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Mia wasn’t sure what to do with these
feelings. She’d known Steve since she was little, as he was her
father’s best friend, and she’d always adored him, but now, now the
feelings that swept through her were not the sort her father would
approve of she was sure. She wasn’t sure how long she had been
attracted to him, but she was now of age, and a part of her wanted
to be bold and just tell him how much she wanted him. Then again,
if he told her father, it would be awkward to say the
least.

Perhaps she should “accidentally” show
him she was a woman grown now and see how he reacted. It wouldn’t
be that hard to set up, she just needed to time it just right. The
coming weekend was a likely opportunity and she would need to
prepare her plan carefully. It would be risky, but if he was
amenable, the pleasures they could share would be
innumerable.

Saturday afternoon, and true to form,
Steve and her father were watching the game in the living room and
having a few beers. It was just a matter of time before one of them
would need to use the bathroom. When they did, she would be
waiting. Sure enough, within half an hour, Steve past her open door
on the way to the bathroom, and she put her plan into action,
slipping out of her long t-shirt, and standing in her room, holding
her perky breasts while looking in the mirror.

I few moments past, and she heard the
bathroom door open and his footsteps coming down the hall. She was
turned sideways to him as he walked past her door, and she heard
him come to an abrupt stop. He had seen her, and she held her pose
for just a moment, before turning to the door. He stood there,
openly ogling her body, and she knew the man in him was aroused by
what he saw. She went for broke.

“I’m sorry, but since you
have seen me already, can I ask you a question? Do my breasts look
like they are sagging to you?” she asked, releasing her grip on
them, and thrusting her chest out. “I mean, do you think men will
think I’m not attractive with these oversized things?”

Steve opened his mouth to speak but
closed it again just as quickly with a glance down the hall to make
sure her father wasn’t approaching. Finally, satisfied that he was
in no danger of being discovered, he replied. “I don’t know if that
is an appropriate question to be asking me. I think they look
lovely, but I would hate for your father to see what I’m seeing
right now” he said, nervously glancing around.

“Perhaps if you come by some
afternoon when dad is working you can tell me what you think
without worrying so?” she asked coyly.

“Perhaps” he said, and then
turned quickly heading down the hall. She heard him say something
to her father, who was clearly coming to use the restroom himself,
and quickly slid back into her shirt.

By the time her father appeared in the
door, she was standing in it herself. “Oh, hey baby, want to come
and watch the game?” he asked knowing she rarely cared for
sports.

He smiled easily when she said
“Sure!”

As he went on to relieve himself, she
walked into the living room, flashing the now very nervous Steve a
mischievous grin, while caressing her breast quickly. She was
pleased by his discomfiture, at least part of which she noticed was
from the rigid lump in his jeans. As he openly stared at her now,
she winked, and stroked her clit through her clothing watching his
face begin to pink with increased blood flow as she drove up his
blood pressure without mercy.

When she heard her father coming back
down the hall she quickly moved her hand to her hip, and averted
her eyes from his bulging crotch to the tv just as her father asked
“Who’s got the ball now?”

By some miracle, she managed not to
laugh at his unintentional barb. Steve stammered a few moments
before finding his stride, and Mia felt her own face heating up
with the effort not to laugh aloud. Steve deflected with a question
about some random player, and soon he and her father seemed utterly
focused on the game. Mia wasn’t quite done torturing him yet,
however, and found his social media profile on her phone, sending
him a pick of her in last summers bikini, with the caption “would
you prefer a nude?”

A moment later, Steve pulled out his
phone, looked at his screen, and stared at it for a moment before
typing. When his response finally came through, Mia waited several
minutes before checking it, to make it less obvious that they were
talking right in front of her father. The response was almost
exactly what she had hoped. “Only a fool wouldn’t want to see you
nude, but your dad can never find out!!!” he had sent.

Laying her phone back in her lap, she
waited through the next play that had both men rooting for their
team before making eye contact with Steve shooting him a wink. “I’m
not even drinking beer!” she announced. “I think it is just the
game!” she finished with a laugh and pranced from the room and down
the hall to the bathroom.

Once in the bathroom, she shed her
clothes and took a selfie in the big mirror, the pic of her
nakedness from knees to the top of her head. She clicked to send it
to Steve, then upped the ante. Putting a foot on the sink she slid
two fingers into her wet pussy and snapped a closeup. She added the
caption “I want to replace my fingers with your cock” as she sent
it.

She waited a little while before
returning to the living room, to find her father alone watching the
game. “Where did Steve go?” she asked, somewhat
confused.

“He got a message from work.
They needed him to come in. It sucks, but I’m recording the rest of
the game for him. Said he might come by tomorrow after work to
watch the end of it” he father told her, clearly not thrilled that
his friend had been called away.

Mia wasn’t sure what to think. Had she
gone to far, or had he just not been able to control his lust? It
was impossible to know, but she sat and watched the rest of the
game with her father
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