeled off his shirt and dropped it to the floor. His chest was solid, dusted with hair, and it looked like it was a little more golden than usual from the day's sun. He hesitated for just a moment, then started to shove his shorts and boxers down. I slid my hands under the waistband of my own, ready to start wriggling them off my hips when he unexpectedly stopped me.
"Wait," he called out, and stepped closer. "Let me do it. I want to take them off."
There was something in the insistence of the way he said it that sent a shiver through me. I nodded, letting go and resting my hands at my sides. The idea of him looking at me fully nude, with nothing between us made my stomach flutter. I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the already unbearable pulsing between them growing.
When he resumed what he was doing and had fully lowered his clothes, I couldn't help but stare at the cut of his hips, or the muscles in his thighs, but most of all what sat in between. His cock. It was proudly standing up fully hard, and it looked thick and ready for me to see it. My mouth went dry when a nervous excitement flooded my veins causing me to squirm on the bed.
He knelt on the bed beside my thigh and finally reached for my shorts and bikini bottoms so he could slowly work them down over my hips. I lifted my butt to help, feeling his fingers tickle over my skin lightly. Inch by inch, he peeled away the last bit of modesty I had left, and I couldn't tear my eyes off him.
He just kept watching as the last bit of my clothes finally cleared my pussy and I felt a fresh rush of warmth flood my cheeks. He paused, staring between my legs, like he was in awe of what he was seeing. For a second, I actually started to feel anxious. Maybe even scared of what he'd think of seeing me like this, so open and clearly already ready for whatever he was willing to offer. I was embarrassingly aroused and just knew I had to be glistening for him to see.
But he only licked his lips. "Jesus, sweetie. Every new bit of you I get to see, you look more beautiful than I ever imagined," he whispered.
A breath shuddered out of me and I managed a pathetic little, "Thank you," as I lifted my legs to help him slide my clothes free of my ankles. As soon as they were clear, I kept one knee bent and slowly raised the other straight up, opening myself for him. My thighs parted wide, until my raised foot came down on the other side of him. He was now kneeling between my legs. There wasn't a stitch of anything between us anymore.
I don't know how fast my heart was racing as I waited, fully exposed. I knew that having my legs spread so lewdly, and being as turned on as I was, meant my lips were already parted for him, showing him anything and everything he wanted to look at.
When he didn't do anything, my hands instinctively started to move as if to cover myself. I suddenly felt shy knowing how messy I was for him. But before I could hide, he caught my wrists in a firm but gentle grip, stopping me with just a touch. For a long second, he still didn't move or pull my hands away. We just held there, his big hands wrapped around my slender wrists, and both of us paused in the quiet, breathless moment.
He looked up, finally looking at my face again. "Honey," he said thickly, "I love you more than anything. You know that, right?"
A lump rose in my throat, and I nodded, suddenly feeling tears welling up behind my eyes for some reason, even as my body burned. "Of course I do. Just like I'm sure you know I love you more than anyone in the whole world too."
Something in him seemed certain after hearing my response. He let my wrists go with a little nod, but he never changed his focus as he lowered himself between my legs. He continued looking right into my eyes until he was just above my most private area that he wasn't supposed to see.
Taking one deep breath, he pressed what I can only describe as a loving kiss to the place where my thigh met my mound, and then another, closer to my center. I felt his tongue trace the puffy fullness of my lip, eagerly lapping at my juices he found there.
"Fuck, baby, you taste amazing," he moaned, sounding so hungry that it made me feel desired in a way no one else had ever managed.
My hands that had been resting just where he'd left them, slid right to the inner edge of my swollen lips. With a shuddering breath, I spread myself wider, using my fingers to pinch and pull myself apart for him. Every bit of me ached to be tasted.
He dove in, greedy and gentle all at once, as his tongue stroked through my lips. Once he'd covered every saturated inch of my skin, he closed his mouth over my clit. I gasped, lifting my hips off the bed at the feeling. There was no world beyond the warmth of his mouth and the sound of him murmuring how good I was, and how much he wanted all of me.
Daddy's mouth worked over me, continuing to lap up every drop, every remnant of my fluids from where they'd been trapped under my bikini, making my hips jerk up to meet him. His hands that had been gripping my thighs then slid beneath me, so that he was cupping my ass to lift me higher, holding me up and helpless against his mouth. I let him do whatever he wanted, spreading wider, tilting my hips, and giving him access to everything.


He dragged his tongue lower through my slit, until he was dipping into my entrance, and making me whimper. Unable to take the teasing, my fingers immediately found my clit, moving in circles over it, desperately needing to try and get myself to the orgasm that my body had been craving all day.
As soon as he found my clit again, my hands had to abandon it, so I just parted myself for him, pinching and pulling. I was shameless in the way I offered my body to him, but he welcomed it and devoured me, sucking and teasing until my thighs trembled. Between my arousal and his mouth, I could feel myself dripping to the point the wetness was seeping over the tight crinkled skin below and down between my cheeks. His own saliva was mixed with everything I gave him.
He adjusted his grip on my ass, and as I shuddered under his tongue. When I felt his thumb slip over my slick skin, so that the pad of it easily slid along the surface until it found my asshole. I gasped, startled at first, but when he didn't pull away, I pushed down, taking his thumb as far as it would go in one uncertain movement. The pressure was foreign but insanely erotic in its own way. I'd never had anything back there before, but the desire in his voice, and the way he groaned, dragging out a ragged, "Fuck- baby-" told me he wanted it. And I wanted to give him everything he wanted from me.
I didn't know until later that his thumb finding me there was only an accident. He'd been too enthralled in what he was doing, that he didn't even notice until he felt me press down on it. A happy accident neither of us may have explored otherwise.
He kept working me with his tongue, alternating between fucking me with his mouth and circling my clit, while his thumb pressed and filled my backdoor. I writhed against his face and his hand desperately, making every muscle strain toward the pleasure he was giving me.
There was nothing left but what felt like a raw need and the wild, shameless thrill of letting him have all of me. And with where his thumb was, that apparently included every inch I'd never let anyone else touch before. His tongue moved relentlessly, working my clit with tight circles, then flicking and sucking, so that each motion was seemingly drawing more of a response from me than the last. Every time he plunged his mouth lower to fuck me with his tongue, his thumb pressed deeper inside my ass. When he returned to my clit, I felt my body arch off the bed, grinding desperately against his mouth and hand.
My breaths came out in ragged gasps. I was soaked to the point everything was slippery with my girl cream. I was at the point I was tingling from head to toe. I pawed at my hard nipples, trying to fight against my hips jerking uncontrollably with every twinge of pleasure he sent through me. Each time I bucked up, his thumb would retreat without him having to move it, then it'd press in deeper as my body rocked back down, sending waves of confusing sensations everywhere. I'd never realized how sensitive that bundle of nerves could be.
He fought to keep his mouth on me, gripping my hips with his other hand to almost hold me in place, but never letting up. "That's it, be my good girl and cum for me-" he said almost praisingly. The rough stubble on his chin scraped my inner thighs and my lips, but the overall sensation of everything was so intense I could barely breathe.
The tension started to build fast and brutal, until it was too much to hold back. I let out a cry and every muscle tightened as my orgasm ripped through me, making my whole body seize up. My hips shot up, grinding against his mouth, and he held me there, tongue locked on my clit, sucking hard as the spasms rocked through me. And the entire time, his thumb stayed lodged inside me, holding me in place.
My insides clenched around nothing, then everything. Around his thumb buried in my ass, the new sensation and the pressure against the sensitive nerves made the pleasure sharper, dirtier, more overwhelming than anything I'd ever felt. Wave after wave crashed through me, so my cries were echoing in the room until finally I collapsed, limp and shaking, with his lips placing loving kisses to my throbbing pussy.
My whole body was still jerking with the aftershocks of my orgasm when he wouldn't stop. His mouth stayed locked on my clit, sucking at it as his tongue flicked over me, ignoring my desperate writhing. I pushed at his head, and pulled at his hair. I was breathless and pleading, but he refused to stop.
"Daddy- please- you have to stop. I can't-" My voice was broken and gasping for breath to speak. "It's too much, I'm too sensitive- Oh fuck!"
But he just groaned, pulling his thumb free from my ass and using both hands to clamp down on my hips, holding me against the bed as he devoured me. The intensity doubled as he sucked at my clit like he was trying to pull it into his mouth. The friction of his tongue on my raw, pulsing nerves made me shudder and try to twist away.
Before I could even think, the unbearable sensitivity crested into something else - a second orgasm quickly taking over that was far more violent than the first. My legs kicked out, and my stomach spasmed. Every muscle shook as I cried out helplessly. "Oh god, Daddy, please- stop, my stomach hurts and my feet are cramping-" I whimpered the moment I found the ability to speak at all.
Only then did he finally relent, pulling away with a deep, satisfied chuckle. His mouth and chin were shining with my slime, but his eyes were dark and hungry as he crawled up over me. I was still shaking, with my heart pounding so loud I could barely hear anything else. I barely managed a dazed smile through my breathless whimpering.
He brushed his lips over a nipple, causing me to twitch, and he grinned. "It doesn't seem like you knew you had that in you," he teased against my breast, running one hand along my side as he supported himself with the other, and I tried to catch my breath. Tingling from the aftershocks didn't begin to describe the way I still felt.
I reached down, curled my fingers around anything I could grab, and pulled him up to me so I could kiss him hard. The taste was a mix of him and my own juices making me groan against his mouth. Our tongues tangled, clashing hungrily and then I bit at his lower lip, both of us desperate to feel as close as possible.
After a few minutes of just making out while I recovered, I felt his hands slide up, moving between my breasts. He groped and squeezed until my pliant flesh spilled out between his fingers. His touch was rough but adoring, as if he couldn't get enough.
I broke the kiss, gasping, and let out a shaky laugh. "Ok, I'm starting to believe you really do love my tits."
He didn't answer right away. He just looked down, eyes glazed with hunger, and played with them, kneading and rolling their substantial weight in his hand. He bent lower again, closing his mouth over one of my nipples once more, then the other. He suckled and nipped until he lightly bit one and pulled gently. The sharp, unexpected pain made me gasp.
I ran my fingers into his hair, tugging him closer, not wanting him to stop. I could feel his rigid member pressing into my hip, leaving a slimy trail on my skin every time he moved. The sensation sent a new rush of need through me that clawed at my insides.
I squirmed under him, dragging my nails lightly over his scalp, then down the back of his neck. "You're making me crazy," I moaned.
Unable to wait any longer, I reached down between us, so I could wrap my fingers around his cock. It felt as hot and thick as it had looked. The skin was smooth as satin, but underneath that, it was like I could feel every fiber from how rigid he was in my palm. He groaned and bucked into my grip as his mouth latched harder onto my breast, sucking at me like he couldn't get enough. I'd never derived so much pleasure from my breasts as I had from the way he worshiped them.
I stroked him slowly, feeling him pulse against my hand, causing the precum to smear across my knuckles. Letting go, I brought my hand up to my mouth and licking the length of my palm, I tasted the faint salty-sweetness of him there. He was looking up at me with a nipple caught between his teeth and his tongue flicking at it. I spit into my hand while I stared at his face, then reached down and gripped him again. It was slicker now, letting my fist glide more easily.
It was something I'd learned from my first boyfriend, who'd been vocal about what he liked when I wouldn't let him inside me. I twisted my wrist, using my thumb to tease that sensitive spot just under the head, then squeezed more firmly when my fingers swept over the back of his crown. I loved the way he shuddered and groaned against my chest from what I was doing. I stroked him with practiced confidence, pressing and twisting, watching the way his face twisted with pleasure.
"God, baby," he rasped, while I felt his hips twitching with every stroke, "that feels so god damn good. I don't even want to guess how you know how to give such a good hand job. But whoever taught you deserves a thank you."
I smiled, feeling a little powerful as I coaxed him with a gentle tug. "Lay back for me," I said, playfully.
He did as I asked, finally releasing my breasts, so I could roll him onto his back beside me. His cock bobbed eagerly as I knelt next to him, ready to take my time and show him exactly what I could do. My hand wasn't the only thing I'd learned to use.
I leaned down, stroking him slowly as I watched his eyes grow more excited with anticipation. He was on the smaller side of large, and thick enough to fill my hand, but it was nothing I couldn't handle. I lowered my head, letting my lips brush the tip, and tasting the salty smear of precum before swirling my tongue around the head. He sucked in a shaky breath, pushing his hips upward to try and get in my mouth.
I let my hand linger on his cock, stroking him slowly, enjoying the way he twitched and throbbed for me. Leaning in, I pressed a kiss to the swollen head, capturing the bead of precum that had bubbled to the surface from my hand squeezing and running up his shaft. Next, I let my tongue trace down the thick tube along the underside of his shaft, tasting the length of him.
I nuzzled lower, dragging my lips and tongue along the rest of his length, so that I was kissing and licking over every inch. When I reached his balls, I circled one with my tongue before drawing it into my mouth, until he gasped and his hips bucked just a little. I switched to the other, giving each the same worshipful attention as he'd given my nipples. My fingers never stopped their languid strokes along his shaft.
While I nursed his sac, I pressed my thumb up along his head, teasing the sensitive spot just under the crown, watching him squirm with the lightest touch. My other hand wrapped around him, twisting and stroking, and when I finally let his balls slip from my mouth, I teasingly ran my tongue back up the length of him, making him wait.
Once I reached the tip, I swirled my tongue around the head, and used my thumb to play with the frenulum as I looked up to catch his eyes. I wanted to make sure he saw every bit of my matching hunger and mischief. Only then did I finally let my lips close over the head. I started off with sucking him softly at first, then easing him deeper into my mouth, working to take him a little deeper.
He moaned, lifting his hips, and I relaxed my throat, taking more of him. He was starting to fill more than just my mouth as he slid deeper into my throat until my nose was pressed flush against his tummy. I swallowed around him, feeling him pulse and swell inside me. I stayed there for as long as I could, savoring the way he shuddered beneath me until my chest started to jerk from trying to gasp for air around him, and my lungs screamed for oxygen.
He reached for me with the hand that was closest, finding my ass, then fumbling up to my breasts. I pulled off with a wet gasp and stroked him while I coughed and teared up, trying to catch my breath.
"Uh-uh," I teased, positioning myself between his legs and out of his reach, giving him a playful look. "It's your turn to just lay there and enjoy what I can do now. Let me take care of you."
He let out a helpless laugh, dropping his hands to the sheets as I bent down again, taking him deep. I worked him with my mouth, my tongue and lips, moving with a practiced and eager confidence. Every one of his moans spurred me on. Every little thing he did fueled my own arousal.
I bobbed my head until I was repeatedly taking his entire length between shorter faster strokes, feeling each throb of him on my tongue. Every time I pulled back, I worked my tongue under the crown, squeezing with my hand right where my lips ended. I savored tasting every drop he gave me. If my eyes weren't closed, lost in my own enjoyment of providing this for him, they were focused on his, loving how close he looked like he was getting. Like nothing in the world existed beyond my mouth on him and the pleasure I was giving after so long of just imagining me.
"Baby- fuck- you have to stop, or I'm gonna cum..." he groaned, grabbing a fistful of hair. He sounded like he was barely holding on.
But I didn't pause. I just hollowed my cheeks even more, not taking him as deep so that only the tip pressed into my throat before I rapidly pulled back off. I continued to blow him with more effort.
He groaned again, sounding desperate. "Seriously, I'm not like you. I can't just go a second time."
I pulled off for a breath, rapidly jacking him with my hand. "That's ok," I said, meeting his wild eyes with my own, "we have all night. Use my mouth, however you need. I want you to."
That was all it took. With a grunt, he gripped my hair tighter and pulled me up with his other hand braced against the bed. I gasped from the unexpected movement as he craned my head back, not caring about anything except what he needed, and quickly moving to stand at the side of the bed.
Daddy's grip pulled against my hair as he pulled my mouth back onto him. I relaxed my jaw, holding still, and simply letting him use me. He groaned a desperate, broken sound as he started to thrust his cock, sliding it in and out of my mouth.
I moaned around him, the vibration resonating through his lovely cock. I whimpered softly in pleasure, loving the feeling of being used like this, the perfect thickness of him moving against my tongue, creating the wet, slurping sounds that were filling the room.
He fucked into my mouth harder, until he buried himself as deep as he could so that the head felt like it was halfway down my throat. That's when I suddenly felt the first shot of his hot cum, spurting into it. He immediately pulled back with a ragged breath and humped in short jerky motions as he fired again and again. Thick ribbons of cum coated my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
I tried to keep up, swallowing what I could, but one heavy spurt caught the back of my throat just as I breathed in. I coughed, choking a little, and felt some of his cum burn its way up and out my nose, the mess dripping down my lips. Still, I didn't move. I just squeezed my eyes shut through the burn and brought a hand up to quickly wipe at my nose and mouth, holding still for him. Letting him give me every last drop he had.
He finally slowed down when his cock was pulsing softly against my tongue in my open mouth, and his hand lessened its grip in my hair until he was stroking instead of gripping. Daddy looked down at me, a dazed smile breaking across his face as he watched me. I was milking the last few drops from him with my hand, letting them ooze out onto my tongue before finally closing my mouth and swallowing everything I'd managed to catch but hadn't yet swallowed after the last few shots.
Still grinning, I opened my mouth wide, showing him it was empty, then flashed him a triumphant, cum-smeared smile. My lips and chin were sticky, my nose and cheeks still streaked with the mess. But in that moment, I don't know if I'd ever been so turned on as I was right then.
He reached down, tracing his thumb along my temple, and it felt like he was looking at me proudly. "Jesus, sweetie," he whispered. "You're the most incredible thing I've ever seen."
I just grinned wider, licking the taste from my lips, letting him see every bit of my satisfaction and affection as I looked up at him. He finally flopped back onto the bed, utterly spent. I watched him for a second, wanting nothing more than to climb atop him and kiss him, but I hesitated, thinking of the mess I'd just made of myself and not wanting to push my luck. My experience told me boys weren't as comfortable as girls about tasting themselves.
"You relax for a minute, ok? I'll be right back," I said with a quick, reassuring smile.
He gave me a sleepy, grateful look, rolling onto his back. I ducked out of his room, making a beeline for my bathroom. I rinsed my mouth twice, brushed my teeth as fast as I could to feel like they were clean, and followed up with a swig of mouthwash. Lastly, I scrubbed my face clean in the mirror until every last trace of him was gone. I caught my reflection, noticing how flushed my cheeks were, and my eyes were shining brightly despite my dilated pupils. My hair was everywhere, but it seemed less than trivial, and I couldn't help but smile at my reflection.
Satisfied, I wiped my face dry, combed my hair slightly with my fingers, and hurried back down to the other side of the house, where his room was. I could feel a new surge of excitement at the thought of crawling back into bed with him all clean and refreshed, and ready for whatever was about to come next.
When I came back into his room, Daddy was still sprawled on his back, looking more relaxed than I'd ever seen him. He lifted his head a little when he saw me, a lazy smile spreading across his face.
"Where'd you go?" he asked, sounding glad I was back.
I grinned, crawling up onto the bed and swinging a leg over his hips. I settled myself right over his now-soft cock. He let out a soft, happy sound as his hands came to rest on my thighs.
"I had to go brush my teeth," I said, leaning in close, letting my nipples brush against his chest, and my hair falling around both of us as I hovered over his lips. "So I could do this-"
I pressed my mouth to his, kissing him deeply. Now clean and unashamed, I kissed him much more slowly than our earlier kisses. I traced my tongue along his as I poured every bit of affection and leftover desire into the kiss. I felt his arms wrap around me, pulling me down to mash my chest into his. Both of us were smiling and breathless as the kiss finally broke.
Then he placed a kiss on my forehead, but I felt him move a little under me, and then give a sheepish smile. "Sorry, baby. I'm not exactly young anymore. I can't just... get back hard again right away. It's not that I don't want to- believe me."
I smiled, nipping his lower lip gently, feeling nothing but tenderness for him in that moment. "That's ok, Daddy, it doesn't matter. I swear, I don't mind."
I let my head rest on his shoulder for a moment, sighing contentedly. "Honestly, I could kinda use a shower after all of that anyway. And the beach. I didn't exactly plan on any of this tonight, or I would've taken one when we got home."
He laughed, reaching up to run his hand through my hair and rest at the back of my head. "That actually sounds like a fantastic idea."
We stayed there for a beat longer, tangled up together, and then I slid off his lap, I stretched, feeling my body lengthen, my breasts lifting and pushing out as I reached for the ceiling. His eyes drifted over me, and I couldn't help but grin as I reached forward and took his hand, leading him to his bathroom.
His walk-in shower was huge, easily big enough for both of us and probably two more. I stepped in first, turning on the water and adjusting the temperature until it was just right. The steady spray hit my shoulders, washing away the remnants of salt, sun, and everything we'd just done.


