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From the day I saw Mister Garcia Davidson moving into the house next door to ours I wanted to surrender my body to his raw male beauty. I needed to feel this gorgeous specimen of sheer masculine power take me... body and soul... but particularly body...

Thirty-six years old with the build of a man in his early twenties, a rugged face and hunky biceps, Mister Davidson had my heart pounding the minute I saw him. He possessed those dark, brooding eyes that can look straight into a girl’s heart... and between her legs too, if their piercing glint was anything to go by...

From the moment he stepped out of his car on the day of his family’s arrival I wanted to offer myself up to him utterly. I was eighteen. I had every legal right to make him mine. My hot body may well have been untried, but no man had ever had that sort of impact on me before.

Mister Davidson got out of his brand new Audi with his wife and his nerdy looking teenage son. He glanced across the fence at me, and I was lost.

“Oo look,” said my mother, with her usual busybody insistence. “They’ve got a son, Carla! A nice friend for you! He looks about your age too!”

I might well have never slept with a man, but that was only because I’d yet to meet a man who looked as if he could satisfy my deepest desires. Now he’d arrived. Mister Davidson was that man. I was positive. I certainly wasn’t interested in his weedy, pasty faced son.

“Why don't you go and introduce yourself, Carla?”

“Mom!”

Mom was always pushing me to ‘go steady’ with young guys my own age, boys at college or sons of her boring friends. As long as ‘going steady’ didn’t mean ‘going all the way’, at least not until I’d met someone ‘nice’.
The house next door, Mister Davidson’s house, had a swimming pool, and that summer, after our neighbors and us had become friends I used to lounge around in their pool during the long hot summer days, doing my best to attract Mister Davidson’s attention.

One day I was just coming out of the water in my briefest, sexiest bikini, when Garcia emerged from the house with a towel over his shoulder and a bottle of suntan lotion in his hand.

It wasn’t the towel, and it wasn’t his suntan lotion either, that I was staring at. It wasn’t even his dark, penetrating eyes or his ripped physique. What Mister Davidson had packed into the front of his swimsuit took my breath away.

No swimsuit on earth was going to disguise Mister Davidson’s size. A skimpy pair of thin nylon speedos didn’t stand any chance at all. I could feel the narrow crotch of my string bikini getting moist all over again, just as the sun was starting to dry it out. I didn’t mind waiting till I had sex, as long as I was waiting for something as magnificent as that.

The trouble was, Mister Davidson didn’t take the slightest bit of notice of me. He looked so hunky and dangerous, but really he turned out to be incredibly uptight and strict. No matter what, or how little, I wore, he never even looked at me.

The yellow, string bikini I was wearing was the skimpiest in the shop. The strings knotted on either hip looked incredibly sexy. One tug and the bottoms would fall off. The top’s tiny triangles showed off how taut and shapely my small, bud-like breasts were.

But Mister Davidson just walked straight past me, with a grin and a ‘howzit goin, Carla?’ that made the narrow strip of nylon between my legs get even moister.

He dived in the pool.

I watched him swim up and down, with my heart in my mouth. When he climbed out, water dripping from his curly black hair, his speedos were stuck to his butt like cling film to a stallion’s haunches.

“Alright, Carla?”

And he just walked straight past me. My jaw had dropped, my eyes were big and round. He must have known what I was looking at, but he just walked right by me as if I wasn’t there. 

I guess Mister Davidson figured I was still untried. He just wasn’t interested. In fact, he was a bit like my Mom. He wanted me to strike up a friendship with his nerdy son, who was called Graham. Garcia was the same as my Mom when it came to ‘going steady’ as long as ‘going steady’ didn’t go too for. For a man with the body of a god, he was very strict and moral.

Graham was extra shy. He had every right to be extra shy. He had no redeeming features to be proud about. Graham took after his mousy Mom, not his male model Dad. Mister Davidson hoped that if me and Graham ‘hit it off’, Graham might come out of his shell a bit and turn into more of a man.

Like now— Garcia toweled himself down and sauntered off into the house, whistling some raunchy tune, leaving me alone with Graham and his weedy, sunburned chest.

Graham smiled at me and said:

“Have you read War And Peace?”

He was trying to get me involved in one of his boring conversations about books again. Graham studied literature in college in the same class as me.

“Isn’t it just such a masterpiece?”

Fuck that. I told him I was busy. I had to go home. I may never have had sex yet, but that didn’t mean I had to sit around and discuss War And Peace with a nerd all freaking day.

I walked over to the little poolside changing room the Davidsons had at the back of their house. Perhaps Garcia was looking out of one of the back windows and could see the cute way my butt swayed, walking on the hot concrete.

No. The back windows were all empty.

It was nice and cool inside the changing room.

I untied the strings on my hips and took my bikini bottom off. The little triangle of yellow nylon had dried out except for a moist smear where my pussy had been.

Hey ho. So much for me and my dreams. I undid my top and put it on the bench with the rest of my bikini and jumped under the shower.

The water was freezing cold. I let it drill into my scalp and plaster my lusterous brunette hair to my face. I let the cooling water run down my petite, shapely body. It didn’t help.

I toweled myself off, and put on my jeans and pulled a T-shirt over my head. I was just about to put my trainers on when I heard my mother call out over the fence:

“Carla! Quick! Your Pop Herb’s on the phone!”

I grabbed my towel and ran. I didn’t even bother with my trainers. I dashed barefoot across hot concrete and sun-burned lawn.

My Grandad Herb lived in Hawaii. He was my favorite person in my whole family and his calls were always brief. If you didn’t get to the phone in thirty seconds flat Pop Herb would be hanging up. My grandad didn’t realize that phone charges are cheap these days. He still thought he was paying ten dollars a minute. I sprinted as fast as I could.

“... Well, Carla...” Pop Herb’s calls were always brief but he talked real slow. “... Great speaking with you... bye bye... you be a good girl now...”

A good girl. It seemed that I had no alternative.

It was only as I put the phone down that I realized I’d left my bikini over at the Davidson’s. I’d left it lying on the bench in their poolside changing room.

I raced back to get it.

There was no fence between our house and the Davidson’s back yard. There was no sign of Graham, and Garcia had already gone in.

The pool sat quiet and aqua cool in the empty garden.

My bare feet made no noise as I crossed the poolside paving and approached the changing room.

A noise came from inside, a sort of sigh, like the noise someone makes when they take a deep breath and then breathe out very slowly.

I don’t know why I crept, but I did. I crept up to the open door and peeked in.

