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Things
had started out well, but they didn’t keep going that
way.

I met my
boyfriend, Jake, in our shared lecture on intro to economics in
college. We hit it off pretty well. Fun times, all that.

So when
our fall reading week rolled around and he suggested that I go home
with him, I agreed that it sounded like a good idea.

Jake had
explained to me that his dad was a hard ass but also fair. That he
really wanted to introduce me to him.

It didn’t
take me long to figure out that his father’s approval was one of
the things that Jake cared about more than anything else. More than
he cared about me, I thought sometimes.

I thought
that more and more often during the time we spent with his
dad.

Jake and I sat on his bed in his childhood room. I found
his Star Wars posters, his model cars and jet planes, his old fish tank (now
empty) endearing and indicative of Jake as a person.

Soft
spoken, thoughtful, nice. Not really into sports. Maybe a touch
effeminate. Small stature. All pretty much the exact opposite of
his father, Frank.

This was
the fourth day at Jake’s house. His dad had gone out hunting,
leaving the place to ourselves for once.

“You’re having a good time, right?” Jake said, reaching over
and putting his hand over mine. His palms were soft and smooth and
petite. Unlike the big, calloused bear paws Frank had.

I
shrugged. I didn’t want to hurt Jake’s feelings. “So far, so
good.”

He gave
my hand a squeeze, “Come on, you can tell me what’s
wrong.”

I think
that Jake already knew. He just didn’t quite want to
believe.

I slipped
my hand out from under his. He made no move to grab it again.
Usually I loved how sensitive he was, how caring. But right then I
wished he’d show more backbone.

I sighed.
“Your dad doesn’t like me very much.”

“No! He loves you. Trust me, I can tell,” Jake said. He shifted
closer to me and his old double mattress squealed and rocked
beneath us.

“He definitely doesn’t,” I said, “I think that he thinks that
I’m not right for you or something.”

“Why would you think that?” Jake asked. He looked genuinely
concerned and interested.

“He looks at me funny. He says things. He does his best to
ignore me when we’re around.”

“He can be a bit distant sometimes is all. It takes him time to
get used to someone,” Jake said.

I gave
Jake a weak, closed-lip smile. Before we came here, Jake said that
his dad would probably be away hunting at least half the
time.

I thought
that was great. I’d had fantasies of fucking my boyfriend in his
childhood bed. Maybe even in his dad’s bed. There was something
kinky about that.

But I’d
remained pretty closed for business down there ever since we
arrived. Because he and his dad were so different. Because we both
knew that Frank didn’t like me and if Jake couldn’t find a stiff
bone in his body to stand up for me then I wasn’t going to pay one
particular stiff bone any attention.

And he
didn’t do anything about that, either!

More than
once this week I’d seriously reconsidered our
relationship.

Jake
sighed. Part of me wished he’d tell me I was being crazy. Wished
that he would end this argument like a real man. Tell me he’d stand
up to his dad.

And then
tear off my clothes and give me the good fucking that we both so
desperately needed to get all this behind us.

I even
felt a little shivering tingle of desire run down the front of my
stomach.

“I’ll talk to him when he gets back tonight,” Jake said,
finally meeting my eyes with his.

“Really?” I said. This time my smile was genuine.

Now if we could get to the fucking part.

“Yeah. Anything for you, Charlize,” he said.

I leaned in and kissed him while butterflies beat their wings
against my stomach. Maybe this can all be
salvaged after all!

He kissed
back, at first. I tried to kiss him longer. Tried opening my lips
so that maybe we could get some tongue action going.

I was
actually wet and tingling for the first time in days. I slid my
hand up his thighs. Up into the leg of his khaki shorts, searching,
questing.

I needed
a fuck so bad.

I planned
on letting him tear my clothes off, getting him good and riled up.
Maybe tease him a bit with my mouth.

Then tell
him to take me into his father’s room and give me a good fucking on
the king-sized bed in there.

He could
stick it to me while I stuck it to Frank. It sounded perfect. It
sounded like heaven.

His thigh
felt warm and smooth against my fingers. His thigh wasn’t what I
wanted to touch, though.

My pussy
tingled. I wished he’d shove his hand between my legs and rub me
through my shorts. I needed that sensation of pressure. I ached for
it.

Then Jake
jerked back. Jerked my hand out of his shorts, pulled my mouth away
from his. My lips buzzed.

I opened
my eyes.