Daddy joined me a moment later. Before I could reach for the soap, he grabbed it first, working up a thick lather in his hands. He stepped in close, starting with my shoulders and sliding his palms up my neck and then down my chest as he worked the soap over my skin.
I leaned into him, eyes fluttering shut, and enjoying the feeling of being cared for. After a moment, I opened my eyes, smiling playfully. "Gimme the soap. It's only fair that I get to scrub you, too."
He chuckled, handing over the slippery bar and I started running it over his chest and shoulders, watching the way his muscles tensed under my touch. We worked over each other's bodies in slow, lazy circles, trading kisses and little touches as the water rinsed away the suds.
I pressed my body to his, the soap making our skin slippery and easily sliding together as I reached around him to scrub his back from the front. My breasts flattened against his lower chest and upper belly, and I couldn't help but squirm a little, enjoying the way his arms tightened around me in response. Even my nipples responded to the feeling of running over him.
Sliding my hands down, I washed his lower back, then let myself kneel on the shower floor, trailing the soap down over his butt, thighs, and calves. I looked up at him, grinning as I let my soapy hands run over his legs.
With a giggle and water streaming over both of us, I leaned forward to give his soft member a playful kiss. "Hello again, my new friend," I teased, glancing up. I couldn't help the smile at the small act of affection, because I never could've imagined us being here.
Daddy let out a laugh at my playfulness and reached down to cup the back of my head. I nuzzled him once more, still grinning, as I gave his soft penis a suck before letting it go with a little pop, then worked my way back up, soaping him up along the way.
When I stood, Daddy held out his hand for the bar. I passed it over, watching as he did another attentive pass over my breasts, making sure to scrub underneath and heft them up. His hands were gentle but thorough, and I was loving every second of the attention.
He slid down, working the soap across my belly, over my hips, and down my legs, taking his time, almost massaging me just as much as he washed. Then he worked his way back up, and looked me in the eyes as he began to work the soap between my legs. His fingers moved sensually over my lips, scrubbing them with careful patience, as the slippery lather made his touch even smoother.
"It's still so smooth," he murmured, "even after the whole day."
I caught the corner of my bottom lip in my teeth, feeling shy and proud all at once. "I, uh... just went for my regular waxing a couple days ago," I admitted, with a hint of a smile playing at my lips.
He looked up at me, raised his eyebrow, and rinsed his fingers clean under the spray, making sure every trace of soap was gone. Then, holding my eyes, he reached between my legs again. He slid them slowly through my folds, gently parting me, and rinsing away any leftover stickiness or soap.
The sensation nearly made my knees buckle. His fingers took their time, moving with more than just the purpose of cleaning me now. They were caressing and exploring under the guise of making sure I was as clean as he could possibly get me.
He pressed the lightest pressure to my hip, prompting me to turn around. I did as he wanted, glancing back over my shoulder, and he stayed kneeling, reaching up to wash my back. His hands moved slowly, and I closed my eyes, letting the water run down my spine, feeling the steadiness of his touch.
He laid a kiss on the swell of my butt, and I arched on instinct - a reflex from so many poses for pictures making my back dip, and the hips to stick out. He kissed me again, taking a little more time, when he took my change in posture as encouragement. He worked his way down my back with the soap, moving his mouth to the other cheek. I felt his lips grazing my skin as his hands soaped and scrubbed me.
When he reached my butt with the soap, he washed me thoroughly, kneading each side, then sliding his hands between, working the soap through me with careful fingers. The shower ran in warm rivulets down my back, over my hips and ass, and I could feel my own heart pounding, thinking about where he was touching me.
Later, I'd realize we were both reading too much into every touch, and that it was making each of us think the other was asking for more of something they actually weren't. Each time pushed it further, not wanting to disappoint the other during our first time together.
Once he was satisfied I was clean, he only hesitated for another second. Then, tentatively, he leaned forward and I felt a kiss right in the crease of my ass. His lips were soft and unhurried. My breath caught when my nerves went firing everywhere, and I held still on shaky knees. Assuming what he was asking for, I braced my face and shoulders against the tile, which opened me a little more for him.
He kissed me again, lower this time, and before I could process what he was doing, I felt the first soft swipe of his tongue over my tight knot. My whole body shuddered, the shock making my knees threaten to finally buckle as I squeezed my eyes shut in self-conscious discomfort of being touched there.
He didn't stop. Instead, he spread me wide with both hands, using his thumbs to pull me open to the point he could see everything. I could feel the crinkled skin there twitch, making me feel even more exposed. His tongue returned, swirling and exploring with licks that took their time, in wet circles over my tightest spot before it felt like he was trying to press just the slightest bit past the seal. Every flick and press sent tiny jolts through me. The sensation was completely new, and almost overwhelming.
I pressed my forehead to the tile, gasping and rocking my hips back into his mouth. I couldn't help it. In a small, uncertain voice, because of everything he'd done there tonight, I finally asked, "Do you... want to put it in there?"
I was twisting, trying to look at him from under my arm. He paused, looking down, and I followed his eyes. His cock was fully hard again and pulsing. The tip looked swollen and mushroomed above the shaft. He got to his feet behind me, sliding his length through my crack, sawing between my cheeks for a few teasing strokes.
"Oh, baby," he groaned, grinding against me, "I'd love to. Honestly, because I've never gotten to try that, but not today. Right now, you've got me so hard again I just want to go back to bed and finish what we started."
I reached up behind me, feeling a wave of relief that he chose to pass, and grabbed the back of his neck to pull his face down. I twisted my neck and head for a kiss. Our mouths came together as I pressed my ass back against him, feeling the thick warmth of his cock trapped between us.
"So, what are we waiting for?" I whispered.
He laughed, and we stumbled out of the shower, barely bothering to dry off before making our way back to the bed. Daddy kissed me as soon as we reached the bed, it was passionate but sweet, and hands were back to roaming over my freshly cleaned skin.
He paused for a second, looking into my eyes. "Do you have a preference for how you want to do this?"
I backed up until my legs hit the edge of the mattress, then sat down and slid back, watching him follow me. I nodded confidently. "I want to feel you on top of me so I can look in your eyes when you do it."
A smile broke across his face. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs, and covered my body with his. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, feeling the weight of him lowering above me, and the solid shaft of his erection pressed right against my clit.
Our eyes met, making everything else fall away. For the first time, it felt like we were finally about to have everything we'd both been wanting all night.
The realization of what was about to happen hit me all at once. My mind flashed through everything that had brought us here - the shock of finding those pictures, the days of teasing, the way things had built between us until this moment. I wondered yet again, how long he'd been wanting this. I'd only discovered the pictures a few days ago, but he'd been saving them for months it looked like. How much longer before that had he been watching me, wanting me, just like I wanted him now?
The thought barely had time to sink in before I felt his hand reach down between us to grip himself. That brought me right back to the present of the throbbing, and the anticipation, and the fact that his body was lying between my thighs.
We continued to look at each other, completely silent as if either of us saying something would make us wake up and the dream would end. Then he pressed forward, and the only thing I could feel was him stretching me open, and the length of him filling me for the first time. My head snapped back, clamping my eyes shut as my back arched. I pushed my hips down to meet him, taking him as deep as I could. My chest pressed up into his until our bodies were practically flush together.
It wasn't pain that made me move like that, it was the explosion of feeling, a kind of emotional and mental release that coursed through me the instant he finally took me for his own. It was all want and surrender, along with the built-up angst finally breaking free as he made me his.
Daddy pushed forward, and it felt like I was made just for him. He pressed against every crook and cranny in the most delicious and satisfying way, right up to my cervix, but he wasn't so large that it was painful at all. His cock slid inside me, then back out. My hips rocked down, meeting him, trying to take him as deep as he could go. Bracing his weight on an elbow, his hands framed my face for a moment, so he could brush my cheeks with his thumbs before sliding one down to grip my waist.
We moved together, grinding our hips. My legs wrapped around his back to hold him close. Every thrust made my breath catch, and the tantalizing feel of his cock pushing its way inside me sent a rush of pleasure through my whole body. His chest pressed down on my breasts, causing my tight nipples to become even more sensitive, grinding against him.
I was finally able to open my eyes again, and saw that he was still watching me. He held my gaze, with a look of nothing other than love, full of everything he felt for me. He bent down and kissed me. I opened my mouth to welcome his tongue inside, and I moaned into his mouth, rolling my hips up to meet every push.
He moved faster, driving into me, and I lifted my hips higher, wanting more. I wanted all of him. My nails gently combed through his hair, and I pressed my heels into his ass as he thrust harder and deeper, so that every inch of him was deep inside me.
The sounds of our bodies, the wet smacking sound of our skin, and even the sharp gasps and moans, filled the room. I'd never had every nerve feel so alive from the pleasure building within me. I squeezed around him, clenching down as he made love to me. Fucked me. The pleasure growing with each stroke.
He shifted changed his angle, hitting that spot inside me with every thrust, that made me want to cry out. His arm slid under my shoulder, until his hand cradled the back of my head, holding me closer as he along my cheek and jaw, nipping me with his teeth as he held back.
His other hand gripped my ass, lifting me into his hips, and using his hold to drive deeper with every push forward. I felt his fingers working between my cheeks, like they were pressing and kneading my butt. His finger slipped down to the place where my pussy stretched around him, teasing the swollen, slippery bit of skin that was dragged along with him, every time he pulled back.
The sensation was something I can't even explain as his cock drove into me, and his fingers were rubbing right where I was stretched open around his shaft. Everything down there felt like it was slick and messy from how wet I was. Each time he thrust in, I could feel the fullness of him inside me, right down to the thick ridge of his crown scraping along my insides. And every time he retreated, his fingers found the skin that pulsed and clenched, sending tingles straight up to my clit.
He was panting now, and his pace started to grow more erratic. His hips were crashing into me harder, forcing himself deeper, and making the bed rock under us. I could feel his cock swelling inside me and his voice almost broke as he groaned my name. My legs tightened around him, wanting to pull him as deep as he could go.
All of a sudden he was kissing me again, wasting no time in giving me his tongue, and groaning against my lips. I could feel every twitch of him as the tension built inside my own body from feeling his thighs flexing between mine. I could even feel the muscles in his back tensing under my hands as I held onto him. I knew he was getting close. I could feel it. Every part of him was as desperate for his orgasm as my own.
His rhythm was becoming less and less consistent when the urgency built in every thrust. "Honey- are you on the pill?" he managed, but strained.
I shook my head, barely able to breathe. "No, but it's ok, Daddy. It's just one time-"
He groaned, and it almost sounded like he was physically pained by my answer. "No, baby, it's not."
A few more frantic strokes, and then he pulled out, scrambling to my side. My hand flew between my legs, rubbing my clit in desperate passes and circles, while my other hand grabbed my breasts, squeezing them together between my arm and my hand, presenting them to him. He fisted his cock, stroking with wild abandon as his eyes were glued to my tits.
"Mmm. Yes, Daddy, let me feel that hot, tasty cum on my big titties. They're yours- no one else's. Cover them in your cum, please-"
"Jesus, baby-" he gasped, and the words crumbled as he erupted. Thick ropes of cum spurted across my chest, coating my breasts and catching on my nipples and skin. Even he looked surprised at how much he had left streaked across me, moaning as the last few spurts came out.
He brought his cock down, smacking it onto my cum-covered, swollen nipple, sending flecks of his stuff splattering across my chest and even up onto my neck, where a drop managed to make it to my lip. All of it, the sound, the mess, the sight of his obsession with my tits, pushed me over the edge. I rubbed myself harder, feeling my orgasm finally come on, and my body arched as I squeezed my tits together.
He pressed his tip against my sensitive nipple, spreading the last of his cum over it, and I came unglued, moaning his name in little ooohs and ahs as I writhed underneath where he knelt over me. I felt drenched in him, like he intentionally marked his territory, and my skin was tingling with the afterglow.
Daddy finally let himself collapse back onto his heels breathlessly, but he was still watching me with something like awe. After a moment, he got up, making his way to the bathroom to grab a warm washcloth. When he returned, he stopped short, but in sight of the bed, catching me in the act of already having scraped half the mess from my chest. I was licking it from my fingers, while my other hand was pressed to my breast, searching for more.
He looked like he was surprised to find me doing something so... I don't know, maybe dirty? I looked up at him and gave a sheepish grin. "What?" I shrugged. "You taste good, daddy."
He just chuckled and kinda shook his head, but it was the happiest I could remember ever seeing him look. He joined me on the bed, waiting until I finished my impromptu snack before he leaned in and gently wiped away the last traces with the washcloth. His touch was tender, going slow and making sure I was clean and comfortable. The intimacy of it made my heart swell at the idea of how he was taking care of me after what we'd just done.
We lay back against the pillows, just holding each other. I found myself whispering, "I can't believe we actually did that." My fingers found his and laced themselves into them.
He stroked my hair. "Yeah... But now that we're here, I've got a bit of a confession. I mean, I've fantasized about it, but never actually dreamed it would happen."
I swallowed, pressing a kiss to his jaw. "I know. I accidentally found my pictures on your computer, in your download files," I admitted quietly.
He looked embarrassed, and looked at me with a bit of a grimace. "I feel like I should apologize, but... I guess, I have to wonder if you hadn't found them, would you be here now?"
I kissed him lightly, not pushing for more than a peck on his lips after having tasted him a second time. "You definitely shouldn't apologize," I said and squeezed him tighter. "Daddy, I know I tried to get you to date again..." I trailed off feeling guilty over what I was about to say, but still feeling it all the same, "but after this, I don't think I want you too anymore."
He looked at me, just listening to what I had to say.
I couldn't help the way I felt. My eyebrows knitted together as I looked at him with almost apologetic sincerity, and slowly shook my head with my mouth quirked to one side. "No-" I continued, "I know I don't want you to. I want to be the only one for you."
He got the biggest smile, and pulled me closer to kiss the top of my head. "I couldn't have said it better, babygirl"
Eventually, we ended up under the blankets, curled up together with my head on his chest. I draped my arm and leg over him, feeling his soft, spent cock trapped under my thigh. I listened to his heartbeat through his chest, and feeling safer and more loved than I'd ever known was a thing.
It wasn't to much later that we drifted off to sleep together, wrapped up in each other's arms, and I felt like I'd found my person.
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I keep thinking I imagined the whole thing. Like maybe the heat and the mezcal and all the time of wanting him, finally boiled my brain. But the fact that my thighs are still sore and there's a faint bruise on the inside of my left knee where Uncle Ryan's thumb was, tells me no... it definitely happened. All of it.
I'm getting ahead of myself though.
Let me start again, and clarify that he's not actually my uncle, it's just what I used to call him growing up. He's our dad's oldest friend, and I need to remember how careful everything felt at first. How no one else noticed. I swear it crept up on me like the tide in Tulum - warm, entrancing, and impossible to fight once it had you.
First of all, I'm eighteen, as of three weeks ago. I'm the baby of the family, and the maid of honor during this particular time. I'm also the perpetually the "sweet little thing" based on what everyone always called me. My sister was the bride, and she was always glowing and perfect. I on the other hand, was supposed to be background noise in pink silk chiffon.
Then Ryan walked into the welcome reception. He hadn't aged so much as grown more mature, like someone took the guy who used to throw me in the pool when I was younger and matured him to this distinguished man with just the faintest traces of gray starting to show through, along with the laugh lines in the corners of his eyes. He was wearing a white linen shirt that had the top three buttons open. I could see the inner lines of his chest muscles, but also how his forearms rippled every time he moved his fingers. I'm sure it was because he was paddling out every dawn in Singapore to catch the morning waves, just like he had back home before he moved.
He looked... expensive. And before you call me names for thinking I'm a gold digger, I don't mean like he looked rich. I mean it like when you go shopping and you can just look at something and you can tell what was thrown out there, made of cheap parts, compared to the similar thing that was put together with care and precision. That was him. He looked like he still cared and made an effort with his looks.
And there was me, holding a stupid virgin piña colada and it was like I forgot how to swallow when he saw me.
"Is that who I think it is?" His voice hadn't changed at all. It was this deep, soothing pitch that, in my brain, used to mean I was safe. "Holy hell! Look at you," he said as soon as I blushed and smiled.
He opened his arms the way he always did when he'd come around. I walked straight into them without even giving it a second thought. The hug was the same as every childhood hug I could remember, except I wasn't a child anymore. And he'd always had this smell about him I still can't explain. I just know I loved his natural smell that would come through his cologne or deodorant.
When I felt my chest pressed against his, I think I also felt the exact moment he realized I wasn't the girl he used to know. One hand settled on the small of my back and the other between my shoulder blades, but it also caused the decent chest I'd developed to press right into him. The hug was almost familial, and a bit too fast for my taste.
"You're all grown now, aren't you?" he asked quietly, like he was telling himself more than asking me.
Vanessa was half a step behind him. She was tall, maybe five-ten in bare feet, and everything about her looked stretched and elegant, with a long neck, even longer legs, and slender arms that looked like they were made for carrying champagne flutes. She wasn't thin like a model who starves herself, but sleek. I know it's not true, but I always pictured her doing Pilates on yacht decks and eating one perfect scallop, then calling it dinner. She didn't have the sex-goddess body, it simply existed in flawless proportion, with collarbones that were prominent enough to cast shadows around it, and a waist Ryan could probably almost span with one spread hand. Her hips flared just enough to prove she was still a woman without being overly proportioned.
Even her skin was this impossibly warm olive that I don't know if it was even possible of burning. In all of my years knowing her, I don't think she ever got red out in the sun, just deepened. And her hair fell in straight, inky sheets to the middle of her back, that were so glossy they looked wet even when it was dry. No highlights, no beach waves, nothing to signal she tried too hard. Just black. Expensive black.
And her face. God. High, razor-sharp cheekbones that made her cheeks look permanently, elegantly hollow, like she was always on the verge of a smile. Dark almond eyes that tilted up at the corners, framed by lashes so thick they looked fake but weren't. And her mouth had full, soft-looking lips. The lower lip was a little bigger, always resting in this gentle, almost pursed shape, as if she were perpetually deciding whether or not to kiss you. When she did smile, and I mean really smile, it started in her eyes and ended with the tiniest flash of white teeth, like she was letting you in on something exclusive.
She wore almost no makeup here. My guess was just tinted moisturizer, a brush of bronzer, and something on her lips that made them look more stained from red wine than brushed on with lipstick. Simple gold hoops hung from her perfect earlobes, with a thin diamond on a chain that rested exactly in the hollow of her throat. Her light dress matched him while she stood at his side.
Everyone said the same thing - "Vanessa is so lovely." "Vanessa is so sweet." "God, Ryan's lucky, she's stunning and she actually has a personality." But it's not like they were wrong. She listened and leaned in like she cared and you were the only thing that mattered in that moment. When she laughed, you believed it was one hundred percent sincere, and she even remembered your dog's name and asked about your mom's surgery.
Clearly, I had a girl crush. She was perfect. But that week, I learned that was the trick.
No one ever saw the way those green eyes spent a little too long when I bent over to pick up a napkin. Or noticed how her voice dropped half an octave when she talked to me when no one else was around. No one except me, and it took me so long even I told myself I was imagining it.
Because why would Vanessa, sweet, elegant, untouchable Vanessa, ever look at me like she was already picturing me on my knees? And I always thought so too, but as beautiful as I always thought she was, Ryan was the one I'd secretly fallen in love with.
She took my hands in hers, leaned down to reach me at only five-two, with my three-inch heels on, and kissed my cheeks continental-style. Then she lifted my hands to raise my arms and took a step back to look me over.
"Oh my god, you look lovely," she said, appreciatively. "It's been forever, darling. We've missed you terribly."
I believed her. And that was the scary part. But I mean why wouldn't I? She'd always been exactly like everyone had described her. She was one of the nicest women I'd ever met, while probably being the most beautiful too.
The first two days were nothing anyone could have pointed to and said anything was out of place.
Ryan politely carried my sister's veil when the wind kept blowing it out of her hand while taking it to another bungalow for something she needed done. He danced with my mom, then with the flower girls, and even with me once. It was perfectly respectable, keeping one hand on my waist, the other holding mine like a couple of figurines on a wedding cake topper. Every time he spun me out and back in, though, I felt his thumb graze the bare strip of skin between my crop top and skirt. It happened once. Then twice. Followed by several more. As much as I'd like to think it was intentional, I don't know that it actually was.
Vanessa watched from the bar, sipping something clear with a lime wedge submerged in it, and her head tilted. She never looked jealous. She looked... I don't know, curious maybe.
Friday morning I ran into them on the yoga deck. It ended up being just the three of us and the instructor because I'm pretty sure everyone else was sleeping off the night before. Ryan was already in Downward Dog, and his linen pants were pulled tight across his thighs. Vanessa waved me over to the mat beside hers.
"Morning, sweetheart," she murmured. "Are you feeling okay? You look flushed already."
"I'm fine," I said. "It's probably just because I was jogging over here so I wasn't late," I lied.
I spent the entire class trying not to stare at Ryan's back muscles moving under his tank top, while trying to avoid Vanessa catching me. I'm pretty sure I caught her checking on me, almost as much as I was them.
Stop looking at him, I told myself, not wanting to cause a scene at my sister's wedding.
Afterward, when she noticed I didn't have a water with me, she handed me hers without me even having to ask. I tried to be careful to not accidentally brush her fingers, but somehow it still happened. Like maybe she moved hers intentionally.
"You should come swim with us later," she said, as casually as anything else she'd ever said to me. "The reef right off our villa is gorgeous. And I'm sure Ryan would be happy to show you the turtle spot he found."
Ryan glanced up from rolling his mat, with his eyebrows raised. "You don't have to babysit us, kiddo. I'm sure you've got other stuff you'd much rather be doing."
But his mouth said one thing and his eyes said another, and I heard myself answer, "No, I'd love that," before I could think.
We never made it to the turtles. That night was the rehearsal dinner and I wore a backless white dress that tied behind my neck and I loved it because it felt like it floated when I walked. I thought it would look really pretty in the photos if there was any wind at all.
I found Ryan alone by the palapa bar, rolling up his sleeves.
"Ryan?" I touched his elbow. "Could you... the bow in the back came undone. I can't see it to make sure it looks even."
He looked down at me for a long second, and I think I saw something flicker across his face. Then he smiled as if nothing were out of the ordinary.
"Of course. Turn around, sweetheart."
His fingers were quick. He retied the halter without wasting any time, and I felt his knuckles brushing the nape of my neck. When he finished, his hand rested between my shoulder blades, for only a second before I could lean into it.
"There you go," he said, politely.
Vanessa appeared beside us out of nowhere, like she'd been summoned by my rising tension.
"Am I interrupting?" she asked, sounding amused.
"Just helping Lila with her dress," he said, and smiled over at me.
"Of course you were," Vanessa said, and took a sip of her drink. Her eyes met mine over the rim of the glass. "She looks simply perfect now, doesn't she?"
I felt the blush start at my chest and crawl all the way up to my ears.
Later, when the dinner plates were cleared and people were dancing barefoot in the sand, Vanessa found me again. She was barefoot too, and she had this red polish on her toes that stood out against the sand, drawing your attention to how elegant even her feet were.
I knew my feelings about Ryan were only fantasies, but every perfect thing I noticed about her was like a little box checked for why Ryan would never even look at anyone else. Not when he already had her.
When she came over to me a short bit later, she just handed me a shot of mezcal and clinked her glass against mine.
"To old friends," she said. And then with a wink, she added, "And don't tell your parents I snuck you that. I know they still don't want you drinking even though you're legal here."
I smiled at the idea of my first taste. We drank. And I shuddered. The taste and the smell were not my favorite things.
She leaned in and laughed when she saw my reaction, close enough that her hair brushed my shoulder.
"It's cute he still calls you kiddo," she said when her laugh faded, and became a sweet smile. "But I don't think he's looked at anyone else since we landed. Not even me."
I started to stammer something. I'm not even sure what I was trying to say. A denial, maybe? Perhaps an apology, but I'm not sure what for exactly. I don't know, but she just smiled, taking my hand in hers and giving it a little squeeze.
"You don't have to apologize, darling. I don't mind sharing my toys." And when my eyes almost popped out, and I went beet red in the dim lighting, she just chuckled. "In fact, it's pretty fun to share sometimes."
Then she kissed my cheek, pressing her lips softly against me while the top of her dress gapped open a little from how much she had to lean down to kiss me. I saw the inner swells of her smaller breasts hung loose for those two seconds, and then she walked away.
I stood there with my first taste of mezcal on my tongue, and the faint trace of whatever she used to stain her lips clinging to my cheek.
I had to get it together. Tomorrow was the wedding. I had a whole checklist of things to do. Make sure my sister's veil didn't have any wrinkles, find the flower girl who kept hiding her shoes...
I had responsibilities. Important, maid-of-honor things. Instead, my brain offered Vanessa's voice saying, You've got a different kind of maid to honor tomorrow, darling.
I choked on air. Because yeah, okay, brain, real subtle. I had a bride to zip, not a marriage to unzip. I had vows to witness, not ones to break. I had to be up at eight to do my sister's makeup, not up all night doing... whatever the hell the throbbing between my legs was currently campaigning for.
I pressed the cold mezcal glass against my neck and whispered to myself like a lunatic. Get it together. You're here to support your sister in her happiest moment, not fantasize about your dad's best friend... And his wife?
...My traitor libido immediately answered. I hate her - I want her. I'm so screwed - and not even in the fun way.
I didn't stay out much longer after she walked away. I barely slept that night.
Every time I drifted off, I'd jerk awake like when your whole body suddenly twitches. My skin felt too sensitive, my insides felt unbearably hot, and my brain kept wandering to thoughts it shouldn't. I watched the ceiling fan spin above me, but it did absolutely nothing for the warmth that seemed to be coming from deep in my tummy.
By seven-thirty, I was already in my sister's suite, an hour earlier than I was expected, armed with coffee and a garment steamer, trying to pretend I was a functioning human. I fluffed her veil, and I hunted down the flower-girl's rogue shoes. Then I had to smile until my cheeks hurt while the photographer snapped a hundred pictures of us laughing like this was just any other wedding.
I lasted until eleven a.m. before I cracked.
I told everyone I needed "five minutes of ocean air" and wanted to touch up my mascara. Total lie, it was waterproof, and slipped out the side door of the bridal bungalow. The path to the over-water villas was quiet, just cicadas and the hush of waves coming up from the beach where chairs were set up.
Their villa was the last one, tucked farthest out over the reef. As I approached, I could see the curtains were open. I was already asking myself what exactly I planned to say by the time I was getting close. I thought about just walking past to get my head straight, then march right back to doing my bridal duty.
But as I started to approach their villa, I heard Vanessa's sweet voice drifting toward me.
"Come here, baby. You're brooding again."
I should have kept walking. I didn't. I mean, yeah, my footsteps got slower, unsure if I should interrupt them or if maybe they'd see me if I decided to continue walking by.
Once I could see around the corner of their villa, I saw Ryan on the outdoor daybed with his elbows on his knees, staring out at the ocean. He was shirtless, wearing just a pair of loose, light shorts. The morning sun caught the silver in his hair, showing that there was a little more than I originally noticed. Vanessa stood behind him with her back kind of turned toward me in a light, nearly sheer robe that hinted she was only wearing her bra and panties underneath it. She was holding a bottle of lotion in one hand, while rubbing it into her arms with the other with long strokes.
He said something I couldn't catch, but Vanessa climbed up onto the daybed behind him and knelt down with her knees on either side of his hips, and put her head on his shoulder from behind. "She's eighteen, Ryan. She's legal in every country that matters. And who knows just how long she's been wet for you. Tsk, don't pretend you haven't noticed."
My lungs stopped working.
He exhaled, hard, and scrubbed a hand over his face. "Jesus, V."
"What?" she asked, sounding full of innocence. "I'm not suggesting we kidnap her. I'm suggesting we stop pretending about what I know you both want."
I watched from off to the side of them as her arms reached around him and she slid her hands down his chest, dragging her nails lightly over his skin.
"You've been half-hard since she asked you to tie that bow last night. I felt it when I climbed into bed."
He groaned, and clearly her words were getting to him. "She's... she's... Fuck, V, it's not okay to think about my best friend's daughter that way."
Vanessa tutted at him for a second. "She's a grown woman who blushes every time you call her kiddo. And I'm tired of watching her try to not hump your leg in front of her parents." Vanessa nipped his earlobe. "I like her. She's sweet. And I think she'd let us do terribly unsweet things to her if we asked nicely."
Ryan's head dropped forward. His voice came out wrecked. "You're evil."
"What are you talking about, evil? I'm generous," she corrected, laughing. Then she kissed the top of his spine. "There's a difference. She wants it, and you want it. And I want to watch. Maybe play a little myself, if she seems open to it. How does that not make me the sweetest, most generous wife you could ask for?"
I stayed where I was, half-behind the potted-palm, watching Vanessa's left arm stay looped around Ryan's chest, holding him loosely against her. Hearing her say the things she was, I think was even more shocking than what I was seeing. Then her right hand slid down his stomach and paused at the waistband of his shorts for a second, so her fingernails could creep under the edge of his shorts before her whole hand slipped underneath the fabric.
I could see Ryan take a deep, shaky breath, and his head fell back a little, resting on her shoulder. I couldn't see much through his shorts, but I could tell she started moving her hand. The shorts were loose, so the motion was hidden except for the small movements of the fabric over his lap and the motions of her forearm. Up... down... up... down. It looked like she was setting a pretty slow rhythm.
"You've been thinking about her since that hug yesterday," she said, right against his ear in the sultriest tone I'd ever heard. "It's okay, baby. I would've been hard as a rock if I were you and she pressed those big, firm tits against me like that for five whole seconds."
Ryan's jaw tightened. He didn't answer, but his hips looked like they twitched slightly, as if he were pressing into her grip.
"Then, when she asked you to tie that bow last night, I watched you stand there staring at the back of her neck like you wanted to bite it, like a dog mounting a bitch," Vanessa went on. Her hand kept the same unhurried pace. "I could see your face from where I was sitting. Your pupils were blown wide open. Don't tell me you weren't thinking about bending her over the bar."
A sound that was more like a grunt than anything else came out of him, and I could see Vanessa's smile get bigger when he did. "It's okay, baby. If I had a nice big dick like this, I'd have been thinking about it too. Thinking about holding her wrists together while I pulled that dress up and found out what kind of panties the little maid of honor wears."


The fabric over his lap was moving more obviously now, as if she were working him with longer strokes.
"She's so small," Vanessa murmured. "I bet she's tight. What about you, baby, do you think she's so tight she'd squeal the first time you tried to push in? I'd probably have to let her put her head in my lap, and pet her hair and tell her to relax, that it only hurts for a second."
Ryan's hand came up and closed over Vanessa's forearm, and just held it as she continued to work him over. She kept stroking, but it looked like she was going a little faster now, and causing his loose shorts to tent more. Shifting with every tug against him.
"She'd look so good between us," she said. "Can't you just picture her, down on her knees, trying to take you in her mouth while I coach her on exactly how you like it. Or maybe on her back, with her legs spread open for you, while I hold them apart so you can watch yourself slide into that eighteen-year-old pussy for the very first time."
Ryan's breathing was getting more ragged as she went on. Vanessa finally let the robe slip off her left shoulder, then she released him and pulled her hand out of his shorts so she could let it fall off the right. It slid down her back and rested around where she was sitting on her feet. She reached behind her back, unhooked the lacy black bra, and dropped it on top of the robe. Her much smaller breasts pressed flat against his back, pushing her nipples against him.
As soon as her arms wrapped back around him, she tugged the leg of his shorts higher with her hands, then stuffed one hand up the hole and fished him out. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I don't know if he was huge or not, but from where I was hidden, he looked like he was thicker than any I'd ever personally seen. Even her long, slender fingers looked like they barely met around him. It was flushed a deep red color, and looked all shiny in the morning sunlight.
But before continuing, she grabbed the bottle she'd set next to her, scooped out more of what I could only imagine had to be expensive lotion, and closed her hand around him again. The wet sound started immediately, and she didn't miss a beat.
"See?" she whispered, brushing her lips against his ear. "Look what she does to that beautiful cock of yours."
I stared at his lap, open-mouthed, and was entranced by what she was saying to him about what she wanted to do with me. What she claimed I did to him...
"I bet she'd feel so soft, Ryan," she continued. "Could you feel how soft she was when she hugged you? All that impressive cleavage pressed up against your chest?" She let out the slightest chuckle. "Did her tits even reach your chest?"
I knew exactly what she meant.
I'm barely four eleven. Even in the little wedges I was wearing when they got here, I had to tip my head way back to look Ryan in the eye. And my body still has just the slightest bit of softness most girls lose by twenty-one. But I never minded, because it comes with round hips, a gentle curve just near the bottom of my stomach, and breasts that are a full, heavy D-cup that tend to spill over the top of anything strapless. Normally I don't mind when I go out with a boy, but looking at her, it made me wish I'd brought better bras on this trip. My ass is round too, not like big or exaggerated, but round enough that it makes my sundresses flare out, especially when they're the type that cling around my waist. So, next to Vanessa's long, sleek frame I definitely look a little over-full, like someone turned the dial too high on every curve compared to her.
Vanessa had kept talking through every little stroke and twist.
"I bet if you got your hands under those tits they'd overflow your palms, wouldn't they?" He nodded with his head still leaning against her shoulder. "And those babies are real, too. None of that fake stuff like the last woman we got to play with. Just soft, heavy tits begging to be held while you leave marks on them."
Ryan's hips jerked forward once more. "I wonder what her nipples look like," Vanessa murmured. "Do you think they're soft pink and puffy like a virgin's, or darker rose and already tight from wanting you? Maybe they're small and shy, barely poking up until you get your mouth on them and they'll swell and harden under your tongue. Whatever they are, I want to watch you get them wet. Suck on her nipples until they're swollen and red and she's squirming because she's trying not to make noise with her whole family is staying here on the property. I want you to make her bite her lip until it bleeds, but those little whimpers will still slip out because she can't hold them back."
Ryan's grip on her forearm tightened.
"She's so short," Vanessa went on. "You'd have to lift her clean off the ground to line yourself up right. One arm under that plump, tight ass so, her feet are completely off the ground. She'd be completely helpless while you fed this monster in inch by inch."
His breathing turned ragged.
Vanessa twisted her wrist on the next stroke, sliding her thumb over the tip.
"God, I can just see her looking at you," she whispered. "Eyes all wide and watery while you stretch her open."
I stood there, frozen, feeling every filthy word land between my legs, confused about why she'd ever want to share him with anybody. And that she sounded like she'd put so much thought into me, no less.
"How sweet do you think she'd taste?" she murmured against his neck. "Hmm? Her fresh, barely-eighteen pussy... God, I've forgotten how good that is to have. Do you think she'd let me between her legs, Ryan? Would you like to watch me spread her open and lick her until she cried?"
Ryan's hips jerked harder and he grunted again.
"I wonder if anyone's ever gone down on her properly," Vanessa went on. "If she's ever had a man who knows what he's doing. Or maybe if she's ever even tasted a girl herself. Fuck, I hope not, I'd love to be her first. Sit on her pretty face while you watch, we can teach her together. Teach her exactly how to use that little pink tongue that's always sticking out between her teeth when she's concentrating on something."
A low groan tore out of him and it sounded a little more desperate. I could only imagine he was getting close.
Vanessa twisted her wrist again. "And you could test her ass for me. But you'd have to start slow with her, just a finger, to see if she likes it. I mean, if that tiny cunt is tight, imagine how her ass would flutter and squeeze around your fat cock when she realizes she can't get away when you're buried deep inside and her face is trapped between my legs."
Ryan's whole body went rigid.
"Fuck-" The word ripped out of him, sounding completely strained.
And then I watched as he came hard, shooting thick ropes over Vanessa's fist and onto his stomach, pulsing again and again while she kept stroking, milking every last drop.
Vanessa let out this excited laugh, and the sound of it went straight between my legs.
"Ooh. So it's her ass that gets you, huh?"
When it looked like he was done, she lifted her hand slowly, and brought it to her mouth. One by one she licked his cum off her fingers right next to his ear, with her eyes half-closed like it was the best thing she'd tasted all week.
When she was done she leaned in, and kissed his neck.
"Maybe we'll let her feel you there last," she whispered. "Then I'll lick every drop off that pretty little ass of hers, just for you... and feed it to her after."
Ryan's head dropped forward, with his chest heaving, but all I saw was his cum still glistening on his skin.
I couldn't breathe. I couldn't move for several seconds. I was soaked through, shaking, and they still had no idea I was ten feet away listening to every filthy word. I don't even remember the walk back, my legs just carried me. By the time I slipped through the door of the bridal suite, my face was burning and my dress was clinging to the small of my back.
My sister looked up from the vanity and frowned. "You're bright red. Everything okay?"
"Yeah," I lied, fanning my face. "Sorry, I realized how long I'd been gone and ran back here. I'm good."
She handed me a makeup brush. "Can you touch me up a little? Then fix these two curls that fell out, please. They keep slipping out, but the stylist already left."
I stepped behind her, dabbed a little powder along her hairline to kill the shine, and tucked the loose strands back into place. My hands were shaking because every time I leaned in, the memory flashed again. All I could see was Vanessa's fist jerking him until Ryan's stomach was streaked white, while her calm voice described how tight my ass was and would it feel around him. No matter how much I tried to relax, I kept gripping her brush so tight it felt like I was gonna snap it in half.
My sister kept talking about the florist and the extra greenery, completely unaware of the turmoil I was going through in my head, and trying not to whimper every time my thighs brushed together.
I finished the last curl, stepped back, and told her she looked perfect. She spun toward the mirror, grinned, then yanked me into one of her signature tight hugs.
For a second, we were pressed together exactly the way Vanessa had described, except I'd say her breasts were firm. Maybe not fake-boob firm, but still firm. Firm, heavy D-cup against firm, heavy D-cup. Since she and I had roughly the same size breasts, I'd never paid much attention to the way they felt when I hugged her, but now... I felt the same round flesh Ryan must have felt yesterday, except on him there were no other boobs to cushion the feel. I had pressed right against his upper stomach because he's so much taller. The memory flashed vividly through my head. My nipples tightened instantly and thankfully, I don't think my sister noticed. She just squeezed harder and squealed about how we were both going to cry during the vows.
I mumbled something about needing to pee and fled to the bathroom. I locked the door and leaned against the bathroom sink. I tried pressing my thighs together hard, but it didn't help. I was dripping enough that I had to grab some tissue and wipe myself as best I could. My reflection looked guilty as sin with my flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, and lips that looked a little swollen from me apparently chewing on them.
I turned on the cold tap, let it run over my wrists until the shock of it calmed the shaking, and stared at my reflection long enough to make sure I didn't look completely wrecked. Then I took one slow breath, opened the door, and walked back out to help my sister into her wedding dress. I tried to act as if I hadn't just watched the wife of the man we'd known our whole lives jack him off to an orgasm while describing, in detail, every filthy thing she wants to do to me.
The rest of the morning flew by in happy chaos. I steamed the last wrinkle from the train, made sure her light, beach-style veil was perfect, and pinned the tiny orchids exactly where she wanted them. We laughed over the flower girl stealing lipstick, teared up when Mom clasped Grandma's pearl bracelet on her wrist, and took a million mirror selfies while everyone told my sister she looked like a dream.
With my sister finally ready, I kissed her cheek, promised I'd see her at the altar, and practically jogged down the path to the bungalow I was sharing with Maya. The room was empty, thank God, and Maya's dress was already gone from its hanger.
I locked the door, stripped in record time, and stepped into the shower for a quick neck-down wash. The first blast of cool water made me gasp, but it felt like mercy on my overheated skin. I tipped my head back, let it run over my shoulders, down my chest, and tried to breathe.
I lasted maybe ten seconds before my hand slid between my legs on its own.
There was nothing gentle about what I did. Two fingers, straight inside, with my palm grinding against my clit, and the other hand braced on the tile so my knees wouldn't give out. I didn't need any sort of fantasy, the memory was right there. I could see Vanessa's fist, and hear Ryan's broken groan, right up until the point he came from her words about my ass. I bit my lip to stay quiet and used my other hand to circle my clit faster, while hunching my hips into my hand.
I knew I didn't have much time, and was thankful it took less than a minute. A quick, almost angry orgasm punched through me that had my thighs shaking, and a strangled whimper squeaked out. I stayed there a second longer, leaning my forehead against the cool wall, letting the aftershocks fade.
Then I straightened, rinsed off, and shut off the water, knowing I couldn't be late.
Out of the shower, I dried off as quickly as I could, threw on some moisturizer, then my dress. The pale-pink silk chiffon slid over me and settled into place. I zipped up, fluffed my hair, swiped on mascara and gloss, clasped the little gold necklace, stepped into the strappy heels. With an emergency clutch in hand with bobby pins, lipstick, blotting papers, I took one last look in the mirror.
I thought I looked good with my loose and wavy hair, and cheeks that were still flushed but that was easy to explain with the excitement of seeing my big sister marry the man she loved. I definitely looked good enough to go face everyone.
I slipped out the door and headed down to the beach to meet the bridal party. I reached the little canopy just as the planner was lining everyone up. There were only six of us in the bridal party: me, plus two of my sister's best friends from grade school on her side, and three of her fiancé's buddies on the other. We paired off quickly, barefoot in the sand, bouquets of white orchids and pink roses, which I thought looked really pretty when the wind made the petals flutter a little in the breeze. It was like it brought them to life somehow.
I took my place at the front of the line, right next to my sister. She turned once and squeezed my hand so hard I felt her tremble. She looked unreal. Same dark-blonde hair as mine, but hers was a little longer. She also had the same soft curves and big eyes. The biggest difference between us was that she was just a few inches taller than me. While I stood there looking at her figure in her dress for a second, I wondered if that was how Ryan saw me when he looked over. There was no doubt my sister was pretty. So to other people, did it just look like a smaller, younger copy of her? The thought came and died just as fast. Today wasn't about me.
The music changed to a soft guitar cover of "Can't Help Falling in Love," and we started down the short aisle.
I kept my eyes forward at first, smiling at the thirty guests standing between the rows of white chairs. My mom was already crying happy tears; Dad's empty seat was right next to her, waiting for him. And right behind them, in the second row, were Ryan and Vanessa.
I felt it like a tug in my stomach every single time my eyes drifted that way. Ryan was in a pale cream-colored linen with his sleeves rolled up like always, looking calm and proud to be here for his best friend's daughter. Vanessa was in a simple coral-colored slip dress, with her hair loose, smiling her perfect, serene smile that made everyone love her. Our eyes met for half a second and her smile didn't change, but something in me reacted to seeing her anyway.
I forced my attention back to the altar. Finally, Dad walked my sister down the aisle after the rest of us, whispering something that made her laugh through tears. When he lifted her veil and kissed her cheek, I had to blink hard, thankful that my own mascara was waterproof. He placed her hand in her fiancé's, said he was the one giving her away when the officiant asked, stepped back, and took his seat next to Mom.
The officiant started talking about love and oceans and choosing each other every day. My sister and her groom read the vows they'd written about their promises of coffee in bed and dancing in the kitchen and growing old in the same house. It was cheesy and cute, just like they were, and we all laughed and oohed and awwwed when they spoke. I held the bouquet while they exchanged rings, and tried not to laugh when he blamed the humid weather for why she was having a hard time getting his ring on.
When the officiant finally said, "You may kiss the bride," everyone cheered. My sister threw her arms around her new husband's neck, veil flying and the guitars kicked into something joyful and fast.
I clapped and whooped with everyone else, genuinely happy for the best big sister I could ask for. But as we turned to walk back down the aisle, rice raining around us, my eyes slid past my parents again and landed on Ryan and Vanessa one more time.
Ryan was clapping, smiling at the newlyweds, but Vanessa was looking straight at me.
At me.
If this had been yesterday, I wouldn't've thought anything of it. Or at the worst, maybe I'd have thought I came across a little to friendly with Ryan and she was keeping an eye on me. But now... well I guess, I truly understood the phrase eye-fucked for the first time.
The reception unfolded exactly the way my sister had planned it since we were teenagers flipping through bridal magazines. There were long teak tables under string lights, with most people barefoot on the warm sand, and the ocean glowing turquoise in the background while the sky turned pink then purple.
Dinner was elegant and plated. We had ceviche and grilled lobster, along with tiny tacos passed on palm leaves. Thankfully most of the speeches were short and sweet, except for Dad who actually cried, and the best man who told an embarrassing story from college. I personally kept mine to two minutes and only teared up once, which I was so nervous about because it was my first time having to talk in front of people. I think my nerves were what kept me from an all-out sob fest. We cut the cake while everyone sang off-key, and then the playlist switched to dancing music.
I did my maid-of-honor job on autopilot as I gathered up family members and friends, and posed for a million photos with cousins and aunts. Every time I spun past the head table I caught my sister laughing in her husband's arms, happier than I'd ever seen her. It made everything else fade to background noise.
Ryan and Vanessa were always easy to spot but never in my way. They sat with my parents for most of the dinner, where Ryan's arm was draped over the back of Vanessa's chair, and her hand was resting lightly on his thigh. They laughed at Dad's stories, toasted with everyone else, danced close together once or twice, the perfect pretty couple. If I hadn't known what I knew as of that afternoon, I'd have thought they were just another couple of polite guests.
The hours slipped by until the few kids who were there fell asleep on loungers. The older guests started drifting toward the villas. The playlist slowed, turning into more slow dances. Someone switched the string lights to a warmer gold and with the older guests gone to bed, and me now being the youngest, it seemed like the alcohol started to flow a little bit more.
I was wiping frosting off my fingers when I realized the crowd had thinned to maybe fifteen people. The dance floor was mostly just a few couples swaying. After so many hours of running around barefoot, or in sandals, I was grateful I didn't have to deal with heels like I'd heard so many other girls complain about at weddings. My feet were sandy and tired, but at least they weren't throbbing.
I grabbed a bottle of water from the bar, stretched my neck, and felt the day finally start to relax a little more for me. My sister caught my eye from across the tables, blew me a kiss, and mouthed thank you. I grinned back, feeling like my chest was gonna burst from how happy she looked.
That's when I noticed Ryan and Vanessa had moved. They were leaning against the railing at the edge of the lighted area, leaving them half in the shadows, talking quietly. Vanessa had kicked off her heels, which I still couldn't figure out how she'd managed along the beach, and Ryan's shirt was back to being halfway unbuttoned. The breeze pressed her flowing coral dress against her body and lifted her hair off her neck.