Mister Davidson was alone in the changing room. He had his back to me. He was still wearing his skimpy swimsuit. His powerful shoulder muscles and even more powerful butt took my breath away...

... He had my bikini in his hands. Both bits. The top and the stringy bottoms...

... He was rubbing the top’s tiny triangles between his thumb and forefinger so hard I could hear the yellow nylon static. He raised the top to his lips and kissed it! First one triangle, then the other. Long slow kisses, sinking his tongue into the nylon where less than an hour ago my engorged nipples had pressed...

... Mister Davidson wasn’t indifferent to me after all...!

I took a deep breath and kept stock still.

Mister Davidson tongued my top so hard the little nylon triangles were getting wet. The dry yellow turned dark with his saliva.

Mister Davidson hadn’t been ignoring me after all! ‘You alright, Carla?’ hadn’t been a put down at all. Garcia knew exactly who I was and what I wanted! My heart thudded in my chest. A hot slick tingled my panties.

He half turned. For a second I thought he’d seen me. No. He was too absorbed in what he was doing to realize I was there.

His manhood stood up tall and stiff in the front of his swimsuit. His thing was fully erect!

He slipped it out. His penis was a light brown color, thick and breathtakingly tall, its huge, swollen tip a gorgeous pink.

I suddenly felt scared. Mister Davidson’s cock was huge. It was way too big. He’d hurt me.

He picked up my bikini bottom and draped it over his massive spear-head. He massaged the thin nylon triangle over his swollen tip. He kneaded my bikini bottom into his taut, packed stake.

A smudge of pre-cum appeared on the yellow triangle, exactly where my pussy had yearned an hour ago.

The strings dangled helplessly, tangling his balls. The nylon stretched. My bikini bottom went taut, jammed between his fist and his rock-hard shaft. His fist drove up and down.

Mister Davidson’s butt slammed slowly in and out, fucking my bikini, taking his time, riding it towards a pounding climax.

He was a kinky middle aged man, hooked on a young girl’s swimsuit. No he wasn’t. He was the most perfect specimen of male power I’d ever seen.

“... Oh Carla...”

When he groaned my name out loud, I was lost.

“That’s me,” I said, stepping up behind him.

He swung round. His eyes went wide with shock.

I nodded at my bikini, dangling from his cock.

“You like me do you, Garcia? Why not try me?”

“No...”

Before he could stop me I fell to my knees and took his cock in my mouth, bikini and all. I had to be quick. His hands were already in my hair, trying to pull me off.

I licked and gobbled his throbbing need of me. I gargled his rock-hard need to take me. I held on tight to his butt and spat my bikini out.

“... No, Carla... no...”

I impaled my throat. His long thick shaft slid deep into my voluptuous wind-pipe. He was so big! My lips were still a mile from his balls, but I hung on in with my teeth and plastered as much of him as I could in warm, loving saliva.

“... Argh... argh... glurg...gla-aaaaaaarg...”

Gosh Garcia tasted good. A hint of chlorine— he hadn’t showered after his dip— plus a heady taste of pre-cum, a savor of how badly he wanted to fuck me.

“... Argh... argh...”

“... No, Carla... no... this isn’t right...”

His fingers were still in my hair, stroking and caressing, searching the beautiful shapeliness of my teenage scalp.

“... Your Mom and Dad...”

“... Glurg... gla-aaarg... argh-llllllllllllll...”

I couldn’t care less about my parents. My Mom and Dad could go take a running jump. I was ready to give up everything, as long as I had this big, aching thing in my mouth. My butt kicked and jerked. Sumptuous spasms gripped my pussy. My pussy lips were melting for him. Hot tides of pleasure uncoiled in my stomach like cobras about to spit.

“... Argh... argh... argh...”

I realized my fingernails were gouging Garcia’s butt-cheeks, urging on the slow deep in and out jolts, telling him to fuck my mouth harder.

“... Argh... argh... glurg... gla-aaaaaaaaaaaaaarg...”

My heart hammered in my chest. At long last. I was about to lose my stupid v-card. Once I’d had this massive thing inside me there’d be no more talk about being young and innocent. It was so big I was even a bit afraid. Voluptuously afriad. Deliciously frantic. I hoped Garcia would be gentle with me. What if I was too tight? My pussy jerked and bucked, a swamp of helpless yearning, but what if I was still too small for him?

I hoped he’d be gentle with me when he laid me down on the bench and fucked me, except... his thick shaft’s stallion thrusts hard and fast into the back of my mouth suddenly didn’t feel gentle at all...

“... Argh... argh... argh-lllllllllllllllllllll...”

I felt myself starting to climax. I loved him so much I was cumming already! My whole being was rushing towards the brink, riding pile-driver after pile-driver slamming into my succulent surrender, Mister Davidson’s hot love building up inside him, getting read to explode in this voluptuous lack of air.

“... Carla...!”

He was still trying to argue with me. He was still trying to stop himself, but he couldn’t help impaling my frantic longing deeper and deeper.

I raked upwards with my teeth. I clasped his tip with a tender love bite. I bathed his pulsing spear-head with loving saliva.

“... Fuck, Carla...”

He was mine. It was too late for him to pull away now. When I lifted my mouth away, yearning strings of spittle and tender gag united my lips with his pulsing manhood.

“Don’t you like me, Garcia?” I put on a little girlie voice. “Aren’t I doing it right, mister...?”

“... You’re doing it right, baby, but...”

He didn’t have to tell me. I knew I was doing it right. Everybody thought I was mommy and daddy’s sweet little prim and proper girl. People said I was so young and innocent. I’d never given head before. It was the first time I’d ever sucked a man’s cock, but something told me I was doing pretty good.

I lifted my head.

“Wanta fuck me, Garcia?”

He grabbed my shoulders. I got ready for him to push me down onto my back on the floor.

“Gonna screw me, Mister Davidson?”

His eyes widened.

My lips felt wonderfully slippery. I smiled up at him:

“Fuck me, Garcia... ple-eeease... you wanta fuck me, don’tchya...?!”

He pushed me hard. I flopped backwards onto the tiles. I unzipped my jeans and waited for him to pull them off for me.

“... Look... Carla...”

Pre-cum glistened on his swollen tip. He was so tall and hard he couldn’t possibly stop now. He was so rock-hard and throbbing my heart stopped beating altogether.

Garcia groaned.

“... I can’t Carla... you're too young...”

“I’m not too young! I’m not too young at all! I’m eighteen. I want your cock inside me. Ple-aaaaaaase!”

He swayed above me.