“What’s wrong…?” I started.

Then I
saw the sullen look on his face. My heart dropped into my stomach.
All those pleasant, warm tingles stopped.

“You tell me all that and then you expect to get laid?” Jake
said.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want me?” I said.

He
frowned. “Not right now. Not after that. I have to think about
this. I have to talk to my dad.”

“I can’t fucking believe this!” I said.

I got up
and stormed out of his bedroom, slamming his door behind me hard
enough to rattle a set of family photos mounted on the
wall.

I was hot
and angry all over. Frustrated in more ways than one.

 



***

 


Frank
came back later that night. I stayed in the guest bedroom the whole
time, fucking around on my phone, wishing that I’d never come here.
Wishing that I could just leave right then.

I
couldn’t, though. Because Jake had driven us here. And the next bus
out wasn’t for a couple of days.

I heard
them talking downstairs. I expected yelling. I expected Jake to go
to bat for me. But the conversation never really went higher than a
murmur to me.

At one
point, I heard Jake’s light footsteps up the stairs and then down
the hall. I heard him pause in front of the door to the guest
room.

I looked
at the door. My heart started racing. Suddenly I wanted him to come
in. Wanted us to make up. Because I really did like him. A
lot.

I could
see the twin shadows his feet made on the floor from the light
coming in under the door.

Then I
watched and heard him walk away. Heard him go into his room and
close the door behind him.

It’s all Frank’s fault, I kept
thinking. Then, I’m going to solve this.
Here and now.

I checked
myself in the mirror first. Made sure that I hadn’t wrinkled my tee
or my shorts lying on the bed. Made sure that my wavy blonde hair
hadn’t done anything crazy. Check and check.

I went
downstairs. The hardwood floor was cold and smooth against the bare
soles of my feet.

I heard something. A sharp crack. I realized that Frank must be
playing pool in the rec room.

I got closer. That same sharp crack sounded again. The noise of two
pool balls clacking together.

I didn’t
know, just went right on in. Frank glanced over at me while leaning
over the table, lining up another shot.

He didn’t
address me until he missed a shot, which he didn’t for six balls.
Then he leaned against the table, grabbed the chalk block, and
chalked the tip of his pool cue while looking at me.

He was
dark-haired and tall. Pretty built. Stubble on his cheeks and chin
peppered with gray. His face all sharp angles. His eyes suspicious
and sharp. All opposite of Jake.

I’d
intended on standing up to him. Telling him off to his face. But he
cut an imposing figure.

And he
just kept watching me with those suspicious eyes, like a detective
during questioning, making the perp speak first. Some sort of
bullshit power play, I knew.

But it
was working. For him.

I cleared
my throat. “Frank… Mr. Taylor, I mean… I… I need to talk to
you.”

Shit, I thought, I can’t even call him by his first name!

“So talk,” he said. He finished chalking his pool cue and he
set the little chalk cube down.

I
swallowed again. I wondered if I could just run back up to the
guest room. Except I knew if I did that I’d lose Jake.

“I want to know what your problem is with me,” I said. I
crossed my arms under my breasts, hoping that I looked serious.
While also aware that Frank had to be a good half foot taller than
I was.

The
corners of his mouth twitched in something like a smile. “That all?
Fine then. My problem is I don’t think you’re right for my boy.
Right for him or good for him.”

That got
my back up. For a second I forgot how intimidating he was. I
marched right up to him, ignored the way I had to crane my neck to
see his face. “Fuck you for thinking that. Jake idolizes you. You
don’t like me, and now you’re making him not like me. And that’s
not something I’m okay with.”

His eyes
flashed. Not with anger, I realized, but with amusement.

I hated
that. Hated him. He didn’t even respect me enough to get pissed
when I wanted to argue with him.

“That all sounds pretty good to me,” he said, “I know your
type. The sporty college girl. Lures the guys in with her nice pert
ass and pretty face and then uses them up until she gets bored and
moves on to the next guy. I had your number the second you walked
in through the front door. And I sure as shit aren’t letting you
pull any of that with my boy. He’s…”

“Sensitive! And nice, and thoughtful, and he talks about his
feelings. He’s not a big prick like you,” I said.

I could
feel my heart slamming against my ribs. My lungs couldn’t get
enough air for some reason, and I breathed in these deep, ragged
breaths. I hated him. I hated him so much.