She looked over, found me watching, and smiled. Ryan followed her gaze a second later. Neither of them waved or anything, but neither did I. The look lasted maybe three seconds tops before one of the groomsmen spun me into one last dance, breaking the moment.
He mostly kept his hand on the small of my back while we swayed, but every now and then, I'd feel it start to slip a little lower, until I'd make him spin me. He was cute enough with his sun-bleached hair, and he had a really nice smile, but he was also already a little drunk.
"You're killing me in that dress," he said, leaning in like he was telling me some sort of secret. "Wanna ditch this and go find somewhere quiet?"
I laughed politely, the same laugh I've used since I started to fill out my shirts, whenever a boy thinks confidence is the same thing as charm. "I'm on sister-duty till the end," I told him, stepping back just enough. "She's the only thing that matters tonight, but thanks for the dance."
He took the hint with good grace and spun me out toward the tables.
I found the cute bride and groom at a table alongside the dance floor, sharing a piece of cake like a couple of sappy lovebirds. I dropped down beside them, kicked my feet up on an empty chair, and let my head fall against her shoulder.
"You okay?" she asked, mouth full of frosting.
"Perfect," I said, and meant it. "You're married to the best guy you've ever brought home, you both look happy, and I couldn't be happier for the both of you."
Her husband laughed and leaned around her so he could grab me and kiss the top of my head. "You're the best, kid."
We talked for a few minutes about the fireworks the resort had done as a surprise. Next was about how Dad had cried, twice, which was a first for both of us to ever see. And then how weird it seemed to me that they weren't whisking off on their honeymoon, since they were already planning to spend the next week right here after the rest of us left.
Then we were joined by the other couple of the night that everyone always gushed over. Ryan and Vanessa appeared beside the table with two fresh drinks in hand. Ryan politely set one in front of me without asking. It was sparkling water with lime, exactly what I'd been drinking all night.
"Mind if we pull up a couple of chairs?" he asked the newlyweds, already smiling his warm smile that made my dad call him brother for twenty-five years.
My sister waved them in. "Please. We need married-people wisdom."
Ryan sat beside my brand-new brother-in-law, and Vanessa beside me. For a while everything was completely normal as they gushed about how beautiful the ceremony had been, along with how happy my sister looked, and that the lobster was the best thing they'd eaten all year. Ryan even told a short story about the first time Vanessa tried to cook him dinner and accidentally set the kitchen on fire. Everyone laughed, even me.
Then Vanessa leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table while her coral dress started to slip off one of her elegant shoulders.
"Marriage is simple, really," she said, with all of the surety in the world. "As long as you both actually want the same things, that is. But you have to be honest with each other and listen. Making sure the other person's needs are met is just as important as hearing what they have to say." She glanced sideways at Ryan, with a mischievous wink. "All of them."
Ryan gave a little chuckle and shook his head like he was used to her antics when she drank. "Yeah, what she said."
My sister laughed, looking flushed from champagne and happiness, and then stood up. "Well, on that note, we're going to go practice some of that honesty upstairs."
I told her that was TMI, and her husband groaned theatrically but let her pull him up. They hugged us all, and my sister told Ryan and Vanessa how great it was to see them after so many years and she was kinda surprised when they RSVP'd that they'd be here. Ethan told them how nice it was to meet them, and joked about them trying to steal the focus from his beautiful bride when they danced, and then they disappeared hand-in-hand toward the villas.
Suddenly I found myself alone at the table with them. A few guests were still hanging around at the bar, but they were strangers to me. They must've been friends of the groom's parents, or something, based on their age. The music had turned to just a background playlist by this point. The breeze off the water was cooler now, lifting my hair and sliding under the hem of my dress.
Vanessa stretched, catlike, and sighed. "It's getting chilly. We were thinking of moving the party to our place. The spa's heated, mezcal's cold, and the view's much better." She looked at me with the friendly smile I'd seen my entire life from her, as friendly as if she were inviting me over for coffee. "You should come. We barely got to catch up with you all day."
Ryan leaned back in his chair, one arm draped along the top rung, looking over at the few stragglers who were still around, while he talked. "Been too long, kiddo," he said, sounding fond. "I'm sure you don't want to hang around some old folks, so you don't have to stay long. For old times' sake."
I felt the word kiddo land right between my legs in a way it never had before Vanessa had made her comment to me. I took a slow sip of the sparkling water he'd brought me, let the lime sting my tongue, and smiled.
"Yeah," I said. "I guess I could come over for one drink."
And with that, we walked the boardwalk without saying much along the way. I tried to focus on the sound of the waves or even the feel of my feet hitting the ground as they carried me toward their villa. Vanessa and I were both barefoot at this point. She had her heels dangling from two fingers, and I was nervously swinging my flats.
Their villa was dimly lit by one lamp they'd left on inside. She didn't waste any time grabbing a bottle of mezcal and three glasses, setting them on the counter.
Vanessa poured. Ryan dropped onto the large chair in the sitting area and stretched out, gesturing toward the couch across from him. "Sit. Your feet have to be killing you."
I sat toward one end, leaving plenty of room for Vanessa. However, after she handed me a glass, she sat close enough that our shoulders were touching.
I took a sip. The mezcal was smooth, smoky, warm.
Vanessa was the first to break the quiet. "You were amazing today, by the way. Your sister looked so happy."
I laughed under my breath. "Thanks, but that wasn't me. I mostly just ran around with hairspray and safety pins."
"No, you did more than that," Ryan said. "It can take a lot to keep up with things so that the bride doesn't have to worry about any of it."
I shrugged, and my cheeks were warm. "Yeah, but that was mostly the staff that handled the big things. I'm just glad it went right for her."
Vanessa leaned back against the cushions. "We kept meaning to grab you all day, but you were busy every time I looked."
"Yeah, six years is a long time," I said. "Feels weird seeing you both again."
Ryan nudged my shoulder lightly with his. "You're not the girl you used to be, that's for sure."
Vanessa casually brushed my arm. "Definitely not."
Then everything went kind of quiet again for a few seconds.
Ryan glanced at me. "You sure you're good being here? There's no pressure if you wanna head back."
I met his eyes, then Vanessa's. "I'm good," I said. "I don't mind catching up for a bit."
Vanessa smiled mischievously. "Cool. Then hang out. We've got nowhere to be." She rested her hand on my knee like it was the most normal thing in the world. "We've got all night."
We talked for a while longer, just about random things, like how my sister's new husband had tried to take up surfing and had eaten sand for a week. They also told me how much worse the humidity is in Singapore compared to Tulum. Then we debated whether the tacos tonight beat the ones from the food truck back home that they'd occasionally take me and my sister to get when they'd watch us during one of our parents' date nights. The mezcal kept disappearing, slowly but surely.
Vanessa finally stretched and then wrinkled her nose at her feet. "Okay, I'm gross. I've been barefoot half the day since the cake cutting." She stood, whisked over to the bathroom sink, and turned the tap. "There's a reason I usually don't take my shoes off outside, but even I had to take off my heels to give my feet a break tonight."
She sat on the edge of the couch again, and using the washcloth she'd soaked, started wiping the dirt off the bottom of her feet. Ryan watched her with the fond half-smile he always had when she did something one of us regular humans would do.
When she finished, she glanced at me. "You have to be even worse than me," she said, nodding at my own feet. "Come here."
I hesitated for half a second, then started to turn a little toward her. She didn't wait; she just took my ankle, lifted my foot into her lap, causing me to lean back into the corner of the couch, and started running the damp cloth over my skin. I couldn't help noticing how warm her hands were when she held my foot and pressed lightly into the arch. It was like she was almost massaging me while scrubbing my foot.
Vanessa kept the conversation going the whole time, as if she'd never even paused to wash her feet and then my own.
"...so Ryan tries to be all cool about it, but the second the monsoon hits Singapore he's wearing sandals with socks. And you can't deny it. I still have the pictures as proof." She laughed, running the damp towel between my toes while looking me straight in the eyes. "I'm telling you darling, sometimes I wonder how I married someone who'd do something like that."
Ryan snorted. "Ok, let's be clear that isn't something I'd normally do, but I didn't know the city, so I didn't want to go out barefoot, but it's hot and humid. I haven't done it since."
"Mm-hmm." She switched to my other foot, scrubbing at the fresh dirt she found. "Anyway, we finally found a taco place that doesn't make us miss home so much. You'd love it; they do this pineapple salsa that's-"
Her thumb pressed into the arch of my foot and my sentence, of whatever I'd been about to say, simply died in my throat. She kept talking without missing a beat.
"-basically like summer in a bowl. If you ever want to come out and visit, we're taking you there." She finished washing my foot, tossed the towel aside, and just... left my foot resting across her thigh. Her hands wrapped back around it, idly kneading the ball of my foot without a second thought.
I swallowed. "Visit you in Singapore...?"
"Definitely," she said, squeezing lightly. "You'd absolutely love it there." She moved to the heel, pressing into tender spots. "God, your feet must be killing you, aren't they? You've been running around all day."
Ryan leaned back in his chair, watching us with his half-grin and not saying anything.
Vanessa kept massaging me, chatting about all the things to see around the city. But my foot stayed in her lap, and I swear someone must've turned a heater on, because the air felt about ten degrees warmer than it had five minutes ago.
"-and there's this one hawker stall that does chili crab that's so good that Ryan actually moaned out loud the first time he tried it."
Ryan gave a sheepish laugh. "Yeah, but I stand by it. Best thing I've ever put in my mouth."
Vanessa smirked and glanced over in his direction. "I don't know if I should be offended by that." It was a quick exchange between them and then she readjusted my foot slightly in her lap so she could dig into a knot under the ball of my foot. The pressure made my eyes flutter for a second.
"You okay?" she asked, but never stopping.
"Yeah," I managed. "Just... feels good to be off my feet I guess."
"Aw, you poor thing," she murmured. Her hands moved up to my ankle, kneading gently, then back down again. "We'll fix that."
Ryan took a slow sip of his mezcal, quietly continuing to watch us. "She gives the best foot rubs," he said, like it was a known fact. "You're in good hands."
Vanessa smiled without looking up. "I have my moments."
The conversation drifted again, except my foot was still in her lap, and every so often her fingertips brushed the inside of my ankle for longer and longer periods.
Then she went back to my first foot, giving it the same massage she had just given the other. When she finished she didn't put it down. She just let it rest across her thighs, with one hand idly stroking from my ankle, almost as if she were petting a cat.
The mezcal was almost gone, mostly between the two of them, and Vanessa's voice had dropped to sound a little warmer.
"You seem so tense, sweetheart. Not just your feet." Her palm slid a couple inches higher, so that it was resting just below my knee, brushing the skin with her thumb. "Rough day?"
I tried to swallow the ball in my throat. "No, it was a good day. Just... long."
Ryan leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, and dangled his glass between his fingers. "You can relax, you know. The day's done, no more running around."
Vanessa's hand squeezed lightly. "Exactly. You're off duty."
I let my head rest against the back of the couch, but I was watching Vanessa's hand. "I am pretty wiped," I admitted.
Vanessa's fingers moved in a teasing circle on the inside of my calf. "Then just lie back a while. Let us take care of you after all you've done today."
Ryan's voice was quiet, steady. "No rush."
I looked from one to the other, suddenly questioning how exactly I'd gotten here. But looking back to Vanessa's hand on my leg, I nodded.
Vanessa's thumb was circling in increasingly larger circles on my calf, like she was thinking.
"You know what you need?" she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "The spa. It's already hot. Ten minutes in there with a little bit of my massage, and you'll forget your own name."
I laughed, suddenly feeling a little nervous. "I'm sure it'd be amazing, but I didn't exactly bring anything from my room to wear in it."
She tilted her head, and I saw her eyes look down my frame and back up. She had an amused expression when she spoke again. "Hmm... I suppose not, and sweetheart, anything I own would look like dental floss on you." There was no subtlety to it when she went back to looking at my chest for a second. "Those curves aren't going in my bikinis without causing an incident."
Ryan gave a low chuckle. "She's not wrong about that."
I instantly felt the color rush to my face, but I couldn't help smiling. "So, I'm just supposed to go in it in silk chiffon?"
Vanessa shrugged casually. "Or don't. It's only us." She squeezed my leg lightly. "We've gone without bathing suits before. And you've got nothing either of us hasn't seen so many times before... just arranged a little more generously."
Ryan lifted an eyebrow, but he had a more teasing tone in his voice than she did. "A lot more generously."
I bit my lip, unable to believe what she'd just said in front of Ryan. And then the fact that he commented as well, right in front of his wife. Vanessa's hand slid an inch higher, so that her palm was now resting just above my knee.
"There's no pressure, darling" she said again, but her eyes were fixed on mine. "We just want you to be comfortable, but the water's perfect, and you look like you're carrying the whole day's stress in your shoulders. I just want to help you relax."
"Okay," I said, voice quieter than I meant. "I'll try the spa."
Vanessa's smile was small, but something about it looked like she was extremely satisfied with herself. She stood, offered me her hand. "Come on, then. Let's see if I have anything you'll find comfortable."
Vanessa pulled me up by the hand and led me through the sliding doors into the bedroom part of the villa. Ryan stayed behind, grabbing three bottles of water from the fridge. "I'll get the jets going," he said, then headed outside.
The bedroom was dim, with only the light coming in from the sitting area. Vanessa flicked on a small lamp and opened the top drawer of the dresser.
"Okay, let's see what we've got," she said, already pulling out scraps of fabric that looked more like ribbons, with triangles of material barely bigger than Post-it notes. I don't know that they even qualified as swimsuits.
She held up a black bikini top first that consisted of two tiny triangles connected by strings. She pressed it against my chest over the pink chiffon and raised an eyebrow. "Yeah... that's a no. You'd be one deep breath away from a wardrobe malfunction."
Next was a white one-piece with high-cut hips and a plunging neckline. She held it up, looked me up and down, and shook her head. "Cute on me. On you... well, let's just say I don't think it'd fit quite the same way."
Everything she pulled out was the same. Tiny and sleek, and everything looked expensive, but also like it was made for someone long and lean. I'm short and soft in all the places she's not. My boobs are multiple cup sizes bigger than whatever she usually wears, and my hips actually exist. And I don't mean that in a mean way, because like I said, she's amazingly beautiful. But next to her stuff, I felt like I was trying to borrow doll clothes.
I laughed nervously. "Everything you own is so tiny."
Vanessa shrugged, unembarrassed. "If I'm going to have to get tan lines, I like to try to keep them minimal." She tossed the last bikini back in the drawer and turned to me. "I'm not sure if there was anything there you feel comfortable with. But honestly? We usually just go in naked. The villa's private."
My mouth dropped, and I think it took me a full two seconds to realize it and close it. I wanted to say something, but the words got stuck somewhere around my throat and stalled.
She watched my face with an amused smile. "Hey. That's just us. You do whatever you're ok with. I don't want you to be uncomfortable. If there is something there you'd like to wear, you're more than welcome."
I swallowed. "No, I mean, you guys can do whatever you want. It's your place." My voice cracked a little. "I just... everything you have is going to look ridiculous on me anyway, and if you're both... then I'll be the only one wearing anything, so..." I trailed off, feeling even my ears burn red.
Vanessa stepped closer, reached up, and swept my hair back before holding either side of my neck below the ears. "You wouldn't be ridiculous. You're gorgeous in anything you wear. Or don't wear. But only if you want to." Her fingers lingered near my jaw. "We can find you one of Ryan's T-shirts if that's easier. Or you can keep your dress on and just sit on the edge. Whatever feels right."
She pulled her coral dress over her head in one smooth motion and let it drop to the floor. There was no bra, just pretty little black lace panties that she slid down and stepped out of without ceremony. She didn't waste any time standing there. Before I could process seeing her small but surprisingly perky breasts or the small bit of hair that almost looked like a "V", I watched her turn away and head toward the private patio with the spa. The natural sway of her walk looked even more ridiculously wild with nothing covering her toned, compact butt.
"We'll be in the spa whenever you're ready," she said casually as she walked away.
I looked at the drawer full of string bikinis, then back at her just as she disappeared from sight. My heart was hammering. I stood there long enough to hear the giggle of Vanessa's before sliding into the spa and Ryan's muffled laugh in response.
I looked at the open drawer again. Every bikini looked like it had been designed for photoshoots, not for use in the water. I finally grabbed the one that looked like it offered the most coverage, if you could call it that. It was a dark-green string set that at least had triangles instead of what I would've considered bands.


I peeled off my dress, then what I realized were my completely soaked panties and stared at the wet spot in the crotch for one mortified second before rolling them into a tight little ball and stuffing them inside my dress. No way was I letting anyone see that.
The top was just barely enough to cover my larger areolas, compared to what I'd just seen. I had to pull the strings as tight as they'd go to make me feel like it'd hold in place, and even then my breasts spilled out literally everywhere. The bottoms were worse because the front panel was so narrow I don't think it quite stretched across me, leaving the edges of my lips peeking out no matter how I adjusted, or tried to pull the material wider. I turned to the mirror and immediately wished I hadn't. My hips looked wider, my stomach seemed even softer than I'd ever felt. Everything was just incredibly round and fuller than Vanessa's long, sleek body. I mean, in no world had I ever been called chubby, but next to her I felt like I took up twice the space she would.
I took a deep breath, then headed for the patio door. Ryan and Vanessa were already in the spa, with the water up to their collarbones, and everything else was obscured by the bubbles. The underwater lights made everything soft and blue. The second I stepped out, they both looked over at me.
I crossed my arms over my chest out of reflex and insecurities, and took the fastest, tiniest steps possible with my thighs clamped together on my way to the edge. I was doing everything I could to try to keep everything covered until I could sink down into the safety of the water.
"Don't laugh," I muttered, half-joking.
"Wouldn't dream of it," Ryan said with a bit of a rasp.
Vanessa just smiled and moved to make room. "Oooh, you poor thing. Come here, sweetheart. Nobody's going to laugh at you."
I dropped my arms at the last possible second and slipped into the water as fast as I could. The heat hit me like a blanket, instantly relaxing my shoulders even while my face burned. The jets bubbled up around us, hiding everything below the surface, including me.
I settled between them and drew my knees up a little, feeling the water lapping at my collarbones.
Vanessa reached over and tugged one of the strings at my neck, loosening the knot I'd pulled too tight in my nervousness. "Breathe," she said softly. "You have nothing to worry about."
The motor of the spa seemed so loud to me that I was almost waiting for someone to come over and tell us to turn it off so they could sleep. Of course no one ever did, and the three of us sat there with nobody saying anything else while I tried to find the nerves to relax in the water.
I just let the heat sink in and tried to believe her, since this was having the opposite effect of what she'd promised. Vanessa, as usual, was the first to finally talk. She reached over, took my wrist gently, and guided my arm away from my body so I wasn't clutching myself so hard.
"Hey," she said, in a calming voice. "Look at me for a second."
I did. Her face was kind of softened in the blue light from the tub.
"You're safe. You're just in the spa, and no one can see anything. Promise." She gave my wrist a small squeeze and let go. "Just sit back. Let the water do its job, and don't overthink things."
I exhaled shakily and leaned against the molded seat. The jets hit my lower back and I couldn't help the little sigh that slipped out.
"There you go," Ryan said, amused. He'd grabbed the bottle of mezcal he'd apparently brought out from the side table and topped off his glass, then held it up. "Want a sip? Loosens the shoulders better than bubbles."
I shook my head, but smiled. "I'm already dizzy."
"Lightweight," he teased, taking a drink. "I remember when you heard about your dad and me having a beer drinking contest in college, so you decided to challenge me, saying you could out-drink me in root beer too. I swear you had the same face then."
I laughed despite myself. "I still say you cheated."
"Never," he said, mock-offended. He leaned back, stretched one arm along the edge behind Vanessa. "You've just always been easy to wind up."
Vanessa rolled her eyes. "Don't listen to him, baby. He probably did cheat." She scooted a little closer, so that her thigh was pressing lightly against mine under the water. "But you should listen to him about the shoulders."
Her hand found its way to the back of my neck, and she started rubbing at the knots there. There was nothing sexual about it, just a firm gripping pressure that made my head tip forward from the strength in it.
"See?" she murmured. "Told you we'd take care of you."
Ryan had moved closer, his hand still on his wife's shoulder that was closest to me. "You did a lot of work today," he said. "Let somebody else take care of you for five minutes."
Between Vanessa's thumb and fingers working at the sides of my neck, the tension started melting out of me whether I wanted it to or not. My knees unclenched, and I sank back against the seat a little bit more.
"That's it," Vanessa whispered, almost to herself.
Ryan lifted his glass in a small toast. "To the best maid of honor."
I managed a real smile this time. "To not passing out in this bikini," I said.
They both laughed, and for the first time all night, I actually started to relax. We sat like that for a few more minutes, letting the jets and her hand work magic on my muscles, while they passed the mezcal between themselves. I stuck to my water and felt my shoulders starting to loosen.
Then, at some point with Vanessa's hand still on the back of my neck, massaging it, her other hand reached up, and found Ryan's wrist. Taking his wrist from where it rested on her shoulder, she guided it out from behind her until his hand disappeared under the water in the direction of her thighs.
She let out the tiniest breath, and it was almost like it was nothing, but I heard it all the same. At first I thought I'd imagined it. Then her fingers tightened on my neck just a little more and I felt her hips shift where they were touching me. It was like a small tilt forward into what I assumed was his palm. Ryan didn't say a word when she moved his arm. He just seemed to go with it, but I still couldn't be sure through the jets.
I glanced over, unsure of how I was supposed to react to this, Vanessa's eyes stayed half-open and fixed on me with her lips parted. When she started to make these little sounds, there wasn't any room to question it anymore. She was making the tiniest little moans that could barely be heard over the bubbles, but each one left me a little curious, whether I wanted to admit it in that moment or not.
I could feel my face heating again, but I couldn't look away. With her eyes on me, I watched her face go through little motions of biting her lip, then licking her lips. Her mouth fell open a little more while her brow knitted a little tighter.
Her hand slid off my neck, down my arm, and eventually found my hand under the water. She threaded our fingers together and squeezed hard, when Ryan did something that made her body jerk and her breathing pause for just a second, and was followed by a sigh.
She never broke eye contact. Her grip on my hand tightened and relaxed in slow waves, I assumed, matching whatever he was doing between her legs. After maybe another minute, her thighs pressed together, trapping his wrist, and she let out one quiet, shaky exhale. Her whole body relaxed a moment later, letting her shoulders sink back against the edge.
Ryan's hand came to rest on her shoulder again, casually as can be, like he'd just handed her another drink.
Vanessa blinked, gave a soft laugh, and looked at me with slightly glassy eyes. "Sorry," she said, in a husky voice I'd never heard before. "I needed to unwind too." She squeezed my hand once more before letting go. "Ryan's really good at helping me relax. It's like a special talent of his."
Ryan just smiled into his glass and took another sip, but didn't quite look at me.
I sat there, completely stunned and having no idea what to say. Vanessa leaned her head against my shoulder, like she was totally boneless now.
"If you'd like to give it a try, I'm sure he wouldn't mind," she said. I think my entire body went rigid when I felt her lips find my neck and she placed a quick but soft kiss against it. "I'd bet he's been thinking about it since you gave him that hug when you first saw us."
The kiss was so light I almost thought I could convince myself that I simply imagined it. But the feeling of her breath on my neck as she spoke told me I hadn't.
I fumbled trying to think of anything to say. I mean, how am I supposed to respond to a woman offering to have her husband... touch me?
Vanessa lifted her head just enough to get my attention. Her eyes were still slightly hooded and she had her satisfied smile. "Hey, if you don't want to let him, then you don't have to." She brushed her hand over mine under the water. "I just figured you should know it's an option. But my instinct says if you say no, it's probably not because you didn't want him to."
Ryan finally met my eyes. He still said even less than I did. He just gave me the same piercing look he'd had as long as I could remember, only now it didn't feel the same in any regard. I gave the slightest shrug while looking at him.
"I-" My voice cracked. I tried again. "I don't know what I'm supposed to do or say."
Vanessa's smile spread a little bigger, like she found a weak spot in my words. "You don't have to do anything. You can just tell him yes and let him take over. He's very good at reading what a girl likes." She leaned in, brushing her lips along the very edge of my ear. "And I'd really like to watch him make you feel good." As soon as the words finished coming out of her mouth, I'm pretty sure I felt the quickest flick of her tongue against it, followed by another kiss that I heard more than I felt.
My whole body was burning up, and the bikini suddenly felt even smaller.
Ryan set his glass on the edge and started to come around his wife, until he was sort of just in front of me. One of his hands found my knee under the water, and he lightly rested his knee against mine. "Only if you want this," he said. "You can say the word and we stop. Or we keep going. It's completely your call."
Vanessa's nails scratched their way up my arm. "I'll tell you what, we can make this just a bit easier for you. You don't have to say a word, just nod if you want him to touch you," she whispered. "Or shake your head and we'll finish our drinks and talk about tacos again. No hard feelings either way. Promise."
I looked in the direction of Ryan's hand on my knee through the chaotic water, then at Vanessa's face where it sat inches from mine. My heart was pounding so hard, and I could feel my throat clenching, unable to speak if I even wanted to.
My eyes made their way back to the man I'd fantasized about, but I'd never given any real thought beyond that. I nodded. Once. It was small but definite, and it didn't go unnoticed. I saw the smile spread across Ryan's beautiful lips. Then Vanessa's smile turned almost proud or something.
"That's a good girl," she murmured, and kissed the sensitive, soft spot under my ear.
At the same time, I felt Ryan's hand slide higher up my thigh. It was slow enough that I could have stopped him at any point, but I didn't. I couldn't even breathe right. Even if we weren't in the spa, the bikini bottoms would've already been soaked, and every inch his hand moved made me more aware of the feelings between my legs.
Vanessa stayed pressed to my side, grazing her lips between my ear and my neck, giving me kisses that would've tickled if I wasn't so distracted. Her hand came up, holding onto mine and bringing it with hers, and then she guided both of our hands to the molded grip on the spa wall behind my head.
"Hold on here," she whispered. "Grab it with both hands, and don't let go unless I say."
The way she said it wasn't like she was asking me, but telling me. I did as I was told before my brain even had a chance to question it, and gripped around the smooth edge. The position lifted my chest higher in the water so that the tiny triangles moved just a bit and I felt cooler air on the tops of my breasts.
Ryan made this kind of appreciative sound at that moment, which is also when his hand reached the crease where my thigh meets my hip. Then one of his thick fingers traced the edge of the bikini bottom, just going back and forth, and teased the sensitive skin right there. I whimpered without meaning to from everything that was happening.
Vanessa's grip tightened on my wrist when she felt me twitch under his touch, keeping it pinned in place. "Stay still, baby."
As he switched from one of his fingers to his thumb, Ryan finally slipped it under the fabric, brushing over me once. My hips no longer twitched, but jerked.
"Ryan-" It came out shaky, half plea.
Vanessa's head lifted and the smile that spread across her face looked like the most delighted smile I'd seen from her yet.
"Oh, I like hearing you whimper his name," she purred. She leaned in so close that I thought she was going to kiss me. "Do me a favor, sweetheart?"
I was barely able to register that she was even talking. At this point, Ryan's finger was circling my clit and my thighs had tried to close on instinct. Vanessa's leg hooked over mine under the water, so that she was essentially holding me open for her husband.
"W-what?" I managed, voice cracking.
Her eyes locked on mine, dark and shining.
"You know what would be even sexier than you just saying his name? Call him Uncle Ryan again. Just like you used to." She brushed her nose along my cheek. "And I'm going to make him keep calling you kiddo... because I know how wet that makes you."
Ryan's hand stilled for half a second, then pressed harder so that he was pushing two fingers through my folds, spreading the slickness that was coming almost as fast as the water could wash it away.
"Please," I whispered, not even sure what I was begging for.
Vanessa kissed the corner of my mouth.
"Go on, baby. Say it for me."
My fingers tightened on the spa grip, hard enough that I'm guessing my nail beds were a mix of white and red.
"Uncle Ryan," I breathed, as the words trembled out.
This time he actually groaned. "Jesus, kiddo."
Vanessa laughed, sounding completely pleased with everything, and tightened her leg over mine so that she was practically able to hump against it.
"That's perfect," she said. "Now keep those hands right there and let Uncle Ryan make you feel good to help you relax. Just like I promised he could."
His fingers had pushed the scrap of green fabric completely to the side and when they circled my clit, my hips tried to chase him, but Vanessa's leg kept me held wide from the one side. I couldn't see anything under the churning water, at least not beyond the faint shadow of his forearm every time he moved. The part of me that was still feeling bashful about all of this was grateful no one could see anything. However, the other part wanted to watch his hand on me, to see exactly how he was touching me after fantasizing about something like this.
Vanessa readjusted, and her chest brushed my arm more directly. Then one of her long hands wrapped around both my wrists where they were still gripping the spa edge, and she held them in place without any effort since I wasn't exactly struggling.
Her other hand started moving over my body in these gliding passes from my collarbone, down the center of my chest, and over my ribs. She traced the curve under my breast but never quite touched them directly. And every time her fingers made their way lower, they stopped just above where Ryan was teasing me. It was close enough that I nearly shuddered at the realization of what was happening.
It was maddening. Eventually Ryan pressed one finger inside me. My back arched as much as the position allowed.
"Uncle Ryan-" it came out a broken whisper.
He made an approving sound. "That's a good girl, kiddo. Just like that."
Vanessa stroked my wrist with her thumb while she held them in place, and a small, shaky whimper slipped out. My thighs tightened when my body went stiff, but Vanessa held me in place. Her lips found my ear again, and then a second later, her tongue flicked over my earlobe, finally drawing that shiver out of me.
Ryan's finger curled gently inside me, pressing up, and I gasped.
"Is Uncle Ryan putting a finger in you right now, sweetheart?" she asked.
I swallowed my nervousness because I couldn't find real words. I just nodded quickly, keeping my eyes squeezed shut, and pulling both my lips between my teeth.
Her grip on my wrists seemed to tighten at my confession. "Good girl. Now go on and tell me what he's doing. I want to hear you tell me. Use your voice, baby."
Ryan stayed perfectly still inside me, like he was waiting for me to do what she said. The stillness made it worse, or better... I'm not really sure.
"He's... um..." My face burned. "He has a finger... inside."
Vanessa hummed, encouraging. "That's a good start. Where inside?"
I swallowed again. "In... in me. Down there."
She laughed the slightest bit, as if she found my shyness cute or something. "I know, silly. But I want you to tell me exactly."
Ryan curled his finger the tiniest bit again and my hips jerked in response, just like the last time.
"He's... moving it," I managed, voice cracking. "He was going slow- in and out... and- and now he's curling it a little."
"Perfect," Vanessa whispered. She kissed the soft spot just below my ear. "Keep going. What else?"
I was shaking. "Well, I guess there's his thumb... it's on my clit. He's rubbing... small circles..."
"Like this?" Ryan asked, and pressed his thumb a little bit harder.
I whimpered again, louder.
"Yes," I gasped and couldn't help the whimper that I made. "Just like that... Uncle Ryan, please-"
Vanessa's grip on my wrists loosened a little bit, but she still didn't let go. "That's what I want to hear," she murmured, brushing my ear with her lips as she spoke. "Keep talking, baby. Don't stop."
Ryan found this perfect rhythm, using the one thick finger that was sliding in and out to keep running over that increasingly sensitive spot, while his thumb stayed pressed against my clit. My hips started trying to rock into his hand as much as Vanessa's leg would let me.
"He's... he's rubbing this spot," I gasped, as the words tumbled out. "Inside... he keeps hitting the same place... please don't stop-"
"Uncle Ryan," Vanessa corrected me, and nipped at my earlobe. "Say it right."
"Uncle Ryan," I whimpered, louder. "Uncle Ryan, yes, it feels so good-"
I could feel the pressure building until my stomach was clenching and my thighs were becoming more tense.
"I'm close," I choked out. "I'm really close, I can't-"
Vanessa's hand that had been rubbing over my flexing stomach suddenly left. She must've stopped so she could grab Ryan's wrist, because he suddenly just stopped. I was trembling right there on the edge when he froze.
"No!" The word burst out of me, sounding humiliatingly desperate. My hips jerked, chasing at nothing. "Please-"
"Shh," Vanessa soothed, kissing the side of my neck. "Keep talking. Tell me exactly what it is you need."
"I need to come," I begged. I couldn't believe what I was saying to this gorgeous older woman, about the man I'd spent so much time fantasizing over. I felt like some pathetic little girl in my desperation for him to finish what she had him start doing. "Please let him keep going, I was right there-"
Vanessa's grip on Ryan's wrist must've loosened for a second, just enough for him to give one more stroke, making me sob.