“... I’m... I’m...” He looked down at himself. “... I’ll hurt you...”

He was right. He was too big. It didn’t matter in the slightest.

“I want to be hurt!” I felt so frustrated I was almost yelling. “I don’t care!”

He scrambled into his swimsuit. He was so erect he couldn’t get his cock inside the flimsy nylon. He picked up his towel and covered himself.

“... No... please... Garcia-aaaaaaa—”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. He was rushing out the door.
I zipped myself up. I climbed to my feet. I straightened my T-shirt. I put on my trainers and hurried back to my house.

I was furious. I’d offered him my untried body. I’d tried to give him the most precious thing I possessed and he’d refused it. I might not have had sex yet, but I knew I was the hottest thing Mister Davidson had seen for a long long while. His wife was nothing compared to me... and he’d turned tail and run away... he’d dashed out the door!

I was so worked up, a cold shower didn’t help. I brought myself off in the shower, but that didn’t help either. Garcia had set a time bomb ticking inside me. A mere orgasm under the cold jet wasn’t going to defuse it.

He’d insulted me. He’d hurt my deepest feelings.

I sat down and worked out a plan to get my own back on him. Only total revenge would satisfy me.
I waited till a night when I saw the whole family go out, Garcia, Mrs Davidson and Graham. They all got into Mrs Davidson’s car and drove off. Mister Davidson’s Audi stood in the carport. Garcia’s precious Audi that he loved so much.

I put my hair up with a clip. I fastened my beautiful silky hair on top of my head with a butterfly clip. I didn’t want my lustrous mane to get in the way on this particular escapade.

It was a dark night. I climbed over the fence and went round to the back of the Davidson’s house. I smashed a window in their laundry room, reached through and opened the window and climbed in.

Something rattled on the tiles as I climbed through, but I guess it was just a piece of broken glass falling out of the frame.

I knew what I was looking for. I had a good idea what I was looking for would be in Mister and Mrs Davidson’s bedroom.

My heart thumped as I prowled around their big bed with its big white bedspread.

God, how I’d love to spend my nights in that bed with Garcia lying beside me like a beast in his lair. Mrs Davidson didn’t know how lucky she was. I knew the mousy bitch couldn’t satisfy him the way I could. Life was so unfair.

Sure enough, the keys to Mister Davidson’s Audi lay on the dressing table. The keys to his beloved Audi on an LA Rams key-ring. The long smooth shaft of the key felt good between my sweaty fingers. I rubbed some heat into it, just like he’d rubbed heat into my bikini top.

I climbed back out through the laundry window and beat it back to my house.

That would teach the bastard not to mess around with me. That would show him he couldn’t just get me all hot and willing and then walk away and leave me unsatisfied.

I almost hoped Garcia would guess who it was had stolen his car keys, when he couldn’t get to work in the morning. I almost wished he’d put two and two together and decide it was me... but... no... that was stupid... it would be exciting enough just to watch from the safety of my bedroom window Mister Davidson’s annoyance and frustration as he realized he’d have to call a taxi to go to work
Next morning I got up early. I waited at my upstairs bedroom window.

I watched Mrs Davidson and Graham head off in Mrs Davidson’s car. Mrs Davidson was dropping her son off at college.

Me, I was never going to college again.

Garcia’s Audi still stood in their front drive. Garcia still hadn’t come out of his house. It was nine o’clock. Mister Davidson always left for work really early, but this morning he still hadn’t shown his face.

My Dad went to work, and ten minutes later Mom followed. I was on my own in the house. My heart began to race faster and faster.

About five minutes after my parents left, there was a pounding at our front door. My heart stopped dead in my chest. The pounding was loud and angry.

I was only half dressed, in my panties and pajama top, my pajama top half unbuttoned.

I went down and opened the front door uncertain of what I was about to see.

Mrs Davidson was standing on the doorstep. The rage in his eyes was scary.

“Where are they, Carla?”

I pretended to yawn. The yawn was swallowed up by a gulp of terror.

“Where's what, Mister D?”

“My car keys. I know you took them.”

I tried to make my eyes go big and round.

“Me?”

“Don’t fuck around with me, Carla. I need to get to work.”

I could feel how wide and shiny my eyes were. I tried to smile even shinier and wider. Garcia’s anger was scary. I couldn’t tell whether the hot frisson between my legs was dread or excitement.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mister D.”

There was no way he could prove it was me who broke into his house.

“Fuck off! What’s this then?”

He was holding my butterfly clip in his hand! He’d seen me wearing it loads of time. It was sure to have my fingerprints on it.

“I found it on the floor under the window where you broke in. I’ve got a picture of it, with the broken glass, on my phone!”

The piece of glass I’d heard falling on the tiles last night had been my butterfly clip falling out of my hair. Garcia had seen me wearing it dozens of times. Everyone knew my butterfly clip.

I took a deep breath.

“So? It was me. What are you going to do about it?”

He punched the doorpost in exasperation.

“I’m going to report you to the police. That’s what I’m going to fucking do!”

I gathered up my courage. I gave an I-couldn’t-care-less pout.

“So? Call them. I’m sure they'll be interested in my bikini too.”

His head jerked back.

“What?!”

“You heard me. My bikini bottom. With traces of your semen in it.”

I’d brought my bikini home after my failed attempt to seduce Mister Davidson. I’d made sure it didn’t go in the wash basket.

I grinned at him.

“I’m sure the police won't having any trouble tracing your DNA. I could smell it from six feet myself. I’m sure your wife will be interested too.”

Instead of slapping me, he laughed.

“You’re a clever little bitch, aren’t you?”

I preened my eyes. I liked the way he said ‘bitch.’

“Why! That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me yet, Garcia!”

He sucked his knuckles. They were bleeding where he’d punched the doorpost.

“Look. Come on, Carla. Let’s deal with this like adults. Give me my keys.”

I laughed.

“Oh! We’re adults now, are we? Yesterday you said I was too young, when you had you cock halfway down my throat!”

He clenched his fist. His knuckles turned white. The hot frisson in my panties turned to a moist shiver of excitement.

“OK, Carla.  You win. Where are my keys?”

“Come on in, and we can discuss it.”

“There’s nothing to discuss.”

“Yes there is. You want everyone in the neighborhood to know you fuck your neighbor’s daughter’s bikini? And stick your thing in her mouth?”

We climbed the stairs to my bedroom.

I said: “It’s lucky my Mom and Dad are out.”

In my bedroom Garcia folded his arms.

“Okay. Where are they?”

