Please enjoy this story which is a work of erotic fiction.  As well as my other stories published on www.asstr.org.  Comments are welcomed at rutrag@juno.com.

Play of the Week
It became a custom that my daughter and I would attend all the high school home football games. Well, Beth wasn’t really my daughter.  She was one of my ex-wife’s former students.  When my ex caught me screwing the blonde haired, blue eyed nympho when she was only 16, Carrie divorced me and threatened to take me for everything I had.  However, I learned that she was screwing one of her students as well, so we decided to part ways and keep things quiet, rather than expose our follies in divorce court and risk jail.  Beth’s mother had died a few years ago and her real father was an abusive alcoholic who ended up in jail.  I ended up adopting Beth shortly thereafter.  Even before then she liked calling me “Daddy” in bed.
  Chelsea was one of my daughter’s classmates and friends.  I first met her at a high school football game.  I didn’t think much of her at first, but that would change over the next couple of years as she blossomed into a beautiful young woman.  Chelsea was on the flag line.  
As Beth and I made our way into the bleachers for the opening game of their senior year, I didn’t see Chelsea at first, but she did see us.  Chelsea came jaunting over to say high to my daughter and gave me a hug as well.  As she pulled away from me her hand trailed down my chest as she turned to chat with Beth.  It was still warm, and I was wearing a golf shirt, so I could feel the tingle as her orange painted fingernails trailed down my chest.  I shook it off and went to take my seat, leaving the two girls to chat amongst themselves.

Before I knew it, Beth stopped by to tell me that she was going to walk around and look for her other friends, and that she would stop back by just before halftime to see if I needed anything.  She gave me a quick peck on the mouth and a hug before bouncing away.  Beth was wearing a tight pair of Daisy Dukes which were cut in such a way to make them look as though they were worn out.  Although I hated paying good money for clothes that looked that way, I had to admit that they sure showed off her ass.  I knew I was going to have a nice screw once we made it home.  I caught myself drooling as she disappeared into the crowd.
Modern High Scholl not only had a cheerleading squad, but they also had a dance team called the Modernettes.  The Modernettes wore skin tight black uniforms that hugged their little teenage bodies.  Some of them you could make out the outlines of the panties and bras, but some of them you couldn’t.  The uniforms were so tight I had to assume they weren’t wearing any underwear.  I salivated at the thought.  I liked watching football, but I liked watching the cheerleaders and the Modernettes even more.  The girls sure didn’t look that way when I was in high school!  It seems pretty normal anymore for the cheerleader uniforms to be skin tight and the skirts to just barely cover their rumps and cunts. I loved it when the cheer girls did their flips and splits, exposing their bloomers for all to see.  I loved to imagine them going without them and showing off their juicy teenage slits to me.  The Modernettes bottoms were so tight that I could see camel toe.  Yep, Beth would get a good fuck tonight.  That’s the main reason she brought me to the games to begin with.
 “How do you like my uniform, uncle?”  Chelsea tapped her flag on my right foot as I sucked the drool back into my throat from my dirty little fantasy.  She leaned the flag against the guardrail and spun around to show it off.  The basic uniform color was black.  The top was tight on her pert breasts, and then flared out at the bottom over bell-bottomed pants.  Diagonally across the top was an orange stripe.  Chelsea placed her finger on the stripe where it crossed her left nipple, and rubbed it for just a second and traced the stripe down across her abdomen.  “The stripes are color coded for your year.  Orange is for seniors, purple is for juniors, red for sophomores, and the freshmen get blue.”  
“I didn’t notice the different color stripes.  I think the uniforms are very pretty, like you.”  Chelsea was petite with pale skin, green eyes and red hair.  In the past, she kept her hair kind of frizzy.  “I really like what you’ve done with your hair.  It looks very nice.”  Her faced beamed at the compliment.  Teenagers love it when an older man tells them that they’re pretty.  Noticing the change in her hair greased the wheels that much more.

Chelsea sat down next to me.  “I’m glad you like my hair and the uniforms.  But you’ve got to feel this material, it’s SO soft.”  Chelsea grabbed my hand and guided it over her crotch to examine the feel.  “Doesn’t that feel good?”
I wasn’t sure if it was intentional or not, but I liked it.  “That does feel nice.  Is it warm?”  I wasn’t sure if Chelsea caught my meaning or not, but I liked her answer.