"I want to, honey, but it seems like such a waste to hide this pretty body when Uncle Ryan finally tips you over," she murmured. "Don't you think?"
I nodded frantically, tears pricking my eyes from the sudden stop. I'd have agreed to anything in that moment because I was so close.
"Words, baby. I keep telling you I want to hear your words."
"Yes," I gasped. "Please, inside, on the deck... I don't- I need-"
She smiled at hearing me fumble to get a full sentence out. "That's our good girl. You can say it, it's ok."
"Inside," I pleaded. "Take me inside, let me come on the bed if that's where you want me."
Vanessa was the first to step out, and I was instantly caught by the water sliding down her long back and even longer legs. I'd never seen someone like her and she looked like she belonged in a painting. She just took a second to squat down, reached for my hand, and pulled me up with her.
The second I stood, feeling the cool air hit my wet skin, and I felt the bikini top had shifted. One of the tiny triangles had slipped completely sideways and my left nipple was out. There was no missing how obviously hard it was. I made a panicked little sound and tried to tug it back into place, but Vanessa gave my other hand a little tug.
"Leave it," she said, sounding amused by me yet again. "He's already seen it now, let him look." She winked with a smirk.
I glanced over at him. Ryan was still in the spa, watching us while he was still submerged in the water. The look on his face made my stomach flip.
Vanessa started walking, pulling me along beside her. Knowing he was behind us, I was painfully aware of the fact that the bottoms were nothing more than a string running between my cheeks. Visually, from behind, I practically may as well have been as naked as her, for the sheer lack of any coverage they offered. Next to her sleek, narrow frame I felt like my butt must be so much bigger than her, especially given my much shorter stature.
She noticed me trying to twist away from the exposure and laughed under her breath. "Relax, baby. You look deliciously edible. Don't hide."
Every step made my breasts bounce, and I was thankful that he was at least behind us so he couldn't see that. When we reached the open doors she paused and leaned down so she could whisper to me.
"You're shaking," she murmured. "It's cute."
She guided me inside, past the dim lamp, and straight to the edge of the big bed. Then she turned me to face her. She had both of her hands on my shoulders, and looked me over like she was deciding where to start.
Ryan's footsteps finally came in through the door. Vanessa didn't even glance back, and so I just tried to keep my eyes on her. In the middle of it all, she was still so intimidating to me, even in her sweetness, that I was almost afraid to look over at him without her telling me it's ok to.
Without looking away, she reached out a hand when he got close enough. When his hand found hers, she guided him forward until he stepped into my peripheral vision for just a second, before he moved behind her. I couldn't help it and my gaze had dropped for that one brief second. He was completely hard, and it had been standing out from his body leaving no doubt about how he was feeling about all of this and what Vanessa was leading us to do.
Up close, it looked even bigger than it had on the deck that morning. Even in the dim lighting I could see how flushed it looked with the water from the spa catching the light on it. I swallowed hard, and my cheeks felt like they were on fire.
Ryan slid his arms around Vanessa's waist, but they didn't stay there. His hands immediately began moving up to cup her small breasts. I watched as his thumbs brushed over her nipples, and they instantly tightened before my eyes. I was fascinated by seeing it. While the skin around them crinkled, the tiny nubs barely even stood out. It was no wonder she could get away with so many lightweight tops without a bra and never show through.
Vanessa tilted her head back against his shoulder, smiling at me the whole time, but it was like she barely even registered what he was doing to her.
"What do you think, baby?" she asked in an appreciative voice. "Look at our little beauty standing here. Isn't she simply divine?"
Ryan made no effort to hide his eyes as they dragged over me. "Better than I could've imagined," he said. "A lot better."
I went bright red, feeling the heat rushing all the way from my chest to my ears. They were talking about me like I wasn't even there, and I couldn't move.
Vanessa's smile grew a little bigger. "I told you even her blush would be pretty."
She finally slid a hand from my shoulder, so that one fingertip ran along the edge of the bikini top where the triangle had slipped completely off my left breast. My own nipple was tight and stood out far more than hers. I felt fully exposed even though I was the only one with even the most modest bits of covering. She circled it once with a feather-light touch, and I think she watched my face more than anything else.
"This one just wanted to come out to play," she murmured, amused. "Poor thing couldn't stay put, could it?"
I made a tiny, embarrassed sound.
"Don't worry, sweetheart. We'll take good care of both of them," she said in response.
Vanessa's finger kept teasing around my exposed nipple, but she never quite touched it. She just kept getting close enough to make me want to turn so I could catch her finger with it, but I didn't have the nerve. She tilted her head back, looking up at him with her little cat-that-got-the-cream smile.
"So," she asked him conversationally, like they were deciding what to order for breakfast, "what should we do with her first, baby?"
Ryan's hands were still on Vanessa's breasts, teasing and pulling at her own nipples, giving her the stimulation she was denying me. However his eyes never left my body. And while it made me nervous, I also felt something close to pride that even though he had her, he couldn't take his eyes off me.
"I think we should finish what we started outside," he finally said. "She was begging so nicely out there."
Vanessa hummed, pleased. "She really was. All those little 'please, Uncle Ryans'- I almost felt bad stopping you." And then out of nowhere, she finally flicked my nipple. It was only once, and it was quick, but I was so sensitive by this point, it made me gasp. "Look at that. She's still right on the edge, isn't she, sweetheart?"
I couldn't answer, and he only smiled. My mouth was open, unsure of what else to expect.
Vanessa stepped forward, out of Ryan's arms, and lifted my chin so that she was tilting my face up and I had to meet her eyes.
"Lie back on the bed for us," she said softly. "Right in the middle. I want you to put your arms above your head again. I think you know how I like them."
My legs were shaking, but I did as she told me, crawling onto the mattress so I could stretch out on my back. The sheets felt cool compared to how hot the rest of me was. I raised my arms, not wanting her to have to tell me twice, and I gripped at the headboard, trying to find something to help me keep them there.
Vanessa climbed up after me so that she was kneeling at my side. Ryan followed, placing himself on my other side with his massive erection jutting up from his lap. Both of them looked down at me, making me feel like I was there for their amusement.
"Look at her," Vanessa murmured, running one palm down my stomach, then stopping just above the tiny bikini bottoms. "The poor thing's all shaky laying there, spread out. So ready, though. You can tell."
Ryan's hand joined hers, resting on my thigh, and the size of it was obvious in comparison without even looking. "It certainly looks like it," he said.
Vanessa laughed softly, then she hooked her fingers under the string ties at my hips. "Let's get these off her. I want to see how wet our girl got just from one finger."
It took no effort for her to pull the ties around my hips loose, and Ryan helped slide them out from between my legs and toss them aside. My legs pinched a little tighter together on instinct.
Vanessa leaned down a little closer. "Spread your legs, baby. Show Uncle Ryan and Auntie Vanessa what he does to you."
I'd never heard her referred to that way before, and I hesitated for half a second. Taking one deep breath to find my courage, I let my knees part a little.
Ryan made this appreciative sound that made me feel a touch better to know he liked what he saw. "Jesus, kiddo."
Vanessa's hand slid between my thighs first, wasting no time as two fingers glided through me, spreading the wetness she found there. "Have you felt that?" she said to him, almost proudly. "That's all you. Just one finger and she's dripping like a bitch in heat."
She pulled her hand away and held her glistening fingers up to Ryan's mouth. "You should have the first taste, baby," she whispered to him. "It seems only fair since you're the one that got her worked up. Tell me if she tastes as good as she looks."
Turning his attention to my face, he sucked them clean without breaking eye contact with me. The only thing I could come up with to describe Vanessa's look as she watched him was fond. I don't know how else to put it.
"Go on, baby," she told him. "You can give her what she was begging for outside. Make her come so I can watch every second."
Ryan moved down the bed so he was positioned between my legs. Next, his hands slid under my thighs to grip my legs and open me wider.
Vanessa stayed at my side, stroking my hair with one hand, and resting the other hand lightly on my stomach.
"Keep your eyes on him," she whispered. "Let me see your face when you watch Uncle Ryan take his first proper taste of that pretty little pussy of yours."
I tried to lift my head to watch what Ryan was doing down there, but the angle wasn't great, and it was causing my neck to strain a bit. Vanessa noticed it immediately.
"Here you go, baby," she murmured, reaching behind me for another pillow from the head of the bed. She slid it under my neck to prop me up just enough to give me a clear view of him between my legs.
"Better? Now you can watch Uncle Ryan properly."
Before I could answer, her fingers found the tiny bit of material that was still managing to cover my right nipple. With one little tug, she pulled the swatch free, letting it fall away completely, so that both nipples were exposed to her now.
Meanwhile Ryan's mouth had started trailing kisses from the inside of my knee, working his way higher up my thigh. I could feel the roughness of his stubble as it scratched lightly, sending little tingles everywhere.
At the same time, Vanessa's nails scraped gently down my stomach, then up my chest, finally cupping one breast. I can't describe the sensation of having so many hands and everything touching me in so many places at once. She squeezed lightly, finally letting me feel her brushing over the nipple properly, then switched to the other. "God, these are ridiculous," she said, sound full of awe. "They're so full and firm at your age. They're even still sitting high when you're lying back like this. It's no wonder my husband hasn't stop staring at you since we saw you. Eighteen is unfair."
Her nails dragged lightly over the sensitive underside, making me twitch a little. I was about to say something, probably something that would've just embarrassed myself, when Ryan's mouth finally reached its destination.
His tongue licked one long, slow stripe up my divide, and my body jerked hard. Hard enough that my head snapped back against the pillow. Every muscle in my body tensed, causing my thighs to clamp around his head on instinct.
Vanessa laughed delightedly, tightening her hand on my breast.
"There it is," she said, pinching my nipple lightly. "Uncle Ryan found his target, didn't he? God, you're shaking from just one lick. You're going to come so fast for him, aren't you, sweetheart?"
A moan was the only response I could manage.
"Eyes forward, sweetheart. Watch Uncle Ryan eat your pussy because he's been starving for it, even if he won't admit it."
I felt Ryan's hand push my thighs back apart, and his tongue found its way up me again, but he went slower this time. My thighs quivered, but he held one leg open with his body and one hand on the inside of the other knee. Then he slid that same thick finger he used before, back inside me, curling it exactly the way he had in the spa. It took no time before he was stroking that spot over and over while his tongue settled on my clit. It felt a thousand times better than his thumb had outside, and this time I didn't have the water to wash away my juices as they seeped out of me.
The combination tore a broken moan out of me, prompting Vanessa to move down my body, stretching out on her side next to me. She kept one hand resting over my stomach, almost as if she were holding me gently in place, and brought her mouth to the closest nipple. Her lips closed around it. My brain didn't know where to focus, between his warm mouth and her wet tongue. She flicked it around the tight nipple, causing it to give and snap back in place inside her mouth. She pulled on it with her teeth, and tilted her head to watch my face, looking pleased.
I couldn't look away from Ryan though. His head was between my thighs, and his eyes were closed like he was lost in what he was doing. Every time his finger curled, his tongue followed with a matching lick that made my hips jerk.
Vanessa hummed against my breast, the vibration shooting straight down to where Ryan was working me. I felt her suck harder, grazing her teeth on the sensitive tips, then soothed it with her tongue again.
"Just keep watching him," she murmured, brushing my nipple with her lips while she talked. "Look how much Uncle Ryan loves tasting you." Then she looked down for just a second, seeing the obvious pleasure on his own face before looking back up at me.
Ryan added a second finger, stretching me open a little more, and pumping them inside while his mouth stayed zeroed in on my clit. My back arched high enough that Vanessa's hand on my stomach pressed me back down.
I was ready to climb the walls again. It happened even faster this time, the pleasure rushing up so quick it was almost shameful.
"Vanessa-" I gasped.
She lifted her head to meet my eyes.
"I know, baby," she said softly. "Let it happen. We've got you. It's ok you've been wanting this."
Vanessa left my breast to slide her hand down my arm. When she found my hand, she laced her fingers through mine, bringing our joined hands up to her lips. I felt her kissing my knuckles, but I could see in my periphery that she never stopped watching my face.
"That's it," she whispered, sounding completely thrilled. "Look at him, baby. Look at Uncle Ryan's tongue on your pretty little clit. How long do you think he's been dreaming about tasting you? Care to tell us, sweetheart?"
Ryan made a growing sound, but didn't actually say anything. I felt the tension increase through my core. His tongue started flicking faster while he kept his mouth suctioned over me. At the same time, his fingers kept that same relentless pistoning, curled inside me.
My hips wanted to buck again, but Vanessa let go of my hand with one of hers and pressed down on my pubis, holding me in place for him.
"You're so close already," she cooed, squeezing my hand. "I can see on your face. Let me watch you. Let me see you cum in my husband's mouth."
She kissed the inside of my wrist, then the center of my palm.
"Come for Uncle Ryan and Auntie V, baby. Show me how good he makes you feel. I want to see what you look like having an orgasm."
Between her words, his tongue, her voice, his fingers - it all crashed together. My back raised up when all of the muscles went completely taut, and my thighs trembled, trying to close around him but unable to. I came with a sharp cry that felt like the two of them had ripped it straight out of my chest. Ryan didn't stop. He just licked me straight through it, trying to draw every last shudder out of me until I was gasping and pleading for him to stop.
Vanessa pressed one final kiss to my knuckles.
"That was beautiful kiddo," she whispered, as though she were proud. "Now, does our perfect little girl want to feel Uncle Ryan inside her?"
I was still trying to get my bearings from the little aftershocks rippling through me, when Ryan's mouth left my clit and his fingers slipped out of me. I barely had time to process what she asked before he was moving up my body. He pushed on my knees, pressing my thighs wider apart, so he could nudge the thick head of his cock against my entrance.
Vanessa's hand tightened around mine. "How does that feel, baby?" she continued. She leaned over me and her hair fell around us like a curtain. Then she kissed me for the first time. Not just our first kiss, but my first time having a woman kiss me. Her lips were soft and parted. I could taste the mezcal on her tongue. While I was distracted with her tongue stroking mine, Ryan pressed forward.
In one unyielding push, the head slipped inside. I whimpered into Vanessa's mouth as my tight entrance squeezed around the too fat head. My fingers squeezed hers hard and the other hand clutched at the bedspread.
"Shh-shh-shh," she soothed, not pulling her mouth away from mine. "It's ok sweetie. Just let him in. You're already so wet for him, sweetheart. You can take it."
Ryan groaned, as he spoke. "Jesus, kiddo... You're so unbelievably tight."
After holding there for a few seconds, he pushed a little harder and sank a little deeper. I could feel my entire body quivering, and when I peeked at Vanessa through my lashes, she was watching my face. Seeing my eyelids part ever so slightly, she pulled away.
"That's what you've really been waiting for, isn't it?" she whispered. "You're finally taking Uncle Ryan just like the both of you have been dreaming about. I know it, but it's ok. I wanna watch you both make each other feel so good, Babygirl."
It took him working back‑and‑forth several times, but he finally bottomed out with one last push. I felt him hit right up against my cervix, but his hips weren't quite flush against mine. I felt unimaginably full, and stretched to my limits, but I wasn't quite able to take all of him. Even so, I was proud of not crying or anything, considering the size of him, but I wished I could get the rest.
Vanessa brushed a strand of hair back from my forehead. "Tell him thank you, baby."
I could barely think. "Th-thank you, Uncle Ryan," I gasped.
I felt his weight shift and settle over me a little bit more, but my view was blocked by Vanessa placing little pecks of kisses against my lips and nose.
"This has to be the tightest feeling I've had since that French woman's ass," he mumbled to Vanessa.
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I was reveling in the fact that I had only the second guy ever inside me, and he was talking about fucking some other woman to his wife. I was struggling to comprehend it all.
Vanessa, on the other hand, just smiled with pure satisfaction. She moved back up the bed a little so she was kneeling beside my head. She didn't even acknowledge what he said, and guided my free hand between her thighs. She was just as soaked as I think I was.
"Now it's my turn to feel a little something while he fucks you," she said softly. "I want you to keep those fingers busy, sweetheart."
Ryan pulled back, only partway, and pushed in again. He immediately started setting a rhythm, with longer and longer strokes that stole every thought I had left.
Vanessa rocked against my hand, and she watched as Ryan disappeared inside me over and over.
"Come on darling," she breathed. "Let me feel you put those fingers to work. We're just getting started."


I felt like my fingers were clumsy between Vanessa's thighs, and I was trembling from everything else I was feeling. I pressed awkwardly, not sure where to start, and a frustrated little sound slipped out of Vanessa, making me feel like I needed to say something.
"I- I don't know what I'm doing," I whispered, a little bit mortified.
Vanessa's hand closed gently over mine, guiding my fingers through her slippery lips until I found her clit.
"Start with what you like done to yourself," she said softly, sounding more patient than I expected, but still clearly in charge. "Focus on slow circles to get going. Right there. There you go honey, just like that."
I copied the motion I used when I was alone, and she rewarded me with a pleasured sigh, moving her hips in countering circles to my touch.
At the same time, Ryan kept fucking me with deep strokes. Every thrust pushed an almost pained gasp out of me when he hit my cervix. It was as if I could feel him everywhere, relentlessly pushing a little deeper as he went, and the wet sounds coming from not only between my legs, but between Vanessa's now, too, filled the room.
My head was spinning. Seconds ago, he'd just compared me to some other woman's ass, completely casually, like it was nothing, and Vanessa hadn't even blinked. And now she was using my fingers like I was her own living masturbation tool as she squirmed her hips over my hand.
"Have you-" Against my better judgment, unsure if I even I wanted to know the answer one way or the other, I started to ask something, but my throat clenched and I had to start over. "Do you guys... do this a lot?"
Vanessa looked away from Ryan fucking me, and found my face again. Her eyes were half hooded, but she still looked amused by my question. Repositioning herself, she leaned down and kissed the corner of my mouth.
"Only when we find someone we both want," she murmured. "And seeing the way he wanted you when we first got here, baby... Well I had to see just what got him so worked up."
Ryan groaned in agreement, snapping his hips forward a little harder. "So fucking long, kiddo."
The confession hit me like another thrust. I whimpered, and my fingers faltered for a moment between Vanessa's legs.
She squeezed my hand, guiding me back into rhythm. "Don't stop," she said. "Keep touching me exactly like that."
I tried to make sure I kept my fingers moving on Vanessa's clit, but my rhythm was shaky at best. I felt thrown by their confession and the way Ryan's length was filling me with every deep thrust. It was like my head was a mess from trying to process everything they'd said. Someone they both wanted. Me... How long had he wanted me? I could barely keep up.
At this point, Vanessa was having to keep her hand over mine, using it to gently guide me, to keep me moving at all. She tilted her head, watching me with a half-lidded and almost frustrated look.
"Have you ever tasted a girl, darling?" she asked curiously. The way she asked, though was like she was asking if I'd tried a new dessert.
My eyes went wide, because I was pretty sure I knew exactly where this was going. I shook my head quickly, feeling full of hesitation and uncertainty, as my throat went tight again.
Her smile turned almost salacious, and what practically sounded like a purr came out when she talked. "Oooh, that's wonderful. Would you like to?"
I opened my mouth, but I was at a complete loss for words. I can honestly say I'd never even thought about it. My friends in high school had talked about it. Some had hooked up with girls at parties, and a few others said it was just experimenting, but I'd been too wrapped up in my one boyfriend, the only guy I'd ever been with before tonight, to give it any thought. It had never crossed my mind to wonder what it would be like, because I was so enthralled with him.
"I... I don't know," I squeaked, barely able to get it out. "I never really-"
Vanessa's eyes sparkled and she cut me off. "That wasn't a no."
Before I could say anything else, she repositioned herself with a clear intent. Then pulling the pillows out from under my head to toss them near the edge of the bed she swung one long leg over my head so she was straddling my face, and suddenly I was staring right at her vagina, just inches away from me.
I completely froze. I'd only ever seen my own, and that was just once. It was also in the privacy of my own bathroom with my round makeup mirror propped on the floor, squatting awkwardly to see through the magnified side what my boyfriend kept raving about. I felt like mine had been puffier, as though my outer lips were fuller and more rounded. Even the inner ones were barely there, tucked away inside to the point I had to use my fingers to part myself to even see them. Vanessa's was different. Her outer lips were as trim as the rest of her, and her inner lips peeked out. They were a bit darker pink and looked delicate with the little crinkles of skin and the light reflecting off the shininess because of how wet she was. Even her clit was more prominent at the top, pushing back the hood like it was demanding some attention of its own.
My breath caught, and I didn't know where to look or what to do. Vanessa leaned forward, and I felt her hand sliding down my stomach to stroke my pussy. Her fingers pressed against me as she slid over my labia until they spread around Ryan's shaft, while he continued to steadily fuck me.
"Let's see if we can get this sweet body of yours to relax," she murmured. "Uncle Ryan's so close to getting all his beautiful cock all the way inside this hungry pussy of yours. Aren't you, baby?"
Ryan grunted his agreement, and his hands tightened on my thighs. Her hand had moved away from touching me directly, and I think she was squeezing around his length when he pulled out instead. "I'm almost there, kiddo. There's not much more to take."
Vanessa's fingers came back and circled my clit, matching the same pace Ryan was setting. My insides had been clenching and releasing around him, and then at some point I felt it. His groin was pressed flush against my lips. I'd finally taken his cock to the hilt. The new level of fullness of him buried inside me made me gasp, making a sound that Vanessa answered with a pleased hum.
"Yesss, baby," she practically hissed, stroking me faster. "Look at her taking every inch of that big cock of yours. Now, honey, just give me a little taste while Uncle Ryan fucks that lovely pussy. You don't have to be perfect, just try."
She lowered herself closer until one of her cheeks brushed my nose. I could smell her scent, but it wasn't anything bad. It was kinda warm and musky and completely new. My heart was racing at what she was asking me to do, but my body was screaming yes from feeling Uncle Ryan... fucking me. Knowing they'd done it with other women made it clear that for them, that's all this was. And even so I couldn't think past the need to make them both happy.
I tilted my mouth up higher tentatively. I was nervous because her lips had parted slightly when she leaned forward to touch me, and I could see a drop of her own fluids getting ready to drip on me. The bead of her wetness hovered, honestly kind of intimidating me over what I might taste. Trying not to think about it anymore, I licked it away, tasting her for the first time. It was a little bit salty-sweet, different, but it wasn't bad. In fact, it wasn't bad at all.
Vanessa exhaled a shaky "fuck, yes," and moved her hips just enough to press her pussy more firmly against my mouth.
"That's it, sweetheart," she praised, filled with what sounded like excitement. "Lick me harder now. Just go up and down, nice and slow."
Ryan's thrusts slowed while I assume he tried to focus on Vanessa. I stuck out my tongue and slid it up between her parted lips. I licked a little deeper this time, feeling a little braver after having tasted a full drop already. I was rewarded with a soft moan and a grind that smeared her fluids across my lips and chin.
"Mmm, Ryan," she said breathlessly, "look at our girl. One little taste and she's already getting greedy."
He groaned, and thrust forward once, hard. "Is that right, kiddo? Are you getting greedy already?"
I whimpered into Vanessa, and I sought out her clit with my tongue. It was easily bigger than mine, which made it easy to feel, and I circled it the way she'd touched me with her fingers. Vanessa's hand left my pussy and reached back to grab a fistful of my hair instead. She moved and lightly pulled my head around a bit until I was focused where she wanted me.
"There we go. Right there, baby, that feels lovely."
She started rocking her hips like she was riding my mouth. Ryan started to pick up the pace again, and he matched her rhythm, fucking me in the same slow grinding movements and suddenly everything felt connected.
"God, you're a perfect little plaything," she panted. "You take directions so well. Both of you- fuck, that feels nice."
Vanessa started to move a little faster and pressed down hard enough that my lips stung, but I didn't pull away. I couldn't. My licking started to get sloppier and more eager, as I tried to keep up with the both of them.
Then I felt her hand snake under my back, finding the knot behind me, and yanked the bikini top loose. The strings around my neck were still tied, and I felt the minimal amount of string and fabric bunch up around my throat like a collar. She'd shoved it up and off my chest, fully exposing my breasts. I was basically naked. And even though it wasn't like I had been covered at all, it still struck me that Ryan could see all of me now.
Her fingers instantly found my nipples, so that she was pinching me hard. She twisted them just enough to make me cry into her pussy.
"Fuck, yes," she hissed. She slapped one of my breasts. The sting was sharp and quick, radiating out across my skin. I couldn't help that I winced, but it was almost like I pushed them up for more.
Ryan's stride faltered, and then I heard Vanessa laugh. It was a little colder and more wicked than I'd heard from her up to this point.
"Ooh, did you like seeing that, honey?" She slapped the other breast, even harder than the other. "Look how pretty they bounce for you."
Ryan growled and slammed in deeper, nearly making my body jolt up the bed.
Vanessa leaned forward, bracing a hand against a leg, as if she were trying to hold me open for him. "She's licking me so good, baby," she told him. "Her cute, little pink tongue is licking away at my clit, just how I like-" she hissed suddenly, "Fuck honey, she's gonna make me come if she keeps this up."
Sitting back up, she pinched both nipples at once, twisting and pulling them away from my body.
I moaned into her, but it was muffled, so maybe they didn't hear how desperate it felt to me.
Vanessa's thighs began to tremble around my head, but it didn't last long. Without any warning, she lifted herself off my face with a shaky exhale, leaving me gasping. My chest heaved, trying to catch air, finally able to fully breathe again.
She shuffled forward immediately, pressing her chest to Ryan's, and kissing him deeply. Ryan wrapped an arm around her, returning her kiss, while keeping himself buried inside me.
And just as fast as she started it, Vanessa broke the kiss and looked at him. She was only an inch from his face.
"Stop," she said firmly.
Ryan's brow furrowed and he let out a frustrated sound, but he did as she told him to.
Vanessa put her hand on his lower abdomen and pushed, forcing him to slide out of me, until he slipped free with a wet sound. I felt suddenly empty, and stretched wide enough that I could feel the air rush in behind him.
She looked down at me, getting a good view for the first time.
"I just want a little sample of how good you taste," she said.
I was prepared for her to lean down and put her mouth on me, but that didn't happen. She simply gave me a wicked smile and leaned down. But instead of licking me, in one smooth motion she took Ryan's cock into her mouth. And when I say she took his cock, I mean the whole length disappeared between her lips like it was nothing. On her way down his shaft, she had to adjust just a little, wiggling her head, and then I swear I could see the faint bulge move down her throat as she swallowed him to the root, so that her nose was pressed against his pelvis.
Ryan's head fell back with a strangled groan, putting his hands on his hips.
It lasted maybe ten seconds. That was it. Then she pulled off with a soft pop, licking her lips.
"She is delicious," she declared.
Then she turned to me, looking into my eyes as that massive thing jutted out and poked into the side of her cheek. It was like she nuzzled against it, closing her eyes for a second, then looked back at me again.
"Hands and knees, sweetheart," she said, patting my hip. "Turn around so that Uncle Ryan can see that impressively perky ass of yours."
I rolled over, having to support myself on shaky arms, and pushed up onto my hands and knees. My face burned again, knowing what I must look like from behind with my knees spread, but I still arched my back, trying to make sure that if everything was going to be on display, I wanted it to at least look good.
Vanessa's hands settled on my ass immediately. She patted one cheek, then the other, nothing more than little taps.
"God, look at this," she said, sounding full of wonder. She grabbed both cheeks, squeezed hard, and shook them so they jiggled. "I miss eighteen-year-old asses, but mine was never this perfect. It's so round and firm, baby."
I whimpered, feeling the embarrassment color me from my neck to my ears, but the way they kept touching me, and praising me, also made me feel a bit of pride, maybe. Or maybe it was just raw arousal.
From underneath my body I watched her hand wrap around Ryan's cock that was still shiny from being inside me and her mouth. It looked like she gave him a couple of strokes and then she lined him up again. The head nudged my entrance, and he pushed in with one long, never-ending push, that made me drop to my elbows with a gasp.
Vanessa's hands spread my cheeks wider. Cool air hit me back there, and my face went scarlet knowing there was no doubt that they could see everything now.
Then I felt her hair brush over my lower back. Ryan paused, with just the head still seated in me, and a second later something warm and wet circled my asshole. I knew the only thing it could've been was Vanessa's tongue. I nearly jolted forward with a shocked cry, having never had someone do that to me.
Thankfully she was gone almost instantly. Then I heard the wet sound of them kissing behind me, while I was simply left bent over and waiting for them.
"Sorry, baby," she said with a little giggle. "I had to be the first to taste something."
Ryan started moving again, slow, deep strokes that rocked me forward on every thrust.
"Well, you were the first to kiss her as well," he responded. "I still haven't gotten to do that yet."
My mind was reeling again at the truth of his words.
Moving in front of me, Vanessa laid back on the bed, and scooted down until her pussy was right under my face again.
"Break's over, sweetheart," she said, reaching up to thread fingers through my hair with one hand, and parted her lips with the other. "Back to work. It's time for you to make me come while Uncle Ryan fucks you from behind."
Her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me down until my mouth hovered right over her. I was close enough I could feel the heat coming off her, and smell her arousal. But Ryan's cock was thrusting so deeply from behind me. This angle was different, and every stroke nudged something inside that made my arms shake and I let my focus slip.
I tried to lick her, I really did, but Ryan had pulled almost all the way out and drove back in, hard enough that my whole body rocked forward. A helpless moan came out of me instead of my tongue.
Vanessa's grip got even tighter. "Ryan, baby," she said, sounding as sweet as ever, but what happened next wasn't, "our girl appears to be getting distracted. Get her attention for me, would you?"
The words barely registered before his big hand came down on my right ass cheek. It was way harder than her playful pats earlier. The sting rushed out and away, leaving the skin feeling instantly hot. My head snapped up, and my eyes flew wide open, watering instantly.
I looked at Vanessa through the blur. Her eyes were already watching me with that calm, pleased smile, but the look in her eyes was more merciless.
"You still have a job to do, sweetheart," she reminded me firmly. "Neither of you gets to come until I do. Those are the rules, aren't they, baby?"
Ryan's hand rubbed the spot he'd just hit, soothing it for a second. "She's right," he agreed, starting to sound more strained. "So be a good girl, kiddo. You feel too fucking good to keep having to hold back."
I opened my mouth to answer, but he didn't wait for the response. His hand cracked down on the other cheek, even harder than the last. The sting made me yelp out loud this time, coming out in a high, pained sound.
I dropped my face between her thighs, licking her eagerly after that. I started, circling her clit exactly how it'd seemed she liked when she was over me. She moaned much louder now, giving me her approval, and pushing her hips up to meet me.
Ryan rewarded me with a deep thrust and a growled, "That's it, kiddo. Keep her happy."
Vanessa started to speak at the same time. "There we go," she sighed, loosening her grip in my hair to stroke it instead. "That's my good girl. Now don't stop again, until I'm coming on this pretty little tongue," she ordered. "We're all waiting on you, sweetheart."
The sting on my ass throbbed every time Ryan's thrusts slapped against my ass. Each slap was a clear reminder that I needed to focus on her. And the crazy part was that it was like I liked it for some reason.
His hand came down a few more times, but it wasn't as hard as the first two. But feeling him do it made something inside me let go. It was like the sting burned away the last of my shyness and I was more focused on making her happy, so I could be too. I wasn't the good-girl maid of honor anymore, or even the nervous eighteen-year-old that was terrified of looking silly in her bikini just a short bit ago. The way they talked about me was like I was theirs. Maybe I was their toy. Their little good girl, or their kiddo. It didn't matter what they wanted to call me. And that felt... right. Like I could finally stop worrying about what I was doing and just feel what he was doing to me instead.
I licked Vanessa with a renewed desperation to please her, and prove I could follow the rules too. My tongue went at her clit as best I could, trying to mimic what Ryan had done to me earlier. Over and over until her thighs started trembling around my ears.
Ryan's hand came down again, more playful than punishment, and I moaned into Vanessa, pushing my hips back to meet his next thrust. I was starting to enjoy the sting. But I think I also wanted the praise that came after. I wanted them to know I'd do anything they asked at this point.
Vanessa ran her fingers through my hair as she used my face.
"That's it," she breathed, cracking with pleasure. "Give yourself over to it, baby. You're doing pretty good with that tongue for your first time."
The words sank into me, and it was almost like I felt it in my bones. My body was open for Ryan, and my tongue lapped at Vanessa without hesitation.
Another sharp slap sent my back arching, and my pussy clenched hard around Ryan's cock. I heard him curse under his breath in response to my grip on him.
"She just got tighter," he told Vanessa with wonder in his voice.