He was looking at where my shirt was unbuttoned.  He’d noticed the hot crease of moisture in my panties. He hadn’t missed the excitement pounding in my chest either.

“Look,” I said softly. “My nips are erect.”

They were too. I rubbed the coarse cotton against my bare tits. I undid one more button and let him see how tight and aching my nipples were.

“Mm,” he grunted. “Okay. I gotta get to work.”

I swooped and touched the bud-like beauty of my young breast with the tip of my tongue. I licked my nipples till they were both wet. I took one between my tongue and teeth and tugged. Garcia stood transfixed.

“Look,” I said, nodding downwards. “They’re all excited.”

“Yeah... right... my keys...”

I took his car keys out of my drawer.

“LA Rams? That’s my team too, Mister Davidson.”

He thrust his hand out.

“Give! Come on! I’m running late!”

“I want to ask you something first,” I said.

“What?”

I squeezed my taut wet nipple.

“Did my bikini feel as good as this when you were fucking it?”

His eyes went wild.

“Ey?”

I’d hidden the incriminating evidence away somewhere safe where he’d never find it. Even if he tipped my room upside down and tore me to pieces into the bargain— which he looked like he was about ready to do—he’d never find my bikini bottom.

“Did it feel as nice as this?”

I slipped his keys inside my panties. Fortunately my panties were tight. They clasped his key-ring close, its long central locking key pressed against my shaved mound. I rubbed his central locking key against my pussy through my panties.

“... Mm-mmm... mm-mmmmmmm... oh fuck...”

It felt good. My pussy was suddenly more than moist. Smooth metal grazed my yearning clit. Sopping heat pulsed through tight cotton.

“... Oh... oh... oh fu-uuuuuuuck...”

I pulled my panties down round my ankles and stepped out of them.

I’m slim and supple. I lifted a foot onto my desk and slid the long, smooth key down melting, parting ecstasy till the tip touched my entrance.

Mister Davidson was breathing heavily.

“Carla... this is insane...”

The key slipped in, setting off spasms of delight. I was fucking myself with Mister Davidson’s car key before I even knew what was happening!

“How can it be insane, Garcia. When it feels so good?”

He groaned:

“You little slut!”

I nodded at the bulge in the front of his pants.

“It feels real good, Mister Davidson. But I can think of something that might feel even better.”

His key slipped and slid in a morass of molten desire. When I pulled it a little way out— just a little, not the whole way— Mister Davidson’s central locking key was wet and creamy.

I handed it to him.

“There you are!”

Instead of putting it in his pocket, Garcia put the long key in his mouth. He looked at me and licked it clean. H sucked it too. He had a thoughtful look in his eyes.

“I told you, Carla. I’m too big.”

“We’ll see about that.”

“I don't want to hurt you.”

He was angry, but he was excited too. So was I.

“We’ll just have to find out,” I said. “if you don't want the cops sniffing around my bikini.”

I touched my pussy. It was hot and wet.

“Why don’t you try eating me out first, Garcia? It might not hurt so much if you relax me a bit.” I wasn’t sure about relaxing. I felt like I was ready to explode. It was the first time I’d ever had a man at my mercy, let alone a man as big and powerful as Mister Davidson. “I went down on you yesterday. It’s your turn now.”

“Fuck, Carla.”

The way he looked at me sent a tingle right up my spine. I’d unleashed the beast.

Mister Davidson knelt before me. He took my bottom in hands that felt so big and powerful I thought he was going to crush me. He pressed his mouth to where the yearning was worst.

His tongue felt so strong and powerful for a second I thought it was lifting me in the air with its deep sumptuous licks and voluptuous jabs, but it was only a wave of pleasure lifting my toes as Mister Davidson’s hungry mouth feasted on my succulent depths.

“... Oh... oh... oh God...”

He licked me like I was a melting ice cream. I was so wet, and his tongue was so broad, he licked me wide open all the way up to my clit.

“... Yes... yes... oh... oh yes... ye-eeeeeeeees...”

I held onto his hair, moaning with delight. I felt his teeth close around my clit. A shudder of fear turned to a spasm of delight. For an instant he was going to bite me, but the nip stopped at the point of ecstasy, just short of hurting.

“... Yes.... yes... ye-eeeeeeeees...”

He opened me wider with his thumbs and his tongue searched my throbbing depths. God. If his tongue could make me feel so good, what was his cock going to do? Tingles of delight flowed upwards from my clit and turned to tidal waves of pleasure as his strong tongue entered me.

I dug my fingers into his beautiful wavy black hair. I was starting to cum.

“... Oh... oh... oh God...!”

I’d pleasured him yesterday, but not as much as he was pleasuring me now. I knew that yesterday I’d brought him to the brink of ecstasy, but he hadn’t gone over the edge. Not like I was going over the edge right now.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeees...”

My core went into meltdown. My inner heat exploded. My butt kicked. I bent over double, pressing my stomach into his hair as the climax rose through my body.

“... Ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

He pulled his head away. He licked his lips. He stood up.

“Mm-mmmm. I must admit, Carla, for a thieving little slut you taste pretty good. Okay...” He tossed his keys in the air and deftly caught them. “... See you later.”

“Ey?”

Mister Davidson was leaving!

The lump in his pants was massive. He was fully erect. He must have shifted it while he was pleasuring me so that his swollen tip didn’t get caught in his flies. The lump was so tall, it was somewhere up near his belt.

“There you go, little girl. We’re even now.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist. “You’ve had your fun. I’ve had mine. Now we can forget about this whole sordid episode.”

Sordid?

I’d just had the best orgasm I’d ever had in my whole life, and I’m pretty good with my fingers. My body was purring blissfully, and he called it sordid? 

I’d climaxed, and he hadn’t. He didn’t even want to take my v-card!

He headed for the door.

“See you around, Carla. I must be off. I’m late for work as it is.”

He was almost out the door!

“Erm. Mister Davidson. I forgot to mention—”

He stopped dead. Garcia stopped in his tracks and spun round.

“Forgot to mention what?”

“As well as, like, stealing your keys, I like—”

“You ‘like’ what?”

I had a flash of inspiration.

“—Slashed your tires. You upset me yesterday, Garcia. I slashed the tires on your car.”

“You WHAT?!”

He stepped towards me.

“You heard me. I slashed your tires.”

It wasn’t true, but I’d hit on exactly the thing to wake the wild animal inside Mister Davidson.

With one stride he was standing over me. He grabbed my shoulders with both hands.

“Who the hell do you think you are? Fucking around with me like this?”

