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​1. Father’s Friend
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​I have never told anyone this story and now I am about to tell everyone.

Two years ago I went for a long weekend at my father’s beach house. I hadn’t seen him since he split with mom and he had promised we would spend some quality time together. 

He works like crazy and we had tried to arrange it a few times before but it never came off. This was third time lucky, though, and I was so happy to see him standing out front of his beautiful home as I arrived.

He helped haul my not inconsiderable luggage up to the top floor and then left me to get settled while he prepared dinner. I hung my clothes, brushed my hair, freshened up with a little perfume and then went down to meet him.

Walking through the hall I couldn’t help but notice that childhood pictures of my brother and I were heavily outnumber by framed certifications and business awards that my high-flying father had acquired over the years.

Work had always come first for him. It’s what eventually caused the divorce but now that he had made enough money to go into semi-retirement he was keen to make up for lost time. As we tucked into a meal together we finally got a chance to do just that. Until his cell phone rang, that was.

He shot me a glance, seemingly seeking my approval or at the very least hoping I would not protest. I knew it would be pointless to do so; this very scenario had played out plenty of times over the years and he wouldn’t be able to relax unless he took it. I nodded and continued to eat while he crept out of the room to answer the call.

I was almost finished by the time he returned with a sheepish look on his face. I knew what it meant and before he even had time to state his case I was out of the room.

My father followed me to the foot of the stairs, assuring me that he would only be gone for a short while. It was “urgent business” that “could not wait”. I had heard that a hundred times before but angry as I was I simply knew I wouldn’t be able to change his mind.

“Just go,” I said with total resignation in my voice.

He went with nothing but a limp pat on my shoulder and half a smile.

So there I was, rattling around in this ridiculously big house on my own. The more rooms I explored the more alone I felt, and the more I began to resent my father for putting me in this position yet again.

An hour passed by and still no word. I called him twice and only on the second occasion did I notice a buzzing sound coming from somewhere inside the house.

I followed it through the kitchen and into the hall where I found the very phone I was trying to reach sat on the window ledge next to the front door.

He must have been in some hurry to get to the office because I had never known him to be so careless. I decided to try him at work instead.

A friendly voice answered:

“Don’t worry Mr Rogers, I got your message, if anyone calls you’re in an emergency meeting and can’t come to the phone, now go and enjoy your evening!”

I lowered the phone from my ear and scowled at it. My first instinct was to check his messages. I don’t like to pry but I had to know what was going on.

Right at the top, there it was; a photograph of a scantily clad girl who could not have been much older than I was accompanied by the caption “don’t make me wait all night!” I felt sick to my stomach and squeezed the phone hard in my hand.

I was furious that my father had abandoned me, his little girl, for some bimbo on the pretence of business. I wondered how many times I had been naïve enough to fall for that excuse in the past. I finished the glass of red wine which was still sat on the table from dinner and went upstairs to take a shower.

I had hoped this would help my anger dissipate but the heat and steam just seemed to exacerbate my foul mood. I wrapped up in a towel and headed back downstairs - at least there was still wine!

As I crossed the hall towards the kitchen a knock at the door stopped me in my tracks. I saw a figure wave through the stained glass window next to it. Damn it, they had seen me, I thought. I threw my wet hair back and pulled up the towel before going over to open up.

“Oh, hello there young....wait a second...Katie?” said the stranger before me.

“Um, yes?” I replied quizzically.

“Frank, your father’s business partner,” he explained, stepping into the porch light so I could get a better look at him. “I haven’t seen you in, well, longer than I care to remember as a matter of fact!”

I recognized him then. He had been around a lot when I was growing up but it certainly had been a long time since then. I recalled that he was always immaculately dressed and that particular evening was no exception.

“Is your father home? I was passing by and wanted to drop some stuff into him,” Frank continued.

I don’t know why I did what I did next, it was just a spur of the moment decision; almost a reflex. I knew very well where my father was, what he was doing and that he probably wouldn’t be back until the early hours. Still, I replied:

“No...but he shouldn’t be long, if you’d like to wait?”

I saw a slight reluctance written on his face but with the promise of a drop of his favorite poison he was through the door and hanging up his coat.

I told him to go on into the living room and he made himself comfortable while I poured out two fingers of whisky. As I set it down on the table I could tell his eyes were all over me. He probably thought he was being discrete, but I knew.

“Sorry, I’m just out of the shower,” I said. “I’ll put something on as soon as I dry off.”

He smiled in acknowledgement and then raised the question of my father’s whereabouts.

I thought about spinning the lie that he was at the office but quickly realized Frank of all people would know that to be untrue, so I just came out with it. All of it.

Before long I was launching into a full scale bitching marathon about my father, covering everything from how he had been absent during my childhood right up until the moment he left me to go and be with his latest plaything.

I dropped down onto the sofa beside Frank in a huff, causing a drop of whisky to leap onto his crisp white shirt.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, lifting the corner of my towel to blot the amber blemish, revealing a smooth thigh as I did so. He was again incapable of keeping his eyes up, until I cleared my throat causing him to snap out of his stupor!

I didn’t really mind him looking. He was a handsome man, after all, and I actually found it kind of fun to tease him like that.

When the conversation died down I checked the time and again began to curse my father. Frank cautiously placed a comforting arm around my shoulder and assured me things would be ok.

As he released me to check his watch I remained in place, leaning on him gently. His signature smoky scent instantly transported me back to my childhood and for a while I was lost in a memory.

When I returned to the moment I looked up to see my father’s friend staring straight down my towel, eyes fixed on my perky breasts which were pressed up against him.

Screw it, I thought, daddy shouldn’t be the only having fun tonight.

I toyed with Frank then, placing a hand on his chest and telling him how great he had been. He sat back in silence, apparently unsure of the situation. I eliminated all doubt by delicately undoing the top buttons on his shirt before sliding my leg over and straddling him.

He protested but I could already feel him swelling beneath me. With every remonstration he made I placed a warm, wet kiss on his neck, chest and stomach until I was hovering above his waistline.

I unzipped his fly and grasped his cock. I bet he hadn’t been that hard for his wife since their honeymoon.

He made one last feeble effort to prevent things escalating any further but I knew he didn’t really want me to stop. His eyes had lit up the second I opened the door and they rolled back in his head as I plunged him into my mouth.

He sat back and exhaled deeply, clearly resigned to the fact that we had reached the point of no return. I thought of my father coming home and walking in on us. Part of me hoped he would – that would teach him to neglect me!

I held Frank firmly in my hand and slid my lips all the way down to meet my knuckles. He growled with pleasure as I took him as deep as I could before raising my head back up and bobbing it over his glistening tip.

I sucked him dry that night, swallowing every last drop and washing it down with my father’s most expensive whisky.

When it was over Frank drew up his pants hastily while I sat back on the sofa, barely making an effort to cover myself with the towel any more.

He excused himself and stumbled towards the front door. I blew him a kiss as he took one last look at me before closing it behind him. It was only a matter of minutes later that I saw my father’s headlights sweep into the driveway.

I pretended to be asleep on the sofa and as he came in to apologize I kissed him on the cheek with the lips that had just pleasured his closest friend and colleague.

He had his dirty little secret and, now, so did I.
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