I was already looking in Vanessa's eyes when he said it, and she smirked, delightedly. "Of course she did. She loves being ours."
I whimpered, nodding against her, then licking faster. I needed her to come, so I could. I was almost afraid if he pushed me there before she'd decided it was ok.
Vanessa's fingers tightened in my hair again, pulling me closer, and urging me on. "That's it, Babygirl, just like that," she panted, trying to encourage me further. "You're doing so good- fuck, your little tongue feels amazing. But I need more, sweetheart. Use your fingers on me. Slide one in, and show me how eager you are to make me cum."
I hesitated for a moment, not because I was uncomfortable doing it, but my mind was still foggy from the slaps and the way Ryan was fucking into me. It didn't last long though, her grip in my hair was a gentle reminder, as well as the stings that were still radiating from my ass. I wanted to please her, I needed to. I used my free hand, the one that wasn't pinned under her thigh at this point, and it trembled as I reached up. I swept my fingers over her slick entrance. I slid one in with a little bit of caution since it was my first time, being careful of my nails as I felt her walls clench around it immediately. I couldn't believe how warm and tight she felt. It was different when it was someone else's pussy instead of my own. The way she sighed made my own pussy quiver around Ryan's cock.
"There you go sweetie, don't be nervous," Vanessa moaned, rocking down onto my finger. "Give me another one, baby. I think I'm gonna need two. Stretch me a little."
I added a second finger, pushing them in deeper, trying to curl them the way Ryan had done to me. Her hips bucked, and she let out a throaty groan. "Fuck, that's a good girl... keep going, just like you're fucking yourself. You know what feels good, don't you?"
I nodded against her, licking faster around my fingers as I pumped them in and out. The rhythm was awkward at first, with Ryan's thrusts starting to rock my whole body a little harder. I figured out that matching his pace helped, plus it felt like I was part of them both. Vanessa's thighs quivered again. I could see and feel her getting wetter, as she coated my hand.
"Mmm... three now," she demanded, beginning to sound a little desperate. "How 'bout we try three, baby. Your fingers are so small."
I slipped a third finger in without hesitation, and she hissed. I could feel her walls stretching around me. It was tight, as slender as my fingers were, but they felt huge inside her to me. She was on the edge now, and I could tell how much her clit had swollen under my tongue. Even her hips were pushing back into me harder with each thrust.
"Fuck, her fingers are so slim, honey," Vanessa panted, looking back at Ryan with a wicked grin. "You think I could take her whole fist, baby? She's got such delicate little hands."
Ryan's thrusts slowed down, but his hands gripped my hips tighter. "Jesus, V," he groaned. "I don't know, do you... Yeah- yeah, she could fit. Look at her, the eager little thing. I bet she'd try to do it if you asked."
Vanessa's eyes lit up, and she turned back to me, running her hand through my hair like she was going a little wild. "Let's try, sweetheart. Tuck your thumb in, make your hand as small as you can. Slide it in slowly."
I froze, confused what she was asking exactly, with my fingers still buried in her. A fist? I pulled them out carefully, staring at my hand like it was foreign. I balled it into a fist, trying to get it as tight as possible, to make it as small as possible, to the point my knuckles were white. Then I held it up hesitantly, not sure how she meant.
Vanessa burst out laughing, a delighted, breathless sound that made her whole body shake. "No, baby, not like that," she said, reaching down to take my hand. "Not clenched. Just relax it, now pinch your fingers together, thumb tucked in like a duck bill. Try to keep it nice and narrow. There you go."
She guided my hand back to her sopping hole, helping me press the tips of my fingers in first. I watched, wide-eyed, as she relaxed around me. First one knuckle disappeared, then two. I saw her wince a little, grunting softly, and her face twisting in that mix of pain and pleasure as I started to get deeper.
"Slow," she breathed, as if she were talking to herself. "That's it... fuck, you're doing good. Keep pushing, sweetie."
My hand sank deeper, past the widest part around the base of my thumb, and then the rest slipped in until my wrist was all that I could see. She grunted a little louder, and her body tensed around me like a vice. It was surreal, all of it, I had my whole hand inside her, feeling her inner walls pulse and clench in a way I never would've imagined.
This was Vanessa. The woman everyone always talked about in that captivated, admiring tone. "She's so elegant," "so polished," "Ryan's lucky to have someone so classy." We all looked at her like she'd stepped out of a magazine, and was one of the sweetest people you'd hope to meet. I'd spent years quietly idolizing her from a distance, terrified she'd see me as the awkward kid trailing after her husband.
And now my fist was completely inside her, as she used my hand to fuck herself, grunting and panting like she was gagging for it. The contrast hit me harder than Ryan's hips against my ass. It made my head spin. Elegant Vanessa was riding my hand, doing something I guess I was too sheltered to have even heard of, like it was the only thing keeping her alive. Yet part of me loved that she was letting me see her like this. She was on the edge and it left her messy, desperate, and completely vulnerable in a way.
She started to yank at my wrist harder, forcing my hand deeper, and broken moans started to come out with each drive of my hand into her. Her other hand flew to her clit so she was rubbing frantic circles.
I stared up at her, wide-eyed at feeling her clench and flutter around me, and something inside me just... surrendered. If this was who she really was under all that perfection, then I wanted to be part of it.
I kinda tried to force my hand wider inside her, and her whole body jerked.
"Oh-my-fucking-god," she called out. "I've never actually done this before. It feels better than I honestly expected."
After that, it didn't take long until she came hard, crushing my hand in rhythmic pulses of her walls. Her juices came spilling out around my wrist. Her elegant mask was gone, and she simply looked wild and beautiful in the middle of her orgasm.
Watching his wife cum on my hand like that must've pushed Ryan over too. He grunted, and his thrusts started speeding up. "Fuck, Love, I'm there-"
Vanessa's eyes snapped open, looking hazy and wild. "Do it," she practically demanded. "Give her your seed, Ryan. Fill her up, and breed our little toy."
Ryan's hands clamped onto my hips, digging his fingers in hard enough to bruise. Then he started pounding me in short, brutal thrusts that slammed into me so deep my whole body jolted forward with every stroke. The air was punched out of my lungs repeatedly, driving helpless gasps out. I couldn't even moan properly, just ragged little "uh-uh-uh" sounds timed to each slam of his hips.
Vanessa's thigh was right there, so when my arms gave out, my head dropped onto her leg with a broken whimper, tasting the sweat on her leg, as my mouth hung open and panting against it.
"That's it," she crooned, stroking my hair as Ryan used me. "Take it, baby. Take every drop of Uncle Ryan's seed for Auntie Vanessa."
He grunted, and drove in one last time, so he was buried in me to the hilt. I felt him swell impossibly bigger, then pulse, sending hot spurts flooding me over and over while his hips jerked against my ass.
My own body clenched around him immediately, like it was trying to milk him. My second orgasm of the night ripped through me from the sheer intensity of everything that was happening. My hand was still buried inside Vanessa, and I was aware enough to feel her walls flutter in response to seeing her husband cum deep inside me, telling him to breed me, while squeezing my wrist like she was coming again just from seeing me take him.
Ryan stayed fully seated in me, grinding his pelvis hard enough that I felt him pressing against my asshole, making sure nothing spilled out. Vanessa just petted my hair, murmuring words of praise.
"Good girl. Such a perfect little toy... you might be the best little thing we've ever shared."
I could only whimper, trembling between them, and feeling stuffed full at both ends. Completely, blissfully theirs.
"There, there, baby," she whispered, fingers carding through my damp strands. "Uncle Ryan and Auntie Vanessa have you. You did so good. Our perfect little girl."
We stayed like that for a long minute, with me feeling Ryan's weight practically draped over my back. Eventually Vanessa eased out from under me, causing my hand to slide free with an obscenely wet sound. She kissed the palm that had been inside her, then patted my hip.
"Stay bent over just like that, sweetheart. Don't move."
And so I did. I laid there with my arms folded under my cheek, keeping my ass high and my chest on the bed. I heard her moving around behind me, then the noisy smack of their lips as they kissed again.
"Excuse me, baby," Vanessa murmured to Ryan playfully.
A gentle hand rested between my butt, keeping me in place. When Ryan pulled out, I felt his half-soft manhood, and just a touch of his overflow starting to leak out of me.
Before I could clench or move, Vanessa was worming her way underneath me on her back, so that her head was between my thighs.
"Up you go," she said softly. "Straighten up and sit back on my face, darling."
Not wanting to make her wait, I pushed up on shaky arms and carefully lowered myself. More of him started to leak out right away, but the second my pussy brushed her mouth, Vanessa latched on, sealing her lips to my hole, and starting to plunge her tongue inside. I could feel her sucking hard like she was trying to drink everything Ryan had left behind. The sensation was as overwhelming as the idea of what she was doing. I gasped.
She kept going until I was clean, then tapped my hip twice. The message was clear, even if she didn't speak. Move.
Lifting my leg off of her, I started to move forward, but her hand snapped around my wrist, yanking me down. She rolled us over in one smooth motion so she was on top, and straddling my waist. There was an excitement in her eyes.
She opened her mouth, showing me the thick, pearly pool of Ryan's cum still filling her mouth.
Then she leaned down and kissed me. It was a deep, filthy kiss, shoving every drop into my mouth. I swallowed on reflex, not knowing what else to do, tasting both of them at once. I'd never tasted a boy's cum before, and now I was having it fed into my mouth by the man's wife, after she pulled it straight out of me. I was dizzy and overwhelmed.
Satisfied she'd kissed me long enough to ensure I'd swallowed it all, Vanessa pulled back to look at me. She pressed her thumb to my chin, opening my mouth wider, and let one last strand drip from her lips onto my tongue.
"There," she whispered, looking pleased, and brushing my cheek. "Now you've gotten to taste Uncle Ryan's seed too. It wasn't exactly how I'd planned, but it seemed like too good of an opportunity to pass up."
Vanessa rolled off me and flopped onto her back. Ryan collapsed on my other side, and draped a heavy arm across my waist. For a minute the only sound was the faint hum of the spa drifting in from outside.
I lay there staring at the ceiling, and my brain was blissfully quiet for the first time in days.
Vanessa reached over and scratched my neck from below my ear to my shoulder, and back up. "You okay, sweetheart?"
I managed a tiny nod, but my voice felt miles away.
Ryan's hand squeezed my hip when he spoke. "You were perfect, kiddo."
After all that, the old nickname in his rough voice no longer felt like it fit, but it made me shiver all over again, just the same. Vanessa sat up so she could grab the throw blanket from the foot of the bed and pulled it over us. Making sure I was covered, she settled back down, curling into my side.
"You're welcome to stay the night with us," she murmured, and kissed me softly against my temple. "It's late. You don't want to walk back to your place and be alone for the night, do you?"
Ryan's arm tightened, pulling me closer against his chest. "If your cousin says anything about not being in your room, I'll just tell your dad you crashed on our couch after hanging out for a bit," he said, sounding sleepy like boys do after they get theirs.
I should have felt overwhelmed, or scared, or something. Instead I just felt... safe. I turned my face into Ryan's shoulder, letting Vanessa's hand caress me beneath my breasts, and closed my eyes.
"Okay," I whispered, not looking at either of them.
The last thing I heard before I drifted off was Vanessa's soft voice whispering something to Ryan about how adorable I looked, and then Ryan pressed a kiss to the top of my head.
The mezcal and the exhaustion pulled me under fast. I slept straight through the night, and it was a deeper sleep than I could remember.
The only reason I woke in the morning was because I felt the bed moving. It was small, rhythmic shakes that brought me out of my sleep. My eyes fluttered open, and for just a moment I was disoriented, then everything rushed back. I was on my side, looking at Ryan, spooned behind Vanessa in front of me. His arm draped over her waist and his hand was pulling at one of her nipples. Finding my bearings, I could see his hips moving back and forth, fucking her while they watched me sleep. One of her hands between her own thighs.
The sight was creepy to wake up to, seeing them already fucking each other, just like I was part of their morning routine. And as creepy as it was, it was also the hottest thing I'd ever woken up to.
Vanessa smiled when she saw I was awake. "Morning, baby," she whispered.
I didn't say anything. I just slid my hand down my stomach, found my clit, and started touching myself while I watched them. Ryan's eyes roamed over me, but he didn't stop moving inside her.
After a minute he rolled Vanessa onto her stomach, so that he was straddling her thighs, and kept fucking her with long, deep strokes. I could see everything they were doing. It was beautiful in its own way as I watched her back muscles flex, his ass tensing, and then the shining shaft whenever he pulled out. In that moment I understood why Vanessa had wanted to watch last night. There was something mesmerizing about seeing them like this, raw and unfiltered.
It didn't take me long to finish myself off while experiencing another first in watching someone else have sex, and them watching me unabashedly masturbating. Then Vanessa came a few minutes later, muffling her cry into the mattress. Finally, Ryan pulled out, and he didn't waste any time stroking himself. His hand was flying up and down his rod as fast as he could. Then he finished across her back and ass in thick, white streaks.
When he dripped the last of it into her crack, he sat back on her calves, breathing hard. Vanessa immediately pushed her hips up, presenting herself to us.
"Come here, sweetheart," she said. "I want you to lick me clean. This is what I originally had in mind last night."
I looked at the mess for a minute, then crawled over. My tongue dragged up her skin, gathering up one ribbon, then another. It was my first time tasting semen, other than last night when it wasn't just him. The taste wasn't entirely unpleasant. It was salty and warm on my tongue. When I finished, she rolled over and pulled me into a kiss.
"Can I tell you something, without you getting mad?" I asked.
She looked at me, a little uncertain.
"Of course, kiddo," Ryan answered for them.
Taking a deep breath, I admitted to seeing them on their outdoor daybed yesterday, on the patio, and that I'd heard her describing having me do pretty much this
"You heard that yesterday?" she asked, but her eyes were sparkling. "Oh, you naughty girl, spying on us."
I flushed a bright red and Ryan just chuckled, drawing my attention back to him.
The rest of the morning went quickly. They had an early flight, so after quick showers and coffee on the patio, the moment was over. No more time alone. Other guests of the boutique resort were already stirring. Ryan and Vanessa had to pack, so I excused myself with a little goodbye, not sure what proper etiquette was in these types of situations. However, hey didn't make much of an effort either when they'd noticed the time.
Just before they left for the airport, Vanessa pulled me aside near the boardwalk, away from the others.
"If you ever want to visit us in Singapore," she said quietly, running her hand down my arm, until she found my own hand, "you're welcome to stay as long as you like. We'd love to have you."
She paused, smiling that knowing smile and I wasn't sure if the "have me" had a double meaning.
"And you were such a good girl, I even got to experience something new, too. So, if you come, I might even give you your own little reward. One whole night, just you and Uncle Ryan. Whatever you want. No rules, no me."
She kissed my cheek, and then moved to squeeze my butt.
"Mph, that thing's nice," she said, having distracted herself. "Think about it, baby."
Then they were gone. Ryan waved at me, feeling like nothing more than a token wave goodbye, and Vanessa's fingers brushed mine one last time.
I stood there on the boardwalk long after they disappeared around a corner. I stood there with the ocean breeze blowing, remembering both of their touches on my body. Something I never ever would've imagined.
I already knew I'd need to figure out how to pay for the ticket. I just didn't know how soon.
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Chapter 1
My phone buzzed on my nightstand at 11:47 p.m., lighting up my bedroom like a beacon. I almost ignored it. I wanted to ignore it! But I don't usually get texts this late, so I had to check it. It had been another long day at the dealership, but I sold another car, which bumped my numbers for the month to get my full commission, on top of my bonuses. After a slow start to the month, things had finally started to turn around over the last week, and it was beginning to look like I might be getting a pretty fat check at this rate.
All of that's to say that I had a pretty good day, and was still a little bit buzzed after going out for a few drinks with a couple of guys from work. Then I ended up getting into a text conversation with my little sister's best friend...
Lila: Hey Mike. You awake?
I sat up against the headboard, wondering why she'd be texting me this late on a weeknight. We hadn't texted in about a month, and I hadn't seen her since my Mom's birthday, roughly three weeks ago. I had moved a couple of hours away six years ago, but had driven home for the day to hang out and celebrate her 50th.
Lila has been best friends with my sister, Sophia, since like first grade, and they're both barely eighteen now. By barely, I mean Lila's birthday was five months ago, but still in my head, her eighteenth might as well never come, because if she's eighteen, then my sister's eighteen too, and I'm not nearly ready to accept that about either of them.
She's essentially ten years younger than me, and they'll both always be the annoying girls who would follow me around. And I loved them for it, regardless of how much of a pest they could both be. She graduated high school a couple of months ago, and when I was home, she was telling me that she was just getting ready to start a job as a receptionist for some office.
Fuck... They weren't so little anymore.
Me: Yeah, what's up? Everything ok?
I was about to go scroll through TikTok while waiting for her to respond when I see the little check marks turn blue, showing that she already read it. A second later the three dots popped up, and only seconds after that, her reply came back.
Lila: Kinda, but I need some guy advice. Promise not to freak out?
I snorted at my phone. Freak out? I'd spent the last five years selling cars to every kind of idiot on the planet, from pushy middle-aged men on a power trip, to nervous first-timers, or smooth-talking players, and overly protective dads who thought they knew how to get their kids the best deal on a car. I knew guys. And more importantly, I knew how protective I got when it came to her.
Me: Hit me, but I don't make any promises. If you're texting me this late and asking for guy advice, I'm guessing it's about some douchebag, so I'm already half pissed.
The checks go blue instantly, and the little dots pop up right after. While the last message came in pretty quick, this one seems to be taking forever.
Me: Seriously? You don't have to write a novel. Just spit it out.
More time passes, but now I'm too invested to mess around on any other apps. I can see her in my head, sitting cross-legged on her bed back home, chewing on her lip like she did when she was nervous or working up the nerve to say something, and her hands were too occupied to twirl this strand of hair near her temple. A minute later, I finally get the text.
Lila: There's this guy at work named Dave. He's 26 and in sales like you. He was always super charming in the office, asking how my day's going, making me laugh. I thought... maybe he was actually interested in me so we started talking. Then we sent pics and now he's different. He only texts late at night, wants more pics, and gets handsy at work when no one's looking. It's like I'm not a person, but just something fun all of a sudden, and that's all he wants.
My grip tightens on the phone. It sounds like Dave is in the same age bracket as me and half the guys I work with. Cocky, quick with a line, and always on the hunt for the next good thing. I've seen shit like that a thousand times, and now some slick sales prick is running it on someone I feel responsible for.
Me: First of all, what do you mean by sending pics?
There's a pause from when she sees the message to when she actually starts typing.
Lila: You know... pics
Me: Stop being dumb. You wanted my advice, so answer the question.
I'm pretty sure I have a good idea, but it's Lila. I don't really want to think of her doing that type of shit, and want to make sure before I say anything. Besides, if she's sending stuff like that, my sister could be too, and that's too much for my brain to process.
Lila: It started off with things I'd post on Insta and stuff, but eventually he wanted bikini, or me in my bra, and... you know
Me: Lila! You sent him that shit already? What do you expect? Jesus. Haven't you only been there like two weeks? And by "you know" do you mean like nudes?
Lila: I know I know. I'm stupid. I just thought he seemed so mature. I feel like an idiot.
Dropping the phone in my lap, I stare at the screen and rub my temples. Part of me wants to drive the two hours home right then, find this Dave prick, and use my fist to explain exactly how you treat one of my people. But I also wanted to tell her off for sending shit like that in the first place to anyone. Guys like Dave smell girls like her a mile away.
I let out a deep breath, trying to remember that she's eighteen now, and is asking me for advice as a guy. She isn't the same kid I watched grow up. It's not like I'm still helping watch her and my sister when they come home from school, or teaching her how to ride a bike after her parents divorced when she was little. But she's reaching out to me because I was the one guy she trusted to not bullshit or judge her.
Me: You're not an idiot but he's an asshole. And yeah, if you send stuff like that to a guy they're going to be thinking of one thing. It doesn't mean that's all you are, you just set the tone wrong tone too early.
Okay, maybe I'm still gonna be a little bit judgy with her, but goddamn, someone's gotta tell it to her straight.
Lila: So what do I do? How do I fix it? Or... how do I know what actually makes a guy take me seriously?
I sit there trying to figure out how to answer her, because this is a damned weird conversation to be having when she sends yet another text.
Lila: You're his age. You know how guys think. Help me
I set the phone down for a second, pulling myself together. I know I'm not her brother, but it's still uncomfortably weird because she and my sister have been close for so long, I damn near might as well be. She's growing up, and it's not like she hasn't dated before. I always said that anything I'd do for my sister, I'd do for her, so it's my job to help her make sure she isn't dumb about this kinda crap. I know she's had a couple boyfriends in high school, so this wasn't brand new. My job is to simply make sure she doesn't get played again.
I pick it back up.
Me: First, Dave's done. Cut that shit off. Tell him to stop texting you, keep everything professional, and NO MORE PICS! No late-night chats. If he pushes, shut it down hard.
Lila: But I like him 😔
Seriously?
Me: Yeah, and he likes the attention you're giving him. You already said he's only after one thing. You deserve better than that, Lila. It's gotta stop.
Lila: Fine 😭
Lila: So what am I supposed to do the next time a guy asks for pics? Or how do I even tell if he's serious?
Me: Really? Next time? Don't send anything until you know the guy's worth it. Make him work for it. Talk to you, ask about your day, remembers shit you say, and treats you like a person. If he's pushing for pics before any of that, he's showing you who he is. Believe him.
As an afterthought, I quickly start another text. I see the dots telling me she's texting, but a second after I start, hers goes away as if she's waiting to see what I'm going to say.
Me: Look, if you're not sure if something's ok to send, just tell me what it is, and ask me first. Also, tell me if he's asking you to send something, and how he asked, before sending whatever you're thinking of. I'll tell you straight if it's giving an interested and flirty vibe or if it's screaming easy target. No judgment, I promise. Just a guy's perspective, from someone who sees this crap every day.
Lila: Okay. Thanks Mike. For real. You're the best.
I groan at the notion that this made me "the best".
Me: Yeah cause helping an eighteen-year-old learn how to string a guy along makes me a good influence in your life 🤦‍♂️ I've got work in the morning so I need to go to bed. And don't be dumb anymore!
Chapter 2
After last night's texts, things go back to normal. I wake up in the morning and make coffee, hoping it wakes me up, then get ready to head in. Mornings are pretty routine. Go through the lot's inventory, making sure to note any new cars or anything that might have sold, and then walk the lot to make sure I know where the more desirable cars are parked. We typically get some customers that start showing up by mid-morning, browsing SUVs, or maybe young couples debating over what they can afford. Maybe even the occasional guy who thinks he can talk me down on a van for his business.
I close more sales over the next couple weeks. One day it's a reliable sedan for a teacher who has to overexplain everything. The next it's a loaded pickup for a contractor who shakes my hand, promising I'm his guy now for when he needs to replace any delivery vans in his fleet. It's definitely going to be a good month, and I can already tell the commission check is going to allow for some fun. It feels good to be back in the flow.
After work, I typically try to hit the gym to keep in shape. I've read enough articles about car salesmen having mental health issues due to stress, but more importantly, heart attacks, and all kinds of other health problems, leading to a lower-than-average life expectancy. So I figure keeping in shape could help with some of that. Plus, it doesn't exactly hurt with picking up girls either.
Weekends I loosen up a bit, even if I do have to work Saturdays. On Friday, I meet up with a few of the other sales guys and one of the guys from the service department, heading to a neighborhood bar that tends to get pretty busy. A few beers and several laughs at the expense of our nightmare customers later, we shoot a few games of pool. Fortunately for me, I don't have to put any effort into picking up a girl tonight. Sarah, the bartender with the dark hair who knows how to flaunt it to get some tips, is working. We've been hooking up casually for a couple months now, and tonight is one of those nights. There's nothing serious between us. She likes her space, and so do I.
After everyone else takes off, I hang out until close, and help her and the rest of the staff clean up. It's the last thing I want to do after a long day of work, drinking, and knowing I have to work in the morning, but the sooner it's done, the sooner I can end up at her place. Once the last of everything is wiped down and the bar stools are stacked on top of the tables, she shoots me a look over her shoulder and nods toward the back door. I follow her through the narrow hallway, past the back storeroom, and out into the cool night air. Her apartment is just through the neighborhood behind the bar, so we jump into our cars, and I follow her home.
Walking up the stairs to her apartment, she gives me shit about one of my friends that was trying to hit on one of the other bartenders, and the fact he was saying that he liked that she was married because he wasn't looking for anything serious. All I can do is laugh, and agree that he never did take "No" very well. But that attitude is great for selling cars.
She unlocks the door, kicking off her shoes the second we're inside, and I'm already pulling her in before she can flip on the light. Her mouth tastes like the lime from a drink she made herself before leaving, and she presses against me hard, sliding her hands under my shirt. We stumble toward the couch and she pushes me down.
Straddling my lap, Sarah yanks my shirt over my head and runs her fingers over my chest. I slide my hands up her thighs, under the short black skirt she's wearing, and find the thin strip of her thong running between her cheeks. She grinds down on my already hard dong through my slacks, then leans in to bite my neck while she starts to work on my belt.
She moans and whispers into my ear. "I've been thinking about seeing my friend here all night."
Hearing her words, I take my hands from her ass, grabbing the hem of her shirt and yanking it over her head to drop on the floor like she did mine, letting me see her lovelies, sans a bra. Sarah doesn't have the biggest tits by any stretch of the imagination. I'd guess they're a full B-cup at best, but the shape of them are fucking hot as hell. She has naturally tan skin, with small, dark perky nipples that point up from where they sit on her teardrop-shaped tits.
I flip her onto her back and take a second to look at her. The way her eyes look blown out as she stares back up at me, pulling her hair out from under her, tells me she's more than ready. She hooks her legs around my waist, impatiently pulling me forward enough that I have to reach out to brace myself, and then she grabs me by the back of the head to bring me in for a kiss.
We start making out in a frenzy while she reaches between us to finish the job she started, before I pulled her shirt off a minute ago. I can feel her fumbling with the button before finally getting it free and yanking down the zipper. Meanwhile, my hand that's not supporting my weight is playing with one of her tits and bringing the nipple to full attention. When she gasps my name, I break the kiss to pull back so I can make some room.
I hook my fingers into the waistband of her thong. With a big grin and breathing deeply, she lifts her hips without me asking, making it easy to slide the black cotton down her legs and toss it somewhere behind the couch, leaving her in just her skirt that's bunched up around her waist. The only light is from the lights over the stove that she always leaves on, but even that's enough to tell how wet she already is. Her snatch is already glistening, and she spreads her thighs a little wider, giving me the full view while she bites her lower lip, reaching between her legs.
I stand up, kicking off my shoes and shoving my slacks and boxer briefs down in one go. My cock springs free, sticking up hard and thick at about a forty-five-degree angle. Watching her run a finger over her bald pussy, I wrap my hand around my shaft, giving it a couple strokes while she's sprawled out on the couch, playing with herself.
"This the friend you've been waiting to see all night?" I ask, shaking it in her direction between strokes.
Sarah licks her lips, keeping her eyes locked on my fuck stick and nods. "Oh yeah, that's definitely him. Why else do you think I texted you earlier? I've been thinking about that beauty since the last guy left me unsatisfied."
I grin and climb onto the couch. "'Cause my dick's the best dick, isn't it?" I demand, straddling her ribs. She props herself up as best she can, so I reach down with one hand to cradle the back of her head and help her lift it up, while I use the other to angle myself toward her mouth.
She happily opens wide, sticking her tongue out and flattening it. It's always a beautiful sight to see her lips slide over the head first. Her mouth is warm, wet, and perfect. I groan as she takes more, working the first few inches with this skilled swirl she's got down to an art.
I like to think of myself as a blowjob connoisseur, and she's not some shy first-timer. She knows exactly what she's doing. Her DSLs wrap tightly around me, and within seconds her cheeks are hollowing out as she starts sucking on me. I push forward until I'm hitting the back of her throat. I can't get the full length in at this angle. Fucking physics. Or is that geometry? Whatever it is, it's never stopped her from doing shit with her tongue that makes the rest of it not even matter. She gags just a little for show, causing the wet, sloppy sounds to fill the room, then pulls back to swirl her tongue around the head again. After a few seconds of that, she wraps her lips under her teeth, so she can use them to increase the pressure, and starts fucking her mouth over the first quarter of my dick. She keeps the strokes shallow, so the main focus is on my sensitive crown, and giving her tongue just enough time to play with the sensitive underside on each slurp.
"Goddamn, Sarah," I mutter, readjusting my grip at the back of her head as she bobs on my knob. "That's it. Fuck, your mouth feels so good. Where'd you learn this shit?"
She hums around my head, looking up at me with those dark eyes, before pausing. "You like watching me choke on it, don't you? Come on, Mike, feed it to me. I can handle more than this."
I don't need to be told twice. Taking more control, I push forward cautiously the first few times to judge the depth. She takes it like a pro, keeping her lips locked around me. Before I know it, the drool is starting to run down her chin and onto her breastbone. One hand comes up to cup my balls, playing with them gently while the other grips the base, stroking as much as she can that hasn't made it into her mouth. The noises she deliberately makes... I don't even know how to describe it. It's not that I honestly find the sounds themselves particularly hot, it's how fucking into it she gets that I love. And if she doesn't actually love it, then this girl deserves a goddamn Oscar for best performance.
"Shit, yeah," I growl, finding my rhythm as I begin to properly face fuck her. "You're a little Grade A cocksucker, aren't you? I could fuck this mouth of yours all night. Your mouth can always get me off so fast."
She moves her hand from my shaft to my abdomen, pushing gently, so I back off just a bit, thinking I'm hitting the back of her throat too hard. But when I don't stop, she squeezes my balls, getting my attention, and causing me to pull back completely.
"Ow!" I yelp as she lets me go with a wet pop. "What the fuck was that for?"
Glaring up at me and wiping away the frothy spit covering her lips and chin, she pushes me back some more. "You better not be ready to cum yet," she insists. "You haven't even touched me yet, and I want this dick somewhere else first."
I laugh under my breath, massaging my aching sack as I start to move back. "That's fine, but you don't have to hurt the boys. Geez. Bossy tonight?"
"I told you it's been a while since I've been satisfied," she says, breathing hard now that she doesn't have my dick interrupting her ability to do so. "And I'm the one who texted you, remember? So yeah, I want a good dicking. Now get down there and fuck me like you mean it."
Chapter 3
I laugh as I dismount her and move back around between her legs. Sarah spreads them again, one foot pulled up, resting on the cushion, and the other dangling off the edge to rest on the floor. I grab her left ankle, raise it high, giving it a quick kiss, and then drape it over the back of the couch so she's opened up completely. I can see how pink and puffy her lips are already, swollen from how turned on she is. Her right leg I push toward her chest, folding her in half so I'm tilting her cunt up a little bit more. Then I plant one knee on the cushion beside her hip, keeping the other foot braced firmly on the floor for leverage, so I can drive deep when the time comes.


She's watching me the whole time, squirming as she yanks and pulls on her skirt so it's completely bunched around her waist. I hold my hand out in front of her mouth.
"Spit on it," I tell her.
Sarah doesn't hesitate. She leans forward, gathering as much as she can on her tongue, then drags it across my hand. She starts at the palm, continuing all the way up to my fingertips, and finishes by literally spitting right onto my hand. She has this filthy look in her eyes the whole time as she stares at me.
"Have I told you how hot you are?" I mutter, sliding my hand down between us. I spread it over her cunt, making sure she's completely coated from clit to taint, and finish by dipping just inside to make sure every inch is lubed and ready. She's already soaked, and dripping down her ass, but I want to make sure there's not a dry spot to catch on. Plus, I just like seeing what all she'll do when I ask her to. It makes everything feel obscene and a little more exciting.
She whimpers when my fingers brush her clit, feeling how hard it is, and barely even hidden by its hood. I fist my cock at the base, flexing it to make the head swell and the veins stand out as much as possible, then line up the head with the opening to her snatch. I rub it up and down her slit a couple times, teasing her for squeezing my nuts, while letting her feel the thickness stretch her lips apart before I even push in.
"Fuck, Mike," she groans, pushing her head into the cushion and trying to inch in my direction to force me into her. "Stop playing and give it to me already. I need it deep," she whines, reaching with both hands to part her lips for me.
I press forward, taking my time so just the head is popping past her entrance at first. I may not have the biggest dick in the world, but it's big enough and I feel how tight she is as her hole is forced open by my intrusion. The spit and her own slime make it easy enough, though. I sink in another inch, then another, watching her face contort as she takes me. Her mouth falls open, but no sounds come out.
"That's it," she finally gasps, readjusting her fingers on her lips because they keep trying to slip out from underneath. "Fuck yes, Mike. Stretch me out. God, I love your dick..."
I keep pushing forward, feeding her more, but I'm still only buried halfway. I can feel her pussy clenching around me in protest of how wide I'm stretching her. I groan at the delicious sensations of how hot and wet she is, and she unintentionally squeezes me harder each time her pussy spasms. Deciding I've got enough in for now, I start a steady back-and-forth so that I'm working myself in deeper with each stroke.
"You still like that?" I ask, moving my hand to circle her clit when I eventually bottom out. My balls are pressed flush against her ass, and she lets out this shaky, satisfied sound, nodding her head.
"God yes," she pants, snaking her fingers between my groin and her lips to feel the last smidge of my dick where it's stuffed inside her. "You know I do. Now fuck me. Fuck me like you own this little pussy, Mike. I want to cum all over my big friend here."
I grin, tightening my grip on her raised leg. "Big friend, huh?" I tease, and start giving her what she wants with long, deep strokes that hit bottom every time. "I thought you called him your 'little friend' earlier." I'm picking up speed to the point that I drive her into the couch and her moans are filling the room.
"Oh, Jesus," she grunts. "Just shut up and fuck me."
I chuckle at her and lean in. Bracing one hand next to her, I put more body weight on the arm that's pinning her leg back, as I start railing her harder. What had been long, deep strokes turn into faster, harder thrusts. Each one is slamming home, so my hips are pounding against hers with a wet slap that echoes in the small apartment.
One of Sarah's hands is clutching at the armrest above her head, while the other darts back between us, finding her clit and rubbing back and forth over it with strokes that sound lewd as fuck from how wet she is. Her head pushes back into the cushion when her mouth falls open in a silent scream. Her brow is furrowed and her eyes are squeezed shut. Her back arches off the couch, which pushes her bouncing tits up, letting me watch them jiggle with every impact. I feel her pussy clamp down around me in pulses that milk my cock, like she's trying to pull the orgasm right out of me.
"Fuck-Mike-right there-don't stop-" she manages in squeals that turn to whimpers. Finally, her abs flex hard, causing her body to curl as the climax hits. I watch as she shudders violently, feeling her leg quake under my hand that's been keeping her pinned in place. A strained groan seems to just keep coming, but her fingers never slow down on her clit.
The sight and sounds of her orgasm, along with the feeling of her pussy rippling around me, pushes me over the edge right behind her. There's no way I can hold out through the duration of her orgasm, and I pull out, not daring to cum in her without a condom.
The sudden emptiness makes her whine, but I don't care, and step up onto the cushion to half straddle her again. My hand flies over my slimy shaft, stroking it as hard and fast as I can.
Sarah's eyes snap open and she tilts her head toward me, sticking her tongue out as her hand works between her legs through the last shocks of her orgasm. Pinching my dick as hard as I can to stem the flow and flexing it, I groan, holding back as long as I possibly can. When I let it go, the pressure causes the first thick rope to fire out hard, splattering off her upturned face.
It hits square on her cheek, with a string that runs to her lips. Her tongue instantly darts out to lick the flecks off her lip in reflex, and then the second hits her chin. The third streaks over her nose and left eye. She catches what she can with her tongue, moaning softly, but I'm intentionally aiming for everything but her mouth, so most of it just paints her face in messy white streaks.
With no force behind the pulses anymore, I lean forward at the end, resting the head of my cock on her extended tongue. She closes her lips around it gently, mewling and suckling the last twitches while she looks up at me with one eye open and the other squinting through my cum. When I finally pull out of her mouth, I raise up a little higher, so my balls are right over her head, and squeeze. Starting at the base, I push up until one final fat drop is coaxed to the tip. I support her head with my free hand and double over so I can rub my fat, rubbery head across her forehead in a long line, and murmur, "Simba."
Sarah snorts, then shoves at my side with both hands. "Get the fuck off me, you idiot," she says, but she's laughing almost as hard as I am, and clearly not mad.
I fall off to the side on the floor, still chuckling, and land on her discarded top. Gathering it up, I hand it to her. "Here ya go, princess."
She snatches it, wipes the worst of the mess off her face as best she can, then balls it up and tosses it at my head. "You're a jackass, Mike. You know that?"
"Yeah," I say, catching the shirt and grinning at her as she starts to sit upright. "But you keep texting me, so I'm thinking it must be one of my more endearing qualities."
She rolls her eyes and shakes her head, but the smile never leaves her lips. "Whatever, Mufasa. Just get me a towel before this dries and I look like a glazed donut."
I laugh even harder, getting up to head for the bathroom. "It was Rafiki that anointed Simba," I correct her.
"I don't give a shit," she calls after me. "It was Mufasa who died when he was tossed off a cliff, like I'm gonna toss you off my balcony, right?"
Chapter 4
The rest of the night with Sarah goes pretty much the same way. We go at it one more time on her bed. This time she insists on being on top like she tried to be on the couch before I flipped her over. When I lay down, she starts off by climbing up, telling me she wants me to return the favor as she lowers herself over my face. Hey, I'm a giver. I can eat pussy for hours. But just as I'm about to stick my tongue out, she shifts her weight, smearing a snail trail down my nose, asking, "How do you like it?" The difference is instead of pushing her off like she did to me, I choose to motorboat her. After a couple of laughs, and actually going down on her for a few, she finally moves down for some actual sex.
All fucked out, we crash hard. My phone alarm goes off at 5:45 a.m., and I swear to God, it feels like a personal affront. I barely remember stumbling out of her place, driving home and asking myself how the hell it's already so bright out, showering like a zombie, and then making it to the dealership by 8:00. I'm pretty sure that the coffee's the only thing keeping my eyes open. I tell myself the two hours of sleep, maybe less since I never actually checked what time it was when we went to bed, is why I feel like death. I've done this enough times to know it's the combo of drinking, followed by vigorous sex, and zero downtime.
The day drags. I push through the sales meeting that morning, then a couple of test drives, and even manage to close on some girl's first car while her dad "worked me over" on the price. And to be fair, he probably got a better deal than he should have, because I just didn't have the fight in me today.
By early afternoon, I'm sitting at my desk, sending out emails and nursing on my second energy drink since lunch, when my phone buzzes on my desk.
Lila: Hey Mike. You busy?
I drop my forehead on my arm that's resting on my desk. I've decided that if a text from Lila contains anything along the lines of, "You busy?" there's a loaded question getting ready to follow it. I think it's been about a couple weeks since the outfit question, and other than that, she's only texted me a few times about random work stuff since then. So, our conversation has pretty much been limited to helping her with her job, and her needing to accept that, yeah, she's fielding calls for people that are gonna look down on her.
It's shitty, but we all deal with it in some capacity. No matter how rich you are, some other fucker is gonna have more money than you and want to make sure you know it. There's a point where she's gotta put on her big girl panties and let it roll off her back.
Me: Other than the fact you're interrupting my nap, I'm just killing time between customers. What's up?
Setting my phone back down, I shoot off another email, trying to get a customer to come back in for the fourth damn time, but I'm determined to put his ass in one of my cars. With the email sent, giving him a couple of options in case he's decided the trim he was looking at isn't the one he wants after all, I go back to my phone and check her text that came back about five minutes earlier.
Lila: Like you'd nap at work.
Lila: So. There's this guy who comes in
I stop reading right there and dramatically lean back in my chair, looking up at the tiled ceiling. Here we go again, I think. How the hell did I become the guy she's going to for advice about guys? Does she not remember me threatening her prom date?
Letting out a big sigh, I sit back up and start reading again.
Lila: There's this guy who comes in here a lot. Not an employee or anything this time. He's a client. Or a rep? Something from one of our bigger vendors or accounts. I don't know. He's in probably twice a week dropping off samples or picking up reports. He started stopping to chat for a minute when he passes the desk. He's nice. Funny. Not pushy like Dave
I lean back in the chair again. I seriously don't have the energy to deal with this today...
Me: Okay... and?
Lila: Today he asked if I wanted to grab dinner sometime. He said he's been trying to work up the nerve to ask for a while but didn't want to be weird at my work.
Part of me wants to relax. At least she's not texting me about the 26-year-old sales douche from her office, but the other part's already running through the alternatives. If it's just a courier for a vendor, maybe it's not so bad. But if it's the actual client, he has to be older. How much older? Is he just a peon at his company, or someone higher up? Please don't let this be some married guy looking for a side piece.
Me: How old is he? And what's his deal? Tell me he's not married or has a girlfriend.
Lila: 29 I think? He told me once, I just don't remember. He also mentioned once he's single. I don't see a ring and seems normal. I said yes, but now I'm overthinking it. What if he's just being polite? Or what if I screw it up again?
Me: First of all, WTF is up with the older guys all of a sudden?
Lila: What do you mean? They aren't that old. And all I do is work now. Who else am I gonna meet?
Me: When you're only 18, that's old! And you're not screwing anything up by saying yes to dinner. That's normal. Just make sure it's not dinner at his house and see how he acts outside the office. Just pay attention and make sure he's not like Dave was and treating you like you're another conquest.
I go back to my computer, wishing I were up in the rotation and would have something to distract me from this weird hell that is today.
Lila: Yeah... I guess. He's taking me to this Italian place downtown Friday. Not his house. But now I'm stressing about what to wear. And... idk, what if he asks for pics or something before then? I don't want to repeat the Dave thing.
I rub my face, the exhaustion from last night mixing with overly protective tension as I try to stay calm. Is it wrong for me to have an opinion on what she should or shouldn't be doing?
Me: Just don't send any. If he's asking for pics of what you're gonna wear, that's a big red fucking flag. It ain't some blind date. Tell him you're not big on pics until you actually know someone. If he pushes, you might have your answer.
Lila: K. So what should I wear for something like this? I've only gone out with boys my age. I wanna look cute but not desperate.
Me: You don't have to look desperate to look good. Just wear whatever.
Calgon, take me away
Lila: 😭 I thought you said you'd help me!
I fake-cry to myself and wish I could just go to bed so I can start over tomorrow. It seems like I must've been a little too loud and the guy in the next office checks on me.
"You good, man?" I hear when he pops up in the doorway to my fishbowl.
"Yeah, just family shit," I tell him. "My little sister's best friend has apparently decided that she likes older guys, and keeps asking me for advice now."
"How much older?" he asks, ribbing me. "'Cause if that's the one I've seen in pictures with you and your sister on Facebook... Damn. She might be worth moving for."
"Dude, this is not the day," I say, shaking my head.
"What? They've got car dealerships there. I'm sure I can get a job and go take care of her." When I stand up from my desk, Rick just laughs, throwing his hands up and backing away. "Fine, I just figured I'd offer. I mean at least you know me, instead of some random dude dating her."
"I will fuck your mother," I tell him, unable to stop from chuckling, and a little grateful that he was at least able to make me laugh.
"That's a deal, my friend," he snickers, sticking his hand out and starting to come back toward me. "I certainly got the better end of it by far, but that's your problem."
This time I actually start to come around my desk and he quickly disappears, but I can already hear him calling out to one of our other buddies.
Me: Send me a picture of what you're thinking of wearing. I'll tell you if it's too much, or whatever.
I hit send, not really paying attention to what I was typing, and thinking of how I can fuck with Rick later because I'm sure half the dealership is gonna know about Lila by the end of the day.
Her reply comes back quick.
Lila: You're the best! 🥰 I'll pick out some options when I get home from work
Reading her text, I instantly groan, realizing what I just told her to do. Having her tell me what she was going to wear was bad enough. I don't really want to actually see what she's s going to wear for this guy and have to judge it or her for it. But based on how happy her text was, I can't just go back on it either.
Chapter 5
The rest of the afternoon is a haze of half-effort follow-ups and one more test drive that goes nowhere. I manage to set an appointment for next Tuesday before the day ends, but that's it. By 5:30, I'm clearing off my desk, waving off the guys who want to grab beers because it's a Saturday night, and heading to my car.
I swing through a drive-thru on the way home, picking up a double cheeseburger, fries, and a large Coke, because cooking is way too much effort right now. I eat half of it before I even get home, and the other half while sitting on the couch as I watch the latest Marvel movie, trying to stay awake long enough to justify going to bed. The exhaustion is too much, and I'm falling asleep sitting up. I tell myself I've made a valiant effort, and even though it's a Saturday night, I more than made up for it last night.
I kick off my shoes, stretch out on the bed with barely enough energy to strip off my work clothes, and make sure there's not an alarm that's going to wake me up in the morning. Around 7 p.m., the phone buzzes on the nightstand. I grope for it, ready to tell whoever is texting me that I'm not going out tonight, because if I don't answer, most of the time, my friends will just keep harassing me until I do.
Lila: Okay, options incoming! Don't judge too hard lol
Shit. I forgot about Lila and her clothes. Three photos load one after another.
The first one is a mirror selfie in her bedroom. She's holding up a black dress that looks pretty simple. It's sleeveless and should hit just above the knee based on how she's holding it. Seems fitted through the waist, with a little flare at the bottom. It's cute and pretty classic.
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The second is a navy blue, wrap style with a deeper V-neck that cinches at the side. It probably shows a bit more cleavage than the first, but it's still classy.
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Then there's the third, which is a red one. Definitely shorter, more bodycon, and appears to be an off-the-shoulder number. There's no arguing that it's sexier, but it's still not over-the-top. She's got it held against her, but she's in jeans and a tank with her hair down, giving the camera a shy smile.
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Lila: Which one? I chose them because the black one, my mom would approve of. Navy is pretty. And red is... grown up? I don't want to look like I'm trying too hard, but I also don't want him to think I'm boring.
I rub my eyes, sit up against the headboard, déjà vu setting in, and stare at the selfies. She'll look good in all of them, but I don't think I'm ready to think just how grown-up she'll look. Not the kid who used to beg me for piggyback rides. I shake it off, trying to get my bearings so I can tell her what she needs and go back to bed.
Me: My vote's on the black one. I know it's not as flashy, but it's still nice. Shows you put effort in without screaming "date night." Navy's a close second if you want a little more wow. Skip the red. You're eighteen. You don't need to send the wrong signal if he's actually a decent guy.