His fingers dug deep into my shoulders. He shook me hard.

“I’ve got a busy day. I need my car to get to work!”

He was losing control. That was exactly what I wanted. I wanted Garcia to lose control. It was my only hope. He shook me like I was a rag doll. His fingers were already inside my pajama top gouging my pert shoulders like quaking play-doh.

“I’m due in the office in ten minutes, you little bitch!”

Mister Davidson was scary when he was aroused. He was scary and drop dead gorgeous too. The hot slick from my orgasm turned to a melting sensation between my legs.

I laughed out loud:

“There’s more important things than the office, Mister Davidson.”

“More important?” He yelled. “You mean THIS?”

He spun me round and pushed me face down on my bed.

Smack!

His hand came down flat on my ass. The shock took my breath away.

Then the stinging hit me.

“Ow!”

“THIS is more important, is it?”

Smack!

The sound of hard, angry skin crashing into soft, ecstatic skin reverberated around my bedroom.

“Ouch!”

“This is how you want to be treated, Carla, is it? Like a dirty little whore?!”

The next smack was even harder.

“Ow!”

My butt was a blur of heat.

I moaned out loud:

“... Yes...”

Whack!

“Yes WHAT?!”

“That’s how I want to be treated, Mister Davidson.”

Whack!

“I’m your dirty little whore, Garcia.”

The bed subsided. He knelt beside me. He got a better aim. He put more and more stinging force into the berserk pummeling raining down on my perky butt.

Whack!

“Ow-eeeeeeeee!”

Whack!

“Yes... yes...”

My wardrobe door vibrated with the ferocity of his blows. I was learning something about myself I’d never known before.

I could feel how raw and crimson my pert little butt was, with Mister Davidson pummeling it so hard, except I couldn’t feel any pain because I was melting away in a swoon of voluptuous delight. I jerked and bucked in ecstatic surrender, waiting for the next blow to descend.

“... Please, Garcia... smack me... smack me harder...”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth.

The slap didn’t come. Garcia stayed his hand. I could feel his hot palm quivering, poised somewhere high above me.

I heard a zip being pulled down. A belt buckle unfastening. I didn’t dare look. I head the sound of Garcia kicking his pants off.

The bed subsided on either side of me. Powerful knees sank into the mattress on either side of my raw butt. My heart lifted. My spirit sang with joy. My pussy went into total meltdown. Mister Davidson was going to give what I’d always wanted, from the first day he stepped out of his car outside his house. Garcia was going to possess my untried pussy. The only man I wanted in the whole world was about to initiate my unravished tightness.

“Say it!”

“Say what, Mister Davidson?”

His thumbs parted my butt cheeks. The girth of his throbbing tip nestled between the soft moons of my ass. His massive spear-head plowed the slippery heat between my ring and the unbearable yearning between my legs.

“I’m a dirty little whore!”

“I’m a dirty little whore.”

“And I need to be punished!”

“And I need to be punished.”

“And I need your big cock in my ass, Mister Davidson!”

My mouth dropped open.

“What?”

“You heard me!”

Whack!

His hand came down like a leather strap.

“Say it!”

“Ouch!”

I held onto the pillow. My bottom jolted under his hand. My ass cheeks jellied like they’d just been tasered.

Whack!

“Say it!”

My teeth closed round my pillow slip. My pillow was wet.  I was crying. I was crying because the strange new sensation coursing through my body felt so good.

“... I need your... I need your...”

Whack!

“Need me what?!"

His throbbing spear-head circled my clenched hole. A smear of pre-cum wet my quaking ring.

“... Big cock in my ass, Mister Davidson...”

Surely he wasn’t going to—

“Ow-wwwwwwwwwwwwww...”

My back arched. My toes curled. Mister Davidson’s rock-hard rage was pushing into my rear entrance!

“Ouch!”

He grabbed my hips. He held my squirming body still. My butt-cheeks clenched. My ring held his swollen spear-head in a burning vice.

“No!” He pulled my head back by my hair. “You’re going to take it... ALL... THE... WAY...!”

“... Ow-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee...”

The pain was worse than I’d ever dreamed... but yes... somewhere deep inside me, unknown even to myself, I’d been dreaming of just this agony. It was better than any pleasure I’d ever known. Desires I never even knew I had inside me were opening me up, splitting me wide open, compelling me to take him in deeper.

“... Ouch... ouch... yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeees...”

His huge girth worked its way deeper and deeper. I drew him in. His big thing felt gorgeous, lubricated with pre-cum and my frantic juices.

He reached the bottom. Every cell of my body burned with pain... and a pleasure I’d never known even existed.

“... Yes... yes... oh God... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

My mind went numb. My eyelids tingled. Could I possibly be enjoying this? If he did it one more time I was going to die, die of ecstasy as he split me open.

He pulled back slowly, till he was almost all the way out, and paused.

“Mister Davidson?”

He slammed into me again, even deeper than before.

“... Yes... yes... ple-eeeeeeease...”

I lost control. My body writhed in rumpled sheets. He impaled me again and again, opening me up to levels of pleasure I never even knew existed.

His balls resounded, slapping my clit hard. My ring clasped and unclasped, wringing the length of his stiff manhood.

“... Oh... oh... oh God... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

I was cumming. I was cumming again, bigger and stronger than before. Mister Davidson was magic. I’d known all along that he was special.

He drilled me too deep. I was going to pass out. I didn’t want to pass out. I didn’t want to miss a single second of this new ecstasy that was building up inside me, my inner core going into meltdown.

I was panting. Spasms shuddered up and down my legs. My toes curled. I spread my legs to help him in deeper. I was ready. I was being swept over the edge and...

... He knew exactly what I was feeling...

... He stopped!

He withdrew, suddenly and violently, till only his huge tip stayed embedded in my ring. He jerked my head fully backwards by my hair, my whole body quaking and yearning for him. I was so close, and he was punishing me even worse than ever!

He breathed in my ear.

“Not yet, baby!”

My ass muscles clung on desperately. My tight walls didn’t want to let him go. He pulled out completely! Left an aching emptiness inside me.

I couldn't bear it.

His voice was cold and callous:

"You’re a slut. And sluts need to obey. Whores need to do what they’re told! OKAY?” I was seeing yet another side of him. “Spread your legs!”

I did what I was told. I stretched my legs as far apart as they’d go. A hot swamp of desperate longing offered up everything I had.

“Wider!”

“Ouch!”

I was all but doing the splits, flat on my face. Mister Davidson anchored my knees apart with both hands.