He
squinted at me, “I didn’t expect this, though. Expected you to stay
locked up in that room, pouting until he took you back to
school.”

“I like Jack a lot, Mr. Taylor. Just tell me what I need to do
to prove that to you. I’ll do anything. Anything at all,” I
said.

His eyes
flashed again. “Anything?”

“Yes! Just tell me what you want me to do,” I said. A little
thread of hope appeared, wrapped around my heart, and I grasped at
it.

Frank
considered me. Then he took his pool cue and put it in its rack on
the wall with all of its fellows. I didn’t know what to do, so I
just stood there.

“Prove it,” he said.

I
unwrapped my arms from around my chest, fisted my hands, put them
on my hips. “How?”

He
checked me out. Let his eyes run from my face, down my body, my
legs, then back up again. The skin on the small of my back
tightened into goosebumps.

“Fuck me,” he said, “Here and now. Do everything I tell you to
do. If I like it, I’ll tell Jake you’re all right in my book. If
you refuse or don’t put in a good job…” he shrugged.

I took a
step back and my mouth dropped open. I’d been expecting some show
of affection from me to Jake. A genuine kiss or some shit like
that. Not this. Not at all.

And I
also didn’t expect the way my body reacted. With warmth. With
desire. The muscles low in my stomach tightened and relaxed.
Tightened and relaxed.

“What? Hell no! Besides, Jake is upstairs right now!” I
said.

Frank went over and closed the door to the rec room. “He won’t
hear anything. Trust me, I know this house. And I thought you
said anything.
Guess that word doesn’t mean what it used to.”

“I didn’t think you’d want something like that! It’s wrong, on
so many levels. So fucking wrong…”

He walked
right up to me. I thought I could feel the warmth radiating from
him. I could smell him. It was a masculine smell, not
unpleasant.

“You’re right. It is. But it would prove to me that you feel
the way you say. And besides. I can tell you want it. I’ll bet
you’re halfway to soaking your shorts right this
second.”

“Hell no!” I said. But then I felt it. The heat. The silky
wetness of desire. The way my nipples perked up so hard they
ached.

I
couldn’t say anything. My lips trembled, but I couldn’t speak.
Everything felt hot and tingly.

Frank
reached out and put his hands on my shoulders. He put pressure down
on my. My trembling legs couldn’t take it.

I sank
down to my knees. I could feel my moist panties sticking to
me.

Frank
wore a pair of jeans. His cock bulged against them. Casually, he
undid the button and fly. Shoved them down.

He pulled
his cock out. I couldn’t stifle a gasp.

He was
huge! Much bigger than his son. Longer, thicker. And he wasn’t even
fully hard yet.

He
grabbed the base of his cock with one hand. He moved in a little
closer.

He
slapped my cheek with his shaft. He did it again to the other side
of my face. Each time he touched me with that monster, my pussy
clenched up and then relaxed. Each time I relaxed a little on the
inside, I got even wetter.

“You like what you see. I can tell,” Frank said. He traced the
line of my jaw with my finger, moving from my chin to just under my
ear. He cupped my face, made me look up at him.

Then he
cuffed me. Not hard. But not light either. Hard enough that my
cheek stung.

I tried
staring up at him. Tried to muster some defiance. “What? You want
me to suck your cock?”

“No, I think you want to suck my cock,” he replied, “Go on. Let
me see if you know how to get a guy good and hard.”

I reached
up, meaning to grab his shaft. Stroke him. He slapped my hands
away.

“A good girl doesn’t need anything but her mouth,” he
said.

I glared
at him, put my hands back down on my thighs. I couldn’t believe how
wet I’d gotten. How fucked up this was.

How it
turned me on so much.

I hated
him. But I also wanted to suck that big cock of his. Wanted to show
him I could get him rock fucking solid.

I leaned
forward, good and close to his turgid shaft. I kissed it, pressed
my lips against the top. The flesh against my lips pulsed with
incredible heat.

I ran my
mouth down his length, pleased to feel him hardening as I did. He
seemed to like the way I let the tip of my tongue play along his
skin, leaving a glistening trail of saliva behind.

When I
reached the tip of his cock, I let my lips spread out over it. Just
the tip. Just enough that I could run my tongue along the slit at
the end.

I tasted
a bit of salty precum. Felt the purple mushroom helmet get bigger
against my mouth. His cock really started standing up.

I tingled
with excitement and pleasure.