Lila: Black it is then. Thanks Mike. You sure it's not too plain?
Me: It's not plain. It's elegant. Pair it with those silver earrings Mom gave you for graduation and some heels. You'll look great.
Lila: Okay. Earrings and heels. Got it. What about hair? Up or down?
Me: Down. It's more natural. Guys like that better than overdone updos on a first date. You don't want to look too bougie and high maintenance.
Lila: You're actually good at this 🤣 How do you know how to accessorize? I'll send a pic of the full outfit tomorrow after I try it on with the shoes.
Me: Because I pay attention. I don't need to see your date night pic. Just tell me if you have any problems. I trust your judgment.
Lila: Fine, party pooper 😜 But if I chicken out and need a pep talk Friday before I go, you better answer.
Me: Can't Sophia give you the pep talk? Go eat dinner or whatever. I'm crashing early. It was a long day.
Lila: Night Mike! 😘 Thanks again. Love you.
Me: Love you too. Be smart Friday.
I put the phone back on the nightstand, scoot back down, and pull the blanket up. I try to go to sleep, but when I close my eyes, I only see what she will probably look like in each of those dresses. Why the hell is she going out with a 29-year-old? He better treat her with respect.
I shove the thoughts and mental images down deep, blame the lack of sleep, and force my eyes closed. Tomorrow's another day, and thankfully we're closed on Sundays. I wonder if other guys have to deal with this shit with their sister's friends, or is it just because I'm so much older?
Gotta be big brother type stuff, I decide, fighting the idea I'm getting closer to thirty. That's my story and I'm sticking to it.
The next few days get back to the usual routine. On Sunday, I actually wake up fairly early because of how early I went to sleep, so I drag myself to the gym for a half-assed session, then spend the rest of the day on the couch with a cold beer watching some golf tournament on TV. I don't play pasture pool, but I always wonder if I should pick it up.
Do people still do business on golf courses anymore? Could I find some guy with a fleet of work vans and actually get him to go through me if I played some holes with him? Speaking of holes, I wonder how Sarah is after the other night...
Monday and Tuesday are actually pretty good days at work. I manage a couple of easy closes that keep the numbers padded, and by Wednesday I'm feeling pretty normal again. The sleep debt is finally paid down.
Chapter 6
Around 3 p.m. on Wednesday, this baddie walks in.
I'm guessing she's mid twenties, 25 or 26 at the most, and blonde. Like sun-bleached blonde, not dyed platinum blonde. It's long and wavy, falling past her shoulders where the waves turn more to curls. She's slim through the waist with soft, feminine curves that fill out her clothes nicely and show a narrow midsection flaring into decent hips and an ass that jeans were invented for. Not too big, not too small. This porridge was just right. She's wearing a crisp white blouse that's tucked in, and dark skinny jeans that hug her legs deliciously.
And then there are the black stilettos.
High with a fine metal-tipped point. To me, they're the type of heel most women save for a Saturday night, but she's wearing them with jeans in the middle of a Wednesday afternoon. I don't even know who does that, but holy shit, the way they lift everything and lengthen her legs. There's a tantalizing click click across the showroom floor when she walks... Yeah, I think I just fell in love. Okay, massive exaggeration, but you get where I'm going.
She was my up, so I was already headed her way, but she walks straight up to me with no hesitation, meets my eyes and flashes me her gorgeous smile.
"Hey. So I'll cut right to it. This isn't my first car, but it is the first car I'm buying on my own. I don't need anything flashy, but it doesn't need to be the cheapest thing on your floor either. And something that won't leave me stranded or kill me on gas or repairs."
I recover fast, not used to people just laying it out that quick before even saying their name, and try to give her my most understanding nod. "I'm Mike," I say, sticking my hand out, "and I'd be happy to help you with that. Let's start with what your daily commute looks like, and are there any deal-breakers?"
"Amy. I have to drive downtown every day," she says as we walk toward the door. "I just started a new job at a marketing firm. I want good mileage, and ice-cold AC because I do not do well in the heat out here. But nothing that's going to nickel-and-dime me to death on maintenance."
We head out to the lot and she's not timid at all, has a good idea of what she's looking at, asks specific questions about service intervals, real world MPG, warranty coverage. No bullshit or lowballing just to lowball. We end up going for a test drive in a new compact sedan before heading back inside to run numbers.
All in, we probably spend about four hours together when I finish the walkaround on the car with her and hand her the keys.
"Thanks, Mike. You made this painless. I appreciate it."
"Anytime," I say, handing her my card. "I always put my cell number on there, so if you have any issues or questions, just text me. It's never a bother, and I'll get back to you as quickly as I can."
She nods once, flashing me her perfect white teeth. "Will do."
Then she's headed off, leaving me heartbroken and hard as I watch that ass swing side to side. Standing near the door to go back inside, under the covered area where we do our deliveries, I wave to her one last time when she glances back at me before jumping into the driver's seat and pulling away.
I'm suddenly starving to sink my teeth into a nice juicy rump roast and a shake.
Thursday is busier than normal, and I go get a couple beers with Rick after work where he gives me more shit about Lila's older-guy phase. I laugh it off and change the subject.
On Friday, my phone buzzes while I'm getting ready for work.
Lila: Hey. Date's tonight. I'm nervous 😬 What if he's boring? Or what if I'm boring?
Me: You won't be. Just be yourself. If he asks questions about you, he's interested, or at the very least, he's putting on a good show. If he only talks about himself, he's trying to show off. Text me after if you need to.
Me: Or if anything feels off.
Lila: Will do. Wish me luck?
Me: Good luck, kid. Have fun. Be smart. He's a lot older, so don't let him manipulate you.
I pocket the phone and head to work. The day drags on, and the week's not even over. One thing that's rough about this job is the six-day workweeks most of the time. Around 5:30 p.m. I get another text from her.
Lila: Leaving any minute. Wish me luck one more time?
Me: When did you get so needy? Luck. It'll be fine.
Chapter 7
I get out around 6:30 and I'm beat, but Rick and a couple of the other guys are hyped for a Friday night. Having done the dive bar thing for me last week, they want to go to an actual club, with a decent DJ, bottle service if someone's feeling flush, and enough women in short dresses to make the hangover at work tomorrow worth it. I'm not in the mood to sit home alone, so I say fuck it. I shower, change into some jeans and a fitted black button-down, and meet them downtown.
The place is already getting full by 9:30, and there's a lot of bodies pressed together on the dance floor. We grab a high-top near the bar, then order a round of shots and beers to chase it down. Rick wastes no time before scanning the room like a hawk, pointing out prospects and cracking jokes about who's going home with who. I knock back the first shot, feel the burn wake me up, and let the music drown out the day.
Around 10:15 my phone buzzes in my pocket. I pull it out expecting one of the guys to be sending a dumb comment about one of the others from across the table.
Unknown number: Hey Mike, it's Amy. I bought the car from you on Wednesday. Hope this isn't weird to be texting you so late. Just wanted to say the car's been perfect so far.
I read the text, and can't help the grin when I see who it is. I also find it a bit suspect that she's texting me this late on a Friday night just to tell me the car she bought barely more than 48 hours ago has been perfect. I quickly text her back.
Me: Good! I'm glad to hear it. I hope you're doing something fun with your Friday night and not just sitting around thinking about your car.
I save her contact in my phone while I wait to see if she replies. It doesn't take long.
Amy: Well what are you up to tonight?
My dick's already twitching at the thoughts running through my head, and I show the texts to Rick first since he's the closest.
"Yo, remember the chick with the heels and the jeans on Wednesday? The one who bought the silver CLA 250?"
Rick leans over, reads it and I can see his eyes light up. "No fucking way. The one you were drooling over? Dude."
He grabs the phone, shows it to the other two, Jake and Carlos, who immediately start grinning like idiots.
"Bro, you have to invite her," Jake insists. "Tell her where we are."
"Yeah, man," Carlos agrees. "You have to get her here. I didn't get to see her, and she's clearly fishing. Who asks, 'What are you up to tonight' at 10 on a Friday? That's code, bro."
Rick shoves the phone back at me. "Do it. Worst case, she says no. Best case, you're not going home alone thinking about some eighteen-year-old's date."
I shoot him a look. "Low blow."
He shrugs. "Just saying. Live a little."
I exhale, debating it. I don't usually do things with customers, but decide she's the one that hit me up, not the other way around. Clearly the tequila's already loosening me up.
Me: I'm out with the guys at Club Vibe downtown. You around?
The notifications show me that she's watching her phone just as closely as I am.
Amy: Actually yeah, I'm like ten minutes away with a friend. Mind if we swing by? It's dead where we are, and I could use a good time after the week I've had.
Well this night just got promising.
Me: Not at all. We're at a high-top near the main bar. I'm in a black shirt with three other idiots in polos. Come find us.
Amy: On my way. See you soon 😏
I pocket the phone, and look up at the guys. They're all staring, waiting.
"She's coming," I say. "With a friend."
The table erupts and we order another round. Rick calls dibs on her friend if she's hot. I laugh with the group, but the only thing going through my head is, if she looked that good on a Wednesday afternoon, how's she gonna look for a night out?
I flag the server for another tequila shot. Might as well toast to coincidences.
Fifteen minutes goes by and they still aren't there. I guess that makes sense though since they still need to try to get in and shit, even if she was only ten minutes away. Rick's mid-story about some girl he tried to hook up with here before. Spoiler alert, I was with him and he didn't get her. Probably for the best, too, because he was so drunk, my money's on he would've had whiskey dick anyway, and just embarrassed himself.
I listen as he continues his story, making himself sound far better than how it actually played out, when my phone buzzes against my thigh. I pull it out, expecting a text from Amy saying "Here" or an ETA, but it's Lila.
Lila: Hey. Just got home. Date's over. It was... nice. No fireworks or anything, but still good. He was polite, paid for dinner, asked about me. You old people talk about work to much though. He walked me to the door, so he kept the kiss quick in case Mom or Dad were inside. Asked if I'd want to do it again sometime.
Before I'm even finished reading the first text, a second one comes in.
Lila: Oh and... I ended up wearing the red one. Don't be mad.
Seriously? I think, reading her text
Me: First, fuck you and your "old people". And what? Why? I thought we agreed that it would send the wrong signals
Lila: Because I thought the black one was too bland, and the navy still felt like something I'd wear to work.
To work? From what I remember, it didn't look like anything the receptionist at my work would wear.
Me: Why even ask my opinion if you're not going to listen to me?
Thinking about her out with some 29-year-old has me instantly irritated, especially with that dress giving him all the wrong ideas.
Lila: I told you not to get mad. It's not even that bad, look
Seconds later the thread shows my phone downloading an image. When it comes through, it's a full-length mirror shot in her bedroom with just a light from the nightstand on. The red dress is tighter than I thought from only seeing it on the hanger. The off-the-shoulder neckline drops low enough to show the smooth curve of her collarbone and the upper swell of her breasts. The thin fabric is stretched tight across her chest and waist before hugging her hips and ending way too high on her thighs in my opinion. Like, it's short. Shorter than the black or navy would've been, and it clings to every curve of her body that she doesn't need to be showing. Her long auburn hair is falling loosely over her shoulders, and her lipstick is a matching red. She's standing with one hip cocked, taking the selfie.
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She looks... fuck. I don't wanna think about how she looks. Way too grown up is the point. Sexy in a way that hits me like a gut punch, and I hate that I even notice it in the first place. I really hate that my first thought isn't just protective "big brother," but something more like "who knew that was hiding under there?" I'm used to seeing her in a T-shirt, and maybe some shorts when I'm around.
Lila: See? It's not trashy. He said I looked amazing when he picked me up. I think you're worried for nothing.
Me: It doesn't have to be trashy to give the wrong idea. That dress screams "look at me." Why do you even own something like that at eighteen? You're asking for trouble with guys his age.
Lila: Because I'm eighteen not twelve and I wanted to feel pretty, not just cute. And he didn't make it weird. You are. I can handle myself, Mike.
Me: I know you can. But you asked my opinion and then did the opposite. That's what's pissing me off. We agreed red was too much. You wanted my take as a guy. Actually take it next time.
Lila: You agreed it was too much. I did take it. I considered it. Then I decided for myself. That's allowed, right? I'm not a kid anymore.
Putting my phone down for a second, I take a deep breath to try and settle back down. I didn't want to listen to anything anyone told me when I was her age, and I have to remember that she's her own person. I look over at Rick, who's smirking. He knows me well enough and about my recent texts with her, to have a good idea of what's going on.
Me: You're right. You're not. Just... be careful. He's not some kid from school. If you go on another date with him and anything feels off, even a little, you better text me. I mean it.
Hitting send and looking around, I notice Amy weaving through the crowd on her way past the bar.
Lila: I will. Promise. Now go have fun with your friends or whatever you're doing. Stop stressing. Night and love you!
It's always been weird when she says love you. Most of the time it comes out in this sing-song way, and I can never tell if she's actually saying it because I've been there for her for so long, or if it's because she's messing with me, or if she just has issues from her parent's divorce.
Me: Yup. You too. We'll talk this weekend.
Just as I lock the screen, I see Amy cutting through the crowd near the bar. I stand up and shove the phone into my pocket, waving at Amy to get her attention.
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Chapter 8
Amy spots me waving her over. She exudes that same confidence she walked in with at the dealership, but tonight it hits a little differently. Instead of jeans, she's wearing a black dress that clings to her in all the right places. It has a short hem showing off her long legs, and the neckline dips low enough that it makes it hard to look anywhere else. Her hair's styled in loose waves, catching the club lights. When she starts to get closer, she raises a hand in a quick wave.
Right behind her is her friend. Tall, Black, and slender through the middle but her curves... goddamn. Her white top is filled out with large full breasts, and then her round hips and ass are packed into a tight maroon leather skirt. Her hair also catches my attention. It's this big, glossy crown of thick black curls that bounce with every step. They frame her face, which has high cheekbones, full lips, and almond-shaped eyes that are highlighted by her makeup. Between the two of them, they move like they know every head in the place just turned in their direction.
They reach our table and Amy doesn't hesitate to step right up with her arms open, pulling me into a welcoming hug. Her body presses against me rather tightly for only the second time meeting, and I feel her soft curves pressing up against my chest. Even the smell of her is intoxicating. Of course I give her a similar hug, feeling confident enough to place a hand on her lower back.
"Hey, Mr. Salesman," she says into my ear before letting go to look up at me. Even in the dim and colored lights of the club, I can see her blue eyes sparkling. "Told you I'd make it."
"I never doubted it," I say, grinning. I step back and gesture to the stool I'd been using. "Take a seat."
She smiles and slides onto it without any argument, crossing her legs so her thigh brushes mine as soon as I move to stand beside her. "A gentleman. I like that."
Her friend steps up right behind her, and Rick, never one to miss taking a shot, stands up so fast he almost knocks his beer over. "Where's my manners?" he says, offering his stool to her with a bit of exaggeration. "I insist."
She gives him a once-over, then smiles. "Appreciate it, polo boy." She settles onto the stool, crossing her legs too, making the leather skirt ride up to the point it's essentially showing off all of her thighs. "I'm Jade," she says, looking around the table at all of us. "Amy's partner in crime tonight."
Amy jumps in, gesturing between us. "Oh right," she practically shouts over the music with an apologetic expression. "This is Mike. Mike's the one who sold me the car. Apparently, he's also the one who knows a lot more than we do about where to go on a Friday night. Mike, this is Jade. She's the reason I'm even out in the first place. She wouldn't take no for an answer tonight. So..." Amy shrugs and smiles sheepishly. "Here we are."
I reach across to shake Jade's hand. "Mike. Good to meet you. I'm glad you made her come out tonight."
Jade's grip is firm, and her French-manicured nails catch the light. "She's been talking you up," she replies, making Amy blush when my eyes flick over to her. "She said you're good with your tongue." She lets the words hang, smirking, while I try to reconcile what she just said. "When it comes to selling cars, I mean."
Glancing around at the rest of the table, the other guys all have grins, and Carlos's eyes are nearly ready to pop out of his head. Rick's already leaning in toward Jade, grinning. I think he just found his dream girl for the night.
"I'm Rick," he says, extending his hand to her. "I sell cars with Mike. We're basically the same guy, but I'm funnier."
Jade shakes his hand, her gaze flicking to Amy then me before settling back on him. "We'll see about that."
Carlos and Jake chime in quickly, throwing their names in the ring with more quick handshakes all around. The conversation starts off with the usual bullshit of small talk about the club and the music, while the place gets more and more packed. But with Amy right next to me, I keep feeling her knee brushing my leg every time she squirms on the stool. I catch glimpses of her watching me out of the corner of her eye.
Leaning down a little, I talk just to her. "You look amazing tonight."
She tilts her head with a little smile, and looks over me quickly. "You're not looking too bad yourself. That black shirt's working for you."
I grin and flag the server over, ordering a round of tequila shots to get things moving. They come quick and suddenly the table is filled with tequila, with lime wedges on the side, and salt that's quickly being licked off wrists, damn near as fast as the server was able to set everything down. We clink glasses in a messy circle, and the whole table is yelling some half-assed "to good nights and better company," which is exactly the type of cheesy shit Rick always comes up with.
I knock mine back, feel the burn slide down smooth, and chase it with a sip of beer to take the edge off. I was never a tequila fan. I hate the damned smell. But I'm not gonna pass up an excuse to watch a girl lick shit off her body, either.
Amy's crossed legs have transitioned to one of her feet lightly tapping against my shin. Every time she laughs at something someone at the table says, her hand finds my arm, squeezing it for just a second. It's casual enough, but I sure as hell clock it, and so does Jake who tilts his beer at me in salute.
Jade's got Rick wrapped around her finger, not that it ever takes much for him. She's leaning toward him with her elbows on the table, pushing her cleavage together so it's on full display in her white top. For the last couple of minutes, she's been asking him questions about the dealership like she actually gives a shit. And Rick, being Rick, is happy to listen to himself talk about how good he is.
"So you guys really spend all day convincing people they need a warranty on their paint or some shit that they can't afford?" she asks. Rick's all about it, puffing his chest out, and telling this story about the time he sold a minivan to a guy who swore he'd never drive anything with sliding doors. It's as if he honestly thinks she'll be impressed about how good of a salesman he can be.
For her part, Jade's laughing in all the right places, occasionally touching his forearm too, but her eyes keep drifting back to our side of the table, and a couple of times I catch her making a face at Amy. It's clear she's just toying with Rick, but he's soaking it up. So I figure who am I to stop him from having a good time. Besides, I don't know just how far she'll go.
After another round of shots disappears, Amy turns more toward me. "You guys always bring this much energy to Friday nights, or is this special because we showed up?"
I lean in closer, blocking out the rest of the group. "Usually it's just beers and bullshit with these idiots. We wouldn't typically drink this much on a Friday though, since we all have work tomorrow. So yeah. I'd say tonight's different. I think the two of you being here has all the guys worked up a little more than normal."
She smirks, glancing down at my mouth, then back up. "Good," she winks. "I kinda like being the reason things get interesting."
Jade catches the vibe, and I see her grin at Amy out of the corner of my eye. "You two gonna keep eye-fucking each other all night, or are we dancing before Rick here passes out from trying too hard?"
Rick protests, "Hey, I'm good for at least three more rounds!" but Jade's already sliding off her stool.
Chapter 9
Jade grabs Amy's hand, then reaches for mine without asking. "Come on, car salesman. I've already heard about your tongue. Now it's time to show us what those hips can do," she demands, dragging us toward the dance floor.
Amy laughs and lets Jade pull her up. I follow, and the rest of the guys trail behind like they don't want to miss out on anything.
The dance floor's a wall of bodies that are drowned out by the thumping bass as the strobing lights flash red and blue. Amy doesn't waste any time finding her groove. Before I know it, she's backed right up against me, pressing her ass into my hips as she starts moving. My hands find her waist automatically, feeling her grind against me.
After a couple more songs of dancing, she reaches up while facing me, sliding one of her slender hands up the back of my neck, and pulling my face down next to hers so her lips can brush my ear.
"You feel good," she says, just loud enough to be heard over the music. "Is it bad that I've been thinking about doing something like this with you since I left your lot Wednesday?"
Taking that question as an invitation, I slide one hand lower, palming the curve of her ass through the thin dress. "Not as far as I'm concerned. That test drive was torture."
With that, she spins around again, grinding back on me once more, and forcing a moan from me. Across from us, I see that Jade's got Rick in a similar hold, rolling her hips against him, with her head thrown back on his shoulder laughing while he tries to keep up. But her eyes are on us again soon enough, watching Amy move all over me, like she's enjoying the show. When my gaze locks with Jade, she winks, then spins Rick so she can face us more directly, giving herself a better view while she keeps dancing against him.
We dance like that for a couple of songs, and I can feel the sweat starting to build. Amy also has a sheen starting, and I can feel spots on her dress getting slightly damp when my hands wander more freely. Amy turns to face me, looping her arms around my neck, and slipping a thigh between mine so she can press her hip right up against my growing hard-on. She bites her lip, as she stares right into my eyes.
"I think your friend there is starting to get a bit pushy," she teases, glancing down for a fraction of a second.
"Is that a problem?"
Her response is to kiss me hard, and it takes no more than a second before her tongue is wrestling with mine like she's been waiting for her chance to do this. I kiss her back, moving one hand through her hair to the back of her head and the other gripping her ass to hold her right up on me. When we break apart, she's breathing heavily and her cheeks are flushed.
Jade appears at our side out of nowhere, slipping between us with a grin. Cockblocked! I think to myself. Fucking third baseman.
"Is there room for one more? Or are you two already claiming exclusive rights?"
Amy doesn't miss a beat. She reaches out, hooks a finger in Jade's top, and pulls her in close. "There's always room for one more."
Jade snickers, and it comes out sounding low and dirty. She presses against Amy's side, sliding a hand around Amy's waist while the other brushes my chest. The three of us move together for a minute. Jade's thigh is brushing mine, Amy's grinding between us, and every time one of them moves, I'm paying close attention to where they're touching me.
Rick's still out there somewhere, my guess is dancing close by with Carlos and Jake, but for me, they've all faded into background noise.
"Your boy's fun," Jade states, "but he's not keeping up. You two, though..." She trails off, glancing back and forth between Amy and me. "You seem like you know how to finish what you start."
Amy's hand slides down my chest, dragging her nails over my shirt. "I was thinking the same thing."
Jade smirks. "Then maybe we should take this somewhere else."
Amy looks up at me with eyes filled with intent. "What do you say, Mike? Should we go back to your place, or we calling it early?"
I'm a little thrown off by Jade's interjection, but I'm hoping to get some alone time with Amy, so I'm not about to squander a shot at that. "My place is fine. Let's go," I agree even though I generally prefer to usually go to the lady's house.
The three of us weave our way off the dance floor, tangled together in a loose, handsy way. Amy's got one arm looped through mine and the other around Jade's waist. Jade's leading the charge toward the high-top, though, like she was ready to leave five minutes ago.
The guys had apparently already made their way back and are posted there, looking a little sweatier and a lot more buzzed. Rick spots us coming and straightens up fast, like he's hoping to get more time with Jade.
"Hey," I say, clapping Carlos on the shoulder as we reach the table. "We're gonna bounce. We've still got work tomorrow and all that bullshit."
Jake raises his beer, showing that it's not empty. "Already? The night's young, man. We've stayed out later than this on a school night before."
"Yeah, well, some of us are trying to pretend we're responsible adults," I shoot back, grinning.
Rick's eyes are locked on Jade, and he steps closer, dropping his voice like he's trying to sound smooth. "You don't have to go yet, right? We could dance a bit more. I promise, I'll get you to wherever you need to be after. Safe and sound."
Jade snickers, clearly enjoying the attention he's giving her, but not taking him seriously. She steps right up to him, puts a hand flat on his chest, and gives him a little push that's more tease than rejection.
"Aw, polo boy, you're cute. But like I said, I'm her partner in crime tonight." She nods toward Amy. "Where she goes, I go. Us girls gotta stick together so you big bad salesmen don't take advantage of poor little us."
She says the last part with exaggerated innocence, batting her lashes. But with the way she's built, and the look on her face, there's nothing innocent about it. All the guys groan in disappointment, and I'm pretty sure every dick in earshot just got a little harder. Meanwhile, Rick throws his hands up in mock surrender.
"Alright, fine. Message received. But if you change your mind..."
Jade just winks at him. "For tonight, you're just going to have to dream about me, handsome. Maybe next time. And if there is a next time, you better not be wearing a polo shirt in a club."
Amy squeezes my arm. "Ready?"
I nod, give the guys quick fist bumps and a "don't do anything I wouldn't do," which gets a chorus of "so everything's fair game" in response. Then we're heading for the exit. The cooler night air hits my damp shirt like a slap the second we push through the doors.
Chapter 10
After getting my address from me, Amy orders the Uber while we wait under the awning. When it pulls up, it's a big SUVs with plenty of room in the back. They have me climb in first, sliding all the way to the far side behind the driver. Amy goes next, taking the middle seat, and Jade climbs in last, taking the passenger side window. The second the doors shut, the vibe in the car is different, with no more loud club noises, and a moment of idle chat with the driver. Eventually he puts on some subtle R&B at the girls request I think, but who's really paying attention to their conversation.
It dawns on me that I'm not even sure what the plan is exactly. I'm hoping we're dropping off Jade somewhere and that Amy's going to come back to my place, but since I didn't order the ride, I'm not really sure.
Amy leans back against the seat, stretching her legs as much as she can. Jade immediately reaches over, hooking a couple of fingers under the hem of Amy's dress. Working her hand side to side, she slowly tugs it up a couple inches higher on her thigh.
"Would you look at those things, Mike?" Jade says softly, "Doesn't Amy just have the best legs you've ever seen?"
I glance down, checking them out. Amy's legs do seem disproportionately long for her height, smooth and toned from whatever she does to stay looking like that. Before I know it, Jade has the dress bunched high enough that I can see the lace edge of Amy's black panties, inviting me to stare. And believe me, I do want to stare.
"They're up there," I say, keeping my tone casual even though my dick's standing at attention to salute her. "I'd be hard-pressed to argue against it."
Amy laughs, turning her head toward Jade. "Mine? Please. What are you, like five-nine or something? Your legs are so long and sexy they should come with their own travel club. Because those things could be their own resort destination."
Jade grins, running her own hand slowly up one of her own thighs, pushing the leather skirt higher. "They're pretty good, but not as nice as yours. That's okay, though. You can corner the leg market. Me? These tits and this ass get me whatever I want." She runs a finger between her cleavage as she says it.
And she says it like it's the most casual thing in the world, moving further out to cup one breast through the white top for emphasis. She twists a little so one side of her ass lifts off the seat for a second, glancing down. It draws my attention to the curvy hip and the roundness of her backside that I can see from our angle. Amy bites her lip, going from checking out Jade to me.
The driver's eyes keep darting to the rearview mirror. It's not subtle. Every few seconds he glances back, then snaps forward like he's trying to pretend he's not watching the three people in his backseat who are practically ready to start dry-humping.
Jade notices him too. She leans forward just enough to catch his eye in the mirror.
"You good up there, sir?" she asks sweetly.
He clears his throat. "Yeah. All good. Just... checking the traffic."
"Of course you are," she says, but it's more teasing than rude. Settling back, she slides her hand along Amy's thigh again, scratching it with her nails. Her fingers are moving in increasingly larger ovals up and down the smooth skin. Amy lets out a soft hum, shifting so her left knee is resting against me.
I'm starting to put it together, and I probably should've caught on a long time ago. The way Jade's been watching us all night, and how she squeezed between us on the dance floor. Even the things she said. But the way she's touching Amy right now in front of me, and Amy seemingly inviting more, eliminates any doubts I could have.
This isn't just Amy coming home with me, it's both of them. My heart races at the idea of where things are headed. I rest my hand on Amy's other thigh, and she covers it with hers, squeezing my hand tighter into the soft skin. Jade's eyes meet mine when she leans forward to see me.
"You cool with this?" she asks quietly.
I swallow, and it's almost hard to find my voice. "Yeah. I'm cool."
Amy turns her head, and while I'm staring at my hand on her leg, she kisses the corner of my jaw. Then, casual as can be, she leans the other way and kisses Jade. Jade was still leaned forward watching me, but when Amy turned her direction, Jade immediately responded by closing the distance and opening her mouth. I could see their tongues brushing whenever their mouths opened.
I can only imagine what the driver was seeing in the mirror, but whatever it was, it couldn't have been as good as the view I had in the backseat. It was about another five minutes to my place, and Jade's hand on Amy's leg had already made the journey the rest of the way up her thigh.
This ride feels like forever and not long enough at the same time.
My phone buzzes in my pocket again. It's probably Lila with another "quick question" or some picture. Definitely not important enough to bother with right now. Right now, I've got Amy's hand sliding higher on my thigh and Jade's fingers tracing the edge of Amy's panties while the driver takes his sweet damn time, getting us back to my place. But whatever Lila's up to, it can wait till tomorrow.
I swear, we hit every goddamn red light like the driver's getting paid by the minute. When my phone went off, it got both of the girls' attention, breaking the kiss, and the tension was thick enough to choke on. They both looked at me, but Jade's fingers never stopped dancing along the edge of Amy's panties.
When it was clear I wasn't going to check my phone, Jade took the lead again. "You know... Mike?" She said my name like she wasn't sure she remembered it right, so I nod. "You've been awfully quiet since we got in the car." Her voice is all husky, and before I can respond, she removes her hand from between Amy's thighs, grabs her chin gently but firmly, and turns her face toward me. "Go on, girl. Give him a taste of what he's in for."


