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Pussy Delight

Candice pulled the pillow over her head, trying to block the sound coming from outside. “Jeez,” she thought. “It’s Sunday morning! What the hell is going on?” Finally, as the noise continued, she got up to look and saw a large removal van parked at the house opposite. The men were unpacking it to take the contents inside and Candice realized there would be no point in going back to bed. From the look of things, it would be a while before they finished. She put a robe over her nightdress, stomped downstairs, and started complaining in a loud voice as she moved toward the kitchen.

“Jeez, can you hear the noise those idiots are making? It’s Sunday morning, for goodness sakes. Don’t they know that people want to sleep on a...” She stopped in her tracks as she entered the kitchen and saw her mother standing with an older man. His dark hair and brown eyes made him look handsome and Candice just stood staring. The t-shirt he was wearing showed of his muscular physique. Candice was immediately impressed and wondered who he was.

Her mother grinned. “This is Mr. Samson,” she said introducing the man to Candice. “He’s moving in to the house opposite and just came to apologize about the noise.” She turned back towards her new neighbor. “And this is my lovely 19 year old daughter, Candice.”

Candice suddenly felt the heat rising in her face as she blushed. “Oh,” she said meekly, staring at the floor. “Umm..., sorry,” she started nervously. “I didn’t mean that you were an idiot. I just...” She stopped, realizing that she would probably just talk herself into an even bigger hole.

Mr. Samson laughed. “It’s okay. If I were you, I would be complaining too.” He smiled at Candice.

She felt herself blush even redder. Looking down at the nightdress she was wearing, Candice realized it showed a lot of leg and the slightly see through material probably meant she was flashing her panties at Mr. Samson. She quickly pulled her robe shut.

Mr. Samson turned back to Candice’s mother. “Anyway, sorry again, I’ll try to get finished as quickly as I can so you can get some peace and quiet.” He looked back at Candice. “Nice to have met you,” he said and turned to leave.

“Well, he seems nice,” said Candice’s mother when Mr. Samson had gone. “He probably thinks you’re a teenage brat though,” she laughed.

“He does not,” protested Candice, although she suspected her mother may have a point. She moved across the kitchen to make herself some coffee and when the noise finally stopped, went back to bed.

At the end of a lazy Sunday, Candice finally decided to have a shower and go to bed. It was around ten o’clock and when she had finished, she wrapped a towel around herself and walked back into her bedroom. Standing in the middle of the room, she leaned forward so  her long blonde hair hung down and she began to towel it dry. As she moved her head to the side, she could see out her window and suddenly realized Mr. Samson was standing at his own window, watching her dry her hair. She stood up and looked and Mr. Samson quickly moved away. The light in the house opposite went out but as Candice stole a glance across again, she was sure she could just make out movement. “The dirty pervert,” she thought, “Trying to get a glimpse of teen tits and pussy.” It sent a sudden rush of excitement through her. She could have a slutty streak when the mood took her and as Candice felt the heat rise in her body, the mood took her. She left her curtains open and continued drying her hair.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