“I told you to suck on my cock. Not make out with it,” Frank
said.

Asshole, I thought. But I also wanted
to know what he felt like in my mouth. Whether I could even fit him
in there. I could suck Jake’s whole cock no problem. But Frank was
just so fucking big.

I opened
my mouth good and wide, shifted my body forward, started swallowing
him inch by inch.

I tongued
the bottom of his shaft. Really started getting him covered in my
spit. He seemed to like that. His eyes closed for a second and he
groaned. He hardened even more.

Hardened
so much that my jaw strained to hold him in. I swallowed more of
him. Kept sliding inch after inch in until he bumped the back of my
throat. I almost gagged, but forced the reflex away.

I sealed
my lips around his stiff shaft. I sucked until my cheeks hollowed
out. More of his precum covered my tongue. I swallowed
it.

I found
that I even started craving it.

“Good,” Frank said.

My heart
fluttered at his compliment and I hated myself for it. But also
loved it.

Then he
started pulling his cock out. He slid back until the ridge of the
head pressed against the back of my lips. He paused there. Let me
tongue the slit again, let me lick the bottom of the head where I
knew guys were extra sensitive.

His lips
parted and he sucked in a deep breath.

I thought
I had him them. I thought I could make him cum then and there. Make
him blow his load and give the rest of it up.

I started
fucking his cock with my mouth. Sucking hard, licking and slurping.
His cock got harder and harder. I lapped up all the precum he gave
me.

He
groaned again, let his head roll back.

If only
he let me use my hands, I could have jerked him off even faster.
But he didn’t. And the thing was, I wanted to. I wanted to put both
my hands on his spit-slicked shaft and milk his cock for every drop
of cum he could give me.

But when
I reached up he smacked my hands away again.

“It’s not gonna happen,” he said, “I’ll cum when I’m good and
ready. And that’s not yet. Remember I told you to fuck me, not just
blow me.”

For the
first time, I wondered what it would feel like to have his cock
inside of me. Buried in my pussy.

My cunt
did that tighten-relax thing again. This time strong enough that my
tummy did the same thing.

I wanted
it. But I didn’t want it.

I thought
I could still finish him with my mouth. Saliva squirted in against
my tongue. I didn’t swallow any of it. I sucked him, ran my lips up
and down his shaft. Really covered him in my spit. Let it hang it
sticky little ropes from the bottom of his dick.

He didn’t
cum. If anything, he smiled at my efforts.

Then he
pulled his cock out of my mouth, breaking the tight seal my lips
made around his girth. It made a popping sound.

The
purple flesh on the head was so tight and taut I could see my
reflection in it. My jaw ached and my lips buzzed with tingling
heat.

And my
pussy absolutely throbbed. My panties stuck to my mound, soaked
right through. I didn’t even need to look to know it.

My knees
hurt from kneeling on the tile floor. I could feel tears starting
in the corner of my eyes. But he didn’t tell me to get
up.

I knew if
I did then he’d count that against me. Count it as not doing what I
was told.

There was
something sexy about that. I’d never really understood any of that
domination stuff before. No guy, definitely not Jake, had ever
tried it with me. All that modern man crap I guess.

But there
was something primal and visceral about it. About being owned and
claimed by a man, if only for that bit of time. Being subject to
his whims and his pleasures.

That big
cock of his swayed inches from my face. Gobs of my spit dripped
down off it to splatter on the tiles.

“Up you go,” he said.

He
reached down with one hand and grabbed a handful of my hair. Then
he hauled on it. The pain was immediate and sharp and I sucked in a
breath at it.

But I
stood up. I wanted desperately to reach down into my shorts and
unstick my panties from my pussy, but I didn’t dare.

He
grabbed the collar of my shirt. I thought he meant to pull it
off.

He
didn’t. He tore it instead. Gritted his teeth and tore it right
down the middle. I gasped when the cool air hit my bare skin.
Goosebumps pebbled my stomach and the sensitive skin of my
cleavage.

He shoved
his fingers into the cups of my bra and pulled them down. My
nipples tightened and puckered even me. I gasped.

 

I could
feel every beat of my heart in my pussy.

“Not bad,” Frank said. He gave my nipples a quick tweak and I
gasped again. “Are you a good little slut?”

“Hmm,” I said. It was all I could
manage.

He gave
my nipples another tweak. The pain was sharp and exquisite and I
felt it all the way down to my tailbone. My toes curled against the
cool tiles of the floor.