“Sometimes it’s downright hot.  It gets itchy sometimes.”  Chelsea stood and grabbed her flag, quickly throwing one leg over the pole like a hobby horse.  In my state it seemed pretty phallic.  She pulled the flag up higher to her cunt, and explained, “I have to ride and sit with the band.”  I watched the flagpole slide a little back and forth between her thighs as she rode off saying “watch me during the halftime show!”  I was loving the pregame show already.

I continued to watch the football game, and the cheerleaders, and the Modernettes.  The game was pretty boring, as the Modern Malamutes slaughtered the visiting team.  The score was 28 to nothing as the second quarter clock wound down to only seconds.  Beth seemed to magically appear to check on me.  “How’s it going daddy?  Are you liking the view?”  

I smiled and leaned back so Beth could see the tent in my jeans.  “I’d have to say this is a pretty good game,” I replied.

She leaned in to whisper in my ear, “you’re gonna love the show after the game.”  I heard the marching band begin to get in position for the halftime show.  Beth turned to look for Chelsea, and nodded in her direction.  My gaze followed.  “Isn’t Chelsea sexy?”  Chelsea’s eyes found mine.  She was still riding her flagpole as she flicked her tongue over the rounded finial.  My mouth went dry as my jaw dropped.  Beth sat down close to me.  She reached over and patted my cock as it jumped in my pants.  “You better keep than under control,” Beth whispered as she licked my ear.  “You’re going to need that later.”  
Beth pulled away, reassuming her role as my daughter.  “Do you want an energy drink?” she smiled.  “I’m going to get some nuts and a hot dog.”

“You bet,” I replied.  

A short time later Beth came back from the concession stand.  She had a Mountain Dew in her hand, but nothing else.  “Here’s your do,” she announced as she handed me the drink.  “They were out of energy drinks.”  

At that moment I realized she was my “do.”  
Beth was very good at double entendres.  I caught myself getting ready to ask her about peanut and a hot dog when she interrupted my thought.  She whispered conspiratorially, “I said I was going to get some nuts and a hot dog.  That’s for later.”  She threw her head back, narrowing her blue eyes into those sexy crescents I loved and laughed.  I was going to have a hard time keeping up (and keeping it up) tonight, for sure.  “Hey, the band is on the field.  Oh, there’s Chelsea.”
I made up my mind to keep an eye on the redhead.  The band opened with a brass fanfare and broke into some Latin inspired tunes.  Chelsea poured her routine and her body into the music, moving sinuously with the music, her body and flag as one.  As the band brought the number to a close, the flag girls all blew kisses at the audience.  It was hard to tell from that far away, but it looked as though Chelsea’s eyes found mine once again as she blew her kiss at the finale.

“That was hot,” Beth intoned.  I noticed her thighs were tightly gripping her right hand, no doubt stimulating her little clit.  

The band made its way back to the stand.  I knew from experience that the band took the third quarter off to refuel after the halftime show.  Chelsea set down her flag and came over to see us.  Unexpectedly, she plopped herself across my lap and leaned backwards to exchange hugs and a quick peck on the cheek with Beth.  I grunted from the pain the sudden weight brought to my boner.  Chelsea quickly made up for her mistake.


“Did you like that uncle?” she inquired as she ground her hot little ass on my cock.  “is it good?”

I shouted out, “I think it’s great!” in my best Tony the Tiger voice.  Both girls started cackling and I started creaming my jeans.

Beth knew the goofy grin that came across my face and warned Chelsea, “you’d better take it easy if you want to have a ride later.”  Another double entendre.

“I’m giving Chelsea a ride?” I asked as the ginger slid into the seat on the other side of Beth.  “You girls are full of surprises.”  I placed an arm around each girl as they leaned their heads on either of my shoulders for a cuddle.  Simultaneously, they each placed a hand on one of my knees.  I started to get hard again.  

The girls remained close to me for the duration of the third quarter.  Chelsea gave me a quick peck on the mouth this time as she announced that she would have to return to sit with the band.  “We’ll miss you!” I called after her, watching her sexy body move into the band seating section.
Beth intoned, “I told you you would like the post game show.

“It will be extra special tonight for sure.”  I couldn’t wait for the fourth quarter to pass so I could get little Mike into a couple of nice, warm, tight spots.  Fortunately, it passed without incident.

