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Alyssa
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MY DAD’S BEST FRIEND, Grant, has been staying with us for the past week while he’s on a business trip.  And ever since, I’ve been hoping those dark eyes of his would finally see me as a full grown woman instead of just his buddy’s bratty daughter.

We haven’t seen each other since I turned eighteen two years ago.  That summer, watching him laugh with my dad by the grill while I swam in the lake, something shifted inside me.  His eyes caught mine across the yard, and I knew then that I wanted those strong hands to be the first to touch me. 

Now he’s been sleeping across the hall from me, and every night I lie awake, my body aching with need, imagining what it would be like if he walked through my door and told me that I belong to him now.

Today the fantasy is even worse.  My father is on a date with his new girlfriend and won’t be home until tomorrow morning.  This will be the longest time that Grant and I have ever been alone.  I’ve been counting down the seconds until he comes back from his meeting.

To make sure I get his attention, I’ve put on my tiniest pair of black cotton shorts and a tight pink top and nothing underneath them.  My nipples have been poking through my shirt all day and I’ve been thinking about Grant so much that my little shorts have a huge damp spot on the thin fabric.

I can’t help myself.  I want Grant more than anything.  And what woman could blame me?

He’s smoldering hot in a way men my age aren’t.  Grant might be in his mid-forties, but he has the appearance of a sex god.  He’s massive and he towers over everyone in any room he’s in, even through his clothes, I can tell his muscles are well-sculpted, and there’s an air of dominance in his voice that makes me weak in the knees.

Even now the reminder of that deep tone has me on the verge of touching myself while I’m lying on the couch with my thighs spread a little.  I stare at the TV, wishing the time would speed up and close the gap between the day and the moment Grant comes home.

About an hour goes by when I hear the front door open and close.  My heart starts pounding so hard that it feels like my ribs are shaking.  I don’t bother with adjusting my clothes or closing my legs, I want him to see as much of me as possible.

Grant stops in his tracks as soon as he gets to the entrance to the living room.  His eyes are instantly fixed on me.  Though not my face, my breasts.  My pulse kicks up a notch.  My nipples are practically saluting him, straining against the thin fabric, and I see the moment his jaw flexes.  

His gaze travels down and lingers at the wet patch at my crotch.  I wonder if he can see the outline of my pussy.  A flush travels up my cheeks and I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning.

“Hey, Alyssa,” he says.  The way he says my name sounds different than usual.  His voice is lower, rougher, and there’s a hint of something beneath it I can’t quite make out.

“Hi, Grant,” I respond.  My own voice has become breathy and light.  “How was your meeting?”

He moves closer to the couch, filling the space with his presence.  His fingers rake over his chestnut hair.  There are a few streaks of gray in it, which for some reason turns me on even more.  A man like Grant must have a lot of experience when it comes to sex and I’m desperate to know every single thing he could do to me.

He sits down at the other end of the couch, but it feels like he’s right on top of me.  I can feel the heat coming off his body.  He’s so close, I wonder if he can smell my arousal, and the way it mixes with the vanilla lotion I slathered on after my shower. 

There’s a moment of silence and he glances at the TV, then back to me.  His eyes flick over my body a few more times before he looks away, almost as if it’s painful for him to really look at me.

“It was ok.  But I’m glad to be out of there,” he says.

A fluttering sensation coils in my belly.  Was he eager to be back here with me?

I try to play it cool, but I’m sure I’m blushing.  My cheeks feel like they’re on fire.  “Oh, I hope it wasn’t too bad.”  I’m trying my hardest to sound casual and not like I’m desperate for him to yank down my soaked shorts and plunge his cock into me.

Given his size, I bet his dick is huge.  Maybe even too big for a virgin like me to handle.  But why does that thought make me even more aroused?

Grant glances at me again.  “No, it was fine.  There are just better places I could’ve been.”  His eyes dart to between my legs again.  I’m so damn wet now, he definitely notices.

And given the little smirk he’s giving me, I think he likes it.
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Grant
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I SHOULD’VE KNOWN BETTER than to stay at Rick’s house while I’m in town.  The new office building my company oversees should be the main thing on my mind.  Instead, it’s my best friend’s twenty-year old daughter who’s occupying every cell in my brain.