“I’m gonna give you what you’ve been wanting from day one, little girl!”

He’d known all along how much I fancied him!

His spear-head slithered on the rim of my molten yearning. His throbbing tip parted my sopping surrender. It homed in where the aching was worst. His thick thing gouged my clit’s ecstatic bud.

My bottom kicked. His massive prong plunged down sweet spasms of delight into my pussy’s yearning entrance and kept on going.

“... Oh... oh... oh...”

“... From the minute I stepped out of my car, you little whore... AM I RIGHT?”

His massive girth parted my untested walls, stretching them thin and desperate.

“... Yes... yes...”

My voluptuous meltdown was already jerking and bucking like I knew it would jerk and buck one day when I had the man I wanted inside me. My bottom ground backwards into his pumped stomach, begging him to go deeper. I needed him to possess my molten surrender.

Mister Davidson’s breath came in fast, heavy jerks.

“... Fuck, Carla... You’re so freaking tight...!”

It was the nicest thing anyone had ever said to me.

He groaned. His hips kicked forward, and I gave way completely. We were fucking. The two of us. Together. We were rutting. A beast and his bitch in heat. It felt so good.

“... Oh... oh... oh... oh God...!”

He impaled me again and again. I rode each thrust. I took Garcia balls deep time after time.

“Fuck me, Mister Davidson. Please. Please. Harder. Fuck me harder!”

He grabbed my tits and lifted me till my shoulder blades were grinding against the rough, wet hairs on his chest. His manhood found a steeper, more ecstatic angle deep in my molten wetness. My butt banged and slithered against his six pack.

We were sweating for each other. We were sweating real good, his chest and my back adhering, sliding and clashing, my helpless surrender going into spasm every time Garcia plunged his rock-hard need of me into my untried tightness.

He hit my inner wall and I screamed out loud, sweet judders running right up my body to my crazy brain. Fuck, Mister Davidson was good. I was pretty good too.

I got used to how the pain and pleasure mixed together. My yearning swamp went into overdrive, grinding and swiveling on his thrusts. I was good little whore. It came naturally to me.

I was cumming. I couldn’t tell whether I was climaxing for the third or fourth time. It didn’t matter. I just wanted him to cum inside me. I wanted Mister Davidson to give me all his beautiful spunk. There was so much of it on its way. I could feel how much he wanted to give it to me.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

A wave of pleasure went over me so big and strong my mind became a blur.

Garcia grunted.

“... Ungh... ungh... a-aaark...!”

He grunted like a wild animal as his hot load filled me. He grabbed my hips and rammed it into me like a jackhammer gone berserk. His thick, warm spunk gushed into me.

He collapsed on top of me, still cumming, his cock still twitching out load after load. For a moment I thought it was never going to stop.

“... Ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

I was overflowing. Sticky wetness was running down my thighs.

I could feel his heart pounding against my shoulder blades as he just kept on giving me his spunk. The guy was superb. And from now on he was all mine. I came again just thinking about it. I was floating in a cloud of euphoria, unable to stop climaxing.

It was the luckiest day of my life, the day the Davidsons moved in next door.

He lay on top of me for a long time afterwards, squashing me into the mattress, but even that felt nice. He was so big and heavy. My man was so heavy and powerful!

He whispered in my ear:

“Learned your lesson now?”

I rolled over and kissed him full on the lips.

“Not really... I guess I’m still a bad girl... I think I might need a bit more punishment...”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CAN I COME IN YOUR POOL PLEASE, MISTER ALPHA STUD NEXT DOOR?
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My Mom and Dad—both of them yelling like crazy—caught me in my boyfriend Terry’s car just when Terry was pulling my panties off and lining up my wet pussy with his long thin cock.

Hell. I got such a shock.

My parents made such a fuss I nearly jumped out of my skin. You would have thought Terry was trying to murder me or something, not just take my stupid v-card. I’m eighteen. We weren’t doing anything against the law.

It was so embarrassing.

We were parked in a street without much lighting down near the river. God knows how my parents found us. Dad just pulled the door open and dragged my boyfriend out of the car and started hitting him. My father can be violent when he’s aroused.

Terry didn’t really defend himself. He was too busy trying to get his pants back on.

And me? I just sat there with my skirt up round my waist and my panties on the floor under the steering wheel and my moist pussy quaking—from fear or desire it was impossible to tell— I’d been feeling so turned on before my parents jumped us I think I probably would have cum immediately, the second Terry put his thing inside me if we hadn’t been interrupted.

But it was not to be. So near and yet so far!

It was all dumb and senseless. And the dumbest and most senseless thing of all was...

... I didn’t even really like Terry all that much... not in that way...

... Okay. He was my boyfriend—when you’re as pretty as I am and you’ve got a body as hot as mine is you’re bound to have a boyfriend— but I didn’t actually fancy Terry all that much, sexually speaking.

I was only laid out across the front seat of hi mustang with this melting sensation between my legs—at last!—because of our next door neighbor, Mister Rod Mayhew.

Life’s complicated, ey? Life’s complicated, especially when you’ve got a perky bubble butt like mine, and sensational tits and a face any girl in town would die for. And it wasn’t Terry I really fancied, it was our next door neighbor Rod Mayhew.

Rod lived next door to us. He was in his late thirties, six foot two, with the ripped body of a guy in his twenties, plus the good looks of an old fashioned movie star. Oh my days! Mister Mayhew was gorgeous.

But he was completely out of reach. Not only was he hunky, he was a successful business man too. I was out of my league when it came to Mister Mayhew. Every female in town fancied him.

Of all the girls in town, I think it must have been me who fancied him most, but. I was always peeking over the high wall between our two gardens in the hope of getting a mere glimpse of him. To tell the truth, I was longing for Mister Mayhew to fuck me. I yearned for his big rock-hard cock. I dreamed day and night of Rod’s massive shaft owning my pert teenage body.

And it was never going to happen. I didn’t stand a chance. That was why I ended up on my back in Terry’s Mustang. I felt so hot and confused and frustrated, on the spur of the moment I decided to let Terry initiate me. It was so spur of the moment I wasn’t even on the pill, I didn’t even make Terry use a condom or anything, so maybe it was lucky after all that my parents stopped us.

I sat there in the front seat of Terry’s Mustang, pulling my skirt down and looking for my panties. Dumb schoolgirl practical white panties. The feel of the cotton rubbing against my succulent wetness as I put them back on started hot waves of desire surging up inside me again. My butt kicked. My pussy jerked so bad I had a hard time concealing the spasms from my Mom and Dad as I climaxed.