At the final buzzer, Chelsea made her way back over to us.  “I ready to go!’ she announced.

“I’m sure you are,” I replied.  The two girls each took one of my hands and led me out of the stadium to the car.  They both sat in the back seat.  “Am I gonna get a show now?”  I didn’t have to wait any time for an answer as they two immediately began to kiss each other tenderly and grope each other.  Thank goodness I had the windows tinted.
Beth finally spoke, “I’m gonna stain the seats with my pussy juice if you don’t get us home soon.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice.  I pulled out of the parking space and drove like a madman to get back to the house.  It normally took 15 minutes to get home.  Tonight it took 10.  I rushed to the door and jammed the keys into the lock and threw the door open wildly as the girls, still grouping each other came up the steps to the front door.  

“Are you ready for your nuts and hot dog, Beth?”

“Not yet, Daddy.  Chelsea wants to show you something.”  Beth pushed me into the couch and knelt in front of me, rubbing my hard shaft through my pants with her hand as she unbuckled my belt. 
With that, Chelsea still standing arched her back over backwards, touching the floor with her hands. Chelsea then moved into a handstand.  As she did, her top slid from her lithe frame, over her B-cup breasts and onto the floor.  She was wearing a lavender bra with purple lace trim.  Still on her hands, she turned about in place so her back was to me, and then brought her shapely legs back down to the ground on either side of Beth, then raised her torso back up as she reached down and shucked Beth’s shorts from her hips.  “Ta-da!” she exclaimed as she licked up Beth’s right cheek.  Beth hadn’t been wearing any panties.  She enjoyed the feel of the seam in her shorts rubbing against her clit.  It kept her raring to go at it like rabbits.
I was so mesmerized by the performance, I had become oblivious to the fact that Beth had managed to completely pull my jeans to me ankles.  My dick was in a full salute as my daughter engulfed my manhood.  I reached over Beth to pull the remainder of Chelsea’s uniform off, revealing a pair of lavender panties, the lacy match to her bra.  Chelsea leaned over Beth, her hot mouth meeting mine as our tongues danced.  Beth continued her well-practiced fellatio as the redhead stepped onto the couch, a leg on either side of me.  The wet spot in her lavender panties was inches away from my face and I could swear it was growing by the second.  The smell of her sex was strong in my nostrils, but not unpleasant as I hooked my thumbs in the waistband to pull them down her slim legs.  I was delighted to see that she had trimmed her bush into a small heart shape at the top of her slit.  “Don’t you want to take a closer look?” the carrot top asked.  I dove in, slopping her cunt juices all over my face and beard as Beth’s oral ministrations continued.  Chelsea inhaled sharply as my tongue flicked across her engorged clit.  Chelsea came in no time flat, almost collapsing down onto Beth.  I managed to catch her limp form and guide her onto my lap as Beth’s mouth relinquished my cock with a popping sound and she backed away to accommodate our visitor.
“Oh no, Daddy’s not done with you yet,” Beth explained.  Working together, Beth and I arranged Chelsea’s leg so that her pussy was right over my cock.  I supported her frame as Beth guided my shaft into the ginger’s love tunnel.  Although she was incredibly tight, she was so well lubricated I slipped in with no resistance.  Chelsea’s eye immediately went wide at the size of my member entering her vagina, and began to hump me in earnest.  “Let’s make you more comfortable,” Beth said as she unsnapped Chelsea’s bra, revealing her pale freckled tits topped with pink puffy nipples.
I think Beth was feeling a little left out, and stepped onto the couch, inserting herself between Chelsea and me.  She positioned herself so that her butt was in my face, and her cunt was in Chelsea’s.  “Eat me, you little slut!” commanded Beth, and Chelsea immediately dove into the peach fuzz covered muff.  Beth’s rosy little asshole was right in front of my face.  It didn’t take long before I was flicking my tongue into her shithole.  I enjoyed the earthy taste and Beth involuntarily responded to the attention by sending a flow of fluids from her 18 year old cunt.  
I reached up and pulled Beth’s T-shirt up.  I couldn’t quite reach high enough to take it all the way off, so my daughter took the hint and yanked the shirt and her polka-dotted bra off. Once her C-cups were free, I reached up to grab two handfuls of tit, tweaking her nipples as I did so.  Between Chelsea on her pussy and my tongue in her asshole, Beth came quickly.  She retreated from her position, momentarily collapsing on the floor under the redhead and at my feet.  I was still in top form and sucked one of the ginger’s titties into my mouth.  Chelsea’s enthusiasm redoubled and she once again kicked it into high gear, meeting each of my thrusts.
A short while later, Beth recovered and began to lick and suck my dick and balls as well as Chelsea’s cunt.  “Unh, unh, unh, unh” Chelsea panted as I continued to suck and lightly bite at her nipples and Beth’s expert tongue bathed our joining.  I felt her vaginal muscles begin to spasm around my cock.  “I’m cuuummming!” she shouted and then screamed incoherently as she collapsed with her second orgasm of the night, spewing even more fluids over Beth’s face and my still hard member. The redhead collapsed, still impaled on me.  Gently, I placed Chelsea on the floor in her semi conscious state as my cock slurped from her well used pussy.  