Amy dives right in. She twists in the seat, leaning closer in my direction. Her lips find mine, and they're wet from making out with Jade. She slips her tongue out to tangle with mine like she did on the dance floor. I reciprocate, squeezing her thigh even harder in my excitement. I can even still taste the tequila and lime caught in the corner of her lips. My hand slides up her thigh, mirroring Jade's, and that's when I feel a whole lot going on all at once.
At the same time that I feel Jade's hand take my hand and shove it up toward Amy's mound, I also feel Amy's fingers deftly working my zipper down, one-handed, before she wraps her hand around my shaft through my boxers. She's immediately stroking me firmly, like she's checking to see how hard I already am. And fuck, I'm rock solid in her grip.
I groan into her mouth, humping my hips in her hand involuntarily. The driver's eyes are basically glued to the mirror now, not even trying to pretend anymore. Jade chuckles from her side, leaning in to nip at Amy's ear while she watches us.
"That's the Amy I know. Get him ready."
Amy pulls back just a fraction, talking to Jade, but keeping her eyes on mine. "He feels huge," she says, then her hand squeezes me, and I have to bite back another groan.
We hit a pothole, jolting us, but it only makes her grip tighter. Jade's hand joins mine, rubbing Amy over the top of her lace panties, making her gasp and nearly buck in the seat. Finally - fucking finally! The driver pulls up outside my building. He clears his throat louder than necessary. "Uh, we're here. I hope you enjoyed the ride and have a good night."
Chapter 11
We tumble out, and Amy straightens her dress, waiting on me as I zip up quick before any of my neighbors get an eyeful. The break is like a bucket of water, sapping some of the heat out of the moment. We're standing in the parking lot as the Uber pulls away. Suddenly it's just the three of us, and it's way too quiet outside. There's no more club bass or confined spaces forcing us closer together. The momentum dips a little and Amy rubs her thumb along her lip line as if she's trying to wipe away any smeared lipstick. But Jade feels as casual as she's been all night, and simply shimmies her leather skirt back into place.
I feel this weird flicker in my gut, leading them to my apartment. This is my first threesome. Hell, it's also my first time with a Black girl. And this one's tall, confident, curvy, and screams of experience. I'm paranoid about not keeping up with either of them based on how comfortable they are with each other. And how casually everything played out between them, I'm pretty sure this isn't their first time with each other.
When we were all chatting earlier at the club, I had learned that I was basically right about Amy and that she's 26. She also works with Jade, who's 32, making her a few years older than my 28, and they do the whole corporate gig downtown. She's got this vibe like she knows how to play almost any situation, and here I am, the car salesman who works ridiculous hours latching on to every customer I can until they buy. I've also hooked up plenty over the years, and while I've juggled multiple girls plenty of times, I've never juggled two in my bed at once. My heart's not only pounding from the horniness, but from that part of my brain screaming "what the shit am I doing?" Am I gonna measure up and be able to keep it together without looking like an idiot? Or know what to do with two girls at the same time?
Amy catches my eye and must see something on my face, because she steps in closer, and slides her arms around my waist, then uses her other hand to drape my arm around her shoulders. "You okay?" she murmurs, pressing her warm body against mine again, reigniting that spark.
"Yeah," I say, a little rough. "Just... trying to figure out how I got so lucky tonight, I guess."
Jade saunters up, looping an arm around my other. "Don't overthink it, Mike. We're all just here for a good time." She leans in, kisses my cheek, then nips my earlobe. "And from what Amy said in the car, you're gonna deliver."
Aaaaaand that breaks the tension... while piling on the expectation. I grin, fishing my keys out of my pocket, while Jade stays wrapped around my arm, and I lead them up the short path to my door. Fumbling a bit with shaky hands, I get it open and hit the light switch, which turns on a lamp in the living room. Amy kicks off her heels with a sigh, and Jade does the same, but the loss of the shoes kinda emphasizes the height differences a little bit more.
Looking at the pile of shoes, the height of Amy's heels is substantial next to Jade's, which makes sense looking at them. Now barefoot, Jade's five-nine height means she's barely shorter than I am when she had been about the same height as me just moments ago. But without her heels, Amy suddenly looks tiny in comparison. I'd guess her to be five-two at most, but her heels probably added five inches to her.
Amy steps to me first, putting her hands on my chest. "You've been gentlemanly nearly all night."
Jade presses in from behind her, pulling Amy's hair clear of her shoulder. She nips at the top of Amy's ear, watching me. "We don't want a gentleman right now, though, sexy."
Ready to accept the challenge, I pull Amy in for another kiss, and within seconds I hear her zipper as Jade starts working it down. The dress drops to her feet, and I break the kiss to look at her. She's standing in a strapless black lace bra and panties. I've been imagining seeing her like this since she first walked in on Wednesday. The reality is better than I had even hoped for.
Her sun-bleached blonde hair is falling in loose waves past her shoulders, so that the ends brush the tops of her breasts. The slim waist and soft feminine flare to her hips, go perfectly with that tight, round ass that filled out the dark skinny jeans so nicely when she'd come into the dealership.
Nothing about her is exaggerated, and she doesn't come across as trying too hard with anything. It's the kind of body that looks good enough in clothes, but is downright fucking criminal out of them, and her skin's got that warm, sun-kissed glow of a light tan. Standing there with her tiny frame, with round tits and ass on display, makes the whole package feel delicate and dangerous at the same time.
I watch as Jade's hands slide up Amy's sides until she's cupping the undersides of her breasts through the structured, lace bra. She squeezes them gently, making the tops bulge, then runs her fingertips underneath the top of the cups. Amy lets out a soft, needy sound and arches back against her. Jade tilts her head slightly and rests her cheek on top of Amy's crown. Her vibrant brown eyes are locked on mine over the blonde waves.
"Look at her," Jade murmurs. "All this pretty skin is just begging to be touched." She hooks a finger under the edge of one of the bra cups, tugging it down to bare a pink, tight nipple, then circles it with a finger. Amy whimpers, pushing her chest out a little more with her eyes closed. "So, are you gonna stand there staring all night, Mike, or you gonna come see how nice these are up close?"
I don't need to be told twice. I step in, dropping my mouth to the exposed nipple while my hand slides over Amy's stomach. Reaching the waistband of her panties, I press in slightly so that I'm able to slip underneath them. She's already soaked from all of the teasing, leaving my fingers gliding through her hot, slippery lips. And the second my fingertips brush her clit she jolts, grabbing my shoulders for balance. I circle and tease it, sucking harder on her hard, distended nipple. I feel Jade's hand join mine between Amy's thighs, but over the top of her panties instead where she presses against my hand.
After moaning, Amy's speaks in a shaky, half-laugh. "Okay... okay, this isn't fair. I'm the only one basically naked here."
I let go of her nipple, and note how much it's sticking out now that it's fully hard and give the wet peak one last nip. Continuing to tease her clit under the soaked panties, I straighten up to look up at her flushed face. Her eyes are still closed, so I glance at Jade, who's got this smug little smile, and doesn't look like she's taken her eyes off me the entire time.
Chapter 12
"I gotta say," I murmur, focusing on Amy once more, "there's something kinda hot about you standing here practically naked while we're still dressed. It might seem unfair, but I'd imagine it's gotta be kinda nice to be the center of attention."
Amy lets out a huff, barely opening her eyes. "You're enjoying this too much."
Jade hums in agreement, brushing her lips over the shell of Amy's ear. "I agree with Mike. It is kinda sexy," she says in one of the most seductive voices I've ever heard. Then she glances down Amy's body from over her shoulder. "There's something naughty about watching her squirm helplessly like this, all exposed and needy, while we take our time with her." She gives Amy's breast one more firm squeeze through the material, then glances at me. "What do you say, Mike? Why don't you take those panties off her and finish the job?"
I'm not about to argue as I drop to my knees right there in the middle of my living room, hooking my fingers into the delicate black lace at her hips. I drag them down slowly, over the curve of her ass, then past her thighs. Watching her perfectly smooth mound come into view as the material peels away, and then the how the fabric clings to her wetness for a second before letting go. Once I have them at her ankles, she steps out of them one foot at a time, and the second they're gone I lean in, pressing my mouth to her pussy without wasting another second.
Amy gasps sharply, and one hand comes down to grab at my shoulder for balance. I flatten my tongue against her clit, licking with slow, broad strokes to taste her. Opening herself up to me, she props her right foot up on my shoulder, leaning back against Jade a little bit more for support and I groan against her at how exposed she is now.
Jade repositions behind her to brace against the extra weight, and slides her hands behind Amy to finally unhook the bra. It falls away, hitting me in the face and then tumbles to the floor. Fuck me are Amy's breasts nearly perfect. Best guess, I'd say they're a modest C-cup, but the small size of her areola slightly exaggerates their size. And now that both are on full display, the pale pink stands out against the warmer tanned skin around them. Not only that, but her nipples are definitely longer than average, standing out stiff and flushed from all the attention.
Jade cups them from behind, alternating between rolling those long nipples between her fingers and tugging gently. Every time Amy moans, I'm pretty sure she pinches and pulls them harder, creating a constant feedback loop. The contrast hits me as I see Jade's rich golden-brown skin against Amy's lighter, sun-kissed tone. The whole thing is beautiful, and I can't look away.
I keep working Amy with my tongue, circling her clit or dipping lower to push inside her hole. Sucking at her lips, then moving back up. When she starts to quiver, I move my hands. Sliding up the back of her left thigh with one, I cup the cheek of her ass on the right side where her leg's propped on my shoulder. Squeezing and pulling at her ass to bring her tighter against my mouth, she starts rocking her hips to grind against me.
Adjusting herself to brace against Amy, Jade's leg brushes my hand where it's gripping Amy's thigh. I hold there, pinched between their legs, then tentatively pull my hand free to move to Jade's calf instead. She doesn't pull away or flinch, so I start sliding up, taking my time to test her reaction. There's not even a pause from teasing Amy's nipples, and she whispers something dirty in Amy's ear that makes her whimper.
Green light! I keep going, pushing higher over the back of her knee, up her thigh, continuing until my fingers reach the thin strap of what feels like tiny panties. I urge the fabric aside, finding she's just as wet as Amy was, and slide one finger all the way inside her pussy with no resistance. She's tight and hot, and it instantly starts clenching at my invading digit. With no signs she wants me to stop, I add a second finger and curl them so that I'm pumping inside her while I keep licking Amy like my life depends on it.
Jade moans into Amy's ear before telling her what I'm doing. "Mmm. Ohmigod, baby. He's got two fingers in me, working my G-spot while he eats you out." She pauses, closing her eyes and panting for a second. "Do you like knowing he's fingering me while he goes down on you?"
Amy nods in response, turning her head to bite and suck at Jade's neck. "Yes. God, Jade, I don't know why that's so hot, but it is. I think I'm also starting to love being the only one naked. All of your hands and mouths make it so hard to concentrate. It feels really good."
Her arm reaches behind Jade, grabbing a fistful of her ass and yanking her closer. Her other hand dives into my hair, clutching what she can to pull me harder against her clit.
"That's it, Mike," Jade purrs, her own voice catching as I "walk" my fingers inside her. "Make her cum on your tongue while you fuck me with those fingers. Look how close she is. She's shaking."
She was right. Amy's thighs had started trembling more.
"Yeah, I am. Pinch them harder, Jade. Like I like it."
Jade obliges, confirming what I had already suspected about this not being their first time. She's tugging the long nipples to the point they snap out from between her fingers when she pulls too far. Amy's whole body goes from quivering to shaking, and a broken cry rips out of her when she cums. The pulsing floods my mouth with her girl cream, and I keep licking through it, refusing to let up until she's whimpering and pushing at my head every time my tongue touches her.
She sags back against Jade, chest heaving, and lowers her foot from my shoulder. Jade kisses the side of her neck, while her needy pussy flutters around my fingers, seeking its own orgasm.
I pull my hand free slowly, not sure what to do with the coating of Jade's juices on them, and look up at them both. Amy's eyes are glassy, and her lips are parted. But it's Jade that's smiling like the cat that got the cream.
"Give me your hand," Jade says, reaching out. When it's within her reach, she takes it and feeds my fingers into Amy's mouth.
Standing up, I watch as Amy's lips lock around my two digits and her tongue gets to work. It circles the outside, then presses in between them, cleaning me of any traces she can find. Eventually, her cheeks hollow out as she sucks hard, moving her head forward to take more of them. Before I know it, the crook of my fingers between the middle and ring fingers is pushed into one corner of her mouth, and the webbing between my index and thumb is pressed into the other corner. My fingers are pressed against her tongue, slipping just past the entrance of her throat.
Chapter 13
Amy releases my fingers with a gasp as she drops her head back against Jade's shoulder again. She licks her lips once more, staring at me while she does, and running her tongue over them like she's savoring every last taste. My dick twitches hard at the sight. Jesus, these girls know what they're doing when it comes to torturing a guy.
Jade's still having to practically hold her up from behind, keeping one arm wrapped around Amy's waist. The other is idly moving in circles over the top of her chest. She places one last kiss to Amy's temple, then looks at me over the top of her blonde locks.
"Your living room's nice and all," Jade says, "but I'm thinking there's gotta be somewhere more comfortable we can take this." I'm still standing there dumbfounded, prompting her to talk again. "To be clear, Mike, I'm hoping there's a bed big enough for three."
I shake my head, then wipe the slime from my chin with my hand. "Yeah. Right. Uh, bedroom's this way."
I lead them down the short hallway, flipping on a bedside lamp as we step inside. It's a soft light. I made sure the bulb in it isn't harsh, but just enough to see everything without killing the mood. The bed's made, thank sweet baby Jesus I actually straightened it this morning, and it's a king so there's plenty of room. I turn around, and Amy's already closing the distance with that sexy, naked, little body moving with a purpose.
"Okay," she says, planting both hands on my chest and pushing me back one step toward the mattress. "Time for somebody else to get naked. You two got to have your fun watching me squirm, but now it's my turn to play."
Stepping over to Jade, Amy runs a hand over her stomach and hip as she steps behind her much taller friend. Her fingers go straight to the bottom hem of her white top on both sides, and without another word, Jade lifts her arms. Amy peels the slinky material off like she's unwrapping a present. I can't believe my eyes when I see that there's no bra underneath. I had honestly been thinking there was some sort of magical push-up number going on under there. I was wrong.
This entire time it's just been her full, heavy tits hanging free. They sit high and proud on her chest, telling Isaac Newton and his laws they can go fuck themselves. They're capped with dark, thick nipples. Darker than the rich golden-brown of her skin, and the areolas have little pebbled bumps and wrinkles where they're tight from being denied any attention of their own. Jade's boobs are definitely at least a couple of cup sizes bigger than Amy's, and rounder on top of it. Everything about them makes my mouth water just looking at them.
Much to my delight, Amy doesn't stop there. She drops to her knees behind Jade, finding the zipper on the side of her maroon leather skirt. She drags it down inch by inch, but even once the zipper is all of the way down, it requires Amy giving it a couple of tugs before it wisps down her hips to find its way to the floor. Her panties are close in color, being a maroon or burgundy, but the material is a tiny lace piece that's still askew from where I had shoved them aside in the living room.
Now, when I say tiny, I mean the straps are thin sitting up high on her hips, making her legs look even longer and her hips rounder. But it's the front panel that barely covers anything that kills me. Even if it were on her properly, I'd lay my commission check that half her lips would still be hanging out. I can see the slightly darker outer lips framing the delicate inner ones that are a slightly lighter shade peeking out. The dim light from my lamp catches them, reflecting off the sheen that's gathered over her.
Her body's fit as all hell, and now that she's naked, I can see the toned abs of her narrow waist before it flares into wide hips and that round, firm ass. The whole thing is held up by her strong, shapely thighs. Her curves are un-fuckin'-fair. Like someone sculpted her to be the one thing nobody can have, and if you do somehow manage to get her, nothing will ever measure up again. Just unreal.
Stepping out of the skirt, Jade kicks it aside. Not waiting for anybody to help her, she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of the pathetic excuse for panties and shimmies them down her legs, alternating bending one knee, then the other. I'm pretty sure that was just for effect and it certainly worked on me. I'm almost disappointed I didn't get to see the view from the back, or just how worthless they were as panties from behind as well. But hey, there's worse things in the world, right?
She kicks them toward the pile of clothes and stands there completely bare, cocking one hip out. Looking between the both of us with an expression of expectation, one of her eyebrows goes up.
"Since the two of you are apparently just going to stand there, I guess I'll have to say it." She sounds almost frustrated which helps me refocus. "My poor little pussy's been neglected all night," she continues. Running a finger along her slit with enough pressure that it slips between her folds, she smears her juices around. "Somebody better be ready to give her some serious attention."


Looking me in the eye, Amy places a light kiss on Jade's hip and rises behind her. She presses her naked front to Jade's back, and wraps her arms around to cup the heavy breasts from underneath, jiggling them. She's too short to see over Jade's shoulder, and has to peek around her arm instead. One hand slides down Jade's stomach until her fingers find Jade's, joining her in pushing into the swollen lips. She strokes and parts her, circling the clit with feather-light touches that make Jade's breath hitch when she pushes against the area above it, forcing her hood back and the pink pearl to stand out against the darker surrounding.
After a few seconds of teasingly petting her, Amy's voice breaks through the building wet noises of Jade's pussy. "You're gonna hate me for this, but... how about we get Mike off first?"
Jade's head snaps toward her and her brow furrows together. "Are you kidding me right now?"
Amy keeps stroking her exposed clit, but states her case. "I'm just thinking that we don't know how fast he might go. Or what his reboot time's like. So... maybe it wouldn't be that bad of an idea to get the first one out of the way so he's not thinking about it the whole time. But I promise, we'll make it up to you. Isn't that right, Mike?"
I can feel my face heating up, from a mixture of what I'm seeing along with what she'd just implied. "Hey, check it, I'm no one-pump chump, all right? No matter how fucking hot you two are. There's nothing wrong with my stamina or my recovery time."
Amy raises an eyebrow, quirking her mouth. "Mike, sweetie, are you really trying to argue your way out of the world-class blowjob I'm trying to get for you? Because Jade definitely knows how to handle what you've got down there. And after the living room, I wouldn't mind a moment to just watch."
Thinking better of saying anything more, I shut my trap and take the point. My dick's been aching for far too long, and the thought of Jade's sexy lips wrapped around it is making it throb that much harder.
Jade whimpers, putting on a pouty face, and literally slumps to her knees on the spot. "Fine," she sighs dramatically. "I've been curious since Amy's little comment in the Uber anyway."
Her big tits sway as she knee-walks forward until her face is right in front of my crotch. Amy leans against my dresser as she watches her friend reach up to start undoing my belt. Once it falls away, she immediately pulls down my zipper, and moves to the button.
"Alright Mr. Salesman," she murmurs, shifting her focus from my eyes to my crotch. "Let's see if you 'measure up.'"
Not wanting to miss the reveal, Amy steps around to my side, pressing her naked body against my hip and slides a hand up my chest while the other reaches around my waist. She pulls my shirt tighter around me as she leans her head on the side of my chest, looking down.
Chapter 14
Jade pops the button on my pants with the dexterity of somebody that's done it a thousand times, and the second it gives way, the whole front falls open. I push up off the edge of the bed so she can get them the rest of the way off, and they hit the floor with a thud from the crap in my pockets. My boxers are doing a piss-poor job of hiding anything, revealing the thick outline straining against them. My head is pushing out just below the waistband, leaving a dark wet spot where I've been leaking and it's been caught.
Both girls hum appreciatively at the same time, locked onto the bulge.
Without my pants, Amy presses against my hip a little harder, and I feel her skin against mine, but it's her naked tits against my side that I'm paying attention to the most. She tilts her head out to the side, getting a look at my shaft from a slightly different angle. "Told you."
Jade gets a grip on the bottom of the legs of my boxers and starts pulling them down, nearly as slowly as I had done to Amy earlier. The waistband catches on the head of my cock, bending it downward. The first thing that comes into view is the thick root where I've manscaped it. It's cropped close and neat at the base with fully shaved balls, showcasing the veins standing out along the shaft as more and more of it is revealed.
"Well, one thing's for sure. You should feel good about representing for the white boys, Mike," she smirks, glancing up at me through her eyelashes.
Hearing her say that and seeing the look on her face makes my cock flex hard. Breaking free of the elastic, my hard dick springs up, slapping Jade right under the chin with a smack. There's a splatter of precum smeared across her skin like war paint where it hit.
She flinches, laughs, and wipes it off with her thumb before sucking it clean.
"Shit. Sorry," I mutter, half-laughing myself, because I'm not really sorry. It just felt like the courteous thing to say.
Amy's grinning from ear to ear. "See? What'd I say when I bought the car? He has big dick energy."
Jade looks up at me with her dark, gleaming eyes. "You've got every right to walk around like you own the place, big guy."
I glance over at Amy, questioning with my eyes what else she may have said after our short encounter. I thought I had been pretty professional when she came in.
She meets my eyes and shrugs a shoulder, almost like she's embarrassed. "What? I wasn't wrong."
Turning back to Jade, I see her pink tongue wetting her full lips, and I can already picture her lipstick smeared up and down my shaft. "This is gonna be fun," she says.
Jade leans in, opening her mouth, and extending her tongue just the slightest bit. But suddenly Amy's hand shoots out, pressing against Jade's shoulder and pushing her back so she's sitting on her feet.
"Wait!" Amy calls out.
Jade's face is one of pure frustration, sending her brows shooting up as she turns to look at Amy. "Girl!"
But Amy already took off, heading toward the bedroom door, flaunting her naked, swaying ass as she bolts out of the room. "I'll only be a second! I promise!"
Jade yells after her, laughing in exasperation. "You're killing me here! Are we doing this or not?"
From somewhere in the other room Amy calls back, "I'm already coming back! Just wait!"
I'm standing there, with my cock bobbing in the open air, and it's waiting for somebody to do something to it. I feel like the universe just hit pause on the best part of the movie. Jade looks up at me, one eyebrow arched so high it's almost comical considering our positions, state of dress - or undress? - and just the all-around situation.
When she mutters, "She better not be grabbing a snack," I nearly lose it.
Barking out a laugh before I can recover, I simply reply, "I don't even know what to expect at this point. I didn't see any of this coming." Not knowing what to do with myself, I burn time by getting my phone out of my pants pocket and plugging it in on the nightstand next to the lamp so it's not dead when I have to go to work after all of this is done.
A second later Amy reappears in the doorway, lugging one of my dining chairs in front of her, just as I'm peeling my shirt over my head. She's flushed and grinning, and her eyes are darting back and forth between us.
"Sorry, sorry," she says, scooting past us and setting the chair sideways right in front of the bed. Once she has it where she wants it, she moves over to me, pushing me back to the chair. "Sit."
I drop into it, spreading my legs as my cock stands straight up and my balls rest on the padding. Amy clambers onto the bed laying sideways along the foot of it, arranging herself and extending one of her arms out above her head and bending it at the elbow so she can prop her head on her hand. She looks between me and Jade, and her cheeks turn pink when she sees the two of us staring at her.
"What? I just- I want to be comfortable while I watch. I mean, come on, you two made me stand through an orgasm out there. While I was the only one naked, I might add, because you thought it was hot. But now my legs are still jelly, and I think it's my turn to get what I want."
I personally couldn't care less what she does. I just want somebody's mouth wrapped around me after all this, but I just see the back of Jade's head full of hair as she continues to stare at her friend.
"Please?" she begs softly. "I didn't complain once out there, and it's really hot to watch you do this."
Jade chuckles but there's affection in it, and I see her tight curls shake slightly where they run down her upper back. "You're lucky that you're adorable and I love you. You know that, right?"
Amy's blush deepens, but she nods. "I do. And thank you." She catches her bottom lip between her teeth, glancing over at my staff and then back to Jade.
Jade turns back to me, then raises up onto all fours and crawls across the carpet toward the chair. At this point it feels like she's putting on a show, and that every movement is deliberate. From my angle, I can see her heavy tits hanging and swaying with each crawl forward. I get the perfect side view of her full breasts rocking, yet her hard nipples still aren't pointing straight down even in this position because of how high on her breasts they sit. To top it off is her ass up high and round. Behind her, Amy's got the money shot, though. I can only picture Jade's ass and shiny pussy on full display from where she's spread out, as Jade crawls away from her.
"God," Amy breathes, almost to herself. "I wish I looked that sexy when I crawl."
Jade reaches me, ignoring the comment, then rises up on her knees between my spread legs and places both hands on my thighs. I don't know if it's wrong to think it or not, but there was something so sexy about seeing how pale her hands made my legs look, and I do get some sun. So it wasn't like I was pasty.
Then she leans in close enough so that her hot breath is trickling over the head of my cock. She stares at it for a second, before her eyes flick up to meet mine.
"Mmm," she murmurs, after her tongue darts out to taste the fresh bead of precum at the tip. "You taste good, Mike. So are you ready for me to really take care of this, without any more interruptions?" she finishes turning to glance at Amy for the last four words, then back to me.
I swallow hard. "I don't think I've ever wanted anything more."
Chapter 15
She smiles wickedly, then opens wide and takes me in. My eyes slam shut the second her lips close around my knob, savoring the feeling of it. And honestly, at first, it just feels like another mouth. It's warm and wet, making it nice enough, but what mouth isn't? Am I right? But that only lasts a couple of seconds before her lips get a proper seal around me, and she sets to task.
Her tongue only swirls around the crown once, then she sinks down in one smooth, effortless swallow, taking every inch until her nose presses flat against my stomach. I groan out loud, and my head drops back. My hand moves on instinct, grabbing a fistful of her thick, sexy curls at the back of her head, just holding on as she starts to bob with this insane suction I've never felt before.
Cracking my eyes open, I see Amy watching from the bed next to us, with the biggest grin on her face. Her top leg is lifted higher, exposing herself and making room for her hand that's slipped between her thighs.
"Jesus..." Amy sighs. "Look at her take you. I'll never understand how she does that so fast. She doesn't even need to warm up."
Jade hums around me in response and the vibration from her throat around my head sends a shiver straight down my spine. I finally get my shit together enough to look down. Her curls are blocking most of the view, so I gather them up in both hands, twisting them up into a loose ponytail so I can see. She swallows me to my root once more, hollowing out as she alternates between sucking and swallowing. Holding there for several seconds, I feel her start to gag for the first time, before she finally lets up. I watch her full sexy lips pull outward along my dong as it slowly emerges from her mouth.
I groan at the sensations, and try to find the ability to talk. "Is this okay?" I ask, loosening my grip on the fistful of her hair.
Her hand wraps around my cock, and I realize that this is actually the first time she's touched it with her hand. I stare as she pulls her head off with a loud pop that almost hurts because she's sucking it so hard.
"Do what you need to, baby," she says, and glances up at me for a second. Her eyes are glazed over when she looks into my eyes. "I don't think I gave this thing enough credit though for how nice it is. I can barely get my fingers around it."
With that, she leans down, turning her head sideways and sucking the sensitive skin under my head between her lips. She flicks her tongue over it, while her hand starts jacking me. Watching her, I see she's right. Regardless of how long her fingers are, the nails of her thumb and middle finger barely reach, and the tips of her fingers don't actually make contact unless she squeezes harder.
She inverts her grip, so the pinky is toward the head. Seeing my flushed, thick and veiny cock in her hand is sexier than I can describe. I'm not claiming to be some monster, but even with her hands being proportional to her height, I'd bet I'm long enough to stick out past a double fist. So the way she swallowed me whole on the first try? Yeah, she's practiced.
Her tongue pulls me back when it flicks over that little piece of skin about an inch below the head. Then she dips lower, taking one smooth-shaved ball into her mouth, rolling it gently with her tongue. Having my nuts sucked on isn't my favorite thing in the world, but I'm not complaining. Gotta love a girl that's thorough, ya know. She coats it in spit, releases it with a much softer pop than she did my head, then captures the other one, slurping it in while her hand continues to work the length of my rod.
After a second of sucking on just the skin of my sack so a testicle is resting against either corner of her mouth, she coats the rest of it in more of her saliva. Jade finally lifts her head, right-sides her grip, and full-on spits on my cock, smearing it around with her hand. I hear Amy moan, making me realize I nearly forgot that she was even there. Jade's mouth wraps back around me, chasing her hand down my shaft until her nose is buried in my stomach yet again. Twisting her head side to side, her throat grips around me as she swallows.
I look over at Amy. Her cheeks and chest are flushed pinkish red, and she has two fingers plunging in and out in perfect time with Jade's bobbing head. Our eyes meet, she winks, then goes right back to watching and biting her lip.
That's when Jade's hand releases my shaft to cup my balls for a few seconds. The problem comes because just as I'm starting to get used to her rolling my balls with her fingers, her hand slides back. One finger presses firmly against my asshole with no warning, just applying pressure with the pad of her fingertip.
I tense for half a second, thankful she doesn't push in and only teasing my rim while her mouth keeps working me. The sensation's intense and I jump, jerking my hips forward involuntarily.
"'Da fuck?" I yelp, feeling trapped between her finger and my entire length stuffed down her gullet, not wanting my junk bit off if I jerk away from her hand too hard.
Amy giggles, and Jade splutters, but she quickly pulls off my shaft with her own little chuckle. "Relax baby, I've got you," she says with a smile. Her hand moves back to only fondling my balls. "I get it. It's not your thing. This time," she finishes with a wink and drops her head again.
I hear Amy giggle once more and look back over, but I'm feeling a little more nervous after that sneak attack. "What the hell was that?" I ask. "You don't just randomly do that to a guy."
She smiles as if it were nothing. "Hey, you never know if you like it or not, unless you try it," she states, all matter of fact. "And in my experience, it's easier to just see how the guy responds, than asking him if it's something he likes. Besides, I don't think most are comfortable enough with it to be honest and say if they like it or not."
"Yeah, well I'm more than comfortable enough to say it's not my thing," I clarify. "I don't need to try it to know that."
Amy shrugs again, but I can tell she's no longer listening to what I'm saying. Her hand has sped up and she's focusing on her clit as her eyes flutter, fighting to keep them open.
It takes me a moment to relax into her rolling my balls again, before I trust there's no more surprises coming after what she did and the "this time" comment. Jade's mouth however, is fucking relentless. Her throat is easily swallowing around the head like it's nothing. Whenever she pulls back, I feel her tongue dragging along the underside, practically curling up around the sides.
I'm guessing she can tell I'm getting close, because her hand suddenly joins in. It begins stroking the bottom half, as her mouth works the top at a more fervent pace. The speed is enough to make my toes curl against the carpet.
I turn my head in Amy's direction when I hear the wet noises coming from the bed. She's got her knees spread as wide as she can at this point, rapidly plunging her fingers in and out of herself. The other arm is propped under her so she can lean into her elbow, freeing up her hand to pinch one of those long nipples.
She wasn't kidding when she urged Jade to pull on them earlier. I can hardly believe how hard she looks like she's pinching it as she rolls the rubbery nipple between her thumb and finger. Her eyes are locked on Jade's mouth stretched around my cock, and her lips are parted like she's waiting to get face-fucked herself. Every time Jade goes deep for just a second, Amy's hips buck a little, trying to get her fingers as deep as she can, bringing my attention to the fact that she's got three of them jammed up inside her.
"Goddamn," I mutter. "You two are something else."
Amy's laugh comes out more like a breathy moan. "Hush. Just enjoy the show, Mike. Watch her take all of that monster." She stops talking for a second, looking in my eyes. "You have a beautiful dick, and I want to watch her make it cum."
Jade hums and it almost seems like it's an involuntary response to hearing what Amy said. Then she picks up even more speed. Her head moves faster, keeping her lips sealed tight, but focusing on the head more with her mouth. One hand is right at her lips, while the other literally tugs at my balls where she's got her thumb and forefinger circled at the top of my sack.
The wet sounds filling the room are too much. It's sloppy and obscene, mixing with Amy's gasps from plunging her fingers in and out of herself, using her palm to smack against her clit with each plunge. I can see her swollen pussy frothing from her efforts as she takes the three slender fingers to the base and grinds down on her palm for a second.
My balls tighten, and Jade clearly feels them pulling in, too. I move from one hand holding her hair in a loose ponytail to both hands grabbing a fistful, and fighting the urge to slam myself down the back of her throat.
"Fuck... I'm close."
Jade's not even concerned. Her hand moves to the base of my shaft, squeezing it like she's trying to choke off my orgasm. Her eyes look up into mine as she continues to bob with her cheeks caved in. They're dark and glassy, making me believe she's just as into this as I am.
"Cum for her," Amy pants, frantically jilling off.
Hearing her tone, desperately wanting to see her friend make me cum, does it for me. My hips jerk forward once, twice, and I groan as my cock tenses up while Jade's hand tries to choke the life out of it. Then when that initial tension breaks, relaxing for a split second before pulsing again, she lets go of her grip and strokes me as a massive shot of my baby batter comes out with a force I can only attribute to her.