I know it’s wrong.  Hell, it’s so wrong it should be criminal, but damn if it doesn’t feel like the most natural thing in the world. 

Every inch of Alyssa’s sexy body has taken over my subconscious.  She’s not a little girl anymore; she’s a gorgeous, fully grown woman, and she’s been taunting me since the minute I walked in the door.  I see it in the way she flounces around the house in those shorts that barely contain her juicy ass.  How she keeps forgetting to wear a bra, showing off her tiny, perky nipples.

And in the way she glances at me over the rim of her glass at dinner, challenging me with those ‘fuck me’ eyes while her father is sitting right next to her.  Her body was made for sin.  The kind that’s all fertile youth and beauty that makes a man want to do reckless things.

Based on how she keeps teasing me, she wanted me just as much, but I tell myself to be strong.  That I owe it to Rick not to even look at his daughter that way.  We’ve been friends for over ten years.  He’d kill me if he knew about the downright filthy things I want to do to his little princess.

But the second I walked through the door today and caught a glimpse of more skin than any father’s friend should see, all my good intentions dissolved away.  Her legs are parted, forcing my attention to zone in on the outline of her plump pussy lips and how she’s soaking through her tiny shorts.

Fuck.  I bet her sweet, wet cunt would feel like heaven wrapped around my cock.  Probably so good, I wouldn’t want to pull out.  I’d make sure she’d take a huge load of my cum before I was done with her.  Then she’d be knocked up with my child, no other man would touch her.

Stop it, Grant.  You can’t fuck your best friend’s daughter.  No matter how much she’s damn near begging for it.

The longer I sit next to her, the harder my dick gets.  The tip is pressing against the zipper so much that it’s painful.  I try to distract myself, ask her what she’s watching, but I can barely focus on her answer.

Alyssa’s entire body hums with this cocky energy that says, “I see you looking.  I want you to look more.” She pretends to fiddle with her phone, then slides a hand idly down her bare thigh and lets it rest on the inside, not even an inch from the edge of those scandalous shorts.

She’s teasing me.  She’s really fucking teasing me.  And she has no idea that if I ever got the chance, I’d make her pay for it.  I’d fuck her tempting, young body like she was made for it.  Like her only purpose in life is to be my little breeding toy.

I want to lean over, grab her by the hips, and pull her into my lap.  I want to shove those shorts down her legs, bury my cock in her pussy, and hear her scream for me.  The image is so vivid it nearly makes me dizzy.

Just when I’m trying to calm myself down, Alyssa sits up and scoots a little closer to me.  Now her soft, huge tits are even closer in my line of vision.  Like usual, she’s not wearing a bra and her nipples have stiffened into taut peaks.

She tucks a strand of her blonde, curly hair behind her ear before she speaks, “Can I ask you something?”  Her blue eyes sparkle from the hint of something mischievous beneath them.

“Sure,” I say, trying to sound as casual as possible, even though my cock is straining so hard I’m moments away from exploding in my pants.

She crosses her legs slowly, and my gaze follows the movement despite every ounce of willpower I possess.  She’s close enough that I can smell her shampoo.  Vanilla with hints of coconut.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” Her tone is half-teasing, half-deadly serious, but I know this isn’t some cutesy question.  She means it.

For a second, I can’t answer.  I can feel the raw hunger in my eyes, the tension in my jaw.  I clear my throat and force out a chuckle, trying and failing to keep the conversation lighthearted. “Alyssa.  You’re beautiful.  I’m pretty sure you know that.  Why do you ask?”

She lets the silence stretch, her expression unreadable. “Because guys my age don’t like dating for long once they find out I’m a virgin.  I thought maybe it’s because I’m not attractive enough for them to want more than just sex with me.”

I stare at her for a full five seconds, my brain scrambling to make sense of the words.  She’s a virgin.  The knowledge burns its way through my body, raising my pulse to a fever pitch.  Christ, what I wouldn’t give to be the first, and last, man to ever touch her.  My cock would be the only one she ever knows.

That thought is so far beyond dangerous it might as well be nuclear.  My hand flexes on my knee, the need to reach for her almost impossible to resist.  I can practically see it: her sweet, untouched body trembling under my touch, her blue eyes wide and innocent as I stretch her pussy open for the first time.

The air
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