I was still hard, despite these two young ladies’ best efforts.  Beth noticed, and knew to never let a good hard on go to waste.  “I kind of liked how it felt when you had your tongue in my ass.  Do you have anything else you want to try to put back there?”  

I was somewhat shocked, as anal sex had been verboten up till now with my little sexpot. I wasn’t going to miss this opportunity, and I was feeling especially naughty.  Although Chelsea was still in a stupor, I wanted to try something.  “Get on your hands and knees with your crotch over Chelsea’s face.”  My daughter followed the directions obediently.  I got on my knees behind her and pushed down on her shoulders to get her apple shaped butt further into the air.  I spread her ass cheeks wide and positioned the head of my penis at her little rosebud.  “Just relax, and this will feel awesome,” I assured my vixen daughter.  I tentatively pushed forwards, and met resistance from her sphincter.  “Be a good girl for Daddy.”  Beth relaxed a little and the head popped past her rectum as her eyes went wide at the sensation.  I slowly inserted myself, not wanting to scare or hurt my treasure.  “Diddle yourself to release some of that tension.”  Beth reached under to her cunt as I reached forward with my right hand to massage a breast as my left hand kept pressure on her shoulder. I felt her finally loosen up and began to piston slowly in and out of her anal cavity.  She was so tight and it felt so good.  My daughter continued to frig herself as Chelsea came to.  
“Oh my god, he’s in your ass, isn’t he?  I can’t believe he’s in your ass!  How does her butthole feel Uncle?”
“It’s so tight!  It feels so good!”

Beth spoke up, her breaths becoming quicker and shallower, “I feel so full inside!  It’s awesome!”  Chelsea raised her head up to eat my daughter’s cunt as I drilled her butthole.  Beth had to take her hand away from her cunt to keep her balance as she came again.

I was still hard, although I could not believe it.  I pulled out of Beth’s ass with a pop.  My daughter recovered from the taking of her anal cherry.  And both girls ended up on their knees facing each other.  They immediately began to kiss each other passionately.  I stood up and forced my cock between their mouths.  Instinctively, they looked up at me as I placed a hand on each of their beautiful heads and started humping their mouths.  Their tongues flashed in and out alternating between slobbing my knob and kissing each other.  I looked down at their perfect bodies glistening with the dew of our tryst and my mojo began to build.  “I bet you girls didn’t know I was gonna make you dessert!” I quipped as my thrusts quickened.  I let go of their heads and they obediently faced me with their tongues out, ready to receive my seed.  I stroked a couple more times and spurt after spurt of semen erupted from my manhood, landing on their waiting pink tongues, faces, and tits.  Once I was finished cumming, I collapsed on the couch, utterly spent.   The nubile teenagers swallowed the baby juice in their mouths, and began to clean each other up with a tongue bath.  There was no more semen visible as they shared a lingering French kiss, and came to snuggle up with me on the couch.
Finally, Chelsea broke our silence.  “Beth, your dad’s so cool.  My dad would never fuck me in the ass, and certainly never put his tongue back there.”

“I bet my Daddy would love to fuck your ass, wouldn’t you Daddy?”

“I would sweetheart, but you’re going to have to wait for me to recharge.  I’m all out of juice for tonight.”

“Can you give me a ride after next week’s game?”

“You can bet I will!”