“When I ask a question I want a real answer.”

“Yes! Yes! I am,” I said, surprised I could get anything
out.

“Let’s see if you’re ready yet,” he said.

He
grabbed my shoulder and shoved my down against the pool table. My
cheek hit the green felt surface just an inch or so from the black
8-ball. The fabric scratched against my extra sensitive bare
nipples, and the mahogany rim around the table dug into my
hips.

Frank
took position behind me. His big, rough hands pressed down against
my back. He ran his palms down my body, tracing the cleft of my
spine with his thumbs. I could feel his callouses rubbing against
my skin.

He ran
those hands around to my stomach. Found the fly of my shorts and
undid them. My fingers scrabbled at the green felt tabletop. I
couldn’t believe this was happening.

I
couldn’t believe how wet my pussy was. How every muscle from my
navel on down throbbed.

His
fingers hooked into my shorts and he pulled them down, leaving my
panties on. When my shorts fell to the floor, he lifted first one
of my feet and then the other so he could kick the shorts
away.

One of
his big hands slipped between my thighs.

His thumb
pushed up against my pussy, parting my lips through the cotton of
my panties. I stiffened up. Groaned. Sparks shot inside
me.

Unable to
help myself, I ground my hips against him, relishing the
pressure.

“You do get wet, don’t you?” Frank said.

When I
didn’t answer right away, he shoved his thumb against me harder. I
cried out, arching my neck back. Every muscle in my back went
stiff.

“Yes! I do, I get fucking wet,” I said.

“Good,” he replied.

He
hunkered down behind me and grabbed my panties. He pulled them
down. Peeled them off my sopping, flushed pussy lips. I felt my
wetness on my inner thighs.

Instead
of kicking my panties away, he held onto them.

“Have you ever tasted yourself before?” he said.

“What?” I said, looking back over my shoulder.

He gave
my ass a sharp slap that tightened every muscle in me for just a
moment. My lower cheek stung, and I gritted my teeth at the
sharpness of the pain.

‘You heard me,” he said.

“…No,” I replied.

He stood
up, leaned over, pressed the sopping crotch of my panties to my
mouth. My own scent filled my nose. It made me quiver.

I refused
at first. He pushed harder. “Just fucking do it.”

I hated
him even more. Hated the way he made me feel. But again, something
about it turned me own. He watched while I opened my lips and lips
my own panties.

The only
way I could describe my taste was desire. Youthful desire. My pussy
throbbed again.

“Figured you’d like it,” he said. Then he balled up my panties
and tossed them into the corner with my shorts.

He
shifted behind me again. Squared my hips, made my lift my butt a
bit higher up.

“You do have a nice little ass,” he said, “Good and firm.” He
squeezed my cheeks. Pulled them apart so he could get a look at my
asshole. I felt my pussy lips part when he did that.

Again,
that animal part inside of me tingled with pleasure at his
compliment. The rest of me hated him.

Then he
grabbed his cock. He slapped it up against my pussy and I gasped
and jerked.

He did it
again, this time holding the top of his shaft against me. He ran
his thick cock up harder, parting my lips around his girth. He
slide back and forth along my slit.

The
pressure against my clit had me groaning in seconds. Groaning and
writhing against his pool table.

Then he
pushed his cock against my sopping opening. I felt my pussy start
stretching around him. My back arched, pressing my tummy against
the pool table.

“Fuck!” I said, “Jake and I always use a condom. We’ve never…
We haven’t done it without one yet.”

“I never use a rubber,” Frank said, “Feels better this way,
trust me.”

He pushed
harder. I gritted my teeth at that stretching feeling. The hot,
hard girth of his cock forcing its way up into my tight little
snatch.

“Will you… pull out?” I managed.

He was so
fucking big. It hurt. But it hurt so good. A delicious pain that I
wanted more of. Wanted and didn’t want. I’d never fucked without a
condom before, even though I’d wanted desperately to try. I was too
scared of getting pregnant.

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” Frank said.

His
fingers tightened into the flesh of my hips. He pulled me back even
while he forced himself forward.

My pussy
stretched around him. Stretched and parted and quivered.

“Fuck! Oh fuck!” I said. He was too big. Way the fuck too big.
Tears started in my eyes again, rolled down my cheeks in hot
trails.