And... how did I know Rod’s manhood was big, you might ask?

Like I said. I spent a lot of time peeking over our garden wall into his garden, and one evening—it was just after dusk, there were some tapers glimmering in the Mayhew’s garden mixing with the final rays of the sun— and this particular evening I saw something that nearly drove me out of my mind.

Rod was out in his back garden, by the swimming pool, with his wife. Mrs Mayhew looked nice in her floral bikini.

At first they just drank some wine and ate some finger food and chatted. I hung onto the wall and kept on watching.

After a while Mister and Mrs Mayhew went for a swim.

Mrs Mayhew just paddled in the shallow end but Mister Mayhew swam some lengths. By the time he climbed out of the pool his muscular pecs were glistening like a Greek God’s. His skimpy swimsuit clung to his powerful buttocks, showing exactly how big he was.

I felt this slick of moist heat between my legs just clinging on to the top of the wall.

They got out of the pool and dried off and then kissed, just intimate little pecks like a couple who’ve known each other for a long while.

Mrs Mayhew leaned back against the bouncy castle and Mister Mayhew embraced her, his stallion buttocks rubbing the lump in his skimpy swimsuit against her flowered bikini bottom.

God. I’ve never felt so jealous of anyone in my whole life. Mrs Mayhew was pretty, but she was nowhere near as pretty as me. She had a nice body, but nowhere near as hot as my perky teenage one.

Rod made sure the gate in the fence around the pool was locked before he started embracing his wife. That was when I started wondering if maybe they had children. I’d never seen any children in their garden, or heard kiddies running around in their house.

I’d heard people call Mister and Mrs Mayhew a ‘couple’... sort of as if they didn’t have any children... but people only put fences around their swimming pools when they have little children and they’re scared their toddlers will fall in the water and drown.

Plus their garden had a bouncy castle too. And a slide. And some swings as well.

There was no sign of children anywhere, but if Mister and Mrs Mayhew were planning on having some they were sure going about it thoroughly.

Anyway, they dried off and sat down sharing this long plastic lounger and I guess they thought it was dark enough and the walls around their garden were high enough—they didn’t notice my curly black hair and hazel eyes and high cheekbones and retroussé nose and cute cupid’s bow lips among the ivy—and they started kissing, kissing properly this time, and Mrs Mayhew put her hand inside her husband’s swimsuit and drew out this long thick raw looking thing with a big swollen tip that I wanted so badly for myself I nearly lost my grip on the wall.

I won’t tell you what I saw. I don’t really want to think about it. I had one hand inside my jeans rubbing my clit in a mess of juicy ecstasy, my teenage need soaking the crotch of my panties and my other hand holding onto the wall and I felt like I was going crazy.

After Mrs Mayhew finished sucking her husband’s big raw cock he lay back in the lounger and she straddled him and took all the throbbing love that should have been destroying my pussy deep into her wet surrender and rode him for a long, tender voluptuous time. It nearly did my head in.

That was when I realized how experienced Mister Mayhew must be, and that made my need for him to fuck me even greater. Rod knew what he was doing when it came to pleasuring a woman. He wasn’t like Terry. Mister Mayhew had a cold merciless streak in him. He could impale a chick on his big rock-hard thing for as long as he wanted, make her suffer, make her beg for his hot cum till she was writhing in ecstasy and babbling for him to destroy her... like Mrs Mayhew was doing as I watched...

Which is when something happened that did my head in entirely.

Eventually Rod groaned, softly but I heard it through the flickering darkness:

“... Fuck... I’m cumming...”

If it was me he was impaling he would have cum three or four times already.

... And Mrs Mayhew jumped off his cock, like she was almost scared or something. She climbed off her husband’s tall throbbing thing and they rapidly changed places and she lay on her back on the lounger and spread her legs and lifted her feet up high and Mister Mayhew sank his pulsing weapon into her hard and fast and deep and in a few seconds it was over...

After such a passionate session I was expecting them to kiss and cuddle and exchange lovers vows.

But nothing of the sort. Rod immediately said.

“Keep your legs up. High! Keep ‘em up! It helps the...”

I couldn’t quite make out the rest of what he said but he was holding his wife’s feet high up in the air near his shoulders.

Some of the sumptuous load he’d just given her was trickling out of her helplessly splayed pussy.

He’d cum so generously, hot spunk was streaming down her bottom but he was still holding her feet in their like he didn’t want a single drop of his precious seed to flow out of her sopping depths, as if he wanted to keep his hot semen inside her so that...

The bouncy castle.

The slide.

The fence around the pool.

Mrs Mayhew groaned.

“It’s no use, Rod... I can tell... it’s not working... it isn’t any use... it’s never going to happen...” She sounded so sad I felt bad spying on them. Mrs Mayhew had just had an A1 top fuck and she sounded as if she was going to burst into tears. “... It’s my fault...”

Rod immediately reassured her.

“No. No. Don’t say that, baby...” He was so nice. He was a beautiful man. “... We’ll keep trying. We’ll try that other clinic. We’ll find a new doctor.”

But Mrs Mayhew’s voice was bereft.

“... No, Rod.... it’s no use... I can’t... I just can’t bear it...”

I felt so sorry for her, and for him too. Mister and Mrs Mayhew were trying to have a baby. They were trying real hard but it wasn’t working! And it was Mrs Mayhew’s fault. She said so herself!

I almost fell off the wall except Rod turned away from his wife and picked up his swimsuit and his big raw glistening cock was still stiff. He was still rock-hard! He’d just given his wife all the precious loving seed inside him but his penis was still tall and stiff. I could feel it throbbing in the darkness!

By the time I slipped down into the flowerbed on my side of the wall my little pussy was quaking and aching so hard I couldn’t hold back the waves of voluptuous delight sweeping over me.

“... Oh... oh... oh God... yes, Rod... yes... ye-eeeeeees...!”

It was shortly after that that I made my unsuccessful attempt to lose my v-card with Terry.

Mister Mayhew was way too old for me. He was way above my level. I was out of my league when it came to Mister Mayhew. I might as well get rid of this dumb urge with Terry...

... Anyway... no more about Terry. Terry’s not important...

It preyed on me, the way Mrs Haywood had said ‘... It’s my fault...’ It preyed on my mind the way she’d said it was her fault that they couldn’t have a baby and how Mister Mayhew had hastened to comfort her, ‘No. No. Don’t say that, baby...”