She's immediately swallowing as I cum in her mouth with hard, violent pulses that find their way straight down Jade's throat. She doesn't even flinch. Just keeps swallowing as she practically gives herself a fat lip from her hand flying up and down my shaft while her head holds still. Her expert tongue is playing with the sensitive, swollen crown and the tingling underside.
By the time I'm done, I'm impressed. There's no sign of a single drop making its way out. She holds me in her mouth until I stop twitching. Amy's right there after me. Her fingers are flying back and forth over her clit, and her hips are lifting off the bed as she cums. Her back can't decide if it wants to arch or double over, but either way, there's a sharp cry that she manages to muffle somewhat as her other hand mauls her own tit. Her thighs eventually clamp around her hand, shuddering through the final quakes. When she finally relaxes, if you can call it that, she looks at Jade with this dazed, blissed-out smile.
Then the pout hits.
Chapter 16
"Damn it," she whines, half-laughing. "I wanted to see it on you. Like, on your tits or your face or something. That would've been so hot."
Jade finally releases my overly sensitive cock with another painful pop. She stands and turns toward Amy, crawling up onto the bed on all fours until she's hovering over her. With one light push, she rolls Amy onto her back and settles her much darker, bountiful breasts on top of Amy's, squishing them.
Jade glances back at me over her shoulder, opening her mouth to show me the thick white coating painting her tongue and the insides of her cheeks. Then she leans down and slips her tongue into Amy's mouth in a deep, filthy kiss. I watch them come together, sharing what Jade had saved of me, as Amy's hands come up to grip Jade's hips.
When they finally break apart, Amy's grinning at her with shiny lips. "Okay," she giggles. "You're forgiven."
They dive back in, making out. I take the opportunity to get a better look at them. Jade's much larger tits are pressed down into Amy's, flattening and spilling to the sides, over the paler skin below. In no world would I call Amy's tits small, but with them semi-flattened from being on her back, and Jade's mammoth mammaries squashing them, there's no comparison between the two pairs. It's hot as hell, but curiosity about what Amy may have seen earlier gets the better of me. I want the view she had.
I press my feet into the floor, tilting the chair back on two legs, and lean over far enough to see Jade from behind. And fucking hell, it's even better than I anticipated.
She's been worked up for how long, with zero relief, and it shows. Her pussy's so swollen that calling it puffy is an understatement. They're also dark and glistening, showing me just how much she's been dripping. A thin strand of her fluids suddenly stretches and falls from her slightly parted slit, hanging in the air for a second before it slowly reaches all the way down to land on Amy. It misses her pussy by maybe two inches. Jade's slit itself looks impossibly small. I mean, barely the length of my pinky kinda small, and the mental image of trying to fit inside that tight snatch makes my cock twitch back to half-mast.
"Fuck me," I mutter under my breath, not even meaning to say it out loud.
Amy must hear me, because her hands slide up from Jade's hip to her ass that's pointed up in the air. They grip those full, darker cheeks and spread them wide. That little change opens everything up, exposing the tight crinkled ring that had been trying to hide between them. The dripping inner lips part to show the pink inside, and another fresh bead of wetness seeps out of her entrance.
Jade breaks the kiss long enough to murmur against Amy's lips, "Next time he can cum on me, baby. I promise." Another quick peck. "But you've gotta admit, he tastes good."
Amy nods enthusiastically, licking any remnants from her lips. "Yeah... he really does."
"What am I, a piece of meat?" I ask jokingly.
Jade looks back at me over her shoulder with her dreamy, sparkling eyes. "Would it really be an issue if you were?"
I chuckle, knowing she's got me. "Nah. Probably not."
She grins, then turns back to Amy, kissing her again. Amy's hands stay on Jade's ass, kneading, spreading, keeping her open for me. I can't stop staring at that tiny, dripping slit, the way it clenches every time Amy's fingers dig in a little deeper into her ass.
Amy eventually removes one hand from Jade's beautiful booty and pats the bed beside her. "Come on, Mike. I still want my turn to feel that big dick energy inside me."
She gives Jade's hip a light push, urging her to roll off. Jade doesn't budge.
"Uh-uh," Jade voices firmly. "First of all, I just did all that work sucking him dry while you two sat back and enjoyed the show. And now, I could really use a drink. Water's fine. And second-" she glances between us, narrowing her eyes with mock indignation- "you promised you'd make it worth my while after I agreed to get him off first. So somebody owes me. I don't care who."
I laugh under my breath, remembering our promise. "That's fair."
I push up from the chair on shaky legs, and head out to the kitchen, grabbing three cold bottles of water from the fridge. When I walk back in, they've repositioned. Jade's rolled onto her back beside Amy, with their heads on the pillows and legs spread. Both of Jade's hands are idly moving in circles around her nipples while she watches me approach.
I hand a bottle to each of them, and Amy twists hers open and takes a drink. A few drops escape the corner of her mouth and she gasps when the cold water hits her chest. Jade takes one as well, but her eyes stay locked on mine the whole time. After a couple more swigs, she sets her bottle on the nightstand and pats the bed between her thighs.
"Get down here," she says. "It's time to settle up. I want to see if that tongue's good for more than just selling pretty girls cars."
Grinning and happy to accommodate, I climb onto the bed, settling between her long legs. She lets them fall aside with her knees bent and feet flat on the mattress. That tiny slit is right there, swollen and glistening where the inner lips are sticking out and begging to be sucked on. I lean in, sliding my hands up her thighs, and spreading them apart a little more. The scent hits me first, not that it's bad at all, but it makes me realize that Amy didn't really have one. I narrow my tongue and press it in between her parting lips, getting my first taste as I scoop up what I can.
Fuck. Amy barely had a taste either. But Jade... Well, Jade does, and it's nice and sweet. Richer. Completely addictive.
She lets out a throaty moan, tilting her hips up to meet my mouth. I waste no time beginning to lap at her, tracing the delicate edges of her lips, and dipping between them to taste more before working my way back to her clit. That little pink pearl is swollen, forcing it to peek out from its hood. Every time my tongue flicks over it, her abs flex, making the set running down the middle stand out higher than the rest. She jerks like she's been shocked.
I glance up Jade's trim body from between her legs. Amy's already latched onto one of her thick nipples, and I can see the darker nub caught between Amy's teeth and her tongue flicking it back and forth inside her mouth. Jade's hand has a fistful of Amy's blonde hair and is practically holding it by the root.
Amy doesn't seem to mind at all. Her eyes flick over to meet mine over the dark curve of Jade's breast as her lips close around the nipple and her cheeks hollow out. She smiles around the nipple with glassy eyes, then releases it and shifts across Jade's body to the other one. She leans over, squashing the first tit under her weight. She takes the second nipple between her lips, sucking it in, while I imagine her tongue flicking it back and forth.
I refocus on Jade, sucking gently and flattening my tongue against her clit, making her hips buck. That sweetness is seeping out of her with every pass, coating my chin. I push my tongue inside her, shallowly fucking her with it. I never wished I had the tongue of that guy from KISS before, but goddamnit do I wish I did right now.
A second later, I feel Amy crowding in beside me. Her hair brushes my face as she settles over Jade's lower abdomen.
"There room for me?" she asks breathily.
Surprised to see her, I pull back, inadvertently giving her space. Amy leans in without hesitation, darting her tongue out to lap at Jade's clit from the top, right near her pubis, and leaving the lower part open for me. I dive back in, licking along the length of her slit, tasting her from the entrance up while Amy works the swollen pearl with quick, precise strokes.
Jade spreads her legs as wide as she can, and her whole body starts to stiffen when my tongue meets Amy's on her clit. "Oh fuck-yes. Both of you, keep doing that," she gasps.
Her hands fly to Amy's head again, twisting her fingers in Amy's hair. There's not much room for both of us, but we go at her as best we can. Every now and then, I change it up and lick through her folds while Amy switches to sucking her clit. Jade's moans get louder and more desperate. I slip my hands under her ass to get a good grip on her as she tries to buck up against Amy's face.
"God, you two... right there... fuck, I'm so close!"
Her hips jerk another time when Amy slips a hand between her cheek and Jade's mound, pressing down just above her clit. The motion forces her clit out from under its delicate hood the rest of the way, fully exposing it to the onslaught of Amy's tongue. One of her sudden bucks catches me off guard. My fingers are digging into the firm flesh of her ass for leverage, feeling the prominent muscles beneath flex and ease. But when she humps up into Amy's tongue, the change in position and pressure against her ass causes my thumb to slide along the slick skin. It's coated in spit from Amy and I, as well as Jade's own natural lube, making everything slippery and hot. Before I can stop it from happening, the pad of my thumb slips on the slick skin right over her to her crinkled little asshole.
Jade has no care in the world and it clearly doesn't bother her. There's no freak out like I almost had earlier.
Nope. Instead, she deliberately pushes back. Groaning, Jade sounds more than happy as my thumb sinks all the way in at once. The ring of muscle parts around my digit and grips me like it's been waiting for me to come say hello all night. It's hot and tight, and she lets out this broken, needy sound that sends me up the wall and makes my dick twitch against my bedding.
"Oh Jesus Christ, that's what I needed," she pants, sounding like she's completely lost it.
I freeze for half a second in surprise, but she's already rocking back onto my thumb, taking it like a champ, so I give her what she wants. I wiggle it inside her, twisting it a little while my tongue gets back to work lapping at her pussy. I instantly taste a fresh rush of her arousal. Amy's still working her clit using quick flicks, then long sucks where she seals her lips around the swollen bundle of nerves.
It doesn't take much longer before the two of us are having to hold Jade's legs apart to keep her from closing them around us. Her fingers twist tighter in Amy's hair, the other hand flying to the one of mine pushing against her clenching thigh.
"Fuck! Yes..." she manages with a strained, high-pitched voice. "Right there-right there-right there-" she chants. "Both of you-please don't stop."
Her whole body goes tense. Her back arches off the bed, lifting Amy with it, and grinding her asshole down around my thumb. It's shoved as deep as it can go while her ring clenches me rhythmically. I've got my tongue at her hole lapping while Amy's lips are locked around her clit. I can see the muscles on the underside of her jaw twitching from whatever her tongue must be doing to Jade.
Jade cums with a raw, shuddering cry and her delectable juices flood over my tongue. The thick cream is sweet, and I lap up as much as I can, while Amy sucks her clit relentlessly. Together, we draw it out until Jade's moans turn into trembling whimpers and she's tugging at Amy's hair.
When she finally collapses back against the pillows, she lets out a strangled, shaky laugh.
Chapter 17
"Jesus fucking Christ, you two..." she gasps. "I'm dead. If I'm not, I should be. My stomach muscles are killing me right now."
Amy lifts her head first and crawls up Jade's body. They begin kissing, letting Jade taste herself smeared on Amy's face. When they break apart, Jade looks to me, signaling with her finger for me to come up the bed.
"Told you we'd make it worth the wait," I hear Amy say while I unceremoniously remove my thumb from Jade's ass.
Jade's still catching her breath, absently stroking Amy's back but ignoring what she said. "You gonna come up here, Mike, or you planning to live down there?"
I wipe my mouth with a handful of comforter and crawl up the bed. Amy makes room, signaling for me to stretch out between them. My cock's hard as a rock, leaking and ready for whatever attention they're willing to give me at this point.
Amy reaches over, wrapping her fingers around my rod. "Huh," she grunts, giving me an exploratory stroke.
Jade rolls toward me, pressing her big tits against my side and hooking a leg over mine. She props herself on an elbow, looking down at Amy's hand.
"This is the first time I've actually touched it," Amy comments absently. "I mean, I touched it through his underwear in the car, but that's not the same."
Jade sounds almost amused when she replies. "He looks even bigger in your hand."
They're talking about me like I'm not even there, and fuck if it isn't hot. I could be a boytoy to women like this, I think.
Amy's pale fingers look tiny wrapped around me because her thumb and middle finger aren't even close to touching. There's still at least the length of her last knuckle on her middle finger showing between her grip, and she's not even holding the thickest part. Jade's longer fingers had come closer, but even she had to squeeze. Seeing it in Amy's smaller hand just makes the whole thing look almost perverse.
I don't get a chance to say anything because Jade's hand comes up and grabs my jaw, turning my face toward her. Her eyes flick over my mouth and chin, then she leans in without a word.
Her tongue licks a deliberate stripe across my lower lip, tasting herself where I missed wiping it off. Then she licks again, higher, catching the corner of my mouth. She's cleaning my face like some sort of cat. I groan, knowing what she's tasting, and that's all the invitation she needs.
She kisses me for the first time, full-on and hard with no buildup. Her lips crash into mine, and I kiss her back just as roughly, reaching a hand into those airy, bouncy curls. Using my other to grip her ass, I pull her against my hip. I can feel how hard her nipples are when they drag across my chest and side. Everything about this woman says sex. From the sweet taste of her pussy to the full lips sucking at my bottom lip, and even the way she flirted with the guys in the club.
The way we're making out is like a couple of teenagers who just discovered French kissing. She bites my bottom lip, tugs, then soothes it with another lick and a kiss. I growl into her mouth, squeezing the meaty orb hard enough to make her moan.
We finally break for air when we feel the bed shift, rocking as Amy begins to move. Jade looks down and her curls are in my face, so I brush them aside with one hand to see what's going on for myself.
Amy's clambering on top of me, leaning on a knee that's pressed into the bed next to my hip while the foot is planted flat, helping her balance. Placing one hand on my lower abdomen for support, she reaches between her legs, taking my cock in her small hand and pointing it straight up. She looks wild with her sun-bleached hair in a mess around her shoulders and her chest flushed between her beautiful tits up to her neck. There's a wild look in her eyes before she closes them, biting her lip and swiping my fat head between her lower lips.
"Jesus," I mutter, watching her start to lower herself.
I feel her tightness as she takes the first inch, and my free hand goes to her hips automatically, digging in like my other hand is on Jade's ass. She pauses with just the head inside, rocking in tiny circles like she's savoring it, then drops another inch. A soft whimper slips out of her, letting her head tip back and to the side a little.
Jade's watching the show right along with me while using one hand to circle her nipple. She eventually abandons my side, getting up on her knees to kiss the side of Amy's neck. Amy keeps sinking lower until her ass is flush against my thighs and I'm buried balls-deep. She settles her weight down on me, bracketing my hips with both of her thighs.
Amy lets out this long, shaky breath. "Ooh, fuck... that's a big dick," she shudders.
I can't even form a full sentence. Just a courtesy "Yeah" to acknowledge her, and I instinctively roll my hips, making her gasp.
For a second, my eyes are closed and my head is pressed into the pillows. My brain is short-circuiting over how tight Amy feels around me. When she starts to move, raising and lowering herself on me, I force my eyes open so I can watch her tits bounce. They're perfect, modest but full, and her distended nipples draw my attention.
This whole night started because of her, with her texting me and then seeing what I was up to. I was practically hard at the prospect of bringing her home when I showed her text to the guys. Except somewhere between the dance floor, the Uber, and my living room, Jade went from being the third baseman I expected to cockblock me to damn near being the focus of the night.
I've been so caught up in Jade's mouth, curves, and filthy confidence that half the time I've practically forgotten Amy was even in the room. The entire time, she was right there. Watching or touching and getting herself off. But my brain kept zeroing in on the tall, curvy black woman who sucked me like she was born for it.
Now Amy's riding me, fully pulling my attention back to her for the first time since the living room. Planting her hands on my chest for leverage, she slams down harder so that her ass is slapping against my thighs with every drop. Her eyes are closed and her lips are parted in these soft little gasps that hit me right in the gut.
"Fuck, Mike," she breathes when she takes a break to grind down on me in this back-and-forth motion while I'm buried deep. "You feel so good," she finally finishes, looking at me through hooded eyes.
I almost feel guilty for half a second after practically ignoring the girl who actually started all this. But it's gone the instant she bites her lip and furrows her brow, and I feel her clenching down on me hard. She smiles, flashing her teeth as they hold her lip hostage, and just stirs her insides with my junk.
Jade's kneeling right beside her, but begins to move as well. She swings one knee between mine, nudging them wider, and then brings the other in as well. She leans in from behind Amy, kissing the slender shoulder, then slides a hand between us to rub Amy's clit.
"You two look so fucking hot," Jade murmurs when Amy starts rising and falling again. "Help her out, Mike. She likes it just a little rough."
I look up at Amy, past the bouncing tits and the flush on her chest, and catch her eyes. They're glazed over, but when our gazes lock she, gives me this tiny, almost imperceptible nod. It's like she's saying go ahead, do it, I want it.
My hands slide from her waist to her hips, creating five divots on each side where my fingers sink in. I plant my feet flat on the mattress with Jade between them and start thrusting up into her. There's nothing subtle about it, but to Amy's credit, she drops down to meet every fucking stroke that hits her hard enough to bounce her back up. Each one makes her gasp and seems like it practically knocks the air out of her. Her nails scrape across my pecs like she's trying to hold on for dear life, and her back hunches a little as she leans over me.


"That's it," Jade purrs. She reaches around from behind, cupping Amy's breasts where they hang and rock from her chest as we fuck, rolling those tantalizing nipples between her fingers before giving them a sharp pinch. Amy's whole body jolts again, causing her pussy to clamp down on me so tight I have to grit my teeth.
Jade doesn't stop. She keeps one hand on Amy's tit, twisting the nipple harder while the other slides back down to the well-fucked pussy I'm abusing. Her fingers land flat on Amy's mound, right over her clit, giving it a quick, firm slap.
Amy cries out when her hips stutter, and leaves me to do the rest of the work while she braces and takes everything. "Mmmmm, please-" she moans out for more.
Jade does it again - slap - then frantically rubs circles over the swollen bud before slapping it another time, making Amy's thighs shake. The noises of her overflowing love hole mix with the wet slap of our bodies, and Amy's moans turn into quick high-pitched squeaks every time I slam into her. The sound of it hits me right in the balls.
I keep thrusting up, watching her face in awe the whole time. Her eyes are squeezed shut and she's slack-jawed. I can tell she's close. I can feel it in the way she's starting to spasm around me, and her hands keep having to readjust to brace herself.
"Come on, baby," Jade whispers from behind her, pinching both nipples at once. "Come all over his cock. Let him see how much you love that dick."
Amy gets off with an almost surprised cry, cutting off all of the blood flow to my cock with her pussy. I can feel a fresh batch of warmth trickling down my balls, where her juices find their way out around my dick lodged inside her. At this point, Jade's got her pulled back tightly against her chest, one light mocha-colored forearm crossing up between Amy's creamy, paler tits. The hand is clamped firmly on the opposite shoulder holding her in place, while her other hand is flying over Amy's clit without mercy.
Amy's face screws up in that perfect mix of overloaded pleasure. Her mouth is agape, and eyes are squeezed shut, while little broken whimpers spill out erratically. Jade pinches her clit between two knuckles and transitions to sliding back and forth along either side of it.
Both of Amy's hands are latched onto Jade's arm where it's crossed over her chest, and after the fact, I wonder if she was even aware that she was digging in hard enough that her nails left white crescents in Jade's rich golden-brown skin. Her hips are grinding into me, taking whatever it is that she needs to finish off her thigh-trembling orgasm. Meanwhile, I just lie back and resist the feeling of her pussy fluttering and squeezing at me as it tries to bring me along with her.
I grit my teeth and force myself to take deep breaths, keeping her aftershocks from pushing me over the edge. Every clench feels like when Jade had her fist clenched around my cock, and I do everything I can to hold back.
I manage. Barely. My balls are tight, aching, but I'm not coming yet because I want to build up as much of a load as I can for Jade's promise to Amy that she'd let me bust my nut on her.
Amy's whimpers start to fade and her head lolls to the side, pressing her cheek against Jade's shoulder. Then Jade's hand releases her shoulder, and she moves to stroke her chin while she turns just enough to find Amy's mouth. They kiss, and even though their tongues still find each other, this one seems softer than the others I've watched them share. Amy's still trembling in Jade's hold, and is now barely touching Jade's forearm where it comes up between her tits.
I'm hard as steel, however, so I try to think about anything other than how good she feels around me. Car inventory. The fact that I have to work tomorrow. That my little sister's best friend has been texting me and asking for advice about other guys. Anything to keep me from blowing my load right inside this little vixen.
Amy eventually breaks the kiss with Jade, turning her head to look down at me. "Fuck... Mike," she breathes. "That was... whew," she finishes, punctuated by a blissful giggle.
Jade chuckles in Amy's ear, kissing the side of her neck. "You know what the crazy thing is, Mike?" she asks, looking at me.
"Huh?" I ask, still half distracted.
"If you give her a moment, she'll be ready to go again," she smirks and kisses Amy's neck once more. "So we better get her off you before she wants another go."
Chapter 18
Amy crinkles her face and pinches her shoulder to her ear when Jade's kiss tickles the crook of her neck, then opens her eyes to look down at me. Her cheeks go a little pinker, and she's got her bottom lip caught between her teeth in this blissed-out grin that shows off her perfectly white teeth. She gives me this tiny, almost shy nod, like, yeah, what Jade just said is one hundred percent true, and lets out a quick giggle that makes her tits jiggle.
"Guilty," she murmurs. "If you give me like... thirty seconds, I'll totally be ready for another round."
Jade snickers, pushing back into Amy's neck, kissing the spot right under her ear one more time. Then she gives her a quick squeeze from behind. "See what I mean? The girl's insatiable." She pats Amy's butt gently. "Up you go, baby. It's my turn."
Amy lifts off me reluctantly, like she doesn't really want to, and the second my cock slips free, she makes this pouty, little disappointed moan. She drops off to the side, stretching out on her back next to me with a satisfied sigh. Scratching her fingers down her own stomach, she teases her own skin.
Jade doesn't waste time. She just scoots to the edge of the bed, lying flat on her back with her ass right at the edge of the mattress. Spreading her legs wide, her heels catch on the frame to keep her feet from dangling.
"C'mere, you sexy, silver-tongued devil," she says, ready for her turn. "I want you to fuck me properly, off the edge of the bed. Hard and deep."
I push off the bed and move to stand between her legs. My cock's still rock-hard and slimy from Amy, and Jade's tiny slit is swollen and ready. Her lips part in invitation, showing me how ready she is.
Jade hooks her hands under her knees, pulling them back toward her chest so her hips tilt up, offering herself completely. Amy quickly gets up to scramble over on the bed. Catching me in her hand before I can do it myself, she rubs my head through Jade's folds. Coating my head in her wetness, Amy notches me right at Jade's opening.
"Give it to me, Mike," Jade sighs. "I may not like it as hard as Amy, but you don't have to be gentle."
Taking that as my instructions, I place my hands on the back of her thighs, bending her in half a little more, and push forward. The head pops past her tight ring, and she groans, dropping her head back against the mattress. I feed the entire length into her hungry hole while Amy's fingers continue to halfway hold me. It's so sexy to watch that it almost hurts my balls because they need to purge what's been building. When her ass presses against me and my nuts are resting against her, I let out a groan.
"Fuck," I mutter, holding still for a second just to absorb the visual. "You're amazing, you know that?"
Jade's eyes flutter open, dark and glassy. "You don't need to flatter me, salesman. You've already got your dick wet."
I pull back almost all the way, watching my cock emerge all shiny, then slam back in hard. The slap from the impact is loud, but so is the cry she lets out. With my hands holding her legs back, she lets go of them to clutch at the sheets. I waste no time in setting a brutal rhythm of hard strokes that bottom out every time.
Her tits bounce with the force, making her dark nipples dance, and I reach down to palm one. Rolling the thick bud between my fingers, I give it a sharp pinch. She hisses, then arches, cursing my name.
It doesn't take long before Jade starts getting loud. Real loud. Every hard thrust punches a fresh moan out of her that gets higher and more likely to get me a complaint from my neighbors again. Yeah, that's happened before. Her hands are white-knuckling the sheets, tits bouncing wildly to the point her dark nipples are practically a blur. She's cursing my name in this broken, needy way that makes my balls start to pull up, signaling they approve.
Amy glances over, covering Jade's mouth her hand for a second, then moves fast. She swings one leg over Jade's head and lowers herself down with her ass pointed at me, then lines up before she sits right on Jade's face.
Jade doesn't miss a beat. Her hands immediately fly up, grabbing handfuls of Amy's pale cheeks instead of the sheets and spreading her lips, while her tongue dives in. It puts Amy on full display, flashing me her winking rosebud, but all I can see of Jade's face now is the bottom of her chin and the lower curve of her mouth. Her lips are parted, allowing her tongue to dart out in lascivious laps of Amy's pussy. Every time she does, Amy grinds herself back and forth over Jade's face and tongue.
I keep hammering into Jade, watching the live porno play out in front of me. Each time I hammer into her, it just helps her lick Amy's slit as I rock her body back and forth from the force. At least er muffled moans are being drowned out by Amy now, and Amy's ass flexes with every roll of her hips. Seeing her butt clench and relax, then clench again while she rides her friends face is fucking obscene, and easily in the top five sexiest sight I ever gotten to watch up close and personal. Then again, this night might be taking up all of those top five slots.
Amy arches forward, planting her hands on the mattress, sort of hunching her back up in this cat-cow curve, dropping her head lower. I'm no longer sure if she's riding Jade to make her be quieter, or if it's just because she decided she's ready for another bout of personal pleasure. Either way, she's riding Jade's tongue like it's her custom Sybian. Before long, it's a cacophony of moans and whimpers.
"Holy shit, Jade," Amy's voice cracks, rushing out in a strained squeal once more. "You're going to make me cum again."
I can see Jade's tongue parting Amy's lips, allowing me to see the pink inside before flicking at her clit. Amy's back bows even more, pushing her ass down harder, practically smothering Jade while she tries to get her to hit the right spots.
It doesn't take long. Amy starts humping and twitching in jerky motions, arching her back even more. Every time it looks like she's about to relax, she snaps back, pressing down on Jade who diligently keeps her plush lips locked on Amy's netherlips. Her hands knead Amy's ass until she practically has to push at her smaller friend. Amy gets the hint, lifts off with a shaky laugh, and rolls to the side, flopping down onto the bed when her thighs give out.
Jade gasps for air the second she's free. She looks up at me with swollen lips and a shiny chin.
"Get me there, baby," she pants. "I'm so close."
I grip her thighs hard enough that I wouldn't be surprised if she has bruises tomorrow, and lean in so her knees are damn near touching her shoulders. The new angle lets me hit something inside her that makes her show me the whites of her eyes, and her mouth falls open in a silent scream.
"Ungh-ungh-ungh" is all I hear as I jackhammer into her.
I give it to her as hard and fast as I can, like I'm trying to break the bed. Coming to from the sidelines, Amy catches one of Jade's big bouncing breasts. Thankfully, I can feel Jade getting close, because I don't know how much longer I can hold out.
"Cum for me," I growl, slamming in and moving a hand to rub her clit with my thumb. "Cum all over my big dick."
Not fifteen seconds later she does. It's violent and Amy helps hold the leg back that I had let go, but continues to maul her breasts. We can see her back trying to arch, but she has no mobility from how we have her positioned. A raw cry tears out of her throat as she creams around me.
I'm right there with my balls pulled up so much it's like they're trying to climb back up inside me to shoot out my dickhole. I can feel the first hot rush building at the base of my spine. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum," I start to groan, and my hips jerk erratically.
"No-no-no-no!" Amy's voice cuts through, just as frantic. She shoves at my chest with both hands. "I wanna see your cum on her!"
I stumble back a step, dislodging myself from Jade's pussy. My hand wraps around the shaft without even having to think about it. I grip it hard, ready to get myself the rest of the way to heaven whether Jade's a part of that or not.
She's not to lost in the moment to realize what's happening, and slides off the end of the bed in one fluid motion. Jade drops to her knees on the carpet right in front of me. Amy's right behind her, scrambling down to kneel beside her friend, and both of them look up at me in expectation.
Jade tilts her head back, lifting her chin and parting her lips just slightly so that the tip of her pink tongue peeks out to catch whatever lands. She arches her spine, pushing those heavy tits forward, tempting me to coat her dark nipples like a target.
"Let us have it, Mike," she says in a sultry voice. "Paint me."
That's it. Game-fuckin'-over.
The first thick rope shoots out, landing in a line from the corner of her mouth up between her eyebrows over the bridge of her nose. She barely flinches, squinting her eyes and quickly licking her lips, settling right back into her parted mouth position. I angle down, stroking as fast and hard as I can, and the next one hits her right between those big sexy titties. The white band against her dark skin as it streaks down the deep valley is too much. The next one catches her nipple.
Amy leans in, sticking her tongue out to taste the cream on the dark nub of her breast. Just as she licks it up, another shot arcs out, catching her across the side of her face from her cheekbone almost to her lips. She gasps, surprised, then giggles, but doesn't pull away from licking Jade's breast.
I keep stroking myself off with one hand while the other wrapped around the root, half holding my balls. I continue to aim for Jade's tits and Amy's face. I watch them take every last drop I've got left in me. By the time I'm done, her chest is streaked, dripping from the bottom curve of her breast, and there's a thin trail running down her stomach. She looks filthy and fucking gorgeous. Amy's got a couple of streaks across the side of her face to go with the line on Jade's.
Amy lets out a huff of a laugh, then looks at the mess I made of her friend, dragging a finger through the load I deposited on her. Bringing it to her mouth, she sucks it clean while holding my gaze.
"Mmm, Mike," she hums. "I knew you'd be worth it. You don't disappoint."
Amy wipes the streak off her cheek with two fingers, turning to face Jade and presses it into her mouth. "Tastes even better than the first time," she whispers, wiping her fingers on Jade's tongue.
Chapter 19
I can barely catch my breath, but stand there admiring my handiwork. There are so many pearly white streaks and flecks covering Jade's perfect orbs, that the contrast against her darker skin brings a new type of appreciation I've never had the pleasure of seeing on a girl before.
Jade pulls Amy's face in for a kiss. Never losing track of me, she reaches out blindly and takes hold of my rapidly deflating erection. Maintaining their kiss, Jade uses my half-flaccid friend like a leash to guide both of their mouths closer.
She pulls back from the kiss enough to whisper against Amy's lips.
"Help me clean him up, baby," she murmurs. "Let's get every last drop from him."
Amy moves into action with exuberance. They both lean in at the same time, each wrapping their lips around the head of my dick from separate sides. There are two sets of lips, two tongues, and I wonder if this is anything like what Jade had felt earlier. Then Amy takes the crown in her mouth, sucking gently, and uses her tongue to lap up the final beads of cum she can suck from the slit. Jade slides lower down one of the sides, licking the bottom of my shaft. Tracing the thick tube from root to Amy's lips, Jade sucks her side clean of her fluids.
It's a delight I wish I could've gotten to experience while I had more energy to truly appreciate and benefit from it. Amy's working the other side, both of their lips sliding around me, alternating who's using their tongues like they're sharing a melting popsicle. I can feel what should be sweet bliss, but I'm too spent. My balls are empty, and my cock too exhausted to do anything but twitch weakly in their mouths. If this isn't getting me hard again, then there's no chance of getting it up anymore tonight. Not even close.
Amy pulls her mouth off first, but it's attached to me via a thin string of spit and cum that's connecting her to the tip before it snaps. She looks up at me with her big, bright eyes.
"How much longer till you think you're ready again?" she asks, nearly panting.
I can barely manage a gawf. It's more like a hoarse huff of disbelief. "Jesus, woman. You're like that damn bunny in the commercials. Do you ever need to stop?"
Jade lets my cock slip from her mouth, allowing it to flop against my sack. "Honey. I don't think I can take any more tonight," she says, looking over at Amy. "This man just fucked me into next week. I'm with him. I'm done."
I nod, running a hand through my hair. "Seriously. Believe me, I'd love to go another round. But you two drained me dry. I'll be fuckin' lucky if I can make it into work tomorrow without taking a nap in the back of one of the SUVs."
Amy pouts, sticking out her full bottom lip, and making her eyes into big round orbs as if she were a kid who just got told she can't have dessert. "Fine," she sighs dramatically. She leans down, gives my cock a few more sucks, confirming it's not going to wake up for her. Then I feel her kiss the tip like she's saying goodnight to her favorite pet. She turns and presses the same soft kiss to Jade's lips.
Jade chuckles. "I... Ugh," she sighs. "You're too much."
I let out my own chuckle. "Look, I hate to be 'that guy,' but it's late. I've never had three people sleep in the bed before, but if you ladies want to crash here, I'm pretty sure it's big enough. You don't have to get a ride home this late if you don't want to. Shit, I think I've even got some spare toothbrushes the dentist always gives me when I go in for my cleaning that I never use."
Jade's eyes look almost grateful. "Thanks, Mike. You have no idea how much I wasn't looking forward to waiting around for a ride at this hour. And not with how exhausted I am after all that."
Amy perks up. "So sexy shower before bed?"
"Jesus. No," Jade gasps, but still can't help an exasperated laugh at Amy's expense. "I'll be more than happy with a wipe-down at this point." She shakes her head and looks at me. "Would you mind if I just use a washcloth to clean all this off?"
I start to say "not at all," but before I can even form the words, Amy's happily lapping up what she can from Jade. Jade just shakes her head, throwing her hands up in a "what are you gonna do" sort of gesture, smiling, but letting her have her way. I snicker and go in the bathroom to get a couple of damp washcloths and a dry hand towel.
By the time I'm back, Amy's licking the last of what she could wipe off her face from her fingers. I hand one damp washcloth to Jade and the other to Amy. Jade takes it with a tired smile, wiping between her tits and working outward. I notice she's careful around her nipples.
It takes no time and Amy's done with her face except for a faint streak near her hairline she hasn't noticed. She moves to reach between Jade's thighs, wiping her gently, then working her way out around the area. Jade just shakes her head again, but let's herself be cleaned.


"Okay, that's enough," Jade finally says with a bit of finality. Lastly, she lifts one of her heavy breasts, wiping underneath one, then the other, making sure she hasn't missed anything.
I quick wiped myself down in the bathroom, so I take the soiled clothes and toss them in the hamper. One misses, but whatever. Good enough. Everyone satisfied, Jade stands and stretches her arms overhead. The stretch pushes her tits out, causing my spent dick to give one last pathetic twitch, then climbs back onto the mattress.
"It's your bed," she states, looking at me, "do you have a side you prefer?"
"Honestly, I typically don't bring anyone back here to share it, so..." I trail off, trying to think if either side makes a difference to me.
"Good, then I'll take this side," Amy declares, jumping onto the bed.
"You good with taking the middle?" Jade asks.
"Sure," I shrug. "Why not," I say, more a statement than a question.
We both get under the covers and join Amy. Jade settles on my right, pressing her warm body against my side, kicking a leg over mine like she did earlier. Her hand finds my stomach, where it simply lies still, and her head comes to rest on my shoulder.
Amy scoots in on my left, curling into me from that side. Her head tucks under my chin, draping her arm over my chest so her hand rests on Jade's arm. Once she's settled in, it only takes a second before she's yawning and snuggling down.
"Um," I start. "I think I should've turned off the light first."
"Shit," Jade grunts, then rolls over to turn off the lamp on the nightstand. It only takes a few seconds until she's right back where she was, and Amy's hand finds her arm again, after rubbing her nose for a second where Jade's hair tickled it.
Nobody says anything. I'm surprised when I'm pretty sure I'm the last one asleep. Amy's breathing got deep quick and I can feel Jade's fingers twitch on my stomach randomly before going still. I stare toward the ceiling in the darkness, wondering how I ended up here.
I wish I could have a picture of this moment. I can only imagine what it must look like with Amy's smaller body and styled wavy blonde hair lying on one side of me, and Jade's ungodly curves and darker tone with her long natural tight curls that are brushing my face on the other.
If I had been conscious to have realized it happened, I would've been thanking God for the fact I actually fell asleep when my body decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth and I passed out. I don't know the exact time, but it had to have been between two and three AM.
Chapter 20
My phone buzzes on the nightstand, dragging me out of my sleep. When I left my head to look at my clock, it's 9:17 a.m. Sunlight slices through the blinds, making me squint. Feeling something on my left arm, I look over in confusion, then smile as last night floods back to me. Amy is curled up on my left arm with her hair a mess. Looking to the other side, Jade is on my right, lying on her side facing away from me. I can feel the warmth and softness of her perfect, round ass pressed against my hip.
My phone buzzes again, making a loud noise on the wood. Jade groans softly, then I see her fluff of hair move and I assume she lifts her head. There's a third buzz and she reaches out, fumbling around on the nightstand until she finds the phone. Grabbing it, Jade reaches back over her shoulder, and drops it onto my chest.
"Whoever that is," she mumbles sleepily, "tell them it's only fuck-off-o'clock and we're sleeping. After last night, I think we all earned it."
Amy stirs when I shift to take the phone with my free hand. She groans in protest, then pushes my trapped arm out from under her head with an irritated little shove, rolling onto her back and throwing an arm over her eyes.
I squint at the screen. It was Lila, and there was a text from last night as well. But the one when we were in the car was from Rick.
Rick: Bro, tell me if Jade gives you a shot at Amy, or if she cockblocks you. Let me know if you need me to come run interference! Lol
I'm glad I didn't bother checking his message in the car last night. As for replying, I'll talk to him later.
Next is the texts from Lila, and I never even realized she had text last night. I'm guessing it must've been sometime while my phone was in my pants and my pants were in a pile. Then there's three from a moment ago.
Lila: Hey! What are you up to? Have a minute?
Lila: Morning!
Lila: I woke up thinking about last night. He also texted me this morning and wants to get together again. Is this too much to send him back? I really like him.
There's a picture below her texts. It's her in bed, lying on white sheets. She's in tiny gray sleep shorts and a thin white tank top. Not just thin, but thin enough that the outline of her nipples shows through. The fabric's clinging to her slender frame. Her hair's messy and tousled, and one strap has fallen off her shoulder.
I feel like she's playing it up for the camera and has her lips parted in a sleepy half-smile as she holds the phone above her face. The angle makes her cleavage look deeper than it probably is, but it's her lower half that pushes all of it over the top. One leg is stretched out, and the other is crossed over her with the knee bent so the shorts ride up high on her ass. It could be just the angle, but I can't help that my eyes are drawn to her crotch, where it looks like she may not be wearing any panties.
Pretty much every aspect of the picture is making her look sexy in some sort of fake, just-woke-up way. She may not be wearing makeup, but she's definitely posing for the camera.
When my dick gives a twitch against my thigh, I have to look away for a second. If I'm reacting like this to a picture of her of all people, then it's probably not a good idea for her to send it to him this soon. I shift a little, trying to distract my body, but the movement makes Amy groan again, bunching up the sheets as she balls up a little.
She lifts her adorable blonde head and squints at the phone. "Who's texting you at this hour on a Saturday, anyway?"
Before I think to do anything with the phone, Jade turns her head and shoulders back, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. "Seriously? Are we having conversations already? Whoever it is better be worth waking up for."
See, this is why I don't like people spending the night. I don't want to tip-toe around my own place when I get up.
Resigning myself to their curiosity, I turn the phone so they can both see. "It's nobody. Just my sister's friend. Her name's Lila, and she's... asking for advice."
Amy takes the phone gently from my hand, zooms in on the photo, then whistles. "Damn. She's cute. That's the kind of 'good morning' text that'll get a guy hard."
Jade reaches over, turning the phone her direction. "Hmm. Really cute. I mean, look at that tank top, but are you kidding me with those shorts? She knows what she's doing." She flops back down facing away from me. "What does she want advice on?"
Amy hands the phone back.
"She wants to know if that picture is too much to send to a guy she just started seeing," I answer. "Their first date was last night."
Jade scoffs at that. "Tell her yes, it's too much. Then tell her to send it anyway. Poor guy doesn't stand a chance. If a girl like that is asking, she already knows the answer. She's playing someone."
"No, it's not like that," I defend her. "She's still young, and she had started seeing an older guy at her new job that got her to send some pictures. After that, everything just went kinda sideways. So, I told her I'd help out if she wasn't sure about something."
Amy laughs softly. "Okay," she says all sarcastically, like I'm an idiot if I believe that. "You gonna reply, or just stare at it all morning?"
Sighing at their reactions and shaking my head because they don't get it, I type back to Lila.
Me: Morning. Yeah, that's too much for a casual morning pic. Your tank's basically see-through, and the shorts are riding up too much. Whole vibe screams "come get it."
Me: If you want to keep him interested without giving him everything upfront, dial it back. Crop the pic higher at a minimum or change into something that doesn't show so much.
I drop the phone back onto my chest, thinking I really need to go take a piss. My phone goes off faster than I anticipated.
Lila: Really? I'm not a nun. Thought that one would be okay. He's been texting almost non-stop since last night though. Guess I did something right in that red dress.
Me: I'm sure you did a lot right. But yeah, this one's over the top. Save it for when you're already... you know.
Lila: Maybe I'm ready now. 😏 Talk later?
Me: Please no. And yeah later. I need to get ready for work.
I set the phone down on my chest and catch Amy watching me out of the corner of my eye with a grin. Jade's already half-asleep again. Amy stretches, arching her back so her breasts push up as the sheet slips lower on her.
"So... breakfast? Or should we kick out sleepyhead over there and go another round first?"
Jade lifts her hand to flip us off without looking back. "I'm not going anywhere. Let me sleep."
I laugh, pull Amy closer, and kiss her forehead.
"Fine, let's see just how much she can sleep thro-" I stop mid-word, and my brow knits together as I start to feel like I'm missing something. "Fuck! I was supposed to be at work at nine!"


        