When he
stopped pushing I finally caught my breath. Then he shifted back.
His cock dragged inside of me and I hissed at the overload of
sensation.

He didn’t
give me any time to get ready. He thrust forward. Shoved himself
even deeper than before.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” he said.

He kept
fucking me like that until he crammed his whole cock up into me.
Filled me totally. My young, aching body could barely keep up with
him.

My ass
slapped back against his hips with every thrust. And every thrust
got harder and faster. It was delicious agony, feeling that monster
shaft of his get buried to the hilt inside of me.

And the
noises our bodies made!

The wet
sounds of his cock sliding in and out of me drove me crazy. Almost
made me cum just from that.

I
actually tried to not cum. I didn’t want to give him the
satisfaction.

But I’d
never felt that way before. So stretched to the limit. So filled.
And his bare cock was so hot and hard inside of me.

I
couldn’t take it anymore. I could feel the tight ball of my climax
building low in my stomach. Could feel the telltale tingling in my
clit every time his balls bounced off of it.

My
breaths became ragged. Sweat started on my back. I gritted my
teeth. Closed my eyes.

I tried
for a few moments longer. But he must have known what I was doing.
His thrusting came harder. Faster.

I
couldn’t hold back any longer.

I
came.

“Fuck. That’s it. Good little slut. Cum all over my big, hard
cock,” he said.

He buried
himself balls deep in me so that I strained all around him. So that
the milking, undulating ripples of my pussy muscles massaged every
inch of his cock at once.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Frank said.

He came,
too. I felt the first jerk of his cock. Even felt the first hard
spurt of his spunk squirt deep inside of me.

I lunged
forward, but he grabbed onto my hips and held me tight in place.
Forced me to take every spurt of his load.

And the
thing was? It made me cum even harder. I could feel my strong
muscles in my pussy milking every last drop out of him. Feel the
muscles low in my stomach pull that spunk up into my guts, up into
my womb.

And I
liked it. Loved it, even. Like it fulfilled some basic and primal
instinct inside of me to have this huge alpha male of a man empty
his balls into my pussy.

Even
after his cock stopped jerking he held me against him, plugging me
up, probably out of some instinct of his own to keep his load in me
as long as possible.

When he
did finally pull out I felt the warmth of his cum leak down my
inner thighs. But not all of it. I wondered how much my hungry
little snatch had swallowed up.

Wondered
for just a second until the aching soreness started inside of me. I
tried standing up and leaned back against the table. My pussy hurt
so much I thought it’d be a solid week before I could walk straight
again.

And my
whole body tingled when I saw Frank’s turgid shaft. My pussy juices
had turned from clear to creamy when I came on him, and my cream
dripped from him, mingling with his own spunk.

Some of
my hair stuck to my sweaty forehead and cheeks.

I was a
wreck. A mess. Frank? He shoved his cock back into his jeans and
did them back up and looked like himself again. Maybe a bit flushed
in the face.

My
stomach sank and I thought right away that all this had been for
nothing.

He must
have seen my worry.

“Don’t worry, sweet-cheeks. That was good. I hope you fuck my
son half as well. I’ll have a talk with him tomorrow morning.
Straighten all this out. Get on back up to your room now. I want to
play another round in peace,” he said, nodding at the pool table.
The felt top of which I’d somehow managed to not damage in all my
scrabbling and writhing.

I went
over to the corner to collect my shorts and panties while I pulled
my bra back into place. The shirt was ruined, but I had more in my
luggage.

“Leave the panties,” Frank said, “A memento.”

I thought
his memento was that hot load of cum still deep inside of me, but I
didn’t say anything. I grabbed my shorts.

Out in
the hall, I listened carefully, wondering how Jake managed to miss
all the commotion. But his bedroom door was still closed when I
went upstairs. And he didn’t come out to see me when he heard my
open the door to the guest room.

Which was
good. Because all I could think about was how sore my pussy was.
How I’d never been fucked like that before in my life.

Wondering
if I’d just been knocked up by my boyfriend’s father.

Wondering
if I should go out and do something about it or just leave it as
is.
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"I don't
think we should," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come on,
baby," Evan said.

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

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

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

Not until
I knew it really was serious between us.

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

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

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

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

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

There was
something evil in me, I knew.

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

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

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

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

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

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The flush
of heat low in my stomach withered.

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

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

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

"Maybe,"
I said.

It turned
out we made the right call after all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I am," I
said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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