He was such a nice man. They were such a nice couple. I couldn’t stop thinking about them. I couldn’t get the Mayhews out of my mind. I don’t know whether I couldn’t stop thinking about them because I felt sorry for their sad situation or because I could still see Rod’s gorgeous thick manhood glistening in the light from the flickering candles. It was doing my head in.

Anyway. After the incident in Terry’s car my pareents grounded me. My father threatened to beat Terry up if he dared show his face round our house again. My father was angry enough to do it too. My scene with Terry was over.

I wasn’t even allowed to go out with my friends for a month, even during the heat of the day, even though the weather was getting so hot.

It was summer and we were in the middle of a heatwave. My friends were off down the beach every day, and I was stuck at home, ‘studying’ and doing endless chores round the house and garden.

I don’t know why my parents got so angry. I was eighteen. I could have a boyfriend if I liked. I could have sex legally if I wanted to. It was none of their business who I slept with but they just kept going on about how ‘immature’ I was and how easily I could have got myself pregnant. Apparently my state of arousal indicated that I was hyper fertile.

Anyway, one day I was taking the rubbish out to the front of our house when I ran into Mister Mayhew— he was coming back from work I guess— and he was wearing a light-grey summer suit that made him look even more muscular than ever. His handsome face was deeply tanned.

“Hi, Gracie. Not down the beach with your friends? Chores on a nice day like this?”

It was ninety five degrees in the shade. Even well after six p.m in the evening the heat refused to subside. I said:

“No. I guess not, Mister Haywood.” 

Just a few seconds in his presence and it was a hundred degrees centigrade in the shade between my legs. I felt an instant hot slick in my panties. I got this sweet tingling sensation in my pussy. Light-grey summer weave breathed where his manhood hung so cool and heavy.

“I thought you young girls liked to hang out at the beach, give the guys something to think about.”

He was probably just making meaningless conversation but for a second I wondered if my perky teenage body was giving him something to think about.

“‘Fraid not, Mister Howard...”

“Rod.”

“I’m afraid not, Rod. I’m grounded.”

I explained about how strict my Mom and Dad were. I didn’t go into details about Terry.

“Grounded, ey?”

He was only making polite conversation to the brat next door but I could feel him thinking about all the ways a hot brat like me could get herself grounded, all the rules she might be willing to break running through his mind.

I was wearing my short shorts and a tank-top. The short shorts were cut high up my crotch showing plenty of silky inner thigh. My tank-top gave him a glimpse of the voluptuous place where my perky tits take off.

Mature men, especially mature men as experienced as Mister Haywood—I kept getting flashbacks of his strong thick manhood slamming into Mrs Haywood as he came— mature men are allowed to savor the perky bodies of hot little teenage chicks like me. It didn’t mean they wanted to do anything about it, even when the chick had a sticky mess of yearning juice between her legs just looking at him.

He said:

“Why don’t you come and cool off in our pool?”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

“Ey?”

“Yes. We’ve got a pool.” I knew that already. “You have a dip in our pool if you like.” Then he added: “When you’ve finished your chores.” My chores were finished on the spot. “If your Mom and Dad say it’s okay.”

“Jeez thanks, Mister Haywood. Don’t worry. They’ll say it’s okay alright.”

They did too. Mom didn’t bat an eyelid. Dad said, sure. I’d done my chores for the day, I could have a dip in the Haywood’s pool since they’d been kind enough to ask me.

My parents are snobs. The Haywoods were richer than our family. Mister Haywood had a much better job than my father. He and his wife both drove bigger cars. Their house was bigger too. Mom and Dad were happy for our family to strike up a friendship with the elite people next door.

Mom said:

“You’re not wearing those shorts, Gracie!”

“Make sure you speak to the Haywoods politely,” said my Dad. “No ‘freakin’ or ‘wicked’, alright? Be sure to thank them well since they’ve been kind enough to invite you.”

Not they. HE! It was Mister Haywood who’d invited me. Mrs Haywood wasn’t home. I watched the Haywoods’ comings and goings like I was a private investigator and tonight was Mrs Haywood’s pilates night.

I didn’t even mind changing out of my short shorts, because I’d bought this really cool string bikini... well... more a thong than a bikini... thin yellow nylon with two lightweight triangles showing off my perky tits and not much coverage down the bottom either. I hadn’t had a chance to even christen it yet. My parents didn’t even know I’d bought it. They thought I had my one-piece bathing costume from school on under my jeans and T-shirt.

Mom found me her best beach towel and I skipped out of the house and over to the Haywood’s front door and rang the bell.

Mister Haywood answered the door.

“Ah! There you are!”

He’d changed too!

Rod was in his swimsuit too!

The same skimpy swimsuit I’d seen over the wall that fateful night! He said:

“Thought I’d have a dip myself.”

Even bone-dry the thin nylon couldn’t hide the thick, coiled weight between his legs. The lump was so big and forceful his swimsuit didn’t stand a chance.

He took me through to the back of the house and out into the garden.

My head was spinning. I was getting all these crazy thoughts I shouldn’t have been having. Thoughts I shouldn’t have been having because they were stopping me from putting my plans into action. I didn’t even have any plans, just this hopeless yearning between my legs that wasn’t leading anywhere because Mister Haywood wasn’t just a drop dead gorgeous hunk, he was a good man, he was a decent, upright family man. Well. He wanted to be a family man.

Outside in the garden refreshing water sparkled in the sun, aqua coolness lapped at expensive tiles.

The swimming pool stretched out in the dappled shade long and cool and inviting. It was a proper twenty-five meter pool as well as having steps down to the shallow end and a play section for little ones.

I peeled off my jeans. The bikini triangles tugged sumptuously at my taut toned tits as I pulled my T-shirt over my head. I felt my nipples stiffen, aching against the hot tight nylon. Just perky teenage nipples but throbbing with enough love to feed his baby if he wanted.

I retied the strings at my hips, got the little triangle tight at the front where some teenage hairs were escaping. I knew my hot pussy was ready conceive at the drop of a hat. The triangle at the back was already sticking to my pert butt, adhered with sweat and eager desire.

Mister Mayhew unlocked the gate to the pool. I said:

“That’s wise, Rod. You don’t want the little ones getting into trouble.”

It was presumptuous of me to say it. I knew I was bringing up an awkward subject, maybe even causing him pain, but I needed him to understand how much I loved children, that I might only be eighteen but I looked forward to one day having children of my own.

Rod grinned:

“Yeah. Can’t be too careful.”

The next minute he’d dived in, his shoulders flexing, his strong spine arrowing into the water, powerful strokes churning the water backwards
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