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I had known Bob and his wife, Mary, for years. We had been visiting each other. There were never disputes or disagreements between us. For years, we had enjoyed spending time together. His daughters, Maggie and Anna, had been growing before my eyes – for years. Two cute girls, grew up, turning into real beauties. The older one, Anna, already graduated from high school, and the younger one was a high-school student. Bob was a strict father. He was already afraid, or maybe I should say paranoid, of his little darlings becoming a prey of a scoundrel, who would “corrupt” his little daughters. He confided in me, saying he already had problems with Anna, an extremely sexy chick. I knew she had already tasted a dick. Bob said to me in confidence that, the other day, he saw her getting out of an expensive car, driven by a guy much older than her, which could only mean one thing. The little tart received a dick.

I had to comfort him, telling him stories in which I didn’t I believe. I told him that perhaps someone gave her a ride accidentally. Just to ease his suffering. I know he slapped the girl and took away her phone. Also, I knew that wouldn’t save her. The girl was a slut and there was no help.

I certainly noticed every hot chick, but I wouldn’t hit on my friend’s daughters, sisters, wives or any other woman related to a friend. Simply NO. It was my principle, and I respected it stubbornly when I had a chance to fuck a friend of mine’s unsatisfied wife, or God forbid – a horny sister.

I had plenty of women, even though I was middle-aged. I was in good shape and simply – I knew how to behave around women. I knew when to be tough, and when to be nice. I had my favorite girl for fucking, when I wanted a young chick. I fulfilled all my fantasies with my hot wife.

But let me get back to the problem my friend Bob had. I knew he was spying on his daughter, Anna, following where she was going, checking her Facebook account, “welcoming” her without warning when she was coming back from an evening out. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that those things couldn’t be prevented and that spying on her wouldn’t achieve anything. It wouldn’t help.

I forgot about his problems, because I had too much work. But I didn’t see any problem there. I knew today's girls were wanton tarts aware of their looks, and every one of them did her best to look like a porn star. I admit, the thought that some jerk was in young, beautiful Anna’s pussy crossed my mind a couple of times. I was sure that the girl was chocking on dicks, but I didn’t see anything wrong with that. She was already 19 and a half years old. Her attractive body must’ve be caused sighs in every man who saw her.

Both his daughters loved me, because I always knew their birthdays and used every occasion to buy them small gifts, primarily because they were cuddly girls and my friend’s daughters.

Almost no one paid attention to Maggie when it comes to these things. She was “only 18.” She was a beautiful little blonde, with long wavy hair and delicate features. She had a beautiful face and green eyes. She was thin, but with a protruded butt and somehow too long legs for her body, but it gave her a more graceful appearance. She had an extremely narrow waist, in relation to her high butt. I started to be attracted to her, even though she wasn’t even aware of her physical appearance. She had small tits, unlike her sister, and she was quiet and reserved. What was special about her was the scent that she spread around. I didn’t know if it was a perfume or toilet water, but I always knew when she was home.

That evening I was briefly in the city. It was the weekend. I went out to the city alone, driving from bar to bar, not wanting to be in anyone’s company. It was almost midnight when I left home. I knew Bob went to a mountain with his wife and Anna, while little Maggie stayed home to study, because it was a winter break and she failed some exams, so she was grounded and didn’t go with them. Her grandparents looked after her.

I was driving through the city center. A girl stood on the sidewalk, with her back facing me. All I saw was an incredibly hot butt in a miniskirt and legs on high heels. Like any man, I slowed down to admire the sight a little. When I almost stopped, my surprise was enormous. I saw Maggie, dressed in a miniskirt and high heels, with full makeup on. I could hardly tell it was her. She looked at least 3 years older. I wanted to drive on, but our eyes met. She recognized my BMW. She looked at me in fear and panic. I pulled over and opened a window. She looked at me for a few seconds, and then, before I could say anything, she jumped in the car. With a scared look, she said in a pleading tone that she ran away from home to the city when her grandparents fell asleep. She asked me not to tell anyone, especially not to Bob and Mary, that I saw her, because her father would beat her. She also said she would never do it again. She kept talking. I interrupted her and said not to worry, to go home and everything would be fine. She asked me to give her a ride, if it was on my way. We got going slowly. She asked me five times to promise her that I wouldn’t tell anyone. I promised her five times.

Slowly we got going. Her familiar scent reached my nose. I wanted to ask what the perfume was, but I gave up because that would be inappropriate on my part. With a corner of my eye, I looked at the girl, who was dolled up, as young tarts would say for themselves when they dressed up like whores and got ready for an evening out.

Her phone rang. She answered it. I clearly heard a rough man's voice, threatening her, pronouncing various derogatory words. I didn’t really understand it all, but I heard enough. The unknown man threatened her, calling her a slut. He cursed. She hung up and tried to turn off the phone. She got clumsy and dropped the phone. It rang again, and on the screen it said “Steve-Ana.” I didn’t understand anything. She hardly turned off the phone and started to cry. I asked her what the matter was. She said she couldn’t tell me, and then she asked me not to go straight home. I thought she was afraid that the guy who threatened her would be in the front of her house waiting for her. I told her not to be afraid, that I would personally go with her to the door. She looked at me gratefully and said she had to tell me something.

“I have to explain to you,” - she looked at me worried and frightened.

I said I would hear her out and asked what she wanted to tell me. I told her not to worry, that I’d solve the problem she had with the guy who threatened her so vulgarly. I stopped the car in a parking lot. She started with these words:

“I know you’ll think I’m bad,” - and then she briefly told me the guy was her sister’s boyfriend, who wasn’t really a “boy,” but a married man of “your age”, as little Maggie said. He was in a “relationship” with Anna for almost a year. Then I realized I was right when I said Anna was a little slut. I started to understand the thing about the “older guy” who was giving Anna rides home. I interrupted her and asked why he was calling her if he was her sister’s boyfriend. Then she told me a story that sounded like a soap opera. She confessed to me that she wanted to help her sister when their father took away her phone. Anna used her phone to call her “boyfriend“, that is, her fucker, who obviously fucked beautiful Anna, my friend’s daughter.

Again I asked why he was insulting her if the situation was as she described it. She paused and then told me she started messaging with him, and her sister didn’t know about it. I didn’t say anything. We were silent. The situation was tense and stupid. She continued her story. First, she asked me again to keep it a secret, our secret. She began to explain.

Two months before, she went out with him the first time. She skipped classes. This was repeated several times. She admitted she was “with him” – to translate, the old man was fucking both her and her sister. I couldn’t believe my ears. I was sure little Anna was a slut, but I thought the opposite of Maggie. The old saying “you live and you learn” seemed to be true.

Strange excitement came over me at the thought that an old man fucked two sisters. Frankly, I wasn’t appalled. I didn’t want their father to find out about it. She asked me to wait somewhere, so that the old man wouldn’t be waiting for her in front of the house, because he probably thought she’d been waiting for me and that I picked her up before him and that she had something to do with me.

For the first time, I checked her out from head to toe without hesitation. She was young, but she looked differently because she was dolled up. The thought that she received a dick, from her sister’s fucker no less, got my dirty imagination running in an instant. I wondered if it was her first experience. I assumed it was. I asked her if she “had someone” before him. She told me she didn’t, but she'd always been fantasizing about older men and it just
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